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From the Ashes
(Introduction)

People fear personal change, generally. But it’s more fear of the unknown.

Change is the constant,
the signal for rebirth, the
egg of the phoenix.”
(Christina Baldwin)

Who will I be after the change? Will I have the same friends? Will my family
respect me? We can’t see what’s ahead of us and that causes fear and stifles
change. But some change is inevitable when we get thrown into situations we
can’t control. Or someone changes us before we can make a decision.
When we are raped, abused, shot or beaten our choices are taken away from
us. We have been changed forever, whether disconnected from our bodies by
the pain of sexual assault, disfigured from physical and community violence,
or scarred psychologically through verbal and emotional abuse. In essence,
we are taken away from ourselves. Our identity is altered and we are left with
this person who is alien to us.
This person is me.
This person is you.
This person is your sister.
This person is your brother.
This person is your mother.
This person is your father.

But after the initial change in ourselves, we can begin to

The youth I worked with this summer have seen their share of

rebuild. This summer, the youth from Close to Home and I

violence—domestic violence, community violence and sexual

used this change as the most important factor in our healing.

assault. Their pain is apparent through their writing, but their

We found solace in the sameness between our stories. We

healing is also. They changed their perceptions about their

had all been through traumatic experiences that altered us.

experiences and their peers’ experiences. They realized the

We found healing through writing and helping other youth to

importance of sharing their stories and using their stories. Use

do the same. They provided me with a safe space to share my

our stories as tools—tools to use against domestic violence,

work, and I in turn gave them a safe space.

tools that were used for me. They’re simple really, just taking
the time to care, ask about someone’s relationship, ask about

We felt the healing power of sharing our stories. We realized

their emotions, and don’t ignore the signs all around you.

there was a place for our trauma in public discourse because

Use these words in this book to care about your neighbor, to

so many of us had been affected by it. No more should we

see the similarities between you. Use these words to open

shroud our experiences in shame and secrecy. We used

discussions that you haven’t been able to before. Use them

our experiences and writing to ask key, tough questions of

to prove that domestic violence, teen dating violence, rape,

ourselves and our communities. There were epiphanies and

poverty, and street violence are all related and a large part of

tears but no day was short of amazing. We had to alter our

our lives as community members. Use them to change your

opinions of whose business our traumatic experiences were.

perceptions and others’ perceptions on the involvement of

We found they were everyone’s business. We were mighty

domestic violence in our personal lives and as a community.

phoenixes, burned to ashes by forced change and reborn

Show that by taking the first step and talking about the issue

through thin notebook paper and ink-laden margins. But we

we can prevent the cycles of violence from repeating in our

took the change forced upon us and changed something else

lives. Find the depth I did from the process, find the truth and

inside us all. Change was our catalyst for rebirth. We had been

pain behind the words and relate them to your own truth. We

broken and bruised but burst through our struggles. So many

can all be the Phoenix; we have to use the healing power

have used violence to pursue a path through our psyches.

behind our own personal expressions.

They leave scorched paths where they drag their hateful feet.
But our true colors never waver and fade out as they wish. But

– Priscilla Rorie, Editor

as if in labor they burst through with a push.
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Abuse is an act of insecurity that
trickles down from the teacher to the
person being abused; it is taught as
well as learned.” (Patrece Joseph )

What I See
(Part I)
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Blackout

It Can Happen
to Anyone

Christian Scott

Patrece Joseph

Meeting new people has
brought peace not evil.
Whole bunch of smiles

She walked into the classroom wearing a long sleeved

but will they deceive you?

red shirt and dark blue jeans on a warm spring day. It

Ideas, hear ideas

was my last year of middle school and I never thought

they’re saying it’s ok

that this could happen to a friend. I didn’t know what to

But still not real!

do or say when she pulled up her sleeve and showed me

Thinking I’m always thinking.

the purple marks that trailed up her arm. She told me the

Older brother died.

story of how her mother had beaten her with an extension

The light started sinking.

cord. I asked her what she did wrong. I don’t know what

Society dropout is what I am now.

she did wrong, but I do know that she didn’t deserve the

He took 1 shot and pow!

marks that ran all along her body.

He went down

As I talked to my friend more, I learned that her mother

instantly dying by hitting the ground.
WOW!
BLACKOUT!

We had realized that her mother had abused her, but we

had been abused by my friend’s grandmother as well her

didn’t know what to do or who to tell. We were scared that

stepfather. Abuse is an act of insecurity that trickles down

her mother would find out that we told and be angry. How

from the teacher to the person being abused; it is taught

do you help a friend that is being abused? You talk and

as well as learned. I learned that the only way to stop the

tell someone. This being said we told a teacher that we

learning and the abuse is to stop the teaching of abuse

trusted to help her.

and start teaching friends and families how to help those
who have been abused. It can happen to anyone.
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(digital story)

From the Start
Phi Tran

As far back as 8 years old, I have been friends with my friend, let’s just call him X, and
we had a fun time hanging with each other. We lived on the same street so every night
in the summer we would go by each other’s porches and play Gameboy games all the
time. We would ride bikes up and down the hill and take turns riding on the pegs. But
he was always different in the early afternoon; he was always more sad looking. Since it
was too hot to hang out in the afternoon we would always hang out in the evening, but
before that he always had this sad face. Sometimes I would see him with bruises on his
body and I would ask, “What’s the matter man?” He would always say, “Nothing at all”. It
was always the same response every time I ask him about a new bruise. He would just
shrug as if it were nothing.
also get drunk to forget. The violence I noticed is probably the reason for X’s violence.
Every day he would get more and more sad. He would spend most of his days with his

Your family is the first role model on how to live your life, but if your role model is a crazy

friends on the streets of Dorchester and not at home. Sometimes he would sleep over at

drunk you might grow up to be one yourself.

his friend’s house. Being only 8 at the time I had no idea what to do so I never minded
it. A few years went by and we saw less of each other and it was only about 6 years ago

Violence at home can translate to violence in the streets. When violence is committed

that I figured out that he created a new gang in Dorchester. I thought it was nothing to

against you, you may need to find an outlet for your pain. Home is supposed to be a

worry about but I was wrong again. Now the gang is responsible for a lot of the violence

place of safety, but if there is no safety there then you live your life with constant fear.

in Fields Corner, and they have recruited kids as young as 8 years old. They are also

Home should be where you are most comfortable, where you wish to be after a long

behind the vicious attack behind my church, St. Ambrose, which caused two kids to go

time away, but who would want to go back to a place that has become more pain than

to the hospital with major injuries this year. It all made sense when I met his parents for

refuge? Home should be the place of comfort, a place to let your guard down, and be

the first time. His father had the most violent stare I’d ever seen. His home was full of

safe from outside evils. Domestic violence at home has many outcomes; some good,

violence; his dad was constantly drunk and was a very mean drunk. My friend X would

some bad. Some people turn to the street as a refuge from the violence. But it all
starts at home.
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Daddy, Where Art Thou?

Daddies Girls

Anonymous

Priscilla rorie

See it starts out like this
when I was a little kid
I had a daddy that wasn’t mine.
I always hated that
my real daddy wasn’t there.
Dance shows, art shows
daddy wasn’t there.
He was there a couple times,
my daddy was there, but by
the look on his face
It seemed as though he didn’t care.
He blocked everything out with earplugs
So it seemed he wasn’t there.
See it starts out like this
When the pain and hate inside
me started to grow,
showin’ my ass
putting people down.
It started to show.
Why?
It was sexual assault
at my best friend’s house.
As time went by I felt as though
It was my fault.
Maybe if daddy was there
I’d know it wasn’t my fault.

Little girl searches for her daddy
In every man she meets.
Needy, clinging
To his long white tee
Like she was sewn into it.
She wets her lips with gloss
And pulls her tight jeans higher
Wraps her claws around his neck

What other love does she know?

And fights fire with fire.

Broken promises and empty dreams

Any girl that looks his way

Sitting on her steps

Is fair game.

Tears burning into her cheeks

She’d die before she’d lose her man

As night falls and guns cock

She lost her daddy that way.

She’s waiting

Constantly needing him

And waiting

To fill that empty space

And waiting.

That feeds inside her.

Until the next older man looks her way

A black hole

And see’s that emptiness through her eyes.

That starts at her heart

Sings in her ear the sweet lullabies

And spreads like death

Her father never would

Infecting her soul.

She wants to believe him

She thinks she can fill it

And she could.

Through his mouth

Just like her father,

She kisses him hard

men look at her and lie.

Searching for his soul

Aiding the belief she’ll find him

he’s closed off to her efforts

From in between her thighs.

he knows
she thinks
That love from a man
Must come in physical form
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Monsters

Boston is

Derrick James

Priscilla Rorie

They call us monsters

Boston is

without saying it.

Highs and lows

They call our home a warzone

Like the neighborhoods.

without saying it.

Copley high rises pierce the sky

The only time we got the limelight

the shade dominates the sidewalk

is to show a fight.

I feel like a pawn

And not the kind for equality or justice

as rows of computers blink.

they just show the worst of us.

Like eyes behind bay windows

Why is it the people like me

Boston is

aren’t writing the stories or interviewing?

hands in my unruly hair

Why is it we only see entertainment as a way out?

my sister shifts slowly

Being a rapper, ball player or on a TV ad

swimming in the summer heat.

It seems like that’s all for a young black man.

My brother’s voice rises

But that’s just the trap they set for us

from Geneva Ave

we can be and do whatever we dream.

like the heat waves

Although, dreaming…

That warps his figure

I think that’s even been taken away…

as I peek out the window.
Boston is
Driving fast.
Cutting through endless lines of steel
navigated by tired pilots.
The angry yellow tape
stretches across Columbia Road.
The bodies are piling up
the air is pregnant with tension.
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Good Boyfriend/
Bad Boyfriend

Cutter

LINDA NGUYEN

Anonymous

Bad Boyfriend

It ain’t that hard to explain
why I feel this way.

Tells you what to wear

I just go through pain.

Monitors your phone calls

Cutter
Cutter

Tells you who not to hang out with

That’s why I turn to the razor tip

Gets frustrated easily

Good Boyfriend

Doesn’t respect you or your time with friends

Helps you pick out flattering outfits because

Doesn’t support your interests
Doesn’t treat you like you’re a gift from
the Heavens
Hurts you
Makes you cry 3+ times a week
Tells you he loves you when he really doesn’t
Pressures you into doing things you don’t
want to do

he’s a high end sales rep.
Has long conversations with you about
everything and about nothing
Encourages you to foster relationships with
your friends
Tries to understand all perspectives before
making a decision
Respects you, your body and the time you
spend with your friends
Goes to your games and supports you

I start to cut, that’s when the blood drops drip.
I just don’t give a…
All I think about is the
frustration, aggravation.
In the moment:
Why did it have to be me?
Ya’ll can’t see what I see
ya’ll don’t know what it feels like
to be me.
At your best friends house,
next thing I knew,
he was covering my mouth.
To escape what he was doing to me
Cutter
It ain’t hard to explain
why I feel this way

Treats you better than gold

I just go through pain.

Helps you grow mentally in a positive way

From all the stuff

Makes you laugh until your stomach hurts
Tells you he loves you unconditionally
Doesn’t force you to do anything against your will

I finally broke free
that was hurting me
The fire burned a hole through my heart.
I’m free.
Ex-cutter
Ex-cutter

Is also your best friend
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Don’t be blind to the fact that
this life we live in is a reality.”
(Tahtianna Tate)

Why I Care
(Part II)
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Wounded Knee

In Plain Sight

Priscilla Rorie

Corey Brown

The wounds weep like small eyes

In plain sight, no rearview mirrors or headlights. The darkened sky pieced

red and angry

together with earth’s plight, there’s fear in your heart, for you know nothing

slanted and raw.

seems right. Your car stalls so you twist the key and the engine ignitesthis isn’t the first time it happened, you seemed all right, trusting hitchhik-

Different from my eyes which don’t leak

ers and driving where they liked, not knowing in your garage was where

and from my pursed mouth which don’t speak.

they would crash that night. Until they stole your car and drove it, you

I can see your handprint on my arm

told them to stop, red light. He got out after he was satisfied and replied,

I touch the bruised grooves

“Damn, handles well, speedy, comfortable…my kind of ride.” This was the

where you cut off my circulation.

first time someone one uninvitedly got inside. The second time was an
accident, you gave your car diesel instead of unleaded, consequently it

Peroxide bubbles like fear

stalled, and a stranger came to your aid. Your hard top became soft with

as it rains on my wounds.

no rearview mirror. No bell in your head went off so couldn’t possibly see

They soak the pain,

the truck waiting to tow you off. He got it started, drove it up and down

sore memories

the block to make sure everything was good, got out and took off.

that are tender
when remembered.

The sun you know became just a ball of fire in the sky and your world
became gray cause the American muscle you had became raggedy, looked, smelled and

But dully they throb,

sounded bad, infected and had a few hundred miles on it. Not to mention a bad chassis, worn

like they had been here forever

out tires and no headlights. The only thing it had was plain sight. You saw things clearly for the

or I had forgot.

first time and knew the battery was going to die and couldn’t be revived, believe me, they tried

But as your eyes slit

the mechanics.

my skin did split.
Old wounds were revived,

Found the car dumped in a bay two miles outside where she resides, if only her eyes had seen

like sick babies

what the eve of her death had to hide. I was one of the men that took the car for a ride, and in

reborn in limbo.

my defense the door was unlocked and the key was inside. With this infection my eyes see the
world as a big ball of lies, tragedy and grandma’s homemade pies which taste bitter but you

I touch my knee,

don’t have the heart to tell her. You drink it with a tall glass of deceit. A wise man said to me, you

where you slammed me against the wall.

can’t see the truth with your ears, hands and eyes…speak out, and welcome the lies.

Bruised and bleeding I extend it forward.
It screams silently toward the sky,
20 // Sharing Our Stories // The Close to Home Youth Literary Magazine
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(digital story)

Vindicate
Daniel Fairclough

I’ve been working/helping/volunteering at Close to
Home for about what 2, 3 years now? I’ve heard
tons of stories, been supportive in a few Domestic
Violence Related Situations and I’ve had one of
my own. Well, what I mean to say is, after reviewing
other relationships I realized maybe I should review
my own. Review who I am and what I’m like, or
rather, what I was like. So that’s what I did, and I
exactly too happy with. Hello, I’m Daniel, “Dan the
Man, The Black Dragon, Lightning Fists, Scruff

hurt.” And, instead of saying I’m saying, “I’m Sorry” I’d
go, “Well it was just a joke, Lighten up. I’m sorry you
took it so seriously.”
I thought there was nothing wrong with the way I
acted around my friends. But I would still receive
phone calls where she said, “Hey that was a bit
embarrassing. You think you could stop doing that?”
Instead of saying, “Sure no problem” I said, “Well
that’s me, it’s who I am. Learn to love it.”

or at least that’s what I thought. That’s when getting

talking to me.” I finally say, “God, why are you so stupid?” I

back into the relationship with her didn’t seem to be

finally say, “Well, if you’re not going to give yourself credit

such a bad idea. I thought, perhaps I should take her

for it or if you can’t support yourself, I don’t see why I

back to protect her from him, to get her away from any

should.” I finally say all those little things that have been

other guys like him. I wasn’t sure if it was a good idea, or

building up. The basket is too full for any more eggs. So I

if I had acted out of jealousy or some deeper feeling.

started to break a few.

me of all her new interests and suitors weren’t exactly

I didn’t notice it at the time, but when I did, I realized I

making things clearer.

had become verbally and emotionally abusive. I needed

And so it started again, what I had ended. And for the

myself. For a while that was fine but it wasn’t enough.

most part, it was fine. Fine until old issues arose, and

What was preventing me from seeking out help? Fear

But who was really wrong? I wasn’t always like

those things I took time apart from her to get over

of my name being soiled with the word “Abuser.” I also

this. I was fine with the relationship; I was fine until

started to disrupt my peace. But I was still there in that

wondered if it was really going to help. Lots of things were

everything I knew about myself was stifled to make

relationship diving into some cesspool of emotions

preventing me from looking. Well, I eventually sought out

her happy. Because when I said, “I’m sorry” and I

and pain I wanted out of.

the advice of co-workers and friends but I didn’t get the

the jokes I made, the names I called her, and what

that phone call that said, “Hey those jokes really

was thinking. I finally say, “Shut up. Seriously, just stop

help. However, like with most things, I thought I could help

Mc’Gruff” Fairclough, and I’m an abuser. I thought

jokes. The day would go on and late at night I’d get

And I finally say it, and I may not want to, but it’s what I

be a bigger emotional threat than I could ever be,

But her calling me during the day or late at night to tell

found out some things about myself that I wasn’t

she called me were just that and nothing more-just

Then “he” got involved, a person that could prove to

said, “I’ll stop” it was fine. Fine until we broke up.

answers I wanted. There was so much pressure put on me
In that pool the seconds turned to minutes, hours, days,

in this relationship, and yet I hadn’t done a thing about it.

I would still see her time and time again grasping

weeks, and months. They would pass and everything

And that was my fault, I suppose. From there it only got

briefly for something, while I ignored everything

I wanted to release was just building up. Constantly I

worse. I ignored her phone calls, leaving her so I could

I interpreted as a fond memory, warm feelings or

thought of blowing up and ending everything. But I didn’t

hang out with my friends, arranging dates the day before

nostalgia. Anything I may have liked or wanted back

want to hurt anyone. I didn’t want to make anyone cry

just so I wouldn’t have to see her. I needed me time, I

I ignored, I told myself it wasn’t real or it wasn’t true

again, and I didn’t want to feel the same way I felt the

needed time to think. I didn’t want to be an “Abuser” but I

and I kept on living. I had nothing to offer when it

first time it happened. Then finally, when I couldn’t hold

didn’t have any other options either.

came to making our relationship work again, so why

anything in anymore and I was unaware of the small

would we get back together?

cracks in my armored demeanor, the little things began
to slip and grow into bigger things.
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Letter to My Culture
Anonymous

It was only a few months of, “just sticking it out and
hoping for the best” when she decided she wanted to
break up with me. And I felt relieved. Relieved at the fact
that I could get out of this relationship without being the
bad guy, and that this nightmare, though started with
good intentions would be over. We didn’t expect to be in
an abusive relationship. When we had that “talk,” she told
me everything I did—all of the things I said and the way it
made her feel. But all I could say was, “You’re absolutely
right. I was wrong.” But I didn’t apologize. It was true I felt
bad—but there was no excuse for my actions.
And yeah in the past 6 and more months we’ve been
apart I realize I was an abusive person, but that doesn’t
mean I’ll always be an Abuser. It’s not like
I’d go into a relationship with the intent on being that
way. It just happened due to me not being able to
express myself, bad communication, and wanting to
make someone happy and feel protected, even though I
couldn’t.
So if you get anything from this, don’t call abusers by that
title alone. We’re real people, just like you or anyone else.
But if you really want to call me something, call me, “Dan
the Man”. Oh and by the way, I am sorry.
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I am Hispanic and in my culture women are known to
be the ones who cook, clean, stay home and take care
of the children. Also in my culture men are known to be
the ones who are lazy—her only job is to bring home
the bacon and that’s that. This rule of my culture I
disagree with, it is very sexist against Hispanic women!
I know because I have experienced sexism in my own
home. When I was about twelve years old, my mother
would make me clean up after my brother. I used to
roll my eyes and make faces at her. As soon as I
finished cleaning my brother’s mess, I would slam my
bedroom door and complain to myself, “Why don’t you
make him clean it his mess!” I would kick the door, yell
and throw my pillows on the floor.
As I grew older I made up my mind that my mom’s way
of thinking was so disappointing. My mother’s way of
passing this rule on to her children was agreeing with
the fact that Hispanic women are only servants. Their
only right is to stand by their husbands, give them
children, cook for them, clean after them and that’s
your life as a Hispanic woman! This is very wrong, and
the best way to stop this “rule” is by Hispanic women
today refusing to pass this sexist rule down to their
children, so this norm can finally end.
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(digital story)

Eyes Wide Shut

Action-Reaction

Tahtianna Tate

Vlad Albin

Sirens raging, women and children screaming.

I was there when you pushed her on the floor right in front of my

People dying, crack heads and drug abusers deteriorating away.

younger siblings. My ears were as big as a castle when you told

Women who are victims of hate and rape crimes begin to avoid the pain and truth.

me that she was not worth being my mother. It did not please me
seeing my mother physically and emotionally drained because

Eyes Wide Shut…

of your hurtful words. Miserable and alone, my sisters spent their

Which says you are seeing only what you want to see…

time, when you were making out somebody else’s day better.

Eyes Wide Shut

My actions became reactions towards your actions. My silence

Don’t be blind to the fact that this life we live in is a reality.

towards your behavior is my way of showing you that I’m not ok with the situation. But
you would try to control the situation instead of resolving it. I have stressed days and
nights living in a house where my emotions do not matter. As a father I expected you to
want to look better in the eyes of my little sisters. I always thought that you would have
more respect for the woman that has been with you for seventeen years, the mother of
your kids. Abusive, indeed you are. Gratefully, I had the knowledge to recognize it.
Days and months had passed and nothing had changed. I went as far as making you
realize that your behavior could take your kids away from you. But your actions stay the
same as if nothing ever happened. My life has changed from being a normal teenager
to stressing about being a father to my five year old sister, worrying about what each
day is bringing to me…
YES, my actions are reactions toward his actions. I wish that he could understand that
saying hurtful words to my mother or about my mother has pulled me away from him
more and more. I wish he could understand that my anger towards him rises everyday
as he spends more time with his girlfriend than his children.
My actions are reactions toward his actions.
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Faces
Corey Brown

It has black and blue mascara along its face & eyes, red blush on its neck, face, genitals
and thighs. Yellow eyes filled with fear with disgusting brown skin, but it’s something our
actions and eyes know how to hold within. It wears lingerie with trench coats ‘n smells
of must, pinstripe suits with rose gold wrist cuffs, baggy jeans white Ts with means to
prey on the innocent. There is no kryptonite, only soundless mouths, aching hearts and
bleeding feet filled with calluses and blisters, fleeing, and ears that wonder if anyone
hears their pleas and cries besides them, with eyes deep enough for a giant to drown in.
Constantly surrounded by sharks at feeding time, to fill their empty stomachs that is their
ego, keeping monogamist-like relations at bay and the pain grows stronger everyday.
The only cure is a steady kiss penetrating all norms and the means to the questions of

This is what I see, when I close my eyes to the crimes around me
n’ the incarcerated, those that wish to be set free, chanting P.O.E,
P.O.E. I hear them, Prisoners Of their Environment, and things won’t
change, like a drummer’s cadence of a recurring beat, which he
reads from the notes on his sheet, he is told what to do. The sharks
must eat, so you feed them chunks of peace and relief thru the P.O.
lice, P.O. lice, but the peace is brief, and countless times more P.O.
lice try to slay domestic violence at its feet. Acknowledge the 1st
time he gets bitter from sweet, the first time his hands black and
blue your eyes, and the question to the reasoning …the WHY? Hit

the answers that conceal the justice in things.

him with the fist of escape and exponentially his co-dependency

A thunderous slap across the face of the Johns and Janes with their closed ears and

gone, and this time you will move on to a seat where you are the

eyes to the screams and the pains. It has scars for skin and a one track mind, hatred

will wither and die. The leech-like bond disperses, the boxer is
driver, the queen in the throne.

within and liquor for breath: a mixture of scotch and gin, balled up fists and a pistol for
a mouth with a merciless grin. A heart filled with love and a spine made of tin, the days
last for weeks and despite all your might, you tend to lose the fight, like a heavyweight
versus a light, but this was the 10th round and you keep stayin’ in the ring, taking every
beating and the reason for not leaving is love. The only thing that conquers all, and is
the cushion to your every parachute-less fall.
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Does He Love You?

Soldier of the Struggle

Patrece Joseph

Christian Scott

If you love someone they say it will work,

Soldier of a struggle

but they don’t know the way I hurt.

steady in the hustle.

When he yells at me I cry inside

Gotta stay pumped up,

when he hits me I die inside.

gotta keep muscle.

No matter what I do to please him

I see them falling

“I didn’t do enough” is his reason.

but I can’t reach.

The bruises on my face tell the tale of hate

I see them calling

he utters the words I love you baby.

but I can’t speak.

I think, does he? Maybe.

Life’s outrageous
people are livewires
like monkeys banging on cages.
Young dudes are rotting,
fiends are scratching.
They at me,
tryin’ to connect with the best.
Nevertheless
I forget
I put my mama
through stress.
Forget it
I gotta split.
Talk quick, the glocks coming off the hip.
That’s what they want, not what they need.
The devil sits back as citizens feed.
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What I Do

(Part III)

Love to me is supposed to be something
you want to do not something you need
to be doing.” (DASHAWN WATKINS)
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(digital story)

Close to Home

A Real Man

Christian Scott

DaShawn Watkins

Close to Home

When I was younger I didn’t know hitting a girl was actually a bad thing. In fact,

Another place to call home….

back then it didn’t even phase me because I was oblivious. As I got older it

Where everything is peace

started to affect me. I started to get mad just hearing about it. Then I learned it

and nobody’s alone.

was called domestic violence. My first thought was “they actually categorized

Close to Home

this?” I started to take a look around. I had no idea Domestic Violence was

A place of laughter

in everyday life, in the media, in the home, even amongst friends. I was really

come here to work.

oblivious to this uprising apocalyptic virus. So now, me being the man that I am,

Then go home after….

I sit back and I think. Hitting or calling your girlfriend names isn’t going to solve

All these people,

anything. For me being a man is more than beating someone up and pounding

all different stories.

my chest. It’s more like being real and true to myself. Just because she wears

Some of pain,

that, doesn’t mean I should talk to her, just because I have the strength doesn’t

But most, of glory.

mean I should use it.
Love to me is supposed to be something you want to do not something you
need to be doing. Love is not abuse. If I love that girl I shouldn’t put my hands
on her, call her names, take her money, or take her from her friends. If I love
her she shouldn’t be afraid of me. Not only does it affect her it affects your kids, your family
and your friends. A real man knows how to rise above his anger. A real man knows how to
handle a situation with his mind rather than his fist. So what could a man do if he’s mad?
Talk to his friends, talk to his family, play that game, make that track or get them muscles.
I don’t put my hands on people. Because simply put I’m a Real Man.
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Before we left the movie theater, I happened to run into my old friend Kevin and gave

Love is Blind
Jessica Brooks

him a hug. While I hugged him I could feel someone watching us, but when I turned
around no one was there. When I left to find Steven, he was no where to be found. I
decided to walk over to the car and see if he was in there. When I got to the car, I found
Steven sitting in the driver’s seat, looking like he was ready to fight. So I asked him, “Why
are you so upset?” He told me, “Who was that guy you was hugging all up on? Why didn’t
you introduce me to him?” I said, “That’s one of my best childhood friends Kevin, and the

Have you ever been in love? The kind of love where you can’t go a
day without seeing the person you’re with? The kind of love where
you stay on the phone all night talking and neither of you want to be
the first person to hang up? Or the kind of love where you knew that
was the person you wanted to spend the rest of your life with? Well
that how I felt the day I met Steven.
The day I met Steven was the best day of my life, or so I thought. It
was a typical summer day for me and my girls. We would pick out a
really cute outfit and walk down the street to where all the older boys
hung out, at the local basketball court. When we arrived at the basketball court, my eyes
immediately took notice to this new person that I never seen before. I couldn’t help but
stare at him and think of questions like, “Who is he, and does he have a girlfriend?” “How
old is he and would he date a 17 year old?”
By now I was so busy staring at this boy, and daydreaming about him, that I didn’t even
notice him staring at me. And before I knew it this mystery boy was walking over to me.
Me and the mystery boy got so wrapped up in our conversation that we didn’t even
notice the sun was going down. Me and Steven had been talking for 6 hours! We ended
our conversation with plans to go see a movie on Friday night.
When Friday finally came, I couldn’t help but feel excited! This was going to be my first
real date ever! My best friends came over to help me get dressed for my special day.
By the time they got finished with my hair and make-up, it was almost time for me to
go! Steven came to pick me up on time, which was a sign the date was going to be a
blast. When we got inside the movie theater, Steven was such a gentleman. He shared
his popcorn and soda with me, and even won me two stuffed animals from the arcade.

reason I didn’t introduce you to him is because you were nowhere to be found.” Steven
responded, “I’m sorry Stacey, I just really like you a lot, and sometimes I can get a little
jealous at times, especially when I see another man hugging my girl.” I replied, “Your girl?
Since when did I become your girl?” Steven smiled, “As soon as you say, ‘yes, Steven, I
want to be your girl.’” I laughed and said, “Yes, Steven I will be your girl.”
It’s been almost two years since the night Steven and I first went out, and if I could ever
take back something in my life, it would be that. How could someone who tells you they
love you hit you? How could the same person that made you smile when you were down
make you cry? How could your first love take advantage of you so much that it made
you wish you would die?
Well, Steven did. He started off sweet, but a month later he started to show his true
colors. Steven was an abuser, and so was his father, and his grandfather. I remember
Steven telling me one day after he busted my nose, that “the only way to control your girl
is to keep her in check. And that’s how my grandfather kept my grandmother in check
and that’s how I’m going to keep you in check.” I remember that day over and over
again, because that’s the day I decided to leave Steven. I had come to realize that he
didn’t love me, because if he did, he would never have put his hands on me, not once!
The lying I did to my friends and family to cover his sorry self wasn’t worth it. It was time
for me to love myself first, not some boy.
There were plans that I made for the future way before I met Steven, and he wasn’t going
to make me put my plans on hold any longer! To this day I’m happy I made the decision
to leave Steven. I am now in college and worrying about the future. I heard that Steven
has a new girlfriend now, lets hope she’s smart enough to leave Steven alone like I did,
before it’s too late!

During the movie, Steven and I barely watched it, we spent the whole time talking and
getting to know each other better.
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(digital story)

Smarten Up
Harvey Vuong

Meeting new friends is always important to me, but at times I regret it. Sometimes that
question comes up. “Hey, you’re Henry and Harry’s little brother?” Sadly I reply, “Yeah.”
Then I see the new person they views me as, “their” little brother.
I remember when I used to love this title. When we were little, when we used to go
everywhere together, and when we used to do everything together. From going to
the store, rollerblading and even showering. I looked up to them because we grew up
without a father in the house, and they were my role models.
Since we had no father, my mom had to play both roles, so she went from caring
mommy, to scary and angry daddy. Yeah we got “disciplined” a lot, but that was because
we always caused trouble. Our household accepted this violence as a rule. If you cause
trouble, then you get punished, and we always broke this rule. This household which
accepted violence forged my brothers into who they are now. Without a role model, they
found someone to replace their father. This is when the trouble began.
My oldest brother then started hanging out with a new crowd and started bringing new
people home. He then started smoking with these strangers, and the next thing I knew;
he was part of a gang. My other brother later on continued the trend. He too began to
smoke and began the gang life. This suddenness confused me. How could they have
changed so dramatically and so quickly? My brothers had changed. They used to act
really friendly and never caused any trouble. But when they got involved in the gang
life, they started to act rude and egotistical. They were acting stupid and this made me
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angry. I started to hate them for what they became and
ignored them.
I just continued my life without them in it anymore. I stayed
in school, made my own friends, and made my own life.
But it was all pointless because I had gotten the title; “their” little brother from others. I
was stubborn and believed that ignoring them was the solution for my anger. I then
realized that they were just continuing the life of violence that they’ve lived throughout
their whole life. I then started to think about my little brother. Would he also change in a
few years? How could he stay out of this trouble like I did?
Well, after a while my brothers started to smarten up. They stayed out of trouble and
started working. Close to Home taught me that the root cause for street violence starts
with violence at home. Although my brothers faced violence at home, this is not the only
reason why they became gangsters. It also was because of the influence of their friends.
Because of this, I know that my little brother won’t follow their footsteps because we
won’t let him. Growing up with domestic violence is never easy, but learning about it is.
This is why I’m at Close to Home.
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So I Sing…
Tahtianna Tate
My life is an everlasting CD with an intro but no outro.

So I sing…

My struggles and hard times make me sing harmonious

I sing because I am free, I am not caged or deprived.

notes.
My joy is the melody constantly changing Rhythm
and Tempo.
My persistence and determination is a microphone
holding steady but yet projects so loudly and clear.
My pain is the reoccurring mistakes that are made in my
songs, until I find the right tune.
My soul is the strings because my hands intertwine with
my pen to write out these imitating words.

I sing because the almighty man above gave a gift and
the ability to use it.
I sing because I feel the need to be heard and express
my issues not only through spoken word.
I sing because I want to sing by choice not because of
what others expect me to do.
I sing because I uplift and touch people’s hearts.
I sing because I SING!

My voice leaks out into the speakers so all can hear what
I have to say.
I don’t need to scream it…I just sing it.
My slow bass is for when I lose another loved one,
or friend.
My tenor is for when I lunge out for an audience willing to
listen and harmonize with me.
My soprano is the voice I use for victory, to win everyone
over.
To maintain the key pitch which is top where I will be at
my peak, and have accomplished something great.
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How to Use This Magazine:
Don’t just put down this magazine and walk away! There
are ways you can help to start a conversation in the
community about violence—the different forms it takes,
why it’s happening, what we can do when it is, and what
we can do to prevent it.

Tell your story! After reading our stories, log onto
www.weareclosetohome.org to share yours!
Learn more! Visit us at Close to Home to pick up our brochures on dating violence, to
talk with us more about the issue, to get tips for offering support to someone going
through a difficult situation, and to find out how you can help prevent dating violence in
the community.

Discuss it! Here are some ideas for ways to talk about this magazine
with your friends:

Bring it into the community! Bring this magazine to your school or community group and
ask them to host a reading and discussion of the magazine. The c2h Youth Team can

Read a poem about someone who has been through something difficult and have a

help you put one together.

conversation about ways you could support someone in a similar situation.
Join our team! Find out how you can get involved and join the c2h Youth Team.
Read a story about someone who is looking at their own behavior in a new light. Talk

Call us at 617.929.5151.

about ways we could all take more responsibility for our own actions and improve how
we treat others.
Look at stories that talk about men and women. Have a conversation about what we
are told about men and women by the media and our culture and how that affects the

If reading or sharing this magazine brings up any
issues for you…

way we act.

Get support from someone you trust.

Read a story about community violence, and then one about domestic violence. Talk

Contact the National Teen Dating Abuse Helpline at 1.866.331.9474 or chat online to get

about how these two issues could be related to each other.

support at www.loveisrespect.org.

Read a story about a secret. Talk about how secrets could keep the cycle of

Contact Close to Home at 617.929.5151 for tips, support, connections and resources if

violence going.
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you are someone you know are dealing with a dating, domestic or sexual
violence issue.
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excessive hours. My favorite color is blue.

The Close to Home Youth Literary Magazine // Sharing Our Stories // 45

Christian Scott
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About Close to Home
Who is Close to Home?

What is the c2h Youth Team?

We are men, women, youth, grandmothers,

We are a group of youth from the Boston area who

grandfathers, artists, athletes, teachers, students,

are taking action to prevent violence in our

community leaders and friends who care about

community. We are youth community organizers

our community. We know the impact that dating,

who find creative ways to get other youth and

domestic and sexual violence have not just on

adults involved in learning about, talking about

families and relationships, but on the strength of

and doing something about dating, domestic and

the community itself.

sexual violence.

And we know that domestic violence is perpetuated

We host public events, create digital stories, write

in part by silence and isolation. So we’re talking, we’re

poetry, talk with community members, facilitate

getting involved, and we’re taking action.

workshops, make music, meet with policy makers,
create our own research projects, and reach out

Close to Home believes that every community

to our friends.

member has the power and the tools to
prevent domestic violence. Creating change

We are committed to looking deeper into issues of

takes the effort of all of us—youth, adults, and

violence that affect of all our lives, and to doing what

community leaders.

we can to create change.

We also know that change takes time, but that with

For information about how you can join the

information, conversation and continued action, we

c2h Youth Team, call us at 617.929.5151.

will reduce the impact of dating, domestic and sexual
violence in our community.
For more information about Close to Home, visit
us online at www.weareclosetohome.org or call
us at 617.929.5151.
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Thank You
During the summer of 2008, the c2h youth team had the
opportunity to design and paint a mural at the Fields
Corner T Station.
We would like to thank the following organizations
and individuals, without whom this would not have
been possible:
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MBTA
Daniel Grabauskas
Mayor Menino
Ted O’Neill
Tom Gannon
Darrin McAuliffe
Fields Corner Civic
David Wang
Lauren Smyth

The Boston Globe Foundation
John Hancock Financial
Boston Youth Fund
Artist and Craftsman
Bryan Welch
The Blarney Stone
Susi Auto Body
Chroma Inc.
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