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Last night I woke up from my sleep screaming,

Another PTSD nightmare of what I experienced.

I was sweating profusely and I was out of sorts,

I didn’t know what to do with myself as my mom heard me scream.

Racing to my room as she turns on the light,

And wraps her arms around me as we cried together.

This has become a common occurrence with these nightmares,

Now my dreams turn into me going to the courthouse with the media everywhere.

My bed sheets were full of sweat everywhere and I became restless,

Time to change my bed sheets once again because of these nightmares.

I’m no longer strong, I can’t deal with this anymore,

Why me? Why am I going through this? I don’t understand.

My head is full of convoluted thoughts that I can’t shake,

I start to backtrack to that night and think about what happened.

I question why the hell I screamed when the police arrived,

Why did I even go through this whole shit of filing a report?

Why did I go to the hospital for an examination?

Why did I go through a trial with these four animals?

Then I start to think of how many women are raped daily,

Some against their will and forcefully to where they’re helpless.

I have to remind myself that this is for the women who can’t speak,

Forced to live in silence, afraid of the person(s) who abused them.

Going to court everyday and having to listen to every detail of that night,

I have to sit behind these assholes and listen to the vitriol of lies their lawyers tell.

I start to drift into deep thought sitting in that crowded courtroom,

Thinking of how much money these lawyers make to concoct stories of lies.

It took an emotional toll on me dealing with this for over a month,

I’ve truly found out how strong I am sitting through that trial.

Some days I’d be strong and tough as ever, feeling empowered,

Other days, I’d be shedding tears and forced to walk out of the courtroom.

This whole ordeal has been a rollercoaster ride that won’t end,

Going up and down, upside down with loops, swoops and pulls.

The trial ended and they were all found guilty of rape and other charges,

I had a tough decision to make about being at their sentencing.

Did I want to deal with the media all over again in my face,

All of the police officers protecting me from these people in the media.

The plot thickens as I come to find out that one of my rapists has a dad who is a police officer,

He grew up here in this town and is a local hero, that’s why I’m hated so much.

Looking at myself in the mirror everyday when I brush my teeth,

I can’t stand to look at myself a lot of times wondering what has happened to me.

Washing my vaginal areas in the shower causes me horror,

Imagining those cannibalistic men penetrating my vaginal walls.

Emotionally I die every time I take a shower but no one knows it,

How do I tell people that my heart sinks and my stomach churns when I shower?

That’s supposed to be the most sacred time and place of solace,

I’m not even comfortable in my own home anymore, it’s so sad.

My showers are mixed with water hitting my face and tears coming down my cheek,

After so long, you can’t tell the difference between the water from the shower and the tears.

I sit here and write this poetic diary to help people understand the emotional toll,

And how it affects a woman’s life not just for the moment, but forever.

Your mind doesn’t erase memories that change and impact your life,

Those horrible memories stay in your head no matter how much you try to shake it.

So when I say it’s time for not just women to speak on it,

I do mean it, men need to do their part too and be the stepping stones.

Now that I sit here and think about one of my rapists who has a police officer dad,

I get scared that he may get a lesser sentence and his dad will plead with the justice system.

The good ol’ justice system, it is a gift and a curse in the world we live in,

And I’m one of millions of women who are part of it and for the wrong reasons.

I’ve emotionally died internally and externally, my body is just here in existence,

My heart and brain pump blood to each other but my soul has left me.

I’m walking around aimlessly in a world without a soul to share with others,

Because my trust for others is long gone and I look up to the sky and ask why.

How do I meet someone new and start my life over?

How do I tell a man that I was raped and not by one man but by four?

How do I open up and trust him, not knowing his true intentions?

How does he not know about me, my case, it’s all over the media daily.

This is just another sad case of a woman being raped at a college party,

It’s like the societal norm at this point and it’s accepted which angers me.

Kids party, drink, do drugs and have illicit sex with each other,

How is it believable that a woman can get raped at a college party?

Society has ruined people to the point where they can’t even think for themselves,

There’s just an automatic response to, no that can’t be or that’s not possible.

Part of the blame goes to society and the portrayals of rape,

It’s just taken lightly like a grain of salt which is really sad.

It doesn’t impact others until it happens to them or to their family or friends,

Why should it take that for people to respond to a serious societal issue?

This is a sexual act and a violation of a person’s decision-making,

Especially the fact that I didn’t consent to it and wasn’t cognizant of my surroundings.

Laying in bed at night, it’s hard to fall asleep most of the time,

Feeling like someone is grabbing me and fondling me like that night.

Every inch of my curvaceous body is just sensitive in every way,

I no longer let anyone feel the touch of my skin.

I’ve stopped letting people get close to me or get to know me,

I don’t speak of my soul leaving me and I’m in search for it again.

I dread touching my own skin each and every day,

Knowing that these four men violated me and made me lose sense of who I am.

Every time I take a shower, I scrub just a little harder,

Just to get the touch of their fingerprints and clammy hands off of me.

Every time I take a shower, I wash and lather a good 3 times,

I wash my hair more as I remember them pulling my hair and roughing me up.

Wishing that I was a snake and I can shed off my skin altogether,

And grow a new one back and feel totally new all over again.

But then again if I was snake, I’d be a venomous one,

Just so I can see those four assholes again and bite them to kill them.

In my mind, I have an eye for an eye mentally at this point,

But my heart tells me to forgive them and find a way to let go.

My hormones are out of whack and I don’t even get the urge for sex,

I’m mentally, physically and emotionally withdrawn from all of that.

I can’t get to a place where I’d let another man touch my body,

Allowing him to just kiss me on my lips and feel a sexual sensation.

These pills to help my PTSD only does but so much to calm my body,

Some nights I don’t want to take it as it mentally depresses me.

I’ve lost the love to even love myself anymore,

My eyes aren’t bright anymore, they’re dim, glossy and tearful a lot.

My smile has dissipated slowly, my outer beauty is buried in sweats.

My inner beauty no longer exudes through me as my family sees it,

They see the sadness and sorrow within the confines of my mind.

The sun doesn’t shine elegantly on my skin anymore,

The beauty I once found solace in has disappeared.

I don’t speak of all of these emotions and feelings running through me,

As no one wouldn’t understand and I don’t want anyone to tell me they do.

My mother is the only one that truly does because she’s experienced it,

She’s the only one I can truly trust with every ounce of emotion I feel.

I feel that night was the day that my mind, body and soul died,

My body is somehow here and still in existence and I don’t know why.

I still try to find some solace in understanding why this happened to me,

I don’t wish this on anyone in this cold, horrid world we live in.

These days I hide myself in bigger clothes and stay home a lot,

At night, I bury my head in my pillows and cry myself to sleep.

All of my tears are on my pillowcases from so many sleepless nights,

As the pillowcases get washed and new tears become ingrained in the material.

I’m out of tears to cry and my eyes are totally dried out,

Wishing that the old me would come back and I can be whole again.

Talking to people about this horrible experience hurts me so much,

As time goes on, it’s become a healing mechanism talking about it.

It’s not going to matter if I eat my life away and get fat,

Or go to the gym and lose a bunch of weight, I’m still in this body.

I can go changing my hair color to get away from what I once was,

But I still feel those motherfuckers pulling my hair roughly that night.

I can touch my skin and even try to tan myself,

But my skin is still on my bones and it still hurts me internally.

I try to escape this world as much as I can,

Reality doesn’t do much for me anymore and I know that.

I can leave this town of maggots who hate every ounce of me,

But the past always finds a way to repeat itself and it’ll haunt my mind.

The newspaper articles will always be on the internet,

There’s no escaping that night in my mind or in the reality I live in.

So now I prepare for my fate of going to court for their sentencing,

Feeling a sense of nostalgia knowing that I need to address them all.

I know I need to write a long letter/statement of substance,

Letting them know my feelings, what I deal with and my life now.

I can easily slip into a manic depression, become addicted to drugs,

I can even slit my wrists (which has crossed my mind).

This will be a lifetime story of resilience, strength and toughness,

Granted I know there are days I just want my body to die.

I’ll want my heart to stop beating altogether so I can be at peace,

I’ll want my blood to stop flowing to my brain which controls my thoughts.

There will be days I don’t want to feel emotions and feelings,

Where I can walk around and be numb to it all.

Some days I know I don’t want anyone around me,

Shutting myself from the world and not talking about anything.

So back to this train of thought of being at their sentencing,

How will the judge feel about this whole case?

I’m dealing with so many obstacles of their being a male judge,

How will his emotions and feelings weigh on this case?

Me testifying on the stand and shedding so many raw emotions,

Hopefully it has moved him and shook him to the core of his soul.

How many rape cases has this judge heard in his career?

A range of thoughts that I think about and it scares me shitless.

Another sad story of a rape case on a college campus,

After the sentencing of these men, life will go on.

Hopefully, I’ll get back to the old me I once was,

But then again, I may never get there after this experience.
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I’ve somehow managed to survive the winter of hell,

The cold blistering nights with snow blowing in my face.

The weather has improved but my situation hasn’t,

Summer is approaching and I know it’s going to get hot.

My friend’s business had to be shut down because the rent went up,

He wasn’t making enough money to pay the rent increase.

That’s the greed that happens with building owners,

So I’m at a loss for getting food and daily needs everyday.

I’m back to being on my own and it’s going to be hard,

I know I’m going to get out of this and I still have hope.

With the summer months fast approaching, my clothes stick to me,

I sweat all of the time and my deodorant usage has increased.

My store owner friend is working to get me to live with him,

I don’t bank on that situation working even though it would be great.

The sweltering heat is hurting my poor skin today,

I don’t remember the last time I was able to lotion my body.

Soap and deodorant are priorities for me these days,

Lotion is not much of a necessity along with shampoo.

Soap washes my hair and I figure out how to get haircuts,

Sometimes barbers give us free haircuts on the weekend if they can find me.

I’m a nomad in these streets these days, panhandling in different areas,

I don’t want to be the homeless man in the same area all of the time.

Some days I look homeless with my scruffy beard and long hair,

That’s when people feel more sympathetic for me and give me money.

As soon as I get a haircut, I have to keep it moving to another area of the city,

But I don’t make as much money these days as I look more clean cut.

That’s the societal stigmas that people paint in their minds of a homeless man,

That’s perpetuated and insinuated in whatever media people watch these days.

That whole perception is not reality and I wish people would break out of that,

We can be clean cut and struggling to make it in life you know.

Days like this, I reflect on having an air conditioner in my living room,

Being able to lay on my comfortable couch instead of this hard concrete.

Yeah I’m back to talking about the little things people take for granted,

I’d take a fan in front of me right now instead of hiding in shade areas during the day.

At this point, I’ve figured out how the sun moves throughout the day,

Which gives me an idea of where to go to be away from the hot sun rays.

I reflect on the air conditioner hitting my body and cooling me off,

As my beautiful wife gives me a dinner plate full of great food.

But, enough about my once good life that I had,

Thinking and reflecting too long gets me emotional.

Some nights, I’m able to somehow get through the turnstile in the train station,

Get on a train and fall asleep for the night with air conditioning in the train car.

That’s my place of solace, I can keep cool and eat whatever I bought,

A lot of days, it’s Subway sandwiches which are healthy but also inexpensive.

A 6 inch sandwich with some chips helps my cause,

It doesn’t fill me up, but it gets the job done for that day alone.

Finding a place to use the bathroom isn’t always the greatest,

Sometimes having to hold it in for long periods of time doesn’t help either.

Keep in mind I’m in my 50s and your body goes through changes,

I’m long overdue for a doctor’s appointment to check on my bodily functions.

Some nights, I can’t get into the train station so I’m stuck in the humidity,

Just hoping that it rains so it cools the weather down.

I live for being able to go in a park and get some sleep,

Hoping no police officers come by and try to get me for trespassing.

A lot of them just want to do their jobs and don’t care about my situation,

Some of them are good with it knowing I’ll be here when they’re on patrol.

Certain
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