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      To all of us who feel the we can never be enough, you must understand that we have always been and will always be, the good one.
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      Olivia, Age Seven

      Molly, Age Fourteen

      

      Olivia liked Vince.

      She thought he was handsome with his dark brown eyes and thick black hair. He spoke to her with a beautiful accent, and she knew that Molly liked him, too, because they were kissing all the time.

      When Mommy was gone and Molly was supposed to be watching her, Vince snuck in to visit. Olivia knew that if Mommy knew she would be really mad so she was careful not to say anything.

      Mommy didn't like anything Molly did, and she especially didn't want Molly talking to boys. When she thought Molly was talking to boys, she called her bad names that Olivia wasn’t allowed to repeat.

      Molly always told Olivia, "I'm old enough to have a boyfriend, Livvie Boo-Hoo. Don’t tell that witch or she'll take Vince away from us."

      Vince always brought Olivia gifts of candy and little stuffed animals that he knew she would like. Olivia liked Vince and didn't want Mommy to know about him. He was one of the nicest people she'd ever met.

      On a boring Saturday night when Mommy was out at the bar with her friends, Olivia heard the special knock and knew that Vince was at the door. She opened it carefully, like Molly had taught her, and motioned for Vince to hurry inside.

      “Hi, Munchkin!” he said, his teeth white and shiny as he lifted Olivia high in the air and gave her a hug. “How’s my girl?”

      Olivia giggled.

      Vince was handsome, and she liked his smile.

      He handed her a flower and a stuffed pink bear and winked at her.

      “You spoil her,” Molly said, kissing him on the mouth.

      “Nah. She’s my girl. I gotta take care of her, don’t I?” Vince said, kissing Molly again for a long moment.

      Olivia looked away, embarrassed. She smelled her flower and decided she liked it.

      “Vince and I are going to read for a little while on my bed,” Molly said as she grabbed him by the hand then led him toward the closed bedroom. "You stay in here and watch TV, but you can’t bother us. Okay?”

      Olivia nodded.

      Anything Molly said, Olivia did.

      Molly and Vince disappeared into the room, the door closing behind them.

      Olivia wandered to the kitchen area and opened the cabinet where the cookies were. She grabbed a handful and set them carefully on paper plate, then sat down in front of the TV hugging her new soft pink bear. She ate her cookies slowly, opening them one by one and licking the cream inside. They were her favorite, but Mommy didn’t buy them for her unless she was very good.

      She savored each one, not sure when she would get them again.

      She turned on the television and found her favorite show about the animals who were like superheroes and saved the world.

      Before long, Olivia heard weird noises coming from the bedroom.

      She heard Molly giggling, and that made her happy. She always liked when Molly was happy, which was never unless Vince was around. Vince was nice to Molly, and she hoped that he would be her boyfriend forever. The nicer Vince was to Molly, the nicer she was to Olivia.

      Olivia took small bites of her cookie and chewed carefully, making sure she didn’t leave any crumbs. Molly had been so angry with her lately, and she didn’t want to give her any reason to be mad at her.

      Messes always made Molly mad because she said that Olivia was selfish and spoiled.

      Olivia wiped the tear from her eye as she remembered how Molly had pulled her hair the last time she had left crumbs on the floor.  She'd apologized later, but Olivia had cried anyway. She'd forgiven Molly for hurting her because she always did.

      Suddenly, the door to the trailer slammed open and Mommy stumbled in, her eyes red, mascara smudged all over her face.

      Olivia’s last cookie fell on the floor and she stared at it, frozen.

      "Why are you sitting here watching TV by yourself?" Mommy slurred as she came closer to Olivia, the strong odor that Olivia didn't like permeating the air. Olivia knew that when she smelled like that, there always trouble that followed.

      Olivia couldn't speak.

      "Are you deaf? I asked you a question.” Mommy's eyes were dark, and Olivia trembled inside.

      Mommy reached out and grabbed Olivia’s wrist, pulling hard. "When I speak to you, you answer, dammit.”

      Olivia heard a groan from behind the bedroom door, and she could feel Mommy’s entire body stiffen.

      The air in the trailer was electric as neither of them dared breathe.

      Olivia heard it again, followed by another groan and the rhythmic sound of squeaking bedsprings.

      It was faint, but Olivia knew by the way Mommy looked at the door with her mouth open that she had heard it, too.

      Mommy leaned in closer to Olivia’s face and hissed, spit flying out and landing on her cheek. "Who's in there? Is your sister in there?"

      Olivia sat as still as she could, her heart pounding in her chest.

      Mommy swore. “I told you to answer me when I speak to you!”

      The blow to the side of Olivia’s head was unexpected, and made her ears ring. Again and again, she could feel the slapping coming at her in the same place, hard and fast.

      Dazed and dizzy, she watched as Mommy kicked open the door, and for a split second, Olivia could see in the room.

      All she could see was naked skin and then Molly as Mommy grabbed her long strawberry blonde hair and threw her out of the room. Molly was almost naked, only wearing a short, thin T-shirt.

      Vince jumped up and gathered his clothing quickly, and Olivia realized that he was completely naked. She had never seen a naked man before and felt her cheeks turn red as he scurried to put on his underwear and avoid Mommy's blows, her fists landing on him clumsily.

      She had been too preoccupied with Molly.

      He barely escaped as he ran out of the front door as fast as he could.

      "Is this what you do when I'm not home? You whore around with that boy in front of your sister?” Mommy screamed at Molly, her words garbled in Olivia’s ears.

      Olivia reached up to the side of her head where Mommy had kept hitting her and gingerly touched her sore ear. It was wet inside, and when she pulled her fingers away she saw redness on the tip of her finger.

      Blood!

      She pulled her finger away and tried to wipe the blood on the floor where no one would see it. Mommy didn’t like when she complained after she hit her, and she knew that saying it hurt could end up making things worse.

      She watched as Mommy grabbed Molly’s arm and then yanked her toward her, hard.

      “How dare you have sex in my bed with that disgusting boy?” Mommy’s face was red as she called Vince a lot of ugly words that made Olivia shrink inside. Mommy said words like that when she talked about anyone who had a different skin color than they did.

      Olivia didn't understand why Mommy didn't like people who looked different than they did, and it made her squirm.

      Vince had always been nice to her, and she didn’t like anyone saying those ugly words. Especially not Mommy.

      She shrunk down and hugged her knees as she watched Mommy grab Molly by the arm. Molly was sobbing and her face was red.

      “You want to show everybody your perfect little body?” Mommy yelled. "If that's what you want, then that's what we'll do!” She dragged Molly to the door, even though Molly tried to squirm away. Mommy’s grip on her arm was tight, and Olivia could see the red marks already forming on her sister’s forearm.

      Olivia could see that Molly didn’t have any underwear on, her thin white T-shirt left nothing to the imagination as Mommy opened the door to the trailer and threw Molly out, not bothering to see if she landed safely.

      Olivia heard Molly land with a thud and a scream.

      Mommy slammed the door and locked it. She stood still for a moment then quickly grabbed a large bowl from the cabinet and filled it with water. She opened the door and threw the water at Molly as Molly screamed again, her sobs coming through the door as she begged to be let in.

      Olivia couldn't stop crying, her head hurting, a hollow feeling in her right ear. She reached up and felt wetness on the right side of her face and knew it must be the blood again, but she didn’t care.

      She lay on the ground and closed her eyes, the sound of Molly’s cries echoing in her ear.

      Olivia felt dizzy, like she was going to throw up, and when she closed her eyes she hoped, not for the first time, that she wouldn't have to open them ever again.
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      Olivia, Age Thirty-Five

      

      The Split

      

      The note in his front left jacket pocket that told him that he was her world didn’t surprise me. It was almost as though he had left it there purposely, hoping I would find it and put an end to the pointless dance we had been doing for the past few years.

      I wasn’t even angered by it, even though the world threatened to stop turning as I read them.

      I wanted to hate him, but I hadn’t felt anything in years; the medication I’d promised to take numbing me to the bone. The ability to be happy or sad or even angry escaped me when I needed it the most. The only love or joy I had was for the children.

      I hadn’t loved him in so long, and the nineteen-year-old girl who had fallen in love with him didn’t even seem like she’d ever been me. We were fulfilling a sense of duty to a marriage that was dead, at our very best, and I wondered why it had taken him so long to find someone else.

      "I'm sorry you had to find out that way," Danny said, unapologetically.

      “How did you meet?” I asked, emotionless.

      “In a coffee shop. She’d forgotten her wallet and I…”

      “Had to be the hero,” the words had come out harsher than I’d intended, but I understood because he’d been saving me throughout our entire life together.  I shouldn’t be surprised that it was another damsel in distress who had caught his eye. If he had a red cape and a big “S” on his chest, I couldn’t have been more surprised.

      “I didn’t mean for this to happen, Livvie,” Danny said, suddenly ashamed, the boy I’d once loved reappearing for a brief moment.

      “I know,” I said, believing him.

      He had been a stranger for so long; the bright-eyed young man who’d once held me close when I was terrified or had a bad dream had disappeared long before. I had killed him, destroying the last remnants of him with my constant need to be saved.

      “Do you love her?" I asked, already knowing the answer.

      He didn’t answer, his eyes refusing to meet mine.

      Danny cleared his throat. “You and I… haven't been us for so long, and I felt like I could never leave. I know there's no excuse for what I've done. If I hadn’t been such a coward, I would’ve just left and let us both move on. There was a time when you were my world but now…"

      His voice trailed off, and I knew what he wanted to say but was afraid to.

      It was all too much.

      Even for a guy like Danny who had a hero complex and a strong heart, my illness suffocated us both. I’d done everything I could in the beginning when the babies were small, but everything unraveled quickly, over and over, until I’d worn us both down into nothing.

      It was the endless doctor’s appointments when the medication stopped working and the constant checkups even when it was. It was the mania and the depression and then the forgiveness that I’d begged him for but didn’t deserve because of what I’d done to the children… and to him.

      It had all been too much, and I knew that he had to break one day.

      I sat on the side of the bed and watched him pack, willing my heart to feel something and my mouth to open because I knew that I should beg him to stay.

      For the children.

      For me.

      But I sat in silence, watching him open drawers as he painfully decided what to take and what to leave.  The note had sealed the deal for both of us, making his alternate life a reality, but he was never going to stay. He’d made his decision months before, even searching out condos and apartments and finally settling on one that was close to the children but far enough away from me.

      I watched as he closed the final suitcase, and I knew that I should feel something as he clicked it closed. I waited for the pang of emotion, the sense of dread, the panic to set in, but there was nothing.

      Absolutely nothing.

      "I'm not a bad guy, Livvie.” Danny looked me directly in
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