May 30, 2010
	I feel so numb today. So insecure and stupid. I’m mad at myself for feeling insecure, but this time was better. This time I told him. I don’t know why, but I felt compelled to tell him. I have never been able to tell anyone how I feel when I get alone and scared and I feel like I’m about to fall apart. I feel like the sky and the clouds are crashing down around me. I feel like I am worthless, pathetic, weak, ugly, stupid, horrible. I try so hard not to feel these things and I end up wishing I could disappear. I want to escape. I don’t want to feel like this. I don’t want to hurt inside and feel as if I am a failure. I want to be strong and I can’t. I feel like I’m at the bottom of a well and I need someone to pull me back up. It’s amazing really. He’s everything I ever wanted. I don’t need to hide from him. Being with him is fun and not very stressful. He cares about me and I care about him and it just seems so perfect and I keep questioning it. He says I won’t push him away, but I have a hard time believing that. I have a hard time believing anything anymore.
. . .
June 6, 2010
	Have I mentioned before how tired I am? I hate drama. I’m so tired of dealing with other people’s bullshit; my best friend even. She doesn’t fucking get it. She has no idea what this shit does to my mind. All these thoughts float around trying to take over. It’s like they are standing in line waiting for their turn to stress me out and when she pulls her bullshit my mind explodes into a series of thoughts that I can’t get away from and the bitch doesn’t even care. I wonder if she could sense how much happier I was and felt the need to bring me back down or if she just ran out of people to argue with. And it makes me so mad. I shouldn’t let it get to me, but I do and she adds a whole other list to the one I already have. Bitch, slut, whore, ugly, nasty, bitch, slut, fuck. It won’t shut the fuck up! I have to run away from the mirror now to keep from tearing my fucking face off. I want to rip my chest open pull my heart out and stab it 1,000 times. I hate the way I am. I don’t want to care what people think and I don’t to a certain extent, but it matters and then I’m always doing something wrong. Someone’s always pissed at me. Why can’t they leave me alone? I just want to relax. It seems no matter how hard I try I’m still screwed. And what can I do about it? I mean I talk to him and he’s sweet and supportive, but I feel whiny and I’m too insecure to really risk it. I cried in front of him the other day. I was scared to be alone, but I acted like such a baby. It was so embarrassing. I like my relationship with him; simple, no real complications, and fun. It’s perfect. I’m sure I’ll screw it up eventually, but for now it’s nice to know he’s there. I can’t wait for the beach. I just want to lie in the sun and read for hours. Just listen to the ocean late at night and watch the waves crash on the shore. And finally feel peaceful, even for just a moment. 
. . .
June 19, 2010
	I woke up this morning and I can’t believe how amazing I feel. I’m so confident and I keep wanting to sing and it’s beautiful and sunny outside. I keep thinking how lucky I am to have a family that loves me, friends that I can count on, my sweet animals that never let me down, and now I have a boyfriend that I simply can’t compare to any other. He’s fun and simple and sweet. I almost trust him. It’s such an incredible feeling. Maybe it’s the beautiful summer that’s making me feel so good, I don’t really know, but it’s the best I’ve felt in a while.  And in a week we leave for Myrtle Beach. I can’t wait to relax on the beach with the sun shining down on me and the ocean whispering secrets in my ear. I hope I can get an even tan, I hope this confidence lasts. I just have to remember to take things a day at a time, remember that I am worth loving. I need to have faith in others, I need to learn to trust, but I doubt that’ll happen. Oh well I can always try, things can only get better. I hope.
. . . 
June 19, 2010
	If I knew the words to say to make you smile, I’d have said them a thousand times. If I knew away to take away the pain, you would never hurt again. If I could keep you safe, everything would be okay. But I don’t know the words, I can’t take away the pain, I can’t keep you safe. I feel so hopeless watching you fall and I reach for your hand, but you don’t see, you scream for help and I call your name, but you can’t hear. I want to save you, pull you from the darkness and fill your heart with light. I can’t stand to see your pain, but I can’t turn my eyes away. My heart can’t take it, but I have to be strong. I have to be there when you hurt. I have to try and make it better even though it’s obvious I can’t. I want so bad to see you smile, take away the pain, keep you safe within my arms forever. I want to love you and never let you go. I want to know how to heal you when you’re broken. I want to know that you will be ok; I need you to be okay. It doesn’t make sense I know, but I can’t stand seeing you hurt. I will always be there for you.
. . .
June 20, 2010
	I feel so helpless and alone. I keep having nightmares. He has been there every night for the past three nights. It’s always different. I’m always in a different house, but somehow it’s always his house. Everything seems fine, except awkward brushes and conversations. He shows up and I’m paralyzed. I scream for help; there are always other people there. He approaches me I still can’t move; no one tries to help me. He’s on me; too close. He kisses me, my neck, my breasts, talks about my nipples. I cry, his hands are on me, he’s forcing himself on me. It’s not just molestation, its rape. And no one helps. I wake up sweating. Why is this happening? Why won’t he go away? I just want peace. I can’t sleep, I want drugs. I don’t want to think, I want it to be over. I thought it was, but I was wrong. Why did he do this? I’m so fucked up already. I don’t trust. I always choose the wrong people, drugs, stealing. I make myself miserable. I’m insecure. I want to disappear. I don’t deserve life.
. . . 
June 21, 2010
[bookmark: _GoBack]	I’ve written in this journal a lot today. Mostly I’ve been stressed, but this time I’m just trying to stay awake. I know what I’ll see when I close my eyes and I can’t stand it anymore. I went over with Trevor and Jon tonight. When he dropped me off I told him I wouldn’t be able to sleep tonight and he asked why. I told him nightmares. Now he wants to know what they’re about, but how can I possibly tell him? Xavier found out when I was drunk and Greg was there when the story came out. My relationship with Trevor is so wonderful; how could I ruin that? What would he think if I told him? Would he leave thinking I have too many problems? I want to lose Trevor. I won’t tell him, at least not for a while. What I have with him is too good to lose. I hope he understands. As for now I just have to deal with this on my own. If I don’t sleep he can’t hurt me.	
	


