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Loving Me
	Bam! Crash! Bam! “No, Please, Stop, Robert, No”. “Jason, call 911” My eyes flash open and my senses are assaulted. Bam! Bam! Bam! The sound of wood cracking and splintering fills the air. My heart is racing, my whole body trembles, the way it does on those very rare winter days we see in our sunny state. However, there is no joy here, only fear. I need to move, but I can’t, I am frozen in time. My mother screams once more and like cold water, it pushes me forward. I climb unsteadily out of my bed and make my way toward the yelling. In these terrible moments, at six years old, I would learn a life lesson that I would need just ten years later.
	As I come bolting down the hall, now driven into motion by the fear that held me still only moments before, I find that my reprieve was short lived. Everything seems to be moving in slow motion as my brain tries to make sense of what my eyes are telling me.  I stand still, in shock, my home is broken. The kitchen cabinets have been ripped from their hinges, there are holes where there should be walls. The floor is strewn with lamps and chairs, papers, and glass. Even in this foggy state, I can still hear it, the yelling and the crying, the begging and negotiating. It’s deafening.  The trembling is back, maybe it never left, and suddenly I don’t know what to do. I want my mom and I want all of this to be over. 
	She screams and just like that the clock begins to tick again. My older brother comes running past me, he is twelve and determined to protect her. “No, Jason, don’t, just call 911”.  A phone, yes, I can do that. I can find a phone. I look frantically for our black cordless phone and just as I find it, it’s ripped from my hands as my brother follows my mom’s orders and runs back to his room, away from the sounds that terrify me most.   
	He screams at her, but the words are unintelligible, to me anyway.  He punctuates his ranting with a punch to the wall, a dish to the floor, more broken cabinets, creating a perfect chorus of chaos. I try to push on into the room where I know she is, I must see her, I need to hold her, I need her to hold me.  He doesn’t see me, his eyes are glazed over, he is a man lost in a sea of anger and despair.  
	She looks so small, my mother, as she cowers in the corner of that room, her knees drawn to her chest, ignoring her wounds while tears roll down her cheeks.  “Please Robert, stop, please, I understand, you’ve made your point. Please, the kids”.  He hears nothing, he sees nothing but red, as he lifts a glass tea pitcher, aiming for her head; I run in crying out for her, “Mommy”!  He hesitates, but then turns and throws it in the opposite direction, SMASH, it breaks into a million tiny, glittering pieces and just like that so does the memory. 	
 	I am in his Porsche, and my wrists still ache from his harsh grip.  My heart hurts more. How did such a lovely day turn into this? How did we go from sunshine with the windows down to fiery eyes and hateful tones?  I had only been trying to help; I know he told me not to but surely stopping the papers from blowing around the backseat would help to relieve the tension I’ve sensed in him all day. 
	My job was to listen and do as I was asked, nothing more and nothing less. My punishment could have been far worse. I knew from my memories not to push the issue, be a good girl Angela and all will be well.  I tried to be that girl, the girl he wanted me to be, giving up all sense of self. After all, he wasn’t really that aggressive. He had only grabbed my wrists and shoved me a little. Maybe I shouldn’t wear pajamas to school and perhaps I should “try a new hairstyle”. He could be affectionate and he was a year younger, maybe he just had a bit more maturing to do.  
However, I couldn’t shake that feeling that if I let this carry-on, that memory from so long ago may become a new reality. Maybe not with him, but perhaps with someone else. That could not be my future, I could not repeat the cycle and relive mother’s mistakes.  I had to choose now to be different. 
“You cannot truly love another until you learn to love yourself”. This was my mantra. I had heard it plenty of times in many of our “sessions”.  “You are important and you matter and so do your feelings”. “Value yourself, embrace the leader that you are, the kindness you have to share and the joy you are to those around you”. “Remember Angela, the value you put on yourself is the value the world puts on you as well”.   “If you learn nothing from my success than at least learn from my mistakes”.    “Thank you, Momma, I will!”
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