Tobbie Walter, Story #1

Tobbie Walter is a Series-7 certified stockbroker at Morgan
Stanley in Des Moines, lowa. She lives in Des Moines with her
daughter, Michelle.

Even after | left, it never ended.

It started while | was pregnant. It started as little things: a
push, a shove, a hit in the arm. At this point, he knew | was stuck.
| was 17 years old and pregnant. My family was extremely,
extremely unhappy about this, and trying to force us to get
married. | still went to high school, graduated on time with m
class. That was tough to get everything done, but | did.

It just escalated from there.

We moved and | started to work for the Governor. That
changed me a little bit. And it made X even more mad. Here
am, working for the Governor. There were newspaper article
mean, here is this girl who had a kid at 17 in high school, wh
thought was going to do absolutely nothing with her life, and
look: “Maybe we should have been more encouraging...” So
was a big deal.

That really, really made him mad. And I'd have special
events. A ball, all kinds of black-tie events, dinners, fund-raiq
things like that. Oh, he would get so mad.

That's when it started to get real bad. Real bad.

At night, | would sleep in Michelle’s room. | didn’t shave
legs, | gained 20 pounds, because | did NOT want him to to
me, and maybe he would just leave me. He told me, over and over, that if | lefs beimgito do something
absolutely terrible.

One Wednesday, after more than three years of this, I'm driving home frdmAdioof a sudden, it just
totally smacked me in the head: “Oh my God. What am | doing? I'm leaviritgt &ll the times you leave for a
day or two...but this was different. | had been able to talk with people at weak. having fun in my job. | was
traveling with them. | was doing well, in a good job. Everyone loved me, and wapsmrtsve. My friends were
really what a family should be.

So | finally left. But it wasn’t over. He wouldn't leave me alone. He brolaerimg car. He left love letters on
my car, roses. Every day. He broke into my apartment. | got another restaiuhingHe broke it over and over.
He broke in again, at night. | woke up and he was standing in front of my bed.

He never got in trouble.

Two years ago, | had just started my job at the brokerage firm. X came owafmanment and pushed his
way through my door. Then he snapped. He gets my firebat, a wooden bat, away frow heestarts hitting me
with it. I'm laying on the ground, and he’s on top of me, choking me with the bat. | blackethduhis was
three years after | left him, almost three years. | seriously thougig fwing to die. | came to, and got away,
somehow.

He got a slap on the hand. Nothing.

He will never stop. He will always have to be in the back of my mind. AlwBgsause when he does lose it,
it's either going to be the current person he’s with, or he’ll do something t@ mikighelle, to himself. Because
we were the beginning.

The troopers had his picture at every entrance to the Capitol. Theyuglhthtbat he was going to shoot me.
He tried to kill himself twice. But, he'd call me beforehand. So | thinkais more like an act.

Anyway, he wouldn't just kill himself. There’s just no way. He continueh ttits ‘I love you, | love you, |
love you.” Until today. But he doesn’t love me. He just can't stand that | latt] ot away, that | am able to have
a life and pick myself up and do things with my life and with Michelle.dtisobsession, because it's something
he can’t have. And that kills him.

The last time he called to say he loves me? A month ago.




