
To the obnoxious Pi Kap boy / washed-up college swim star,

Who I am and what you did to me used to be one and the same.

I hope you know I still get tingling teeth and empty breaths at times, feeling the things

that you did to me– a ghost constantly trying to squeeze between the cheeks of my buttocks. I

hope you know that when I close my eyes on a rough day, I’ll see the in-and-out blurred image of

that bright orange Cincinnati Bengals flag on the wall of your dorm, and feel as paralyzed as I

was that night. I hope you know that there are still certain songs I can’t listen to without it

inducing another fit of out-of-place panic because it was your warning bell at every party after

that first one.

I hope you know how wrong what you did was. I hope you know that there are still days I

can’t bring myself to forgive you; and even the days I do manage to forgive you, it’s not for you.

I hope you know there are days that I still don’t feel safe inside my own body. I hope you know

how much you broke me. I hope you know that I turned to alcohol and weed and nearly poisoned

myself with that crap a few times because of it. I hope you know you caused my life to

completely fall apart before my eyes. I hope you know that I brought a relationship into the

whole big mess in my head that you caused because I didn’t want to clean it up– I sought to

normalize that mess instead, and used someone to do that.

But I also hope you know that I’m not the same shattered human being that you abused

that night. I also hope you know that I’m not the same human being that uses other people to

cope because I’m too afraid to face the mess of pain, shame, paranoia, and self-pity that you

caused in me.



Am I still broken? Yes, very much so– I am human, after all. But there’s now a peaceful

coexistence between who I am and what happened to me. The two are no longer one and the

same, but by the power of Christ I know that wounded young woman is no longer me. She taught

me things that I’ll never forget.

She was abused by her first boyfriend. She survived him. She was abused by a coworker

when she was 17. She survived him. She was abused by you. She survived you. She abused

herself. She survived herself, too.

So I could say thank you, because you finally shattered her and forced her to rethink her

foundation. I could say thank you for igniting her years-long process of dealing with her trauma.

I could say thank you…

But to be honest, I’m not sure I’ve quite gotten there yet. Yes, I know I’m only forgiven

by God if I forgive you but again, there are still days where I can’t bring myself to do it. And I

could blame you for being the obstacle in the way of my salvation, but I won’t.

I won’t thank you, because you didn’t provide anything. I won’t blame you, because

forgiving you is my choice. I won’t give you credit for the work in me that God is doing, because

no broken human being– let alone someone who hurts people with pride and unresolved

issues– can do that kind of healing.

I saw the side of you that hurt people, but the side of you that was hurting… a stranger. I

pray you find your peace as much as I pray for my own.

You know who I am.


