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At the beginning we remember their names; at
the end we remember their deeds.

 


 


This book is dedicated to my grandmother and
all other women no matter where and what their world is about and
to only one man, my father who, I really hope, someday will
understand that women are not “invented” to serve men, they have
other abilities besides dog-like obedience, and that daughters are
as much as good as sons. They sometimes could be stronger. They
sometimes could be better if ever given a chance to prove
themselves, and if they know that someone they love will say: I am
proud of you, and you are wrong if you think I consider you to be
less human than I am.

 


In Mary Kay’s museum in Dallas, Texas, the
following text is displayed: “Dedicated to the thousands of women
who dared to step out of their “comfort zone” and use their
God-given talents and abilities, realizing that God did not have
time to make nobody just a somebody.”

 


Unfortunately, I got so many opportunities to
meet women who will, no matter what, refuse to step out of their
“comfort zone” and no matter where, fear to embrace life the way
they wanted. They will live and die with their secret desires. They
will walk one after another in a long line, with heads bent down,
never noticing that there is a big difference between dusk and
dawn. In my mirror is the reflection of one who used to be just
like them but learned to change her direction, to live freely,
dream peacefully and smile. In the world where some follow Sigmund
Freud’s belief that women are motivated by penis envy and some
follow Karen Horney’s belief that men are motivated by womb envy,
some people find it hardest to believe in themselves. Again, I used
to be one of them.

 


One of Carl Jung’s, who was the founder of
analytic psychology, archetypes is called the anima and animus
which reflect the idea that each person exhibits some of the
characteristics of the other sex. The “anima” refers to feminine
characteristics in man and the “animus” denotes masculine
characteristics in a woman. According to this belief, the
difference in genders doesn’t exist so we can compete but rather so
we can complete one another. In the end, isn’t it true that both
penis and womb are needed for creation of a new life?

 


DREAM SEQUENCE

 


When he arrived at the scene of the crime,
the victim was lying in the same position as the homicide
detectives had found her. Her face was still partially covered with
small pieces of her ripped shirt. While he was looking at the
woman, he couldn’t take his eyes away from her youthful face. It
was framed by her short, curly, jet-black hair. Even though the
woman was in her late thirties, she looked as though she was at
least fifteen years younger. Her body was boyishly shaped and
without touching it, he could tell that she was still warm. He also
noticed that there wasn’t a ring on her left hand.

 


As he came closer to the bed, he noticed that
a wound on her neck was gaping. Through it he could easily see her
larynx. This first sight of a viciously murdered victim always gave
him an urge to run to the toilet, but he stoically remained still.
The last thing he wanted to express around his colleagues was
something that they often joked about and referred to as a novice’s
panic attack. He sighed and looked around. The blood stains above
the bed headboard screamed for his attention. He observed them
closely, in order to detect the smallest ones, and found they
traced to the nearest picture. A lamp, a mirror and a couple of
books on the night stand were also touched by these last drops of
life.

 


For just a moment, he turned from the body
and walked away. Stepping into the kitchen, he stood still in the
middle of it while looking at the blood spots on a wood floor. Most
of them were around the dining table. When he passed the stove, he
felt the warmth coming from the oven. He opened it slowly, still
warm but empty. Then he noticed a pan on top of the kitchen
counter. He looked closely. The chocolate--chip cookies were still
on it.

 


“Surprisingly, not burned,” he said quietly
speaking more to himself. He stood there motionless, thinking for a
while. He then approached a trash can and opened it. He found the
wrapper with the baking directions written on it, “Bake at 425
degrees.” From the detectives, he had learned that the oven was set
to 300 degrees when they arrived. He wondered if the victim was the
one who was preparing them. Why she would set the temperature at
300 degrees? Maybe her time was split between baking and working on
something else, so she set the oven at the lower temperature than
it should be? Or maybe the temperature was originally set at 425
degrees, and the killer changed it to 300 degrees? The question was
what was his or her main concern with the oven? His first guess was
that this person was afraid that this valuable house would burn if
there was a fire.

 


He estimated the value of the house at
$425,000 and the famous artwork had almost the same value. Who
would care that much about it? The unknown offender who sexually
assaulted and killed the victim, without taking anything from her
home except her wedding ring?

 


A rookie detective approached him. “Sir, any
thoughts on this?” he asked.

 


“Yeah son, let me share with you some of my
musings,” he sighed, while turning his head toward the young
man.

 


“My experience gives me a gut feeling that
this woman could be the victim of a crime of passion. Her husband,
well-known for his bad temper, could have returned home earlier
than he usually did and found his wife sitting in the kitchen with
a man he suspected could be his competitor. This could be supported
by the fact that the front door to the house had not been forced
open. His wife’s supposed lover, I assume, was verbally attacked
and then asked to leave the house. Now, the murder scenario
unfolds. The husband and the victim begin to argue. She is trying
to explain to him that she is wrongfully accused. He doesn’t listen
and in his jealous rage, he is ready to batter his wife. Instead he
grabs a knife from the kitchen counter and begins stabbing her. The
blood is coming from the wounds on her stomach and defense wounds
on her hands but in a struggle for her life, she is able to move
away from him. Now, she is in the master bedroom, trying to close
the door. Judging by bloody palm prints all over the door, I can
picture the following scene. The woman’s bloody hands are
uncontrollably sliding down, which presents her husband with an
effortless way to get in. In the room, he easily pushes her
one-foot-in-the-grave body on the bed determined to complete his
merciless task. When the victim is dead, he ties her up with
electrical cord, rips off her clothes and removes the ring from her
finger. He wants to cover up his action and his motive, so the
scene now looks not only like a murder but also as a sexual assault
and burglary. In the kitchen, he washes his knife and spills the
contents from his wife’s purse. When he notices that the oven is
on, he changes the temperature to 300 degrees and then he walks
away leaving the front door ajar. He knows the housekeeper will be
there soon and his house will be saved. What he is not aware of is
that his five-year-old son didn’t attend school that day and was
tearfully watching his mother’s last breaths. We will see later
whether the kid’s story will match with mine.”

 


One of his colleagues approached the
detective and handed him a stack of papers. Before he could say
anything, she and the rookie detective moved away while continuing
in their search for evidence. The detective knew that this was one
of those homicide cases that were very difficult to understand and
he knew there were many more to come and much more to learn. He
sighed again and started reading.

 


According to the Centers for Disease
Control’s (CDC’s) National Center for Injury Prevention and
Control, intimate partner violence is actual or threatened,
physical or sexual violence, psychological and emotional abuse
directed toward a spouse, ex-wife or husband, recent or former
girlfriend or boyfriend or recent or former partner.

 


On an Intimate Partner Violence (IPV) Fact
Sheet, the CDC reports that about 1.5 million women are raped and/
or physically assaulted by their intimate partner each year; of
those women who are physically assaulted or raped by their intimate
partner, many are seriously injured or killed.

 


In addition, women are at much greater risk
than men of being abused and murdered by their intimate partners.
It is believed, that crime of murders are different from other
murders because, there is no real motive other than an emotional
response. One mitigating factor in this type of crime is that, it
is caused by passion instead of reason.

 


It is certain that this type of crime is not
a new phenomenon. It is believed that the very first crime ever
committed was a crime of passion, which was the killing of Abel by
his brother Cain, in Genesis Ch. 4, v. 1 - 8. Even now, crimes of
passion happen often and everywhere.

 


Crime of passion is also called the “Law of
Texas” because juries in this state were in many cases lenient to
cuckolded lovers who wreaked their own vengeance. In the past, many
killers were able to escape murder charges and imprisonment because
of this legal defense. Today, crime of passion in the United States
is referred to as temporary insanity but those who committed it
were punished less often than battered women who murdered their
violently abusive partners.

 


The crime of passion could easily be
committed by an abnormal, mentally ill or unbalanced person. Even
so, this is not always the case. This crime could also be committed
by a normally healthy person who has no psychological issues, apart
from a violent emotion, which in their opinion, allows them to
commit their crime. For some people, a high level of sudden and
undesirable emotions could be a starting point of a mental problem
in a previously stable person. However, in many cases, the raging
criminal is aware of what he or she is doing. They usually prepare
their crime with care and after the crime they seek to escape from
their actions.

 


Looking again at this case, when the husband
killed his wife, it’s obvious that he was not feeling passion; he
was feeling violent rage. Rage, like most emotions, can be
experienced on a continuum; his was without any doubt very
destructive. While one could argue that any type of rage is
destructive, our ability to control it, recover from it and shape
it into something constructive depends on our willingness. Like
passion, most of us have experienced rage. Fortunately, most of us
don’t murder. However, when we think of this crime, it makes more
sense to understand it in terms of rage, rather than in terms of
passion.

 


The detective wondered why do we call this
crime, a crime of passion? More importantly, why do we use the term
“passion” to explain, describe or maybe justify any type of
violence, most especially intimate partner violence?

 


If our society wants to see the difference
between violent acts that are premeditated and those that are the
result of uncontrollable emotion, it is crucial to learn not to
confuse these two. First and foremost, the right emotion must be
targeted; he thought.

 


When we think about our own lives and our own
experiences of passion and rage, it is very difficult to imagine
why it is so hard to see the difference between the two. All
violence is about rage, hate, and power. In addition to the real
human casualties produced by intimate partner violence, when we
refer to acts of rage as “crime of passion”, we destroy compassion
for the victims and those who are left behind to mourn. For
example, in this case, the wife was killed and her child would
probably never be able to recover from this experience of
witnessing the horrifying act which led to her death.

 


This case kept the detective’s thoughts
racing back and forth, from passion to murder, from murder to
passion. Even though murder, based on some kind of emotional or
physical stress could be unplanned, in his opinion, offenders who
commit it all alone are not influenced by duress and can choose to
act differently. Even those who may not premeditate a murder, like
a crime-of-passion-murder, have an instant to weigh the expected
costs and benefits of committing that murder.

 


Today, he also realized that it is very hard
to associate homicide offenders with any type of criminal careers.
Even now, there are very few research studies done to examine in
depth the criminal histories and lifestyles of homicide offenders.
However, murders that are caused by that influential tool, the
so-called passion, are different from other murders. This is a
unique crime because offenders are unlikely to have had previous
criminal activity and it is very likely that they will not offend
again. For example, most men usually engage in a violent behavior
only with one partner and very often successfully “adjust” their
behavior for further relationships.

 


The results of a crime of passion defense
vary, depending on the circumstances of the crime and the
particular jury that is sitting on the case. In some cases, the
defendant may be acquitted of all charges, simply because the
defense has convinced the jury that he wasn't aware of his behavior
and therefore, should not be held responsible for his actions. In
other cases, the result will be a lesser charge, which results in a
much shorter sentence.

 


While moving around the house again and
trying to avoid stepping to the bloody spots on the floor, there
were many unanswered questions the detective was considering and
spinning through his mind. Some of them were: “In our most truly
passionate moments, do we feel the uncontrollable urge to hurt,
destroy or kill?” “Then, do we, in the midst of passion, turn bad
and violent?” “And finally, do people, in the midst of passion,
change from law-abiding citizens into criminals?”

 


There were many people in the house. They
were talking and photographing the victim, the crime scene, and
walking back and forward. For the moment, he was still again. While
standing in this beautiful house that had that ugly, strong odor of
death, he couldn’t stop thinking of the axioms of the Choice Theory
according to which, all total behavior was chosen, but we only have
direct control over the acting and thinking components. This theory
indicates that we can only control our feelings and physiology
indirectly through how we choose to act and think.

 


The husband’s act was certainly a case of
intimate partner violence that caused the death of his wife; the
detective thought while walking back into the room with the bloody
hand prints on the door and the woman’s lifeless body.

 


 


I-MAGINARY F-RIEND

 


Those who are aware of a crime risk being
found guilty; those who are not risk being found insane. The first
group could be executed; the second one has a very strong defense
which will help them to live, but deep inside, they will never find
peace and will never be free. Then, there are those who victimize
only people who trust them, they are predisposed to get away with
their well-established criminal career.

 


The kitchen floor has all kinds of smells.
Now, when my face is pressed against it, I am inhaling each of
them. My mouth is wide open while my eye lids are trying to free my
sight. Like broken pieces of a vase and leftovers of faded flowers,
here is my body spread in every direction. This is such an
inspiring condition for dreams about murders where husbands take
the law into their own hands and mercilessly kill their wives.
Moreover, this is such a perfect experience to apply my knowledge
of criminal justice to my misery. Even so, neither of these could
help me feel better. I’m here, and no detective is coming to
investigate my case, as long as I am lying on this floor alive. If
I breathe, I will not become a case. The evidence of this crime
will be visible to others only if I don’t make it. I will be
scooped up as one of many other victims and only lines will
indicate the last place where my body occupied this earth. My
neighbors will see yellow tape saying “police line-do not cross”,
surrounding a crime scene to remind them that at night, they would
no longer be awakened by my screams. It will be good for them
because they will be able to sleep peacefully, undisturbed by
unpleasant noises from next door. Defense lawyers might call it a
crime of passion; judges might refer to it as a private issue that
doesn’t belong in the courtroom and the jury might reach a not
guilty verdict. Regardless of the outcome, none of those people
will care that at this very moment, I am lying on this cold floor
hoping to avoid letting strangers deliberate about my death. I am
in need of help to stay alive, but nobody knows about this except
the awareness that slowly emerges out of the fogginess of my mind.
Also, no one knows that, in this very moment, I am fighting for my
life except for the one who did this to me and left me behind the
locked door to suffer until I reach the end. My conscious is now
reachable for my mind but my body is still dysfunctional; stoned. I
think how much distaste I have for cold and, especially at this
moment, I wish I was able to protect myself from it but who is
there to help me move? I am imagining. How nice would it be if I
could collect broken parts of myself and return them to where they
belong to become functional again? Nevertheless, I know instantly
that these fragments would be hard to find if there is ever enough
strength and determination to start a search. I’m aware that at
least I can clearly process my thoughts and for that I am so
grateful. Now, I know I am not dead. Even so, everything inside of
me is ticking like a bomb toward its end. Even my heart is reaching
slowly and unwillingly through the bars of my ribs to knock on the
floor. I know how hard my pain is pushing me to make any kind of
movement. I still can’t. I continue to exist as a bag with a bunch
of useless bones, muscles and joints.

 


I also know there must be blood dripping from
somewhere, but my head is unable to move because of the stiffness
of my neck so I am unable to search for the broken bones in my
body. My eyes are still closed anyway. This breath of mine makes no
sound even though my mouth is open like a fish attempting to swim
in the desert. How long can I live like this? How do I survive by
completely relying on my mind while it continues to fence with the
pain? My mind is getting tired, weak, and the stabbing pain is
multiplying. Is that all to my life? Is February 7, 2004 the date
of my death? Is 7720 McCallum Boulevard, apartment 2063, Dallas,
Texas the last place in the world I am going to see? I am thinking
again and perhaps this is a good sign. I am glad that mind and body
make it a two-way street and at least I am able to think. So I do
what I can; I think. I have a plenty of time, step by step, to come
closer to the conclusion that all my life, I believed that violence
and love are inseparable. I am starting to realize that I feared
each time somebody smiled at me and moved his or her hand toward me
appearing to want to touch me. I feared because I was sure that for
every touch I would get at least one slap, one push and one hit.
Furthermore, I feared because I knew for every smile and every nice
word, I would hear many words that would cut out my heart piece by
piece. So I stayed away. However, each time I wasn’t careful
enough. I was left to suffer; similarly, like now, in this room, in
this relationship.

 


The pictures in my head are still blurry, but
they do not keep my senses from being released from the prison of
unawareness. The floor is still holding my eyes shut. The dark
frightens me. I want to get out. I want to see. I am collecting my
strength. Everything in me that I seek support from seems to be so
far away and out of reach. I remain in the same position. I still
have my hearing and sense of smell, which keep my hope alive. I
rely on them. Flying insects and food leftovers on the kitchen
counter create dog-like senses in me. Silence is finally penetrated
by my whining. It takes me a while to get quiet again. I am still
in the dark and still frightened. I want to lift my head up. I want
to try again. Yes, a little more. You can do it. If you don’t help
yourself, nobody else will give you anything but their ignorance.
Anyway, at this moment, nobody except the one who did this to you,
knows that you need help. Come on, you were not born to be a
coward, so don’t let this weakness end your being. Don’t give up.
Move. Live. Come on, you are not done yet. You are a survivor. You
are still equipped with that inner armor. You are not defeated.
Move. One, two… three. One, two… three. Supported by the chin, my
head is now up. The blind view is taken from my eyes. Even so, what
now, I think; you are still stuck, far away from a rescue. It is
still easier to step backward than to move forward.

 


I follow the movement of a clock’s hands. In
my eyes, seconds are dragging themselves as prisoners returning to
their cells. It seems that it takes forever to get to 3:02 pm.
Unexpectedly, like walking on ice then sinking under the water, my
head went down again and my conscious state of mind slipped away.
At first, there was dark but soon after I could see. There was a
road with no signs. I stepped on it and took one step. I then took
another…and another. I took one more and then I stopped. I
hesitated. I looked around. Who is going to find me if I get lost?
I tried to press my palms together, but I couldn’t. My hands were
gone. I tried to say a prayer, but my tongue couldn’t move. Now, I
was running but my feet were invisible and…my world was blurred by
bubbles, which began to pop out. Now, someone is running after me.
I am afraid. I will save you. It seems to me that someone is
pouring a liquid-like voice into my ears. I am hesitating and at
the same time, turning slightly to see who is talking. Even so, all
I can see is a man’s lips and his boots. The rest of his body is
wrapped in the fog.

 


I turn to the opposite side. I am going as
far as I can, wherever my legs take me. I just need to get away.
Now, I see a little girl. With each moment, her silhouette is
becoming bigger. It seems that she is running toward me. She
smiles, but her eyes are looking somewhere else. I turn my head
around in the earthly manner. I see nobody there but space that
screams silence. I then finally notice him. He is extending his
hands and smiling, but I am not a recipient of either action. He is
waiting for the little girl who is still running in his direction.
“Daddy,” she calls him. I am repeating her word but now both are
walking away from me. I can still see a teddy bear in her hands.
She suddenly drops him and now is holding her father’s hand only.
They appear to be talking, singing or laughing. I call “Daddy”
again but neither of them turns.

 


“Daddy, can you hear me? Please, don’t go.
Daddy, stay with me.” My whisper is almost as melodic as the
wind.

 


Where am I now? Am I really in a car, driving
back home to Sarajevo? That’s it and I am on my way to the place of
my childhood. I am alone but only until that moment when my eyes
land on my porch. Everything will be okay soon.

 


I suddenly felt a warm breath on the back of
my neck. I started slowing down before stopping at the red light.
All this time, my eyes were fixed on the mirror which was covered
with the steam. In the next moment, something moved there and I
jumped, instinctively turning my face backwards. In the back seat,
I found a girl. Her face was framed by long spaghetti hair, its
greasy ends almost frying in the sunlight. She barely wore any
clothes but there was nothing of her body to be seen, nothing
except bones and yellowish skin. I noticed the girl’s tears rolling
down her cheeks, leaving long lines on her dirty face. I handed her
a handkerchief, which was still wet from my own tears. “Oh, child,”
I whispered.” What is your name, young girl,” I asked?” “I don‘t
have one; people just call me Refugee,” came the reply. “I came
here to tell you my story.”

 


“Run,” people said and I ran until rocks
under my feet makes them bleed. I ran through burning villages,
forests and bloody city streets. I ran through crying souls of many
slaughtered people, my friends, my neighbors. I ran through the
sniper bullets and the gunpowder. I ran like a human with the
instinct for survival, until I had felt that it was safe to stop
for a bit and breathe again. Little did I know that soon I would
end up in another war, a war where escape would be much more
difficult.

 


“I came here to tell you that once I was
happy and knew how to smile. Now I am stuck somewhere between the
dreams where I appear to be like a princess and the dreams where my
whole person appears to be a worn-out doormat marked with a man’s
boots. I have been punished for so long that I don’t have enough
strength and will to move on. I am actually starting to like this
chaos and the life of a caged animal is becoming a great part of
me. I don’t complain. Even if I do, there is nobody who will
listen.

 


I am in America now, but I am still hungry
for grandma’s freshly made bread, which was the last thing I
glimpsed before I fled. I am still thirsty for the pure springs of
the Bosnia River where the best days of my life were washed away. I
feel that everything good is gone now.”

 


The red light switched to green and all I
could hear now was a honk from the car behind her. I looked at the
back seat and found it empty. Part of me was still in the car, but
another part was running through the streets of Sarajevo. I looked
through the window. Through the fog outside I could see the girl’s
barefoot legs. Her father wasn’t there anymore. Now, the man’s
boots appeared again and started following her. I was alone once
again and I wondered if the little girl called Refugee would ever
find a safe place; if she could make it? How I could help her not
only to survive but also to smile again? There is just so much pain
in her. I knew well those sad eyes.

 


In 1999, those eyes were watching through a
plane window. The Atlantic Ocean for the first time separated her
from the traces of war in Bosnia. Therefore, hope was born for a
better life. Hope was born, that stigmatizing ended and that having
a Muslim mother and a Serbian father was no longer important to
anyone. Hope was born that being a woman would not be the same as
being less.

 


I opened my eyes. The clock’s hands were on
their last slow step toward 4:05 pm. Imitating their speed while
pushing up every part of my body, I managed to crawl and got up on
a sofa. I inhaled deeply, as if I was being examined and following
a doctor’s instruction and then slowly let the air out. I seemed to
be resting and watching the television, if someone had seen me in
this position. Nothing was wrong with that picture. In fact, I was
hungry, thirsty and the pain was slowly but surely taking every
little piece of my body. The pain’s speed was the fastest in the
back. Nevertheless, through my senses, I could hear the sign
language between my brain and my body. They exchanged a screeching
signal. I trembled.

 


Liquid waste began pushing its way out. My
inner walls were breaking down. Nothing left for protection and
hope of hiding. This time my body was chained by numbness. I could
only watch every single piece of me bit by bit shutting down and
painfully breathe through it. Only my eyes and my thorax reminded
me that this race for life still continued. Even so, I had no
control over the present moment and no desire to look beyond it. I
started feeling drops of sweat gathering around my forehead and one
by one sliding down my face. A thought occurred that I might have
an “accident” in my pants and that was frightening. I prayed: “If I
was living in crap, please God don’t let me to die in the soil.” My
sweat was glued to me like labels on a jar. I hated myself for yet
being a child, feeling so helpless. “Stop, please stop,” I squeezed
the last squeak of my voice out.

 


I managed to move my head to the side where I
could see through the ripped sleeve to part of my shoulder. It was
bruised. I then moved my head down slowly. Bruises on my hands and
legs looked more like wounds. Aware that nobody was around to help
me, ironically and funnily the only wish I had was to open my month
and to find a dog’s tongue there instead of mine, just to be able
to lick some pain away. I trembled again. This time I heard a
cracking sound in my neck trailing down my spine. My head was now
back on the sofa and my body returned to its statue-like mobility.
Only my eyes wandered around the room. The next moment I was trying
to remember the expression on the “officer’s” face, that same man
who was pushing me and punching me until I fell down. I was also
trying to imagine what he was thinking when my head was facing the
floor and he was kicking me. Actually, the sound of his voice was
still in the room with me. GUILTY! GUILTY! GUILTY! I was wondering
about that thing they call: “Innocent until proven guilty” and
proof of guilt beyond a reasonable doubt, but I was not permitted
to say a word. Who would defend me anyway when he was the one who
had the ultimate power and authority? For me, he was omnipotent in
every possible way, especially this time. Nobody but him witnessed
my wrongdoings, but that was more than enough for the punishment.
He was not just some kind of witness; he was actually the one
people call the expert. For him, being the man meant empowerment
and he held all rights to impose any kind of sanctions against me.
He could use his discretion and give me a warning for breaking his
law; instead, he directly applied the punishment. I wondered, if he
was able only for a moment to see that I was a woman just like his
mother, his sister or some other one that is important to him. It
also came to me that each time he kicked me, he might kill one of
the possibilities for another life I could carry inside of my womb.
I was wondering, if in his head, he was able to allow a little
space for this kind of thought. Conversely, if he could, in the
same way as I did a hundred times before, dig up from his memory
this very moment when my lover for the first time hugged and kissed
me while whispering: “I love you.” I wanted to remind him that I
used to believe those arms would be always open to share the warmth
with me and would be closed to protect me from the rest of the
world. However, at the same moment, I realized that I have no right
to blame him since his uniform had power over him; every time he
put it on, his body and mind were transformed into that of an
enforcer. With him, my only right to speech was silence and my only
proof of innocence was evidence of obeying.

 


Moments that instilled the most fear in me
were those spent with the “officer” in an interrogation room. He
would usually sit somewhere behind my back, so I couldn’t see his
face while he was throwing questions like stones at me. Money is
missing, did you steal it? The car is scratched. Did you hit and
run? Did you go out after the curfew? You have done everything you
are not supposed to do, right? Just say it, conform! Are you
listening or are you just playing with my patience? You are the
number-one suspect and the only deviant in this house. Just say it,
confirm! You know you are bad, you know you are wrong. If I do not
spend much time at this home, that doesn’t mean I don’t know what
you are doing. I have people who follow you. I have

 


people who help me to know everything. Yes,
you, outsider, I am talking to you. Are you listening to me at all?
You can never to be trusted. You are nothing but the enemy. Just
say it,

conform! If I shook my head to any of these
statements, in less than two minutes, I was surrounded by many
pieces of glass. Everything that was reachable for him ended up on
the floor

broken. Tables, pictures, mirrors and all of
those silly ornaments I used to buy him for his birthdays. Each
time this happened, I sought my refuge in the nearest corner.
There, I could

bleed but didn’t dare to cry. Under the
magnifying glass, even breathing seemed to be suspicious and
prohibited.

 


On that day, when he was above my defeated
body, I was not able to look at him, but I could easily count the
drops of sweat coming from his forehead when he dragged my body
from one side of the room to another. Each of the drops was big and
felt warm when they touched my skin. I also remembered how much I
was surprised when he suddenly stopped. Our eyes met, for

the moment, his were wide open and raging;
mine were shutting down on me. I felt as a lightning bug that had
been caught in the glass, behind which my captor could enjoy while
watching me being eaten by dark. Did he feel the same years ago
when he was captured by those criminals who tortured him, I
wondered? Did he wish to run and escape or did he, just like me,
let

them do whatever they pleased, without any
resistance? Maybe he knew then as I know now that quick surrender
held more possibilities for hits and kicks to sink sooner to a
lower level. Did he remember that time while he watched my helpless
body on the floor? What was inside of him? Hurt? Anger?
Satisfaction? Emptiness? Victory? Would he consider his mission to
be accomplished if I died? In his eyes, how much damage have I
really done? Was he just keeping me around so I could pay for
someone else’s debt? I was only seconds away from becoming
unconscious, but I could still hear when he lit his cigarette. Are
they allowed to smoke on “duty?” This thought was playing with
those last bits of my conscience and then everything started
becoming a dream. While being in a half-coma state, I heard the
familiar “broken accordion” sound of the refrigerator’s door. I
cooked beans earlier that day, I thought, before my eyes closed;
and I slipped away from reality into a deep, immeasurable
space.

 


When I opened my eyes again, darkness was
following the rhythm of silence. The television was turned off and
I was alone in the room. I was not hungry anymore but this time my
senses were perfectly aware of progressing pain. I trembled each
time I made a move. I trembled each time I let the air in and out.
Invisible ants were eating leftovers beneath my skin. Even so, my
mind was functional enough so that it kept trying to save me from
destruction. You need to survive; you can’t just die this way, I
thought. I have to go against wishes of vicious, I whispered
repeatedly while my eyes were adjusting to the blackness around me.
While supporting my back with both of my hands and moving the rest
of my body by imitating dysfunctional-robot motion, I got up and
turned the lights on. The first thing I have reached for was paper
and a pen. My memory shouldn’t fade; I mustn’t forget.



 


 


MY ANGEL

 


Look at your home, my angel

 


Take off the dust from your eyes and tell
me

 


Tell me, where we lost our beautiful
fields,

 


Where hands were touching, legs following

 


Tell me, why we have only boundaries
left,

 


Only restrictions, the immeasurable amount of
pain

 


Day instead of night, night instead of
day.

 


My angel, you will see falling tears,

A thousand of confusing rules

 


And frostbitten hands of a poet,

 


Knocking at your window

 


Seeking pity, seeking grace

 


My angel, open your door,

 


And let them ajar

 


I need a refuge,

 


Till I am enough strong

 


To leave everything behind

 


And run to catch my life again

 


Arm me with forgiveness,

 


So I could let it be, let go,

 


And move far away with less heavy
thoughts

 


Until heart stops bleeding and find the peace
on its own

 


And show me my angel,

 


Tell me that no matter

 


How different I seem to be,

 


Longing for true love doesn’t separate me

 


From those wanting the same

 


Look at my home my angel,

 


Are you satisfied with what you see?

 


Can you find a reason to smile, to be
happy?

 


Or are you crying

 


As I am

 


 


PRETRIAL-PART 1

 


Most of articles concerning domestic violence
are published by psychologists, psychiatrists, women’s studies and
family violence specialists, sociologists, criminologists, and
other experts in this field. Regardless of qualifications and
talents, many women who survived this type of abuse will never put
on paper their experience. They will simply try to forget. Many of
those women gave a birth to a man who will later in his life try to
tread man’s world. Moreover, many of those women didn’t wait for
discrimination but voluntarily chose family over a career. In fact,
more than one-third of women choose family over their career and
one in five women will become a victim of domestic violence in her
“perfect” marriage and “perfect” home.

 


Many of them would develop the so-called
battered women syndrome, but they would hide it from the rest of
the world because they would believe that this is the product of
their guilt.

 


However, some of them will take a chance and
write words, the very same words the reader is seeing now.

 


Every word we speak, write or keep just for
ourselves is addressed to someone or something. Therefore, the
following words are for someone who somewhere with his or her bent
head suffers silently and doesn’t realize that an abused mother’s
pain, no matter how well hidden, is reflected in her children.
Isn’t it true that once they get wounded and they find themselves
alone with the enemy, the soldiers would usually surrender, leaving
those who depend on them unprotected? Isn’t it true that when you
are in a plane, you have been instructed that, in a case of an
emergency, you should put a breathing mask first on yourself and
then on others? One thing is for sure, all those who are sitting in
the dark and the cold, resemble prisoners in their cells, without
freedom, without peace, without dignity, with one significant
difference, the only crime they committed is becoming victims on
the death row.

 


I am writing this because once I was one of
those prisoners. No one was around me but my judge, the guy who was
the “officer.” No attorney, no jury, no witnesses, only him
practicing his authority. So many times I had been put on trial
where I was sentenced to be executed. So many times my sentence had
been changed to a life sentence because I bribed him with my pride,
seduction, body. Very often I begged to see some evidence of my
wrongdoings, but I wasn’t allowed to be this highly accommodated. I
was never proven to be guilty but also never released. And even
when I gave a false confession, I was offered no plea bargaining. I
was tortured in my cell repeatedly so that I had lost my voice to
scream, and I had lost all my tears to cry. However, day after day
I started planning my escape. I started making holes in the walls,
so I could see outside and breathe fresh air. I started looking at
myself in the mirror. Finally, one day I “woke up” and found myself
on the run. I, a fugitive, found time to look back but never
returned. Take a double look at the word “I” and see from what
point I started to what point I got. Somebody who really didn’t
have anybody, I, alone was determined to survive and live, to save
myself.

 


I am also writing this because I came from a
country that used to follow the West closely in its “fight” for
equality between men and women, but unfortunately, due to the civil
war that took place between the years 1992-1996, my country ended
up using women as a tool for sending a message to the enemy. Many
of them were raped and forcibly inflicted with new lives. Today, it
is clear that the new Bosnian regime tends to put women far behind
men’s backs. With a growing number of arranged marriages, growing
number of housewives and growing number of religion-related
restrictions are some of the most important things women’s lives
are centered around. Some of these would intentionally place a
limitation on her life. Some might not. However, it is enough if
one woman has her head bent since she would miss the opportunity to
see the sun and some other woman’s warmth, smiling face titled with
words “Let me help you.”

 


Years ago, when I told a friend, that each
time my husband came back home from work, I became his, from the
kitchen to bedroom slave. She reacted with a look that made me feel
that I had just tried to escape from the labyrinth of some kind of
mental disorder. Then, she said: “You are there to cook, clean and
to put a smile on your face right away as he opens the door. What’s
most important is to have cleaned and the ironed bed sheets and
yourself, and at any moment be ready and available for his wishes.”
She was the age of my mother and I felt sorry that she lived in
times when things worked that way. However, soon after this
conversation I became aware that old walls may have their holes
fixed, may even have a new paint, but still they are going to be
old walls. There are many women my age or younger who would agree
with her, either because they really believe in this (I still doubt
the purity of this belief) or because they are afraid to try to
live in a different way.

 


Today, on each side of the world we turn to,
little girls are being brought up to believe that their strength
and resistance cannot compete with that of little boys. When a
little girl falls down, we run toward her to help her, even before
she cries. On the other hand, when a little boy hurts himself, we
pat his back and say: “That’s ok you are strong, boys don’t cry.”
Later, young women are taught that their freedom can’t exceed the
freedom of young men. They can’t go all the way in anything. Not
too much touching because only a “bad” girl will not complain if
she is being excessively touched by a man. On the other hand, only
a disobedient wife would let anything stop her from being available
to her husband. If women wear short skirts and tight shirts they
are just asking for it. When a woman says she wants to have a fun,
she instantly loses an opportunity to be called a lady, differently
from a man who would be referred to as the man. Actually, men
should push as far as they can go. In fact, young girls are
constantly reminded that they are being prey and warned not to
become the easy one. Soon, they would realize that they have been
living in the world where men prefer to be soldiers who surround,
conquer, and move fast from one territory to another.

 


It can’t be stressed enough that one in five
women will be physically abused. Wives will be more likely than
husbands to become prisoners in their own homes and in the worst
cases, will be killed. What does the society think about this? You
don’t have to look too far. There are plenty of murder cases, where
in fact, the murdered victim was a battered woman who greatly
feared her partner was often ignored by jurors and judges. What
does the community think about this? In a decade of the late-night
screams, chasing at the parking lot, numerous doors being broken
and walls being holed, how many 911 calls did neighbors make to
help their neighbor? I know the answer very well. None! What are
possible diagnoses and treatments for Battered Women Syndrome?
Primary care doctors very often disregard relationship matters and
some of them do not even want to deal with problems associated with
spousal abuse.

 


What does justice have to say about this?
Domestic violence is still believed to be a private matter which
should be resolved behind the closed door of the home not in the
courtroom. One of New York’s judges even proclaimed that women
should be kept in line once in a while. So this is one of the
dirtiest silent wars. At the same time, this is one of not too many
wars where women are “in power” only if they take off. Remember,
this world doesn’t protect young girls in the same manner as it
protects women and at the same time, it gives more opportunities to
young boys once they become men.

 


Anyway, I enjoy writing, not preaching, but I
know and you should know too, that once abusing becomes the
routine, no one’s help can exceed your own. Yes, there are friends
who listen; there are shelters with open doors but that’s not the
way “out.” In the morning when you wake up and you wonder when is a
better time to brush your teeth, before your mouth is filled with
blood caused by numerous hits or to wait until after the “show” is
done, you have reached that final stage. In other words, you
stepped with one foot in the grave. Stay and die or live and run
and run. And please no ifs in this case.

 


Yes, we all have our “ifs”. A person fears
something; people fear everything. Look at this. In their early
childhood, 65 percent of children have their imaginary friends.
Later in life, those ‘’friends’’ will become “ifs”. What if they
join the long line of people being statistically numbered as
victims of someone’s mistake? What if they are among the 269 people
who will die every day from medical and medication errors? That is
the eighth cause of death in the United States.

 


What if Killer T cells which inhabit their
system begin to work against it? According to many scientific
studies, Killer T cells don’t always recognize the ‘enemy’ which is
the reason why sometimes they don’t treat bad cells as invaders. On
the other hand, they will attack and destroy healthy cells.

 


What if they become the subject of the
3Hs-hatred, humiliation and hurt? In 2007, there were 888 active
hate groups in the U. S. All of them attack an entire class of
people verbally or physically. What if their skin color, their
beliefs, their values and their social status is not accepted by
the society, they are living in? According to Social Reaction
Theory, the poor and powerless people will most likely become
victims of prejudice within the criminal justice system.

 


What if war takes away everything they love
and destroys everything they know? In the 20th century, more than
100 million people lost their lives in war. Today, every 23 minutes
someone, somewhere in this world steps on a landmine, which would
cripple or kill him or her. This list can go on and on.

 


In abusive relationships, there is only one
if. If you decide to stay in it don’t label yourself as abused. It
might sound harsh, but you are simply self-destructive. What I
realized in my relationship was that the use of force by men
against women is not proof of authority but rather is the proof
that they are capable of doing what they are allowed to do. And men
especially love to be capable and unstoppable. Maybe some of those
men were among those little boys who fell down and had not been
picked up by their mothers or their fathers. And they cried and
bled alone, but they survived. Maybe they are expecting the same
thing from their wives--to survive no matter what. Still, they are
committing a crime which they are culpable for. On the other hand,
you are the one who is taking responsibility for that crime, and
you are the one who screams aloud: “Yes, I did it.” In your mind,
you can even see yourself causing your pain by hitting your head on
the wall or falling down the stairs (like that famous story told by
YOU to friends and coworkers). Even so, you are that same person
who had thanks to false confessions and giving up the all of
rights, voluntary sat on an electric chair, strapped yourself to it
and are just waiting for them to turn the current on.

 


* * *

Do you think war ever ends? When havoc is all
that’s left around, does everything just become silence? After
children had been left in the creeks of blood, men left in herds
called “no return,” and women died for soldiers’ entertainment, you
might think the finish line had been reached by the conqueror. You
might think; the game is over, the end, done. Nevertheless, this is
actually when the never-ending story begins. This is when anger,
hatred, vengeance of those who survived takes place. This is when
innocent until proved guilty doesn’t exist. This is when love will
become the enemy.

 


The first and only phone call I received that
day was from Ana. Our phone calls usually lasted somewhere between
one to four hours but this time my body hurt, I was covered with
bruises and my upper lip was nicely swollen. Other than that, I was
afraid she would notice a difference in my voice and might start
questioning me. I didn’t want to talk to her about my incident with
the “officer.” I had no intention to mention it to her or anyone
else. Again, I was messing with the law and I got punished for
that. I was bad. I deserved that. That was it. I wasn’t a status
offender from my childhood anymore; I was the criminal now. My
disobedience could not be cured any longer by detention; instead, I
became a “case” where the use of force is necessary. Criminal
recidivist became my second name. I figured out that I had to avoid
people in order to hide that dark side of me. The best would be not
to go out much and not to engage in a deeper conversation with
anyone. Especially, with people I am most comfortable with. So,
after about a couple of minutes of throwing words back and forth, I
said to Ana: “I am cleaning the house right now; let me call you
back later.” After the line was dead, with the phone receiver still
in my hand, I began to cry while thinking of her, my husband-to-be
sister and my best friend. If she was to see two hands from the
ocean reaching for help, one of them mine, another one her
brother’s, I knew who would be saved. Before another thought
entered my mind, those frozen pipes of mine were taken by the sound
of dripping. For numerous days in a row, I positioned myself in the
corner of the room, with my chin resting between my knees and my
hands wrapping my legs and while entering the state of self-pity, I
wept.

 


Ana was someone I knew for a long time prior
to my arrival to Texas. She was a long-term employee in one of my
father’s bazaars in the Czech Republic (her brother worked there
too, but only shortly). She was actually the one that taught me how
to apply for a refugee visa in the United States. We were both
happy when I was accepted and destined to come to Texas. Ana was
also someone my stepmother got along with very well, but I was the
one who considered her to be one of my best friends. She was easy
going and a very simple person who lived in a refugee camp with her
daughter Dea and her brother Ivan. The best thing about her was
that she didn’t push to force a person to tell anything she was not
willing to tell. However, if someone opened up to her, with her
well-developed listening skills, she could listen day and night
without interrupting. At the same time, she managed to maintain
friendliness and she demanded everyone’s respect for her privacy.
Many of her “stuffy” plates she kept away from others and consumed
and digested them alone.

 


Ana and Ivan were actually the first familiar
faces I saw when I moved from Europe to the United States. They
immigrated here in 1997 and I came two years later.

 


“Ana, oh my God, my Ana,” I screamed with a
great deal of excitement. We hugged and kissed repeatedly. I guess,
there in the middle of my almost empty, refugee apartment, Ivan
already knew that he would be back. He did come back. The next time
he came alone and took me to the College Station, where at the time
all of them lived. Then, he had a few more trips to Dallas, which
in his words was a “likable city.” And before I had time to turn
around and check out my new environment, he moved in. From likable
city, Dallas transformed into the best city in the world, and from
his sister’s friend, I became his “everything.”

 


On the other hand, Ana started slowly turning
her back to me. She acted like nothing had changed, but somewhere
deep inside, I could feel her distance, her coldness and her
putting-our-friendship-aside attitude. I think, during that time,
the jealousy seed was planted inside of her. She actually envied
both of us; Ivan, for moving to the bigger city which offered more
opportunities and me, for moving to the next stage of our
relationship, which she never experienced with any man. Ivan said
so many times that she was angry because when he left, she lost an
extra income and a free babysitter (at that time, her daughter was
only six years old). Poor Ana. If she only knew how nasty things
would get between me and her brother, she would be more
appreciative of her freedom and she would look forward to mornings,
days and nights spent in silence with one pair of unhappy eyes
instead of four.

 


What followed after Ivan’s arrival into my
life would be, I hope, a type of learning tool for every young
girl. Especially to those who are overly (I can’t stress enough
this word) treated by a man as the most precious gift, which value
will be always well preserved. Nothing against good guys, I
strongly believe in their love, care and appreciation, but the fact
is that we are people, often we close our doors to many old
interests and invite new ones. Furthermore, this is life and,
everything around us changes. Beauty fades, feelings disappear and
many heavy-traffic streets become dead ended.

 


I would like to say that what happened to me
does not prove every man is an abuser. Women should not live in
fear that they will be mistreated by their boyfriends, lovers or
spouses one day; instead, they should enjoy every kiss, every hug
and every smile. What they should not ignore are those little
signs, which usually come in a form of actions that slip between
very sweet words. I know many of us still have a child hidden deep
inside, a child who will reach for the candy rather than do his or
her homework. It is very unfortunate that many years might pass
before we figure out that what we got into is just downsizing our
self-worth and self-respect. This would happen only because
something we are building our belief on is not real and never will
be. Besides that, makeup doesn’t cover bruises and scars on the
mind as it covers those on the face. If abused, misused, or unhappy
we might be able to hide it from the rest of the world but not from
ourselves. Moreover, what we cannot control is the energy which
must be released and will affect other people. They would most
likely be those we are supposed to protect from our pain.

 


On the first day Ivan started his new job in
Dallas, he said to me, “It is time for you to cut your overtime, so
take a couple of days off and rest at home.” That same day he came
home earlier than he should (friendly reminder: that was his first
day at work) then sneaked under the bed cover. Even though, I was
asleep my body reacted to his whispering: “My love, I missed you.”
The next morning when I woke up, I found many photographs on the
bed covers and pillows. On each of them were images of me while I
was sleeping. I felt like the most beautiful and desired woman in
the world. It is a little funny and at the same time sad that we
will present ourselves with a greater love if someone else shows us
a little of respect and caring.

 


Ivan and I both worked in the same company. I
was actually the one who urged my bosses to give him the job, so we
could be around each other. How much I loved those quick,
get-away-seeking eye contacts we exchanged when given an
opportunity. He was a mechanical repairer for Ericsson cell phones.
I provided the final test. Far away from dream jobs but still on
the right track to live an American Dream, he made $7.50 per hour.
Since I worked there longer, I was making $9.35. We drove a 1997
Mitsubishi Eclipse and a 1989 Toyota Tercel. Our apartment had a
table, two chairs and a television. We still slept on an old
mattress, which the Catholic charities gave me as a welcome-to-the
USA gift. I remember the trace of springs on our backs that we
counted every morning. “Turn your back to me, I want to see how
many you got,” we demanded from each other, as soon as we opened
our eyes. We didn’t hurt; we didn’t complain; everything was just
another reason to laugh together. Kisses and frequent hugging and
cuddling, filled our little place from the floor to the ceiling.
Our material world was nearly empty, but the greatness of emotions
we shared with one another was our niche.

 


Ivan didn’t care if a dinner was burned or if
dishes were not washed the same day. He cared for my smile. He
cared if I was cold, hungry or sleepy. He just cared about me. On
one occasion when Ana and her daughter came to visit us, he was the
one who cooked, prepared the dining table and served food. The
first person who had a plate with the food was me. After I gave him
one of those surprising but appreciative looks, he bent over me and
kissed my cheek. In that moment if there were elephant’s tusks on
my plate, for me, they would be the tastiest food in the world.

 



Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/262785
to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you
appreciate their work!
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