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For single mothers everywhere. 

And for those who walked away. 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Chosen Family. 
___________________________________________________________ 

My daughter, a new student at a Montessori school in Nashville, had specific instructions for 

me as I got ready to attend the first parent get together on campus: “I want you to make 

friends with someone’s mom. And ask her for a playdate! Tomorrow!” I grinned at her six-

year-old enthusiasm and solemnly promised that I would make that happen, although 

perhaps not tomorrow. Secretly, I was determined to gather a new tribe of friends to surround 

ourselves with. Not only is our daughter an only child, but my husband and I have little family 

here to support us. Year’s one through five taught me just how much it really does take a 

village and I have become so enamored with bringing new friends into the fold that our 

family coined the term “chosen family” to stretch the boundaries of our own little unit. 

The school sits on top of a hill and is surrounded by mature trees. There are several acres of 

forest in the back that the children wander through during their afternoon adventures. When 

it is nice outside, class is often held underneath one of the large oak trees on the property. It 

is a beautiful campus. 

That night in early September was perfect. The humidity of summer had gone away leaving a 

welcome dryness and with it the smell of leaves preparing to turn. Autumn was coming. 

I made my way through the crowds, asking anyone I chatted with if they knew the mom I was 

trying to connect with. When someone pointed her out to me, I worked my way over to her, 

waiting patiently for a pause in the conversation so that I could introduce myself. I studied her 

in profile. She had strong, well defined arms and perfect posture. Her hair was cropped short 

and she was impeccably dressed. When she turned to face me, she exuded confidence. I held 

out my hand and introduced myself. She broke into a wide bright smile; her daughter must’ve 

talked about my daughter as well. “Hi, I’m Vanessa,” she said. 

- �  -4



We talked all night. About our girls, their school, our work, our families and our lives. She 

introduced me to every other parent there knowing each of their names and the names of 

their children. And when the Spanish teacher stopped to say hello, she and Vanessa 

conversed together in Spanish. It was impressive. She was impressive. 

It was one of those relationships that felt as if we had known each other forever. We just 

clicked; it was effortless. 

There were many playdates and over the course of time, I learned more about Vanessa. She’s 

a single mother of two; her daughter has a younger brother. She works in a lab conducting 

clinical trials but would like to continue her education by pursuing a Masters. She was a track 

star in high school and college and was the first black cheerleader on her squad in her high 

school of 1200 students. She spent time in Spain after college to immerse herself in the 

culture and to better learn the language. 

When I asked her one day if she would consider letting me tell her story as a part of my series 

on Perseverance, she paused for a moment, then she tucked her chin a bit looking at me out 

of the corner of her eyes and let out one of her boisterous laughs. “Me?” she said. “Why me?” 

“In a short amount of time you have endured so much,” I tell her. “Besides, as a single mom? 

You persevere every day.”  

She came around to my point of view. I’m so glad you get to meet her in these pages. 

Please note, this is a true story. Due to the nature of this content, names have been changed 

and the children’s names will not be used at all.  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First Date. 
___________________________________________________________ 

 I wish to buy you dinner. 

They met at the restaurant where they both worked. She was just out of college and took a 

job as a server. He showed up after a couple of weeks. “Who’s the new guy?” she asked the 

bartender. “Oh he’s not new. He’s just been out sick,” she replied. They were introduced that 

night. His name was Sheldon. 

She found him attractive, gorgeous actually; dark skinned with an athletic build and a thick 

Spanish accent.  

They were obviously interested in each other. Anyone could see that. They would work the 

day shift together and go out and have a coffee, then come back to work the night shift. It 

took a couple of weeks for him to work up the courage to ask her out.  

Their first date was a Jackie Chan movie. She was running late and thought nothing of it as 

she went to the window to buy her own ticket. He joined her there, pulling out his wallet, but 

she waved his hand away. He paused, not certain what to do. In his culture the man always 

pays for the woman.  

At dinner he thoughtfully brought up the subject before the bill came.     

“I wish to buy you dinner,” he smiled broadly.  

“Oh no, that’s ok. I’ll pay my own way,” Vanessa quickly replied, reaching for her purse. 
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He sighed. Looked down at his hands and back up at her with an earnest seriousness, “It is 

inappropriate for you to pay. You are my date.” 

Vanessa flashed a smile and assured him that was not necessary. 

“I’m sorry,” she said, “I didn’t mean to offend you. It’s just that I was taught that a woman 

should pay her own way, especially on the first date.” 

“Ah, well,” he said, “you are going to have to let me win this one, ok? Because I was raised to 

never let a woman pay for anything.” He smiled at her. 

“Well, ok then,” she said, grinning back at him. 
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A Terrible Imposition. 
___________________________________________________________ 

I don’t think that’s how it works. 

Soon they were spending all of their free time together. Both ex-athletes, they were good 

natured yet competitive, playing basketball, swimming or running together. “It was easy to be 

around him,” she told me. 

Which is why it was odd when he didn’t call her after he didn’t show up for work one day. She 

was taken aback but tried to play it cool, keeping her ego in tact and pretending like this was 

perfectly fine despite their now virtually inseparable relationship.  

She finally worked up the nerve to ask some mutual friends if they had heard from him. They 

exchanged a knowing glance and then, almost reluctantly, told her he was in the hospital. 

They confided in her that Sheldon had been nervous to tell her. He thought the whole thing 

would be a terrible imposition. Secretly, he had confessed to his friends, he hoped Vanessa 

might come visit him.  

When she arrived at the hospital, she was confused when they directed her to the infectious 

disease floor. As her mind caught up with this sobering news, she solemnly took the mask 

and gloves they handed her. She wondered what it was she was walking in to.  

“It’s Lupus,” he told her in a rush of words, speaking part English and part Spanish. “I’ve had it 

since I was 16. It always flares up when I get overly excited.” She held his hand and said to him 

gently in Spanish, “I don’t think that’s how it works.” The fear in his eyes told her that he truly 

didn’t understand this disease.  
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Back home in Mexico he had been under medical care. When he moved to the United States, 

he had visited a doctor who gave him steroids. Then, unable to qualify for insurance or to pay 

for it out of pocket, he just stopped seeking treatment altogether. 

He told her he was frustrated because he couldn’t do the things he wanted to do, he was so 

tired all the time and had gained weight. “I just want this to end,” he said. “I don’t want to be a 

burden on you. I don’t want to be a burden on anyone.” 

She assured him he was not, but his demeanor didn’t change. So she began to talk to him 

about his blood count, his medicines and how to improve his diet. He listened intently, clearly 

impressed with her knowledge. Slowly his face softened and he pulled her into him, kissing 

her gently on the forehead. “Thank you,” he whispered. “I’m here for you,” she replied. 
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Not Sure. 
___________________________________________________________ 

I will always give you exactly what you want. 

When he asked her to marry him two years later, she confessed to him that she didn’t know 

how she really felt. “I’m not sure this is love. I’m not sure I know what love is,” she said. Still she 

couldn’t deny the closeness that had developed between them. They shared a deep bond 

that she had never experienced before.  

He wasn’t the slightest bit discouraged by her admission; rather, he just continued to 

demonstrate his love for her. One time after a rare disagreement broke out between them, he 

asked her to come to his work. There he presented her with a puppy and a heartfelt apology. 

“See? You have always wanted a dog,” he said. “I will always give you exactly what you want.” 

His smile was bright and warm.  

At work the next day, he gave her a handwritten letter. She stuck it away in her bag and 

thought about it her entire shift; her stomach in butterflies. He looked at her expectantly every 

time they passed each other. It was a busy lunch and it would be three hours before she 

finally took a break. She went outside to read the letter.  

Written in alternating English and Spanish, he told her that he would understand if she didn’t 

want to get married. That he knew it would be hard to leave her mother and the only home 

she had ever known. He promised her that he would still come to church with her whenever 

he wasn’t working on a Sunday; and said he hoped they could remain friends. If this is the last 

time we speak, know that I care for you and I love you and I will always be there for you. He 

had written. 
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The following week she said yes. It would prove to be a happy marriage. They always found a 

way to have fun together.  

In two years Vanessa would be pregnant. And ten months after the birth of their child, 

Sheldon would be dead. 
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You know me. 

___________________________________________________________ 

Be direct with me.

Their daughter was a content, easy baby and Sheldon a good father. Vanessa was happy and 

proud of her little family and of her new role as Mom.  

Vanessa’s family planned a trip to Disney World. Sheldon had just gotten a new job and had 

to stay behind, but he drove them all to the airport.  

On the way there, he stopped the car and threw up. Vanessa was immediately concerned and 

conflicted. “Maybe I should stay?” she said to him. He assured her he would be fine and 

encouraged her to go. She called her oldest brother and asked him to look after her 

husband. Then she boarded the plane. 

As soon as she landed, she called Sheldon. When he didn’t answer, she called her brother. 

Sheldon was in the hospital. She got on a plane and came back home, driving straight to the 

hospital. She pushed open the door to his room and found Sheldon unconscious.  

The doctor approached her. She steeled herself and said to him, “Be direct with me.”   

“This is not looking good,” the doctor said. “But we are doing everything we can.” 

Don’t be alarmed, she told herself. And if she hadn’t seen him this way before, which she had 

so many times, she might be, but this is how it would go: It would start with a fever; he 

- �  -12



wouldn’t feel well; then he would throw up; and he would lose consciousness. But he came 

back. He always came back. 

This is what is happening now, she chose to believe.  

For the next several days, Vanessa would drop her daughter off at daycare and go directly to 

the hospital, going home a couple of times to let out the dog. She would stay as late into the 

evening as she could and return home to scoop up her daughter from her Mother’s house; 

feeding her and bathing her and then falling asleep with her in her arms.  

On a sunny morning when Vanessa was just arriving at the hospital, Sheldon woke up from his 

coma. They celebrated by staying together all day and then staying up all night, just talking 

and holding hands. They laughed about their days working in the restaurant where they first 

met, loud hearty laughs that hurt their cheeks. They spoke about their first impressions of one 

another and their favorite memories. They shared their hopes and dreams for their daughter 

and imagined what she would grow up to be.  

He held her hand, stroking the top of it and said, “There is no one in my life who knows me 

the way you do. You know the real me. You know everything about me. I’ve never let anyone 

in so closely before.”  

And then a few moments later, “It would be so wonderful to have a nice life and not worry 

about things like this, to not be sick anymore.” The mood sobered and she lay down next to 

him until they were both sleeping. When she woke, she kissed him gently on the lips and told 

him she would be back in a little while. He told her he loved her and couldn’t wait to see her 

again.  

It would be the last time she would hear his voice. 
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As soon as she settled her baby girl in her high chair for breakfast, the phone rang. It was the 

doctor saying, “You really should come back.” Her gut crumbled inward and her hands 

started shaking. She dropped her little girl off at her mother’s and drove back to the hospital. 

She went on auto-pilot — functioning despite the sick feeling in the pit of her stomach. Just 

concentrate, she told herself. You have to drive. You have to park. Walk across the street to the 

lobby, get on the elevator, make your way to the ICU wing. She started down the hall and 

took note of how many people were outside of his room, lining the hallway, their heads 

bowed in respect. She knew something was terribly wrong. 

When she entered his hospital room, he was once again unconscious. She learned that they 

had just brought him back from emergency surgery where they removed his colon. He had 

developed sepsis. His body was shutting down. 

She called her mom. She called his friends, his uncle and his mother in Mexico. She told them 

all he was not going to make it. Her mom arrived at the hospital just as the Doctor was telling 

her there was nothing more that could be done. The nurses quietly began to unhook the 

machines from his still body.  

She took his hand and leaned down to kiss his cheek. “Thank you for the life you gave me. 

Thank you for loving me. I will do my best to take care of our child.”  
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Alone. 
___________________________________________________________ 

I didn’t have time to grieve; I don’t know what that is like, to have time to grieve.  

I had to move forward. 

She didn’t return to the house they had been sharing — she couldn’t; she instead went home 

to be with her mother, moving her and her daughter there.  

That first night was the worst. She cried most of the night, and when she wasn’t crying she was 

experiencing extreme anxiety: How was she going to survive this? How would she care for 

their baby girl? How would they live?   

She had never felt more alone in her life. 

The preparations for the memorial service temporarily kept her mind off of the inescapable 

sadness that was trying to pull her under. She arranged for three friends to speak and when it 

was her turn, she prayed silently, “Please help me get through this.” She honored her 

husband by speaking in both English and Spanish, telling the small gathering of friends and 

family what a good man, what a good husband, and what a good father he was — “father” 

coming out in a strained whisper. 

She was surrounded by family and friends who kept her afloat. Her daughter clung to her 

legs, refusing to let go. Time moved forward in a surreal way, like in a movie when someone’s 

voice catches your attention from a corner of a room but when you turn your head, everything 

slows down and you never catch up to the moment. 
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Soon she will be on a plane with Sheldon’s body, flying him home to be buried in the small 

town just outside of Acapulco where he is from. There she will meet his family, many for the 

first time, and she will help them to understand what happened to their son, their brother, 

their uncle, and friend. Her husband. She will show them pictures of her daughter and share 

in their grief. 

In their tradition an open casket was presented at his mother’s house for a day before being 

buried, something Vanessa found she could not participate in. Later she told her friend, “I just 

couldn’t stand to look at him that way — the way he was when his spirit left his body. He didn’t 

look like the man I remembered or wanted to remember.” 

At the funeral, she stayed to watch them lower her husband’s body into the ground, Sheldon’s 

mother moaning the deep, guttural cry of the loss every mother fears. Vanessa thought 

quietly to herself, that is not my husband. My husband’s soul is already gone, received by God 

and he is now healed. He is no longer suffering. And in her silent mantra, she found comfort. 
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I can’t do this. 
__________________________________________________________ 

Her daughter doesn’t have a daddy anymore. 

She returned home and went back to work after a couple of weeks, relying on her mother and 

day care to look after her daughter. She had just started a new job and that was the only thing 

motivating her to keep moving. 

Eventually, the shock of losing Sheldon and the fear of being alone with her child began to 

give way to a sort of resignation. It wasn’t acceptance — far from it — there were too many 

layers of hurt and anger to reach a place of acceptance. It was merely a resignation.  

Most days she accomplished the tasks put in front of her: feeding her daughter, making her 

lunch, getting ready and going to work, coming home, feeding her daughter dinner and then 

collapsing into bed. Some days, however, she lingered stubbornly in bed, wishing she could 

refuse to face the morning. How much she wanted to just roll over and sleep some more. 

Sleep is the only reprieve. The place where she is temporarily suspended from her new 

reality. The one where her daughter doesn’t have a daddy anymore and she doesn’t have a 

husband.  

At times the pressure of this responsibility is too much to carry and she wants to put down her 

load and walk away. 

On the way home from work one day it all became too much. She walked into the kitchen and 

fell into her mother’s arms and wailed, “I can’t do this. I hate this. I want him back. I miss him 

so much, oh mama. This isn’t fair! Why did he have to die? He wasn’t supposed to die. He was 

supposed to get better. He always got better. Oh mama, this hurts, this hurts so bad.” She was 
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gasping and sputtering and trying to catch her breath when she looked up and saw her 

daughter’s eyes, staring into her’s with deep concern. She grabbed her baby girl and held her 

close, rocking back and forth on the floor, “Oh honey, I love you! I love you so much. It’s just 

you and me now, but we will be just fine. I promise, we will be just fine.” She felt her own 

mama’s hand on her back and drew in her quiet strength and resolve. Her mama bent down 

and lifted Vanessa up to her feet with her daughter clutched in her arms. 

“Now, now, child. You are going to have to be strong. You are going to have to stop crying 

and move on. Let this all go. Take care of the child. Let her be the reason you move on. Look 

at that face, she needs to know she can depend on you.” 

Vanessa smiled at her baby girl and started singing her favorite hymn softly to her:  

Blessed assurance, Jesus is mine, 

Oh what a foretaste of glory divine, 

Heir of salvation, purchase of God, 

Born of His spirit, washed in His blood… 

“That’s right, Vanessa, show her how strong you are,” her mama said. 

She didn’t feel strong. She felt exhausted. She wanted nothing more than for her mother to 

tuck her into bed and stroke her hair and make her feel better. Instead, she drew a warm bath 

for her and her daughter, and held her child tight while the tears flowed silently, one after the 

other dropping onto her chest as consistent as a faucet that hadn’t been shut off all the way. 

Despite her mother’s comfort and encouragement she felt brutally alone. 
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Move on. 
___________________________________________________________ 

Where her grief lives. 

To this day she doesn’t know where the will to move on came from. Her thoughts just 

eventually turned from what had been to what needed to be done. She had a child to take 

care of, a house and a dog. There was no choice but to move forward. 

So she just packed it all up one day, having made a conscious decision to be done with it. It’s 

a piece of her, she knows, that she may never have the courage to look at again. It was as if 

she stuffed it in a box and put it on a shelf next to some of Sheldon’s things in the closet and 

shut the door. It’s where her grief lives. 
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An escape. 
___________________________________________________________ 

A break from her life. 

Vanessa dove into her new job as if her life depended on it, which is exactly how she felt. The 

pressure of succeeding to provide for her daughter was omnipresent in her mind.  

She had been there six months and was walking down the hall to her office one day when she 

felt his eyes on her. Later she received an email from him introducing himself and asking if 

they could meet for coffee in the cafeteria. Although Vanessa didn’t feel ready to date 

anyone, she had to admit that the attention was like a breath of fresh air.  

He was charming and interesting. They talked about cars, the news, and what it was like for 

him growing up in Detroit. He had earned two master’s degrees and had moved to Nashville 

for a job in technology. When the conversation shifted to Vanessa, she told him about the 

death of her husband, that she had a little girl, and how she had moved back in with her 

mother. He bowed his head and softly said, “I’m so sorry for your loss.”  

They began seeing each other more frequently. For Vanessa, it was a break from her life and a 

way to escape the pressure of her responsibilities, if only for a few hours.  

She invited him to a party some friends of hers from college were having. She introduced him 

around and left him in a circle of men to go speak with friend on the patio. A half hour passed 

by and he appeared outside, asking Vanessa if he could have a word with her. She was 

laughing while she was getting up from the table and then she saw his face. He looked upset. 

She took his hand and let him guide her to the side of the house. There he grabbed her by 
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the arm and said under his breath at her, “What if I kissed you right now in front of all of these 

people?”  

She looked up at him hesitantly, trying to read if he was being serious or teasing her. Then 

she loosened herself from his grip and said, “They wouldn’t care. They’ve all known me since 

college. But I don’t particularly like public displays of affection.”  

“Well, I’d appreciate it if you wouldn’t leave me alone. I don’t know anyone here,” his tone was 

calm and he smiled sheepishly at her. She looked down at her arm. She could still see his 

fingerprints.  
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A good life. 
___________________________________________________________ 

I want you in my life. 

They had been dating for nine months when he asked her to marry him. They were at a 

restaurant and had just finished eating when he said to her: “God has brought you to me and 

I know it will be a blessing for me to have you and your daughter as my family. I want you in 

my life. I want to provide for you both, care for you both. I know you are scared, but I promise 

you, I love you and we will have a good life.” 

She looked at him and grinned. She was nervous. She asked the waitress to bring her a glass 

of water. She excused herself and said she would be right back, stepping away from the table 

towards the restroom. He stood up as she left the table. 

Her mind was racing. Is this real? Is this right? What did she really know of this man? This was 

only the second time Vanessa has had a serious relationship. Her first husband was the 

longest. Before that she didn’t really date much. And her parents, who got divorced when she 

was sixteen, didn’t serve as good role model for marriage at all. She felt as though she had no 

compass to tell her if this was infatuation or love; or whether or not she could make it work. 

She did have feelings for him. She did care about him. And right now, she really couldn’t 

imagine her life without him in it.  

She went back to the table, took a deep breath and said yes. They clinked their glasses in a 

toast to the future. 
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New to her. 
___________________________________________________________ 

Her warm tiny body. 

They had a simple civil service at the courthouse, and afterwards went to her mother’s to 

move her things into his house. She couldn’t leave the boxes she had saved of Sheldon’s at 

her mother’s, so she brought them with her.  

Her daughter, now one and a half years old, was very unhappy to be moving. She was used to 

having her mom to herself. Her behavior changed over night. Vanessa was sick about it, 

doing her best to console her daughter any time she acted out.  

“That child needs some discipline,” he said one night after her daughter refused to eat her 

dinner. Vanessa looked over her plate at her new husband. She smiled gently at him and said, 

“She’s having a really hard time. This is all new to her. Let’s give her awhile to adjust before we 

start grounding her,” she laughed to emphasize the ridiculousness of the idea of grounding a 

child who is not even two; but her husband wasn’t laughing. 

Later that evening, Vanessa called a friend to share her concerns. 

“I know it’s hard — no one knows your girl like you do,” her friend sympathized, “but you need 

to let him feel like he is involved too.” 

He was staying up to watch TV; she kissed him on the cheek and said goodnight, heading up 

to their bed. She did nothing but toss and turn, so she went to her daughter’s room, curling 

up around her warm tiny body. 
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Apple juice. 
___________________________________________________________ 

She managed to rise to his expectations. 

They soon settled into a routine with Vanessa dropping her daughter off to daycare on the 

way to work and picking her up from her Mother’s when she got home in the early evening. 

She assumed the role of getting most of the cooking done, while he happily went to the store 

for whatever they needed and did most of the cleaning. Vanessa thought he was a bit 

particular about how tidy things had to be, but she managed to rise to his expectations. 

Things moved from new and slightly awkward to feeling more comfortable for everyone, 

including her daughter, who seemed her happy little self once again. He beamed with pride 

over his little family unit, their house in the suburbs and the two cars in his driveway.  

At dinner one night the three of them were around the table laughing about Ellen 

DeGeneres’s role in Finding Nemo, when her daughter spilled her apple juice. He was up in a 

flash, grabbing her out of her chair and spanking her. Hard.  

Vanessa leapt out of her chair, too, saying, “Stop. Stop it!” 

“She spilled her juice. She needs to know that it’s wrong,” he said and he continued to spank 

her. The child was struggling to get free. 

“Stop it! She’s TWO, for God’s sake. STOP IT!” she screamed. 

He looked up at her and she saw him come back into the moment. His eyes had been 

enraged and glassy and then like the flip of a switch they were soft brown and gentle. He was 
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breathing heavy. Her daughter, who had been stunned into silence, started wailing. Vanessa 

gathered her up in her arms and took her outside onto the back deck. She held her there, 

rocking her gently and whispering in her ear, “You are ok, honey. You are ok. It’s going to be 

ok,” she said stroking her hair and calming her little girl down. Her daughter was taking in big 

gulps of air and whimpering in staccato, unable to catch her breath. Vanessa’s mind was 

racing, “What the hell just happened, what the hell just happened, what the hell just 

happened?” She was asking herself over and over again. And then just, “What the hell.”  
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Unsaid things. 
___________________________________________________________ 

A storm moving in. 

He was calm and quiet and easy going for the rest of the weekend. Vanessa was determined 

to talk to him about the spanking but she had to wait for the right time. Her daughter was 

napping and the two of them were alone having coffee in the kitchen. She said to him without 

looking up, “You are never to lay a hand on my child again, do you understand me?”  

He looked up at her but she kept her gaze down. She could feel his eyes on her. He didn’t say 

a word. And then he simply said, “Ok.” 

When she looked back at him, his face was holding something in. As if there were a million 

unsaid things that had brimmed up to his eyes and were biding their time to make 

themselves known. It would be no time at all before she would better understand the 

mercurial nature of those eyes and how to read them to tell when a storm was moving in. 
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My house. 
___________________________________________________________ 

What have I done? 

It was little at first, the degrees in which she measured the changes in his temperament. There 

were comments about her daughter leaving her toys in the yard and shoes in the garage. At 

first, Vanessa assumed he was being particular over domains that a lot of men took pride in. 

Then slowly it became apparent that he viewed all of it to be his domain. His house. His cars. 

And them. She felt as though they were merely tolerated guests on his property. Eventually 

she would come to understand that he wanted control over them too.  

Vanessa had returned from the store and found them in the kitchen, her daughter over his lap 

screaming as he spanked her. She dropped the bag onto the floor and reached for his arm 

mid-air, “STOP IT,” she yelled. His arm raised above his head he looked up at Vanessa as her 

daughter squirmed off of his lap. He stood and filled his chest with air towering above 

Vanessa. She grabbed him by the hand and stormed into the bathroom, slamming the door 

behind them. 

“I told you never to touch my child again,” Vanessa seethed, her jaw clenched.  

“This is MY house and she will obey MY rules,” he yelled, slamming his palm against his chest 

with each “MY.” 

She didn’t think, she reacted, reaching out in a flash and slapping him hard across his face. He 

grabbed her by the throat and lifted her off the ground. She screamed and kicked and spit at 

him, her voice unrecognizable and her fear at his strength filling the room as she tried to pry 

his hands off of her. He responded by slamming her repeatedly against the door of the 
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bathroom. “Stop it! Stop it!” she wheezed, feeling dizzy. She knew she was losing oxygen and 

would pass out if she didn’t do something. She lunged her face toward his arm and sunk her 

teeth into his flesh until she tasted blood. He screamed and dropped her to the floor. “Bitch!” 

He backhanded her with his other arm and then swung open the door, slamming the door 

handle into the opposite wall and leaving a hole.  

Vanessa looked up from the floor into her daughter’s terrified eyes. She reached for her and 

but her daughter didn’t move at all; she was paralyzed with fear. Vanessa looked down and 

saw the urine dripping down her daughter’s legs, the feces edging out of her diaper. Oh my 

God, she thought. What have I done?  
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Positive. 
___________________________________________________________ 

Cautious. 

She moved about in her world more slowly, more deliberate, more cautious. Vanessa learned 

where the land mines were and avoided them. She kept her daughter out of his path at all 

times and found herself scampering about to eradicate all signs of them — picking up clothes, 

dishes off the table and towels off the bathroom floor. They worked hard to become invisible. 

Her daughter’s disposition had been irrevocably changed. She looked at him out of the 

corner of her eyes, her head down. She didn’t want to draw attention to herself and yet 

desperately wanted his approval and love.  

When Vanessa took a home pregnancy test after missing her period, her feelings were a 

confusing mix of dread and excitement.  

It was positive. 

She waited a few weeks before telling her husband but when she did, he was overjoyed, 

sweeping her up in his arms and swinging her in a complete circle before putting her back 

down on the ground. 

“Ah this is wonderful news!” And then, “I hope it is a boy!” 

Maybe this will make it all different somehow, she thought. His own child that he could help 

raise from birth. She let herself believe that this was a new beginning. She worked hard to 

convince herself every day. 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Pendulum. 
___________________________________________________________ 

…I have to. 

For the first half of her pregnancy Vanessa could do no wrong. He would rub her feet, stand 

behind her with his hands on her belly; brag to all of his friends that his baby was coming and 

that Vanessa was an awesome mother. The pendulum had swung so far in this new direction 

that Vanessa lifted her guard ever so slightly to revel in the joy of becoming a mother again. 

Everything seemed so normal.  

Until it wasn’t. 

To this day she cannot remember what triggered it, but she can still see his face inches away 

from her’s, seething and spitting, his eyes black and bulging. She remembers how he 

grabbed her arm and threw her down on the bed. And how she screamed back at him 

through her tears — what are you doing? This is our baby! Don’t hurt the baby!  

She fought back, terrified he would cause a miscarriage. She fought back with everything she 

had until his body over took hers, nearly 200 pounds crushing on top of her, smothering her 

and stifling her cries. She stopped thrashing. She was gulping and sobbing and trying to 

catch her breath. “Why are you treating me this way?” She felt his body soften and lift off of 

her.  

“You are provoking me. So I have to treat you this way,” he replied. 
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She closed her eyes and waited until she heard him walk away. She laid there for an hour, 

holding onto her belly and rocking back and forth, one thought running through her mind: 

How is this my life? Why is this happening to me?  

She dropped to her knees and asked her God for help.  

Please change this. Please change him. Please change me. Protect this baby. Protect my 

daughter. Protect me. She said it over and over again.  

This is my story, this is my song 

Praising my Savior all the day long… 

Finally, emotionally exhausted, she rolled over and fell asleep knowing her daughter would 

come and wake her when she got home. The last thought she had was: Maybe I do provoke 

him. 
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Bleeding. 
___________________________________________________________ 

This isn’t happening. 

Vanessa woke up bleeding and immediately flashed back to the last fight she had. It was over 

a month ago, is it possible this is a delayed reaction to that? Her heart dropped to the pit of 

her stomach and raced at the same time. She was already scheduled for a check up and went 

in to see her doctor later that morning. 

She was diagnosed with Placenta Previa and ordered to bed rest. “I can’t do that,” she said to 

her doctor, “I’ve got a 3-year-old and a new job.” 

The doctor smiled at Vanessa. They had known each other a long time and had become 

friends. She set down her file and gently said, “Vanessa, this is serious. You have no choice. 

Your husband is the same blood type, right?” Vanessa nodded. “Great. I’ll want you to ask him 

to be available to give us some blood.” 

Her friend couldn’t possibly know what this meant to her. How worried she was about her 

daughter. She wouldn’t be able to take care of her. Her mother, while she loved her daughter 

fiercely, just wouldn’t be able to make a commitment like that. That left her husband. Vanessa 

kept shaking her head in disbelief. This isn’t happening, she thought to herself. 

“Just go home. Rest. Don’t exert yourself. Everything will be fine. Call me next week and let 

me know how you are.” Vanessa realized her fears were playing out on her face, and her 

friend misread her concerns. 
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After five days, Vanessa started bleeding again. She called her doctor and friend who ordered 

her to admit herself to the hospital. “I’ll meet you there this afternoon,” she had said. It was 

January. She wasn’t due until May. 

She called her husband at the office while she was packing her bags. She explained the 

gravity of her medical condition. She told him her mother would be available twice a week to 

pick her daughter up from daycare. Then she asked him to bring her to the hospital every day 

so that Vanessa could take care of her hair and bath her, something she had always done. She 

knew that her daughter would never be comfortable with him in charge of such personal 

details. 

Later that afternoon, he arrived at the hospital with her daughter in tow. Vanessa sensed his 

anger immediately. She looked at her daughter and saw the fear in her eyes and her heart 

broke. He threw a bag on the floor. He had packed her daughter’s things. “I don’t want to take 

care of her,” he seethed, “you don’t think I’m worthy of taking care of her, you don’t think I’m 

capable…” Vanessa’s eyes jumped to the door as it pushed open and her mom walked in.   

“Please just slide the bag under the bed,” Vanessa asked him calmly, trying to diffuse his 

temper. She could tell by the look on her mother’s face that she had heard her husband’s 

tirade. 

“I’ll take the child,” her mom said. Her husband mumbled something about going to grab a 

cup of coffee and left the room.  

Her daughter climbed up on the bed up close to her mother. Vanessa’s mother didn’t say a 

word. She was stoic with a tendency to communicate everything she wanted to say with her 

expressions, which right now showed nothing but disdain. Vanessa read her well. She tried to 

lighten the moment by asking her daughter to tell them both about her day, setting her off in 
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a non-stop run on sentence about who she played with and what they did. Her mom’s 

expression didn’t change and Vanessa knew she knew.  
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65 days. 
___________________________________________________________ 

She felt fear. 

Vanessa felt more stress than she had ever felt before and that wasn’t good for her or the 

baby. She tried so hard to concentrate on the health and growth of her unborn child, but she 

worried about her daughter. She worried about her marriage. She worried about herself and 

whether or not she was capable of becoming the woman he needed her to be so that they 

could live peacefully together as a family with their new baby. She had too much time on her 

hands to contemplate her life and what had become of it. 

Her doctor came to speak with her about the birth and prepare her for the inevitable stay in 

the Neonatal Intensive Care Unit. “We will work hard to make it a brief stay and get your little 

one strong. In the meantime you can do your part by eating a lot.” 

Vanessa committed to eating and resting. She would stay in the hospital for 65 days and she 

made it up to 178 pounds.  

Her son was born and taken to the NICU. Her husband beamed with pride when he looked at 

the tiny little thing swaddled and hooked up to a respirator. Vanessa’s emotions were 

becoming too much to ignore. When she stared down at her newborn son, she felt fear. 
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Mush. 
___________________________________________________________ 

A normal marriage. 

Vanessa was weak and tired when she arrived back home. Her mind and body had turned to 

mush in the hospital. And there was still a wall of tension between her and her husband. 

She was nursing her baby boy when he entered the bedroom with a bottle. “What’s that?” she 

asked.  

“Formula,” he said.  

“We don’t need formula, that’s what I’m for,” Vanessa laughed. He wasn’t smiling.  

“I want to feed my son,” he said sternly.  

“Then I’ll pump and set up some bottles in the fridge,” Vanessa said. Her husband left the 

room. 

That night she woke to find him up with their baby boy, a bottle of formula in his hand. She 

backed away from the nursery without making a sound, although she was fuming. Pick your 

battles Vanessa, she told herself. She didn’t have the strength to fight and was too intimidated 

to stand up to him about anything. 

Vanessa returned to work and a new routine was established. Both of the children were able 

to go to the same daycare; her husband dropped them off and Vanessa picked them up. 

Everything was calm and Vanessa let herself believe that they had a normal marriage now. 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Storm brewing. 
___________________________________________________________ 

This is not normal. 

It was just after dinner when the phone rang. Vanessa answered, shifting her baby to the other 

arm and tucking the phone underneath her chin. It was one of her friends from college, 

another athlete from the track team.  

“Oh hey!” Vanessa had said just as her husband entered the room. 

 “Here, take the baby, I’m going to talk to this guy,” she said, handing him the baby.  

“Who is it?” he mouthed to her. Distracted, she put her hand over the received and whispered 

to him, “It’s Anthony, an old friend of mine from college.” And with that she turned her back 

on him and took the phone into another room. 

He was on her heals, trying to hear what they were talking about. They were only moments 

into the conversation when he said loudly, “You have to get off that phone and take care of 

this child.”  

She hadn’t read his eyes to see the storm brewing. She didn’t even turn around, she merely 

said over her shoulder, “I’ll be just a moment.” 

“Get off the phone!” he yelled at her. 

Her head snapped to attention; of course her friend had heard this. She said quickly that she 

was sorry, it was a bad time and hung up the phone. Her face was flush with embarrassment. 
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Her husband was seething. Vanessa wrestled their baby out of his arms and went upstairs, 

closing the door behind her. She heard him come up the stairs and stand outside the door. 

She held her breath and watched for the knob to turn. Five minutes…ten minutes. Finally she 

heard his footsteps walk away and she let her breath out slowly. 

I’m living a nightmare, she thought to herself. She was deeply ashamed that this had become 

her life. 

They began to see a counselor. Vanessa had wanted to go see her pastor, someone she had 

known since she was a child. He refused, saying he didn’t want anyone affiliated with the 

church. “Find someone close to the house,” he told her. 

She found a counselor two miles away and they went to their first session. He lasted one more 

session and then, on the way to their third session, he turned the car around and headed 

back home. “What are you doing?” Vanessa asked.  

“I’m not going back. You and the counselor are against me. I’m not doing this anymore.”  

“Let’s find someone else,” Vanessa said, “someone you like. We need help, I’m willing to go 

wherever you want to go.” He remained silent the rest of the way home. 

They never returned to a counselor and he refused to talk about it anymore. 

…………… 

Vanessa took over the master bedroom. It was just easier to have the baby with her so that 

she could nurse in the middle of the night and her daughter had been sleeping with her 

anyway.  
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One night at 11PM he stormed into the bedroom and snatched her daughter out of the bed, 

snarling, ”She’s got to sleep in her own room. And the baby, he can stay here but put him in a 

crib.” 

“It’s late,” she implored, “let her stay with me.” 

“No.” He left to put her daughter in her own room. Vanessa could hear her crying, so she left 

the baby in the bed and went to go get her.  

As soon as she returned with her daughter, he took her back to her own room. Her daughter 

was stunned into silence, tears dripping silently. 

“Stop this! This is insanity! Stop it right now! My daughter sleeps with me!” 

He grabbed her by the shoulders and shook her hard. Vanessa pushed him out the door and 

locked it, shoving furniture in front of the door. Her daughter stared at her from the bed, eyes 

wide and hand covering her mouth.  

“Leave us alone!” Vanessa screamed at him. He was banging on the door, palms flat, 

methodical, like a tribal leader beating a warning. She grabbed the baby and her daughter by 

the hand and led them into the closet. They sat on the floor in the dark. 

She at once enraged, fearful and exhausted with the cycle of this behavior. She knew only one 

thing and that was that she didn’t want to do this anymore. She called a friend and begged 

him to come and get them.  

“Vanessa, I can’t get involved. I don’t know what that man is capable of. You need to call the 

police,” said the friend.  
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“No, no! I can’t! Oh my god if the neighbors find out what’s going on here, he’ll kill me.” 

“Vanessa, call the police. Please, call the police. Listen, you are sitting in a closet in your own 

home hiding from your husband. This is not normal, Vanessa, please, please just call the 

police,” she heard her friend hang up. 

There was nothing but the sound of her heart in her chest. Her husband had stopped 

pounding on the door. 

This is crazy. This is not normal, she thought, looking down at the baby sleeping in her arms. 

She took several deep breaths. She opened the closet door and took her daughter by the 

hand and laid them both down in the bed. She fell into a restless sleep closest to the door so 

she could stop him if he came back for the children. 

The next night at dinner, Vanessa told him calmly: “I am a strong woman. You will not touch 

the children again in that way. You may not treat me this way. I am not going to let you dictate 

how I raise my daughter.” He looked at her with a half smile of amusement on his face, one 

eyebrow cocked up. 

She knew in that moment she could not win. She would never win. It would be his way or no 

way at all. 

Vanessa started putting her daughter in her own room at night, and left the baby in his crib.  
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Perfectly still. 
___________________________________________________________ 

You can’t stay. 

A week after the night she spent in the closet with her children, Vanessa was heading out the 

door to the office and yelled over her shoulder that she was going to take the black car, 

grabbing the keys on her way out.  

He said, “Oh no you are not,”  he came out of nowhere and grabbed her wrist. 

“Stop it, let me go,” she tried to yank her arm away from him but he tightened his grip, pulled 

her closer and hit her with his fist in the face. He lifted her off the ground by her throat and 

started to choke her. They fell to the floor while he pummeled her with his fists. She gave up 

the fight and laid perfectly still. He took the keys from her hand and got up and walked away. 

She lifted herself off the floor gingerly and walked into the bathroom. She had a black eye 

and the entire left side of her face was swollen. She could see his hand prints on her throat. 

Her skin was already starting to turn dark with bruises. She stood taller in the mirror, wiping 

the blood away while her tears fell silently. She called for her daughter who’s eyes turned 

wide with fear at the sight of her mother. She took the baby from his crib and without a word, 

she left the house, going down the street to a neighbor’s house. And she called the police. 

They told her she would need to go back to the house to identify her abuser. 

“No, no I can’t,” she said, “I don’t want to see him.” 
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“Ma’am, I’m sorry. We will be with you, but you will have to go to the house. We will meet you 

where you are and take you with us. We will be there to protect you.” 

She left her children with the neighbor and let the police take photos of her battered face. 

She told them everything she remembered, and hesitated when they asked if this was the first 

time. 

“No,” she said. 

“Do you want to press charges?” 

“Yes,” she said. 

She stayed in the police car when it pulled up to the house. They found him behind the 

house, hiding. They handcuffed him and put him in the car. He never looked up. 

She drew herself a hot bath and soaked for a good hour before she called to collect her 

children. She had hidden in a closet with her children, she had been beaten. She knew she 

couldn’t stay, but she honestly didn’t know what she was going to do. Move back in with her 

mother? 

The sound of the phone ringing interrupted her thoughts. It was her old college roommate. 

“He called me. He said he was in jail and wanted to know if I would post his bail. Vanessa, 

what’s going on?” 

She told her old friend what had happened. Her friend listened silently until she was finished. 

Then she asked the question Vanessa had no answer for, “What are you going to do?” 

“I don’t know. I just don’t know.” 
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“You can’t stay.” 

Vanessa was silent. 

“Do you want me to post his bail?” her friend asked. 

“Honestly, I don’t care what you do. Look, I need to go get my children,” she told her friend. 

The bond was never paid. He was in jail for seven days. 

Vanessa took extra care to cover her bruises the next day. The result was much more makeup 

then she was accustomed to wearing. Her associate noticed it right away. “Well, look at you! 

Where are you going all gussied up like that? Hot date after work?” he teased.  

She was so self conscious. She kept her head down most of the day. She felt like a complete 

fool. 

She took the time to call Human Resources to explain what had happened to her husband. 

“Look if he doesn’t show up to work we consider it to be job abandonment,” the woman said. 

“Well, now that you know where he is, is there any way he can keep his job?” Vanessa asked. 

She heard a sigh on the other end of the line. ”Please, we have two children. He can’t lose his 

job,” Vanessa pleaded. “Have him come talk to me when he gets out. My name is Mary,” she 

said. “And listen honey, it is none of my business, but you need to get away from that man.” 

Vanessa thanked her and hung up the phone. 

As each day went by, Vanessa found herself more and more anxious. She tried to enjoy the 

peace and calm in the house; and actually, she had never felt more joy being around her 
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children. It was the first sign she would have that things could be better — so much better — 

without him. 

On the seventh day, she held her breath, expecting the door to slam shut and all hell to break 

lose. Instead, it was early evening when she heard him come in the back door. 

“Who drove you home?” Vanessa asked.  

“No one. I walked.”  

“You walked all the way home?” It had to have been over ten miles; maybe even fifteen. Then 

she realized he would have been too embarrassed to ask anyone to pick him up from jail. 

“I’m going to bed,” he said. 

The next day, Vanessa told him she was going to call her pastor. “What for?” he said.  

Vanessa was exasperated, but she knew better than to let it show. “We need help. I’m willing 

to give this one more chance. You wouldn’t let me call my pastor before, but I am calling him 

now.”  

“Ok fine, call the damn pastor. I’ll tell him the truth about you.” 

She called her pastor and told him the whole thing. “I’m praying for you, Vanessa. I will be 

there this afternoon,” he said. 

In the hours leading up to the pastor’s visit, Vanessa stayed in her bedroom berating herself. 

How can you be so naive? Stop kidding yourself. He is not going to change. You need to go 
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home. Pack up your things and go back home. By the time the pastor arrived at the house, she 

had made up her mind. She smoothed her skirt and went downstairs. 

Her husband didn’t let Vanessa speak. He told the pastor everything Vanessa had ever said 

out of anger. He told him that she had a bad attitude, that she was angry all the time. “She 

starts every single one of our fights. She is so hard to deal with,” he said. “And the worst part 

was when she had me thrown in jail. Do you have any idea what kind of people are in jail? It 

was disgusting. I didn’t belong there,” he smiled a slow wide grin. 

The pastor shook his head and looked up to them both. “You need to talk better to each 

other. If you would just talk better to each other, it will get better.” 

“No, it won’t,” Vanessa said flatly. 

“Let’s pray,” her pastor said. 

She bowed her head and asked the Lord for strength to leave him. 

Angels descending, bring from above 

Echoes of mercy, whispers of love 
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You go on. 
___________________________________________________________ 

I was a bad girl. 

He left for work the next day and Vanessa stayed behind, asking her daughter to go upstairs 

and change. “I’ll take them to daycare, you go on,” she said. 

He paused only for a moment, as if reading her mind, then turned and walked away. 

She moved quickly, pulling out luggage and throwing all of the children’s things in first. 

“Where are we going?” her daughter asked. 

“Oh baby,” Vanessa said, kneeling down before her daughter, “we’re going to go stay with 

Grandma for a while.” 

“Why?” her daughter asked. 

“She needs our help,” Vanessa lied. 

Her daughter stood very still while Vanessa worked around her.  

“It’s my fault, isn’t it?” her daughter whispered.  

“What honey? What do you mean?” Vanessa asked. 
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“It’s because I was a bad girl. That’s why we have to go. And that’s why I don’t get to have a 

Daddy anymore. He’s mad at me.”  

“Oh honey,” Vanessa knelt by her daughter and wrapped her in a tight hug. “No, baby. It’s not 

your fault. What happened between us has nothing to do with you. But we’ve got to go now, 

ok honey? Please help me get your things. Take what you need now, we can come back later 

for the rest. And honey, when we get to Grandma’s I’m going to give you a big bowl of ice 

cream.”  

Her daughter broke into a wide grin. 

Her mother greeted them at the door with a stoic face. “Are you all right?” she asked.  

“Yes, Mama. I’m going to be just fine.”  

“Are the children all right?”  

“Yes, they are all right.” 

She sighed, put her hands on her hip and asked her granddaughter if she wanted some ice 

cream. 

Vanessa took her bags into the room she grew up in. She never thought she’d be here again. 

Her shame burned hot on her face.  

Watching and waiting, looking above 

Filled with His goodness, lost in His love 
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New normal. 
___________________________________________________________ 

The wounds of an abused woman. 

He tried to get her to come back. Twice. Once with tears and once with an ultimatum. Then he 

served her with divorce papers. It took a full year but when it was finally done, she felt free. 

She and the children did their best to get into a routine. It was harder than she imagined, 

being a single mom of two. It was like being a waitress in a family restaurant during the lunch 

rush, only it lasted all day and by the time she did have time to herself, she was too exhausted 

to do anything but sleep. 

There were very few people in her circle who could lend a hand. Her mother was always there 

for her when Vanessa asked, but she hated asking. 

She still filled with dread every time she had to see him or call him. It remained complicated 

for long periods of time, and then it would be better for a little while, then not at all. There 

was no in between. 

But the worst was behind her. With every day she became stronger and she saw with greater 

clarity the person she had become. She realized how easy it is to live in denial of your 

situation. It happens in increments, moving you slowly away from who you were and 

transforming you into something else entirely until it becomes your new normal. 

She understands now why some women never speak of their abuse. It is embarrassing and 

hard to admit, even to yourself, much less to anyone else. She didn’t see him for what he was 
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or who he was. She accepted him at face value. She realizes she never really knew him. She 

didn’t know him at all. 

She replays it all in her mind, searching for earlier clues in his demeanor and coming up only 

with an insecurity that was originally almost endearing. Until insecurity turned to jealousy and 

jealousy to control and control to rage. He wanted to overpower her. Put her in her place. And 

when her anger would rise to meet his, he would simply make his bigger to consume hers.  

She blames herself for letting things escalate. For her role in the fighting, for not backing 

down before things got bad. For not walking away sooner. 

And now there’s a child between us. Tying us together. She wonders if she will ever feel 

comfortable leaving him in his care and yet he had never demonstrated anything that made 

her worry about him. It was his son. Somehow that made him untouchable, thank God.  

It is going to take some time to heal, this much she knows. The wounds of an abused woman 

lie deep in the psyche and are easily triggered when threatened. Voices raising, anger 

witnessed — even between strangers — she shakes her head in sadness because she knows. 

She can see it in the fear of another woman’s face. The swagger of a man filled with false 

confidence. The rage burning in a teenage boy’s eyes. She sees it all now. She sees too much 

of it. 

Perfect submission, all is at rest 

I in my Savior am happy and blessed 

Watching and waiting, looking above 

Filled with His goodness, lost in His love. 
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It didn’t come easy. 
___________________________________________________________ 

Where you want to be. 

I asked Vanessa what perseverance meant to her. Here is her reply: 

“I was a runner, but I began running at a late age in my junior year of high school. It 

didn’t come easy to me at all - I was terrible. I lost a lot of races. In my senior year I 

decided to really commit. I wanted to see how far I could go; to push myself to be the 

best that I could be. I worked out hard and decided that I wanted to win. And I began 

winning. I was featured in the local newspaper; people were recognizing me and 

calling me an athlete.  

In college, I didn’t make the cut. I had to earn my way on that team. So I showed up at 

practice every day. They didn’t even realize I wasn’t a member of the team. But I made 

it the next year.  

You just go on until finally what you have done allows you to get to where you want to 

be. Finding that goal, striving to reach your goal. My story is about moving on for my 

children and my sanity. I had to get out of an unhealthy situation.  

Stick with it and don’t give up. You will see snowy days, icy days; you are going to get 

thrown back but until you reach that goal, don’t be satisfied. That’s perseverance. 
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It is important to me to give credit where I credit most of my endurance and strength. 

It is where my inner most joy and perseverance comes from — knowing Him, my Lord, 

my Savior, my God. This and my favorite hymn have gotten me through it all: This is 

my story, this is my song, praising my savior, all the day long.” 
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Layers of emotion. 
___________________________________________________________ 

Reliving it all. 

I finished Vanessa’s story in June. I asked her to come over and spend some time at 

our house. Our daughters could swim and she could read through the first draft of the 

book. 

I busied myself folding some laundry while she read, but I found myself looking up 

and watching her expression every once and awhile. Her eyes clouded over more 

than once. I realized that she was reliving it all and it was painful to see it play out on 

her beautiful face. I left the room to give her some privacy and when she was done, 

she came to me, eyes in total wonderment: “It is like you were there.” 

I looked down at my hands and looked up at my friend and told her that I, too, had 

made a choice about a couple of men that I thought I knew that ended terribly, 

tragically and irrevocably wrong. And that it was fresh for me because I had just 

published a blog in the Huffington Post called “Secrets” in which I finally told these 

truths. I had kept my secret hidden for many years. Writing this blog is what put me in 

touch with the raw underbelly of layers of emotion long suppressed. And that proved 

invaluable in helping me write this story with empathy and authenticity.  

She continues to impress me. Vanessa. Raising two children. Working full-time. 

Committing to her first triathlon at the end of summer. She wants to pursue another 

degree. There is long term plan to return to Spain and buy a house next year.  
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She is vibrant and thriving despite, or perhaps because of, these two men. The one 

she knew. And the one she didn’t. 
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