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  Sleepless Nights


Iam laying down and I can’t sleep. I have tried rocking myself back and forth. I have tried taking some Tylenol PMs. But nothing is working. When I close my eyes, all I see is darkness. Inside the darkness, there is something creepy and scary that I can’t make out. I open my eyes in fear. My body is shaking. What was that? Why is it there? What is it trying to do? 
Who am I? Some days I have to remind myself. My name is Kailani Harper. I am a strong woman. I am an intelligent woman. I am an independent woman. I am beautiful. I am loved. I am worthy.
Today is one of those days where I can’t get out of the bed. I don’t want to talk to anyone. I just don’t want to be bothered. I am not hungry. I can’t function at all. I try as hard as I can to get up, but I can’t. I can’t seem to focus on anything.
It all started six years ago. I was dating a man that at the time I would have told you was the love of my life. But instead of loving me, he brutally abused me for years. I would wake up because I couldn’t breathe to find him choking me. I would cover up the bruises so that no one could see them. I lied to my family and friends for six years. He had complete control over my life. I had to drop out of college. Luckily, he still allowed me to work.
I finally left him. I backed up my clothes and anything I could grab as quickly as I possibly could and ran as far away as I could. I have been driving for four days now. I have been taking breaks in the rest areas. I try to close my eyes to rest them, but it is difficult. I am scared he will come after me and if I stop for too long, he may pull up beside me. The end result is the West Coast, Washington State, some three thousand miles away from my home. Home where all of my family and friends are probably worrying about me and trying to figure out what happened. I told myself once I was safe, I will find a way to call my mom and let her know.
When I got to the coastal town of Ocean Shores, Washington, I changed my name, sold my car, and changed my hair color and style. I bought a new car, and I found a small fully furnished house on the waterfront to rent.
The first night there, I sat up all night on the couch. I couldn’t begin to close my eyes. The next night I dozed off on the couch, but just long enough so that my eyes weren’t hurting anymore.

      [image: image-placeholder]Day three and I finally decide to leave the house and take a walk on the beach. Not too far, though. I made sure that I could see the house. When it started to fade too far, I turned around and came back. 
Instead of hiding inside, I decided to sit on the back deck and watch the waves and listen to the crashing on the shore. I must have passed out from pure exhaustion. When I woke up, it was dark outside. I didn’t remember dreaming at all. I jumped up. Fear took over and I couldn’t believe I had stayed out there that long, especially that I had fallen asleep out there. What was I thinking? What if he had found me? I left myself as an easy target.
I went inside and locked the sliding doors off the back deck. I turned on every light downstairs as I checked the locks on the front door and all the windows. Then I grabbed the baseball bat that I had sitting by the front door, making a mental note that I need to get at least two more. One for the door to the deck and one in the bedroom.
I headed upstairs and turned on all the lights up there too, checking the two bedrooms and bathroom windows. I even made sure there was no one in the closets.
When I was comfortable that everything was locked down, I went into the kitchen and made a peanut butter and jelly sandwich with chips and a diet soda. Tomorrow I will have to go find a job. It’s not like I can use any of my job references from back home. That means I don’t have a resume. That will leave me with a job at a restaurant, gas station, or some other job where experience is required. I think I will start at the restaurant right down the street on the water. Maybe I can get a waitress job.
Since I had slept so long on the deck, I knew I would not sleep tonight. If I laid down, I am sure I would just toss and turn. I wouldn’t sleep, anyway. Instead, after taking a shower, I went over to the couch and turned on the TV to find something to watch. I had gotten a free seven-day trial of Netflix. I found a cute romance movie and started watching it. Once it was over, I found another one. I rested my eyes just for a few minutes.






  
  Taking Control


When I got up from the couch the next morning, I took a shower and got dressed to drive down to the seafood restaurant to see if they were hiring. After that, I was going to drive to the grocery store and grab a few things to cook. Leaving the house was the biggest challenge I have done since I got here. You would think that my life would at least seem like it was better, since I had left him and moved so far away. You would think that I was doing better. But that is not the case. I can’t go outside without constantly being on alert. 
I got out of the car to walk into the restaurant, and I watched every person I came in contact with to make sure it couldn’t be him or someone we know he sent to find me. I don’t want to go to the grocery store or any other store to shop. I prefer everything delivered, but I have no food at all in the house and can’t wait for the delivery service today.
Once inside the restaurant, a lady about my age walks up to me to ask me if I want a table or a booth. But I tell her that I am here looking for a job. She tells me to follow her, and she takes me to a table in the corner and says that she will go get the owner.
A few minutes later, a man walks up, extends his hand out to me and says that he is the owner. His name is Miguel Farraiz. At first, fear settled in because he is a man and I don’t trust any man right now. Finally, I shook his hand and introduced myself as Katie Smith. He asked me if I had ever waited on tables before. I tried to be as brief as I possibly could and still answer his questions. I told him that I had just moved here, and that I was starting over after my relationship had ended. He starred at me for a few minutes like he believed nothing I was saying to him, but then he stood up and told me to be back at 5 pm for the dinner rush. When I got back, he would have my schedule ready for me for the week. I stood up, thanked him and left to go to the grocery store before heading back to the house.

      [image: image-placeholder]For the next two days, I go to work and go back home only. I make sure my windows are doors are locked at least six times between the time I come in to the time I go to bed. 
I am scared all the time. I am scared he is going to find me and kill me. I am scared to fall asleep, just like I was when I was with him. Scared that if I close my eyes, I may not wake back up. I am scared to call my family and let them know where I am and that I am okay because if they don’t know, then he can’t get it out of them.
Today is day three of working at the restaurant and I can’t hold my eyes open anymore. I came in and went through my normal routine of turning on all the lights when I get home. I check all the windows and the doors before heading into the shower.
I still can’t sleep upstairs in my bed. I feel safer on the couch between the doors. That way I have two ways out if I need to run.
I laid down, grabbed my blanket off the back of the couch, and closed my eyes. I can’t fall asleep. I rock myself, trying to fall asleep. I finally doze off. A little while later, I wake up and there is a dark figure standing outside on the deck. I can see them just barely through the blinds. I run to the front door, grabbed the bat, run into the kitchen, grab my cell phone and called 911. But before they respond, the figure has broken the glass to the patio doors and came at me. I tried to hit him with the bat, but he snatches it out of my hand. Then he grabs me by the throat and slams me into the stove. He never says a word. I can’t breathe. My eyes start to close. The police never arrive.
Everything goes dark.
I open my eyes and scream. I am back on the couch. I rub my hand over my throat. I look out the glass doors and it is now daylight. I look over at the front door and the bat is still there. Then I look on the kitchen counter and my phone is still on the charger.
There was no way that was just a dream. It was too real. I felt the life being strangled out of me, just like when James did it to me. I couldn’t breathe and that was real. What is going on? I continue to just sit there, not understanding what had just happened and what is going on. The fear is so strong. I am terrified now. I don’t want to leave the house and I don’t want to close my eyes again. What if he comes back?
I can’t think right now. I have to be at work at 2 pm. What am I going to do? If I leave the house, he could be waiting for me when I get home. If I don’t leave the house, I can’t pay my bills. Then it dawns on me. I look again at the glass doors to the deck and realize that there isn’t any broken glass. I had to be having a very vivid nightmare. It was so real. But nothing that happened actually happened. There is nothing to prove it did anywhere in the house. I am really losing my mind.
I fix myself some coffee and breakfast. I leave for work at 1:20 pm.
I get off at 10 pm and head home. I am still getting used to calling it home, but it sounds so good and feels wonderful to have a place of my own that I can call home.
I walk in the door and go through my routine. I come back downstairs and lay down on the couch. I know I lay there for hours just staring up at the ceiling. I kept thinking about the nightmare I had last night and I didn’t want to close my eyes. The only problem with that is being on my feet all day and the long hours I was working. I couldn’t keep my eyes open any longer. I drift off to sleep.
I wake up, startled. I heard a noise coming from upstairs. I get up and turn on the lamp by the couch. I grab the baseball bat from beside me. Then I turned on all the downstairs lights and the one on the deck. Nothing. I refused to go upstairs. I heard the noise again coming from up the stairs. I see the dark figure coming down the stairs at me. I turn to run out the deck doors, but I didn’t make it in time. He pulls my hair and then slams me face first
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