Every day that's gone by since that fateful July
I have thought about your pain.

It brings me to tears how you must have felt betrayal on the deepest levels.

Oh, how I wish you could see things through my heart, not my eyes

My open, tender heart always wants to be close to you.

All that day and night, I wanted to be with you, if only because being with you made me feel good. When I was alone, my depression was worse, but being with you made it less intense. And that was an excellent way to "cope" that wasn't dope or booze, but it was a challenge to make for various reasons that pre-date the July incident.


You remember me "begging" you. You told me that On Monday the 17th.

I was saying, "please, please?" and begging you after repeated times you said no. 
You are my wife, and I was incredibly turned on by you that night; It had been four months since our last intimate time, and it was a holiday—I thought, if not keep trying now, then when?.

I remember thinking, "ok, let's see if a massage would get you in the mood?"

I asked if I could give you a massage and encountered no objection
You were lying face down on your side of the bed, arms up and hands tucked under the head, head turned to the left, and I believe your eyes were closed. You had black fuzzy sweatpants on and a top.

I turned on Spotify on TV and put the acoustic grateful dead mix on.
The lights were dim, and I recall starting the massage on top of the black sweatpants. It was ok, but I could not feel the muscles and figure out where all the knots existed. I did massage her feet, calves, hamstrings, and glutes. I then wondered if she would allow me to slide her sweatpants off, so I said, "ok to take sweatpants off?" I pulled them down over her waist and down over her hips, and she lifted the hips off the bed.

I was lost in the moment, thinking I had somehow gained your permission as I proceeded slowly with the massage.



Hiding from a hiding 
As a kid…
I was confused and frozen in the moment. 
Not sure whether to run, move, or breathe
Did he see me move?

Watch him closely out of the corner of your eye as he walks by
you never know what you might see

That gives you that extra nanosecond to spring into action
Otherwise, you are frozen in fear, waiting for the belt…

The brown leather belt was the one that hurt the most
It was as wide as my hand but not too thick
This made it still have that "Crack" of a whip 

Crack the belt on your young ass until it felt on fire 
( I was 5 )

Once, twice, five, 
the burning coming fast, 

My hands hit as they try to protect my ass whipping…
they, too, feel the crack and the burn

I lost count of the cracks,
the pain was intense.
I remember hitting the floor 
and running out of the bathroom 
as fast as I could.

My father stayed behind
In the most porcelain-equipped room
he proceeded to watch his hands 
because that's what he does.
