
Coping 
          
  

How do you cope with the knowledge that this is your fault?  That your misery 
and guilt were caused by your own hand?  How do you face the fact that you’ve made 
this happen… again?  What do you do?  He texted you… again.  Come over, he said.  I 
miss you, he said.  
Sensibility.  “Id,” you ask, “What do I do?”  “The answer is simple,” mumbles your inner 
narrator.  “Don’t go.  He’s going to do it again.”  

He beckons again.  Come over, he says.  I won’t do anything, he says.  Just talk, 
he says.  Talking isn’t so bad, you think.  Talking might resolve this tug he has on my 
lifeline.  How do you explain this to others?  “I don’t care about him,” you say.  “I just 
can’t say no to him.”  Why can’t you say no?  Computing… Computing… Unknown.  

Come over, he says.  We’ll have fun, he says.  Finally you cave.  Talking, it is, 
you think.  I won’t let him tear me apart again, you conclude.  Only an hour.  Daniel’s 
waiting at home, you remind yourself.  

Work ends.  Shuffled steps to the car.  Turn key.  Breathe—Hush.  Drive.  Five 
minutes have elapsed.  Breathe—Hush.  

Text Daniel:  Stopping to see Randall for a bit.  Be home in an hour.  I love you. 
Daniel replies: Alright, I love you. 

Walk up the drive way.  Breathe—Hush.  The garage door circulates around two-
directional tracks.  Breathe—Hush.  Open the basement-apartment door.  Breathe—
Hush.  Walk down the stairs.  Breathe—Hush.  Tremble with fear.  Breathe—Hush.  
He’s sitting on the couch.  Rub the cold sweat off your hands.  Nervous smile.  
Breathe—Hush.  

How do you explain this to others?  “I just wanna work things out with him,” you 
say.  “I’m sick of the tension,” you say.  

Sit down on the opposite end of the couch.  Distance is good.  Distance shows 
distaste.  You still love me, he says.  You miss me, he says.  “Not really.  I’m really 
happy,” you say.  “Daniel treats me really well, and he loves me like no other,” you say.  
Daniel’s a big, ugly pussy, he says.  You miss me, he says.  You still love me, he says.  
“So what did you want to talk about?” you ask.  Breathe—Hush.  We left things off on a 
really bad note, he says.  I wasn’t that great to you when we broke up, he says.  “No 
shit…” you mutter.  I need to apologize, he says.  If I had known what I would have lost, 
I never would have been such a shitty boyfriend, he says.  You’re the best thing that 
ever happened to me, he says.  Breathe—Hush.  “Nothing you can do about it now,” 
you say.  Breathe—Hush.  

Two hours pass.  You try to leave.  Can I have a hug? he says.  I miss your hugs, 
he says.  One hug won’t hurt, you think.  Your Id, having been silent this whole time, is 



quietly begging you to retreat for the door.  Step away.  Don’t accept his violent touch.  
Breathe—Hush.  

You hug.  Innocent until: Woah, I didn’t think that would happen, he says.  “What 
the hell are you talking about?” you ask.  You miss me, he says.  You still love me, he 
says.  You wouldn’t have hugged me like that if you didn’t, he says.  You hugged me 
tight, like you miss me a lot, he says.  I thought it was because Daniel is substantially 
thinner than you, you think.  Breathe—Hush.  

You miss me, he says.  You still love me, he says.  Why does he think this? you 
think.  Is there something I’m missing? you think.  Breathe—Hush.  You miss me, he 
says.  You still love me, he says.  Maybe there’s something there.  Maybe I’m wrong, 
you think.  “Id,” you ask, “What do I do?”  “The answer is simple,” mumbles your inner 
narrator.  “Don’t believe him.  He’s going to do it again.” Breathe—Hush.  

Walk to the car, four hours have elapsed.  Daniel stopped texting back hours 
ago.  He was your saving grace.  Maybe there’s something there.  Maybe I’m wrong.  
Lingering looks, more frequent hugs.  Lingering discussions.  Dropping hints.  You miss 
me, he says.  You still love me, he says.  Breathe—Hush.  “No.  I have to go,” you say.  
“Daniel’s waiting for me,” you say.  Shuffled steps to the car.  Turn key.  Breathe—
Hush.  Drive.  Five minutes have elapsed.  Breathe—Hush.  

Walk in the house.  Walk down the stairs.  Breathe—Hush.  Daniel’s in bed.  
Smile inside.  Guilt ensues.  Breathe—Hush.  Lay down next to him.  Wish he would 
hold you and tell you it’s all going to be okay.  Breathe—Hush.  Fall asleep.  Feeling 
empty.  Void of dreams. 

.          .          .    
     

Four days have elapsed.  Come over, he says.  We need to talk, he says.  
Cannot fight his pull.  Don’t say no.  Shuffled steps to the car.  Turn key.  Breathe—
Hush.  Drive.  Five minutes have elapsed.  Breathe—Hush.  

Text Daniel:  Stopping to see Randall for a bit.  I’ll try not to be too long this time.  
I’m sorry and I love you. Daniel replies: Alright, I love you. 

Walk up the drive way.  Breathe—Hush.  The garage door circulates around two-
directional tracks.  Breathe—Hush.  Open the basement-apartment door.  Breathe—
Hush.  Walk down the stairs.  Breathe.  Hush.  Tremble with fear.  Breathe—Hush.  He’s 
sitting on the couch.  He smiles widely.  Breathe—Hush.  Rub the cold sweat off your 
hands.  Nervous smile.  Breathe—Hush.  

How do you explain this to others?  “I don’t understand why he wants to see 
me…” you say.  “But I’d rather go see him than have him attack me.”  

Sit down on the opposite end of the couch.  Distance is good.  Distance shows 
distaste.  You still love me, he says.  You miss me, he says.  “Not really.  I’m really 
happy,” you say.  “Daniel treats me really well, and he loves me like no other,” you say.  



Daniel will never know you like I do, he says.  We were meant to be together, he says.  
You’re supposed to be the mother of my babies, he says.  Breathe—Hush.  

The pull.  You feel the pull.  Where does it come from?  Why does this happen?  
Computing… Computing… Unknown.  

Shame.  So much shame.  Breathe—Hush.  You miss me, he says.  You still love 
me, he says.  Maybe there’s something there.  Maybe I’m wrong, you think.  Breathe—
Hush.  How can I leave Daniel? you think.  Don’t I love him? you think.  What’s 
happening to me? you think.   

You miss me, he says.  You still love me, he says.  Maybe there’s something 
there.  Maybe I’m wrong. Breathe—Hush.  Once, twice, three times a-shamin’. 

Maybe I want this, you think.  If he just kisses me, it will all go away, you think.  
Breathe—Hush.  Just do it.  I need it so I can go back to Daniel.  I need to forget you. 
Kiss.  He did it.  You miss me, he says.  You still love me, he says.  Maybe I do.  Maybe 
I always have.  Breathe—Hush.  Kiss.  More frequent.  Kiss.  Breathe—Hush.  Kiss.  It’s 
still the same. 

He grabs your hand.  He pushes, you pull.  He pushes it towards the south.  
What? he says.  I’m not doing anything, he says.  “I won’t have sex with you,” you say.  
“I shouldn’t even be here,” you say.  Breathe—Hush.  He grabs your hand.  He pushes, 
you pull.  He pushes it towards the south.  What? he says.  I’m not doing anything, he 
says.  “I won’t have sex with you,” you say.  “I shouldn’t even be here,” you say.  
Breathe—Hush.  Why won’t he listen? you think.  Why can’t I say no? you think.  Your 
sense of comfort?  Computing… Computing… Gone.  

Flirting.  Kisses.  Hugs.  Three a.m.  Guilt sets in.  Shame shows its face. 
Breathe—Hush.  The bed is empty.  You want to lay down.  You want someone to hold 
you.  He’ll have to suffice, you think.  Maybe that will make the shame go away, you 
think.  Maybe I can figure this out if we cuddle, you think.  

He grabs your hand.  He pushes, you pull.  He pushes it towards the south.  
What? he says.  I’m not doing anything, he says.  “I won’t have sex with you,” you say.  
“I shouldn’t even be here,” you say.  Breathe—Hush.  He kisses and holds you.  The 
guilt is still there.  Now what? you think.  

He grabs your hand.  He pushes, you pull.  He pushes it towards the south.  
What? he says.  I’m not doing anything, he says.  “I won’t have sex with you,” you say.  
He grabs at your pants.  You push his hand away.  He grabs at your pants.  You push 
his hand away.  Why won’t he stop? you think.  I said no, you think.  He grabs at your 
pants.  You push his hand away. 

He pulls your pants downward.  You try to pull them up.  He pulls them down. 
You try to pull them up.  What the fuck is he doing? you think.  Get up and walk away, 
you think.  Just say no, you think.  Your Id says, “Walk away.  This is bad.  It won’t end 
well.  Get OUT.”  You lie there on the bed, panic growing exponentially, thoughts 
swimming, voice mumbling.  



He spreads your legs.  You close them quickly. He spreads your legs.  Please stop, you 
plea.  I wanna go home to Daniel, you think.  Daniel… You’re untouchable and 
grotesque.  He will never want you now.  You’ve lost his smile.  His laugh.  His warmth.  
His support.  His understanding.  The growth.  You’ve lost the best thing you’ve ever 
had.  The one who knew how to fix it.  The one who doesn’t force or condemn.  Daniel, 
you think.  I’ve failed you, you think.  I deserve this, you think. 

He spreads your legs.  You close them quickly.  You miss me, he says.  You still 
love me, he says.  He spreads your legs.  You close them quickly.  

Baby, he says.  I can’t make you feel good if you don’t open up, he says.  Please 
stop, you plea.  I wanna go home, you think.  He spreads your legs you close them 
quickly.  He pulls your pants downward.  You try to pull them up.  He delves under the 
seam between cloth and skin.  He begins his escapade.  Please stop, you plea.  I 
wanna go home, you think.  Breathe—Hush.  Maybe I wanted this, you think.  Daniel 
doesn’t deserve this, you think.  Please stop, you plea.  I wanna go home, you think.  
Breathe—Hush.  He delves into the receptacle that is your womanhood.  Please stop, 
you plea.  I wanna go home, you think.  Breathe—Hush.  

He continues to excavate.  You begin to cry silently.  Please stop, you plea.  I 
wanna go home, you think.  Breathe—Hush.  Please stop, you plea.  I wanna go home, 
you think.  Breathe—Hush.  You close your legs.  He spreads your legs.  You close 
them quickly.  He continues his mission.  You can no longer cry silently.  You whimper, 
as a plea.  You cry out.  Please stop, you plea.  I wanna go home, you think.  Breathe—
Hush.  

Oh god, he says.  I did it again, he says.  Fuck, he says.  He begins to cry.  You 
feel to blame.  You try to console him.  He gets angry.  You’re lucky, he says.  If I would 
have fucked you, I wouldn’t have stopped, he says.  He leaves the room, angry, ego 
injured.  You lie there, crying silently.  Please stop, you plea.  I wanna go home, you 
think.  Breathe—Hush.  You pull your pants up.  Shame.  Please stop, you plea.  I 
wanna go home, you think.  Breathe—Hush.  You wipe the tears from your eyes. Please 
stop, you plea.  I wanna go home, you think.  Breathe—Hush.  

You grab your car keys.  Apologize.  Walk to the car. Please stop, you plea.  I 
wanna go home, you think.  Breathe—Hush.  Shuffled steps to the car.  Turn key.  
Breathe—Hush.  Drive.  Five minutes have elapsed.  Breathe—Hush.  Daniel is asleep 
again when you get home.  Please stop, you plea.  I don’t wanna live, you think.  
Breathe—Hush.  
         Many days have elapsed.  Guilt-blurred vision has made you lose track. 
How do you cope with the knowledge that this is your fault?  That your misery and guilt 
was caused by your own hand?  How do you face the fact that you’ve made this 
happen… again?  What do you do?  He texted you… again.  Come over, he said.  I 
miss you, he said.  You drink.  You’re a lightweight.  You drink a pint of vodka.  The heat 



hits you first.  The fuzzy warmth consuming you.  A pint of vodka, a shot of sweet tea.  
The perfect shameful-living cocktail.  

Drink more.  Don’t feel a thing.  Fumbel wigh keyz on tha phonnne.  Text Daniel: 
im almosste redy ta com homea.  Daniel replies: Alright, be there soon.  I love you. 

Text Daniel: Plezdf hurry. Please com git mew.  Daniel replies: What happened?  
What’s wrong. 

Screaming.  You wanted it, he says.  You didn’t say no, he says.  You laid on the 
bed, he says.  That means you wanted to fuck me, he says.  Inside you writhe.  No, you 
think.   I said I wouldn’t fuck you all day.  I didn’t want this.  Screaming.  Wake up the 
neighbors.  Screaming.  Where is Daniel?  I’ll kick his ass, he says.  I can take that 
panzee, he says.  Daniel arrives.  Get in the car crying.  Ride in the car crying.  Five 
minutes have elapsed.  Daniel doesn’t know.  You’ve lied to him.  He doesn’t know what 
happened.  You let this happen. 

Arrive at home crying.  Go downstairs crying.  Sit between Daniel’s legs, resting, 
crying. Drank it all.  Don’t feel a thing.  Outpour your experience to Daniel.  So much 
shame.  Shame in every fiber of your being.  Shame. 

How do you cope with the knowledge that you can’t prevent this?  That he will 
forever have this pull, this control.  How do you face the fact that three years later, he 
says jump and you still jump?  What do you do?  You shatter, break and bend.  You’re 
destroyed.  Breathe—Hush.  

I haven’t heard from you in a while, he says.  What have you been up to, he 
says.  Fear.  Bold—Engulfing—All encompassing.  Cold bolts of lightning shoot up and 
down your limbs.  Racing heart.  Sweaty palms.  Breathe—Hush.  What if?  Breathe—
Hush.  

How do you cope with the knowledge that you’ve lost all control?  That he will 
never let you go from the castle he’s locked you away in.  How do you face the fact that 
he will always leave wrinkles and tears in your life?  What do you do?  You forget what 
independence feels like.  You’re not your own.  Breathe—Hush.  

Why?  Why does he have this control?  Flashes of pain.  Emotional.  Mental.  
Images of him rolling over and ignoring you.  Flickers of women on screen, conducting 
relations that make you blush and cower.  Remembering the flinching responses to his 
screams.  Portraits of crying yourself to sleep over the things he said.  Reminiscing on 
feelings of failing everyone in every way possible, because he’s not happy.  Forming 
memories of him forcing his anatomy into your face.  Remembering all of the ignored 
“no’s.”  Breathe—Hush.  

Why?  Why does he have this control?  Fear still runs through your veins.  The 
force he had still pushes and pulls.  Force, fear, and guilt.  Taking advantage of lost self 
esteem.  Accustomed to feeling worthless.  Never fought for your life.  Never good 
enough to live.  Breathe—Hush.  



Why?  Why does he have this control?  Because you can’t let others touch you 
the way he forced himself on you.  I’m trying to break you out of your shell, he used to 
say.  You shouldn’t be so shy, he used to say.  Loss of the decision to break your own 
shell.   So much corrupted and stolen from you, under the pretense of protection, love, 
and equality.  The upper hand?  Never yours. 

How do you cope with the knowledge that this is your fault?  That your misery 
and guilt was caused by your own hand?  How do you face the fact that you’ve made 
this happen… again?  What do you do?  You talk about it.  You heal.  It hurts.  It feels 
like festering wounds on your heart.  It heats your mind with anger.  And you eventually 
learn that it was never your fault, never your doing.  It was the fault of a coward, lost in a 
battle over control that was never his to have. 

Breathe—Hush—Silence. 
 


