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            For everyone who shared their stories of intimate violence

            and compelled me to write this book

         

         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Epigraph

         
         
            To withhold words is power. But to share our words with others, openly and honestly, is also power.

            —Terry Tempest Williams, When Women Were Birds
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            Introduction

         
         Early in our relationship, Eric Schneiderman told me that he could tap my phone and have me followed. Because he was the attorney
            general of New York State, I knew he had the power to do it. His power was a thread that ran throughout our relationship.
            Over the course of about a year, I had been broken down by the slapping, spitting, and choking that he had inflicted on me
            during sex, never with my consent, and by his gaslighting, which had destroyed my self-esteem.
         

         
         “Don’t be afraid. Don’t be ashamed,” I told myself every day in the months before my story of abuse became public. I had decided
            to come forward after I had realized I was part of a pattern. It wasn’t just my story; other women shared it. And I had to
            tell it to help prevent still others from having it become their story, too.
         

         
         In early January 2018, I spoke with David Remnick, the editor of the New Yorker, about my experience with Eric. I gave Remnick my word that I wouldn’t talk to other publications while he decided how to proceed. He told me that if I were alone in coming forward, I could be in peril. 

         
         On March 20, my birthday, New Yorker staff writer Jane Mayer called me at Remnick’s request, wanting to hear about my experience in my own words. After hearing
            me describe it in great detail, she echoed Remnick’s opinion: if I were alone in coming forward, I could be in peril. She
            asked me to give her time while she tried to contact previous girlfriends of Eric. Within two weeks, she had spoken with two
            of them, and their stories were eerily similar to mine.
         

         
         At that point, I knew that the story’s coming out was inevitable. I also knew that despite being terrified, I had to participate
            on the record to give it weight. Moreover, I knew deep down that I was doing the right thing, and I had clear objectives:
            to warn other women about him and to highlight the hypocrisy of men who claim to be champions of women publicly but abuse
            them privately.
         

         
         Eric would often say “Assume nothing.” He would also say “Trust no one.” In my relationship with Eric, I went through the
            classic stages that structure intimate partner violence, stages that many victims go through: entrapment, isolation, control,
            demeaning, and abuse. My story is a testament to what survivors of intimate partner violence experience, and how long it can
            take to recognize and name the abuse.
         

         
         In speaking out, I was determined to present my own behavior, as humiliating as the details were. I was making myself vulnerable in a way I didn’t want to. It would have been far easier to move on and do nothing; I would much rather have gone on with my life and not gotten caught up in the mess of coming forward. But if ever there was a moment to come forward, I saw, this was the time, against the backdrop of Me Too and Time’s Up. 

         
         After the New Yorker article came out, I worked hard to understand how I had gotten into a relationship with a man who had made me feel so bad
            about myself. I had a long bridge to cross before I could be in an intimate relationship again. As a child, I had witnessed
            domestic violence in my home, my father beating my mother. I had never thought I would become a victim. A friend said he had
            been shocked about what had happened to me because he thought of me as fierce, independent, and an advocate for women’s rights
            and safety. But when I met Eric, I was on a trajectory of recovering from a series of health issues (multiple miscarriages
            and cancer) followed by a divorce. I was secure with regard to my work and my friendships, but I was weakened with regard
            to romance. Then my path intersected with that of Eric, who I would later discover had a history of breaking strong women
            down. I was ripe for the breaking. It was the perfect storm.
         

         
         I want to shift the perception of what a victim looks like. A victim looks like all of us. According to the National Coalition
            Against Domestic Violence, on average, nearly twenty people per minute are physically abused by an intimate partner in the
            United States. In one year, this equates to more than 10 million women and men.1

         
         The cycle of violence that permeates every aspect of our lives is an existential and, in many cases, mortal threat to our shared humanity. Through it, we become conditioned to accept violence. Stigma comes from secrecy. In the pages that follow, I explore the steps that led to my becoming entangled in an abusive relationship, the roller coaster of coming forward, the aftermath, and my ongoing recovery. I also provide an appendix with resources for spotting intimate violence and getting help. By telling my story, I hope to help others to share their stories, to support loved ones in abusive relationships, and even to avoid becoming a victim. 

         
         I wish I didn’t have memories of being a victim myself. No one wants such memories. But I feel that somehow the universe intended
            for me to encounter Eric Schneiderman and, eventually, end a cycle with his intimate partners that had been going on for a
            long time.
         

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            1
The Fairy Tale

         
         We met in July 2016 at the Democratic National Convention in Philadelphia. Producing election-related videos in 2016 was my
            first step into politics. It wasn’t work I had sought to do, but when I was approached about the opportunity, I didn’t hesitate.
            I wanted to get involved because I recognized the danger that the Republican candidate, Donald J. Trump, posed to the United
            States. As soon as he announced he was running, I thought, “This crook is going to win.” I felt that if I didn’t contribute
            to the effort to stop him, I wouldn’t be able to sleep at night.
         

         
         Prior to 2016, I had been more likely to be at an art opening, book signing, or theater show. It wasn’t normal for me to attend
            large-scale political events, but that was about to change.
         

         
         As for that first fateful encounter with Eric Schneiderman, I hadn’t planned to be in the spot where he introduced himself to me. I hadn’t planned to be at the convention at all that night. After a long day producing a film shoot, I had wanted to stay in. But a series of unexpected events led to our meeting anyway. 

         
         It began with a text from a friend who was on the finance committee of Hillary Clinton’s campaign. He had an extra pass. He
            was going to leave it with the receptionist at his hotel if I wanted it. I thought, “Why not?” Then, while on the subway,
            I received a message from a friend that he could see through Facebook that I was nearing the convention center. I texted him
            when I arrived, and he brought me to where he was sitting. It turned out to be the box of Ed Rendell, a former governor of
            Pennsylvania.
         

         
         While I perched on a stool, taking notes, I could sense that a man was glancing at me. I turned to my right and smiled at
            him. I was wearing a cobalt blue dress with stars, a white vest, and red shoes. I must have looked like a proud American.
            He walked over.
         

         
         “You’re writing notes,” he said, surprised.
         

         
         Others around me were on their phones or laptops, but I preferred to use a notebook and pen.

         
         Tim Kaine, the vice presidential candidate, was speaking. The man said he had gone to Harvard Law School with Kaine. I said
            that I had gone to Harvard for undergrad and grad.
         

         
         “What did you study?”

         
         “Chinese language and the history of law,” I replied.

         
         He asked, in Chinese, “Do you speak Chinese?”

         
         I responded, in Chinese, “Yes, but I can’t speak fluently anymore.”

         
         It was a charming and nerdy flirtation. He asked if I knew who he was. I did not.

         
         “Where do you live?”

         
         “New York,” I said.

         
         “Then I’m your lawyer.”

         
         He was surprised that I didn’t know who he was. His name was Eric Schneiderman, and he was the attorney general of New York
            State.
         

         
         After he rejoined his group, I found myself curious. I wanted to know more about him. He was older than the men I’d usually
            been interested in, but I thought he was handsome and smart. I loved the fact that he spoke Chinese. I wondered if I would
            see him again. I wanted to.
         

         
         The next night, I was back at the convention and seated in a section high above the floor. I could see Eric on the jumbotron
            as the cameras panned over to where he stood with the New York delegation. I realized then that he was a big deal. During
            the proceedings, he and I emailed back and forth. We wouldn’t see each other that night, but he said he would call me the
            next day. I decided to have no expectations. Maybe he would; maybe he wouldn’t.
         

         
         After the convention, I got a ride back to New York with Carrie Mae Weems, an artist I’d worked with for many years who had
            become a close friend. While we were in the car, he did in fact call. I felt butterflies. I was excited, and Carrie was excited
            for me, too. I was also impressed that he had done what he had said he was going to do. So many times, I had been disappointed
            by men not following through—not calling or canceling at the last minute, as if I had nothing better to do than wait for them.
            Eric and I made plans to meet for lunch the next day.
         

         
         While I was in a postcall daze, Carrie asked, “What do you want?”

         
         I responded, “I’m not sure. I don’t know,” which was accurate. I had not been in a relationship since my divorce almost two years before. I was in limbo but hopeful that I would meet someone. I was amazed that I had just met someone in real life. 

         
         When Eric and I got together, he came downtown so that it would be convenient for me, and he told his security detail that
            they didn’t need to accompany us. He seemed nervous. After we sat down, he said abruptly, “I haven’t vetted you yet.” It seemed
            a strange thing to say right off the bat. I could feel a spark between us, but his comment took me out of the moment. I thought
            to myself, “Well, I’ve been vetted recently by the Hillary Clinton campaign.”
         

         
         That night I was leaving for Portland, Oregon, for three weeks. He was going to a meditation retreat upstate.

         
         We stayed in contact through occasional emails, getting to know each other. He sent me articles about himself, one from the
            American Prospect about his being “the man the banks fear most”1 and one from the Nation that he wrote about “transforming the liberal checklist.”2

         
         Once he emailed, “I am up in the woods with little reception, but will loop back in upon my return to the wheel of samsara.
            I hope you are well.”
         

         
         It was an optimistic time both in terms of our interactions with each other and in terms of the outlook for the election.
            But I was bewildered that he seemed interested in me. I didn’t feel I looked like a politician’s type. I looked too unconventional;
            I rarely got my hair done, and in my daily life, even at work, I could wear what I wanted. I wasn’t the kind to be seen in
            monochromatic A-line dresses and pumps.
         

         
         He emailed me when he was back in the city and sent a brief about Exxon, with which he was engaged in a legal battle. He was a hero of the climate change movement. Two days later, he sent another article about himself and another battle, this one with Trump. 

         
         “Good fantasy reading before bed . . .” he wrote.

         
         Although I could have been put off by his boasting, I saw it as a sign that he was trying to impress me. I felt flattered.
            I also felt that I could not reciprocate. What could I send him? An article on my book about my infertility struggles? A review
            of a downtown play I’d been in?
         

         
         The night I returned to New York, he sent me yet another article about Exxon and wrote “Calling!” But I was at a friend’s
            birthday dinner and told him I’d call afterward. For the next few days, he rang me every night, and we spoke for an hour or
            more. Then he asked me out to dinner.
         

         
         He wanted to go to his favorite restaurant, Gabriel’s, across the street from Jazz at Lincoln Center. I arrived before he
            did, and when I told the host whom I was meeting, I was immediately escorted to a prime booth, set apart from the tables in
            the middle of the space. When Eric got there, his favorite jazz song was playing. He was buoyant, almost dancing. During dinner,
            he joked about my being a spy sent by Exxon and said that the company had done a very good job. Soon, though, his expression
            grew dark, and he said, “You know, I could have your phone tapped.” He also said he could have me followed. Was he trying
            to impress me? Was he trying to scare me? The moment passed in an instant, and I let it go. Otherwise, he was sweet and attentive,
            curious about my life and my work.
         

         
         We didn’t go home together. Later that night, he sent me another article about Exxon. He also sent me a photo of him with Ram Dass, the spiritual teacher and author of Be Here Now.
         

         
         And he sent his “Transformational Activism Memo,” which he said he had cowritten but which had been put out under the name
            of a friend, a meditation teacher. The memo provided a conceptual framework to “combine personal transformation with social
            and political activism aimed at transforming society.”
         

         
         At the time, I had taken a break from my paying jobs producing films, shows, and events to volunteer for the Clinton campaign
            by bringing artists and filmmakers together to create content to get out the vote. I had established a career as an arts and
            social justice organizer, beginning with my work for Anna Deavere Smith on the development of Twilight: Los Angeles, 1992 about the human toll of the LA riots, and then with my serving on the steering committee of the NGO Forum/Fourth World Conference
            on Women in Beijing, China, in 1995. Those were defining moments that had shaped the rest of my life. Eric’s words about transformational
            activism resonated with me.
         

         
         The following week, he invited me to join him in Amagansett, where a law school buddy had a home. He was waiting for me at
            the jitney bus stop wearing a blue short-sleeved polo shirt and jeans. I was wearing a summer dress with a watermelon print.
            I immediately felt as though we were on vacation together. Back at the house, we had separate but adjacent rooms. That night,
            after dinner, we made love. Then he wanted to look at the moonlight, so we went outside, onto the balcony. He brought out
            a portable speaker so we could dance. He held me gently and looked into my eyes as if he couldn’t believe I was there.
         

         
         The next day, he took me to two fund-raisers for Hillary Clinton in private homes. At the first one, everyone I met on Hillary’s team seemed to know who I was. I took it as normal protocol that they had been briefed in advance about my background, specifically that I was volunteering as a producer of videos in support of the campaign. I was taken into a closed-off area where people were lined up to meet Hillary. When Eric and I finally got to her, she seemed keen to talk to him. After all, he was a great ally for keeping Trump in check. Moreover, if she won, Eric would be primed to play a central role in enacting her policies in New York State. Later, when she addressed the crowd, she name checked Eric and complimented him on the work he was doing. 

         
         At the second fund-raiser, Harvey Weinstein was one of the first people to approach Eric. He wanted to help him raise money,
            saying that Eric was “the only guy doing anything.” I didn’t know what to make of Weinstein. I had friends who worked for
            him. I had heard years before that he would make his assistants procure drugs and prostitutes for him when he was at film
            festivals. But here, at this event, he was doting on his young daughter.
         

         
         Bill Clinton was seated near us. He told Eric he wanted to ask him something before he left. I spotted an acquaintance and
            wanted to say hello. Eric looked over at the woman and her husband, who were big philanthropists, and said, “Oh, they don’t
            give me money.” He didn’t say it maliciously, but I gathered that at events like these, someone like him had to focus on his
            supporters—that he didn’t have time for anyone else. I went to say hi to her anyway.
         

         
         At the end of the night, Bill and Eric connected, and Eric introduced me to the former president. Bill shook my hand firmly and didn’t let it go. I almost started laughing as I processed a mix of thoughts. He could have been simply an aging man who had forgotten to let go of my hand. He could have been a typical politician trying to make me feel as though I mattered. It didn’t feel sleazy, but the sexual misconduct allegations against him as well as his past friendships with notorious predators, such as Jeffrey Epstein and Ron Burkle, crossed my mind. 

         
         He asked Eric for advice about the Clinton Foundation and fund-raising, wanting to know when it needed to stop taking foreign
            donations. Eric gave him his card and said that someone in his office would help answer any questions. I was stunned by the
            overtness of the interaction. It was clear that Eric was an influential man.
         

         
         A few days later, while we were still in Amagansett, Eric asked if I’d come home with him and spend the weekend at his place
            in the city. I said yes. He seemed genuinely interested in me, he seemed genuinely attracted to me, and I was swooning.
         

         
         We drove straight from our minivacation to his home in a classic early-twentieth-century Upper West Side building that I associated
            with academics, families, and people who liked quiet surroundings. I lived on the opposite end of Manhattan, the Lower East
            Side, which was bustling with galleries, bars, and boutiques. Eric and I entered the grand lobby of his building, and a uniformed
            doorman greeted us. His apartment was large, with two bedrooms, three bathrooms, and a dining room with dark wood paneling.
            In the spacious living room was a painting of an old woman murkily rendered. It spooked me, but I didn’t ask him about its
            significance.
         

         
         On a dresser, he had a frame with the photo of him and Ram Dass. He told me the photo had been taken by a previous girlfriend. She was one of several women he described as crazy “shark women,” who he believed dated him only because of his powerful position. He mentioned his ex-wife, who continued to serve as his adviser; he referred to her as a “stone-cold killer.” He said he had never met anyone like me. He made me feel different and also separate from the women before me. 

         
         He looked at the scars on my body and with sympathetic eyes told me he admired my ability to overcome adversity. (In May 2012,
            I had had surgery to remove two cancers, a thymoma and a gastrointestinal stromal tumor [GIST].) I said that there were many
            people who had dealt with far more adversity than I would ever know.
         

         
         “You’re a good turnip,” he said in a sincere tone. He had already come up with an affectionate nickname for me, based on the
            title of my website, Tanya Turns Up. It was a nickname I had gotten in college because I was known for turning up to support
            my friends at their events.
         

         
         My scars had long been a source of insecurity for me. A scar runs down the length of my torso in three parts. It starts above
            my heart and pauses near the center of my rib cage. There is a small mark where a chest tube was. The scar resumes below my
            navel and ends at the top of my pelvic bone. On the one hand, I think they are very punk rock, thin, jagged lines that separate
            the left and right sides of my body. On the other hand, they are a visible marker of the year I had been ill.
         

         
         In the fall of 2012, a few months after my surgery, my former husband told me he wanted to separate. We were in France, on tour with a show that he was directing and I had produced and also appeared in. His announcement came on the heels of a trying few years during which I had endured three miscarriages and an attempt at fertility treatment that was abruptly cut short when the tumors were discovered. Instead of making a new life, I had been obliged to save my own. 

         
         I started writing The Big Lie while I was in the midst of pursuing fertility treatment. I was shaken by how many friends and friends of friends had stories
            to tell, too, about their own experiences with infertility and their lack of in-depth fertility awareness. I decided to aggregate
            what I was learning and speak to experts about what they wished more people knew.
         

         
         By the time I turned in the manuscript, my life had taken so many twists and turns, with the surgery to remove the tumors
            and my marital problems, that even my editor was surprised by what he read.
         

         
         When I wasn’t working on the book, I was on my knees with grief, mourning the loss of a life I had thought would last the
            rest of my days. I thought maybe it would come back. My former husband was not making any moves to pursue divorce; he made
            it seem as if he just needed to figure things out. But a year later, at my book release party, a woman who had worked with
            both of us revealed that my husband had actually been in a relationship with his assistant director. Many of my friends had
            warned me about her. They had thought she was angling to take my place. One even said, “She wants your life.” But I had dismissed
            their concerns. I had never felt jealous. Besides, at that time, she had been in a relationship with another woman.
         

         
         I think it was the day after my book party that I contacted a lawyer and pushed forward with getting a divorce. If he had moved on, I needed to as well. I didn’t think my husband was a bad person. He had just done a bad thing. There were times that I felt he could have killed me with the timing of his actions. But it was liberating to know the truth. I focused on my recovery and chose not to feel any bitterness. 

         
         That was the beginning of the next phase of my life. I started spending more time in Portland, Oregon, where my best friend
            from college lived. I visited him there at least once a year. Portland is my happy place, where my shoulders instantly relax
            as soon as the plane touches down at the airport.
         

         
         It took me a while after my divorce to feel that I could even look at a man in a sexual way. I felt nervous when there was
            just an inkling of attraction. I had scars on my torso that hadn’t been there when I had met my ex-husband. I thought they
            might unnerve men if I took my clothes off; I thought my body looked like that of a sick person. Also, my husband had said
            he wanted to separate after, not before, I had the scars.
         

         
         One of the more hurtful things my ex had said to justify his leaving was that he had been going along with the relationship,
            that what we had been were simply great business partners (though, he added, “passionate ones”). Everything I had thought
            to be real about us was not. I felt as though I had been duped by someone who had been using me in many ways.
         

         
         By the time I met Eric, I felt that I was ready to be with someone again. His values seemed to align with mine. He was worshipped
            by those around him. He seemed as though he would be a good boyfriend. At the time, I believed he was the opposite of my ex.
            What primarily attracted me to Eric were his overt claims that he was transformational rather than transactional.
         

         
         The week after spending that first weekend at his place, I went to New Haven, Connecticut, to work with Carrie Mae Weems on her show at the Yale Repertory Theatre. The show was Grace Notes: Reflections for Now, and I was the associate director. It addressed the cycle of violence against black people, called for an end to violence,
            and commemorated black lives lost since the election of President Barack Obama.
         

         
         While I was away, Eric called often. Carrie said, “He’s the attorney general of New York State. He’s got this much goddamned
            time to call you?” One night, while Carrie and I were going home from the theater, during the twenty-minute walk, she said,
            “He’s called you three times since we left the theater. If my husband called me that many times, I’d hang up on him.” She
            continued, “I see aspects that he’s trying to control you.” I didn’t grasp the insight of her words. I didn’t see Eric’s attention
            as threatening. I felt that he deeply missed me.
         

         
         Eric sent me songs via email: “The Way You Look Tonight” and “You’d Be So Nice to Come Home To.”

         
         What an unexpected turn of events in my life. After my divorce, I had thought that eventually I would meet someone, but I
            hadn’t foreseen that that person would be the attorney general of New York State, a political rising star, and a very powerful
            man.
         

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            2
Entrap

         
         On his desk at home was a copy of Dark Money: The Hidden History of the Billionaires Behind the Rise of the Radical Right, by Jane Mayer. On the bookshelf in his office at 120 Broadway was a copy of Life on the Outside: The Prison Odyssey of Elaine Bartlett, by Jennifer Gonnerman, a longtime friend of mine. I believed they were good omens.
         

         
         I attended a talk Eric was giving with two meditation teachers. The theme was the relationship between spirituality and social
            engagement, how to stay aligned during the turbulent times before the election.
         

         
         Looking back, I see how I got sucked in. His outward-facing spirituality was a mask for the torment beneath the surface. His
            outward-facing feminism was a mask for his misogyny. Through public events like the one that night, he perpetuated a narrative
            of himself as an agent of change and transformation. Many people I trusted depicted him as a hero, and he positioned himself
            as standing up for many causes I believed in. I bought it.
         

         
         In between college and law school, Eric had worked at a clinic that provided abortions. He had given women rides from the airport to the clinic and comforted them. He had been a deputy sheriff in the Berkshires and befriended prisoners there. He showed me a letter that an inmate had written him, thanking him for his kindness. He frequently told a story about how the New York State GOP had tried to cut him out of the state senate by reshaping his district to be mostly Dominican, knowing he didn’t speak Spanish. So he had taught himself Spanish, pounded the pavement within the newly drawn lines, and won. He introduced me to many of his allies in the Latinx community. When I went with him to have dinner with a Dominican American congressperson, Eric seemed proud to show me off. I went from feeling that I was not the typical politician’s girlfriend to feeling that my being brown was an asset to his ambitions; he often talked about running for governor one day. 

         
         He made a concerted effort to support me in my world. He came to an Artists for Hillary gathering in Brooklyn that I had helped
            put together, and he spoke to the group. He came to pick me up from the campaign headquarters after I had a meeting there.
            But I also realized that my world at the time provided him with a personal connection to the campaign. It was something I
            could add to his profile. If only I could have seen how horribly wrong everything would go, both politically and personally—the
            negativity and chaos in one sphere influenced the other.
         

         
         But it wouldn’t be fair to assert that our relationship was only about what I could do for him. It also made sense in the context of the work we were both engaged in. And perhaps most important, there was tenderness and camaraderie between us. There was communication. I felt that he wanted to be a good boyfriend. Many of my friends thought he was a catch. They also thought I was in for a wild ride, with a front-row seat to the national political theater. 

         
         Soon after we began dating, he took me to the wedding of a congressman’s son. We were seated with a politician I happened
            to know. He was surprised to see me with Eric and said something to the effect that it was good for Eric but maybe not for
            me. He said it jokingly, but in retrospect, I wondered if there was something behind that comment. That same month, Eric took
            me to the Global Citizen Festival in Central Park, where we were escorted onstage and stood in the wings. Metallica was playing.
            I found it funny that Eric didn’t know who they were.
         

         
         Eric and I were becoming more enmeshed. As a producer and artist, I went to my share of galas and openings, but when I attended
            high-profile events with Eric, I was “the girlfriend.” I felt elevated in terms of clout but diminished in terms of my own
            achievements.
         

         
         Despite that, I enjoyed being his regular companion at intimate dinners with politicians and important donors and at outings
            to Jazz at Lincoln Center, his favorite venue. I love hearing live music, and getting to meet the artists through Eric was
            especially exciting: going backstage to say hi to Joey Alexander, the young Indonesian jazz piano prodigy, and Wynton Marsalis.
            I enjoyed attending each other’s events and cheering each other on; talking openly and honestly about our hopes and fears;
            dancing around his apartment.
         

         
         Still, other patterns were emerging. He often asked me to make connections for him, for fund-raising, for volunteers. I didn’t think much of the requests at the time; a lot of people asked me for favors. But he seemed to be interested in my friends only if they could be of some use to him. When we had dinner with friends of mine, he appeared uninterested in hearing about their lives. He seemed to want to talk only about himself and what he was doing as attorney general. He sometimes referred to my friends as “ditzes” or “clueless”—but they were very intelligent women. 

         
         When I later read Beverly Engel’s book The Emotionally Abusive Relationship: How to Stop Being Abused and How to Stop Abusing, I learned about the connection between narcissistic personality disorder (NPD)—which I believe Eric displayed—and abusive
            behavior. Engel wrote, “Those with NPD are often oblivious to others and how their behavior affects them.”1 She also explained that “too much closeness terrifies a narcissistic individual and so he criticizes or imposes control on
            his partner to hold her at bay.”2

         
         Politicians have to be charismatic so that when they say “Jump,” people ask “How high?” Abusers are often charismatic, too.
            Politicians and abusers can share another characteristic: extreme narcissism.
         

         
         At first, Eric was so adoring and supportive of me that I didn’t pick up on his extreme narcissism, such as when he emailed me article after article about himself. Also, if the outcome of the election was going to be as all the pundits predicted, he would be more prominent than ever, and I would be by his side. After more than two decades of working with arts and social justice organizations, I could bring my skills to a larger platform, and for him, having a girlfriend like me could enhance his profile. I was feeling an adrenaline rush from the romance and headiness of my new relationship. 

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            3
Isolate

         
         On Election Day, November 8, 2016, I rolled out of bed in my apartment on the Lower East Side and voted in my building, which
            was a polling center. At the time, I was still on social media. I scrolled through photo after photo of people excited that
            the United States might finally have a female president after nearly a century of women having the right to vote. Women posted
            photos of themselves holding their daughters with the caption “I VOTED FOR HER.” I myself posted a photo in which I held a
            Hillary sign after voting. I wore a white pantsuit for the occasion.
         

         
         I had already begun talking with campaign staffers about ideas for the inauguration. I proposed having women heads of state
            from around the world record congratulatory messages for Hillary, acknowledging her historic moment. Eric was similarly brimming
            with confidence about the outcome.
         

         
         He and I had a full night of viewing parties and celebrations to attend. I put on a new, bright pink, knee-length cape dress and heels. I preferred to wear boots, flats, or sneakers, but Eric always wanted me in heels at events. I paid to have my hair done because he always wanted me to wear my hair up or blown straight. Otherwise, he often said my hair looked too wild. Perhaps he meant it looked too ethnic. My hair is wavy, bordering on frizzy when it’s humid. The bigger it gets, the more I like it. I thought, “What is wrong with

         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
      
   9780063059924_coverimage.jpg
“Crystal prose, precise and calm. A profound ethical clarity. A powerful and
essential book.” —KIRAN DESAI, Man Booker Prize-winning author
of The Inheritance of Loss
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