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When you are going through tough times in your life, sometimes reaching out to those you are closest to will allow you to heal. Sometimes a helping hand and love gets you through it all.
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Coming home to seeing what’s written on the side of my house is just creepy,

I can only imagine what my parents are thinking at this exact moment.

I stood in front of my house in a state of shock wondering who did this,

And why would they? What was the true purpose of all of this?

Haven’t we been through enough these past few months?

Now this? I didn’t understand, it was now mentally draining to see this.

Just when I thought all of this was over, it clearly wasn’t,

I didn’t know what to say to my parents at this point.

Everything starts roaming in my mind and I felt guilty,

Wondering why I went to that party and why did everything happen?

As we walked into the house, it was just silence,

My dad went to get cleaning things to start getting the graffiti off.

Looking at my parents, they just didn’t know what to do,

I can only imagine what they dealt with in the community everyday.

They did all that they could to protect me from the mail sent to us,

Along with the vicious phone calls that were made to us.

The threats people said they were going to do to me,

Even threats to my parents if they saw them in public.

These athletes were being coddled by a community that condoned this,

I know women have lied about being raped but the trial showed that wasn’t the case.

As I ventured into my sanctuary which is my room, I can only think,

How do I express my sorrow for what my parents have dealt with?

When my mom went through this, there was no media everywhere,

There were newspapers writing about her trying to degrade her character.

There were the police, the investigation and that was it,

The amount of things that go on now is beyond belief.

The only way I could try to alleviate any of this mess is to write a letter,

And that’s what I decided to do for my parents to ease the tension.

It’s bad enough I don’t want to hug them or feel comforted,

Especially from my dad which breaks his heart and I can see it in his eyes.

After writing this letter, I knew that it was time that I share it with them,

It was very nerve-wracking but this was my gateway to expressing my feelings.




Dear Mom and Dad,

I wanted to take the time to express everything that I’m feeling,

I just hope that you both understand how sorry I am for everything.

That night was meant to be harmless drinking and socializing,

Never thinking or knowing what the end result would be.

I never thought in a million years that people I have partied with before,

Would do something as vicious and in such a horrific manner.

I wish I was more cognizant of my environment but I wasn’t,

And to think of what I wore, I sometimes wonder if that was the cause.

Even though society teaches women to cover up their bodies more,

That it’ll keep you from being sexually assaulted and raped.

The bad part about saying that is, it doesn’t matter what we wear,

The reality is there are sexual predators everywhere you go and they’re lurking.

The emotional toll that it’s taken on me, I’m quite sure it bothers you,

But more and more, I think about the toll it’s taken on you both.

From meeting me in the hospital after getting a rape kit done on me,

To the police reports and recollecting every aspect of that night, it’s mentally draining.

Then to proceed to the trial where you have to listen to all of the testimony,

Watching their lawyers do anything they can to get them off of what they’ve done.

Mom, I know that you’ve experienced this before so I’m quite sure the memories came back,

I just hope that we can use our platform one day to talk about this major issue in the world.

Dad, I’m so sorry that I’m not the affectionate young woman I once was,

Just know that it’s going to take time for me to heal and eventually, I’ll get back to the old me.

I hope that in due time this will all go away, but I know it’s not easy on you both mentally,

The vitriol that people spew in this community and around the world is really sad.

It boggles my mind how people think about major issues that go on in this world,

The culture we live in doesn’t help our cause as rape and sexual assault seems to be condoned.

I know you both have done all that you can to protect me from the world,

The hate mail, the phone calls, the television stories, it’s not escapable and I know what’s going on.

Hopefully my story will allow the world to really see what goes on, on college campuses,

But also around the world and us doing all that we can to protect women.

I know these words may resonate in your minds and I really hope it does,

I love you both with all of my heart and I don’t want you ever to forget that.

I’m tired of crying emotional tears as my eyes are cried out,

I just want my life to go back to what it once was.

I know I’ve changed and it hasn’t been for the better,

As I go through my depression, periods of angst and anger within my soul.

My blood boils anytime I hear about my sex life being put on the forefront,

Along with the social media hatred that I could possibly be “lying” to get attention.

I know it’s hard to listen to the media and the whole world making me look like a whore,

But you both know who I am, what I’m about and what my heart is truly like.

I always feel guilty for all that has happened in these past few months,

Knowing that you both don’t deserve the stresses of dealing with a life like this.

My life is forever changed by the events of that night, I’ll never be the same,

To know that people can commit acts this disgusting and disgraceful boggles my mind.

There are a lot of nights I spend in my bed crying my eyes out,

I wish that I never went through an experience like this in my life.

Emotionally I’m spent and I know you must be too,

If there was only a way to rewind time and change that night.

Maybe I don’t ever go to that party or I go to the party but don’t drink,

Maybe I wear less revealing clothes, oh the guilt that goes on in my mind.

Thank you mom for letting me cry in your arms at 3 a.m. from my nightmares,

Where I go through my PTSD periods and needing someone to hold me.

The cold sweats, the dazes into my own world, it’s hard to deal with at times,

Knowing that my therapy will be a help but you both will be my healing process.

Dad, thank you for being strong, kind and gentle with me since that night,

Thank you for holding down the fort dealing with all of the atrocities that have gone on.

Always know that I’ll never stop loving you both for all that you’ve done for me,

This healing process will be a lifelong thing, but I know you’ll always be there.

Love always,

Christina
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My trip to the hospital was so scary, I didn’t know what to think,

As I was diagnosed with gastroenteritis in my stomach.

I didn’t know exactly what it meant but the doctor said it was treatable,

That I would have to change my diet and take medication daily.

That was good news to hear as I was thinking something worse,

I guess the stresses of life have made me sick after being homeless for so long.

I was ready to get my life together and start helping homeless people,

But things happen and life has a way of slowing you down.

I’m missing my wife a lot these days as I wish I could hug her,

Or even hear her voice and feel her presence near me.

There are so many things I want to say as the guilt lives with me,

All of the things I put her through and made her deal with.

Knowing that all I’ve gone through to get to where I am,

A small stomach issue shouldn’t keep me from progressing in life.

I know my wife is looking down on me from heaven,

It’s probably too late for me to tell her how I feel about everything.

With me finally getting myself back to my normal life,

I want to be able to share my thoughts with her in person.

I’ll have to settle for writing all of this down and hoping she sees this,

Maybe
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