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A Letter From The Board

Dear Reader,
Welcome to the fourth volume of The Survivor Anthology. We are a social justice
publication at Emory compiling the writing and artwork of survivors of relationship abuse,
domestic violence, sexual assault, and related acts of interpersonal violence created in
response to their individual experiences. We also accept and encourage pieces from allies,
advocates, and active bystanders who have dedicated their time and resources to helping
survivors.
Approximately 1 in 4 women and 1 in 33 men will experience sexual assault during
their college careers, while transgender and gender nonconforming students experience sexual
assault at disproportionately high rates. We want The Survivor Anthology to help address this
reality by raising awareness and also providing an opportunity for empowering creative
expression.
The Survivor Anthology is meant to be a platform where all survivors and allies feel
comfortable sharing their work if they wish to do so. Therefore, our goal is to accept every
submission we receive, handle each confidentiality, and publish all pieces anonymously with
no identifying information. If you feel triggered or need assistance, please see our resource
guide on page 33.
It has been an honor and a privilege to gather voices and perspectives from survivors
and allies in this anthology, and we could not have done so without a great deal of support.
We would like to thank our contributors for sharing their powerful work and making The
Survivor Anthology possible. We would also like to thank Jamechya Duncan and Christine
Ristaino, our wonderful advisors.
Finally, we would like to thank you, our readers, for your interest in supporting
survivors. We hope you find this publication informative, relevant, and deeply meaningful.

Sincerely,
The Survivor Anthology Executive Board
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Disclaimer
While most of the submissions are from Emory community
members, including students, faculty, and staff, they are not
necessarily about events that occurred on our campus. Please
note that all names and identifying details have been changed to
protect the privacy of contributors and other individuals.
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Trigger Warning
Please be aware that the works in this anthology are inspired by real lived
events, and thus they depict a wide range of experiences and emotions. As
such, some works may be triggering for survivors of sexual assault, domestic
violence, relationship abuse, and related forms of interpersonal violence,
such as physical, verbal, or psychological abuse and stalking. If you feel
triggered or need assistance, please see our resource guide on page 33.
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Divided
I convince myself that they are my hands
But they do not belong to me
I tell myself to stay quiet
Blend into the background
I remind myself that speaking up
Will only do more damage
I watch myself bury everything deep inside
So far that no one will ever hurt that piece of me
I give myself the kindness that is forgetting
The numbing that keeps the overflow contained
I ask myself why I am breaking
When everything is alright on the surface
I see myself aching in puzzle pieces
That I do not know how to leave in my past
I wish myself more than just survival
But I do not remember how to live a life
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Becoming Deferent
I was a child when I chose
to bring him inside of me.
We had breathed out every last bit of space between us
until there was nothing left
and still I craved to be closer
to bring him to see more of me
than he knew
Not my body,
It was me he was holding
breathing
comprehending
Someone now saw
and could never forget.
I was a child when I chose
Then why now
do I refuse to make a choice
as if there is none
Am I blind
or has the choice been narrowed for me
to one:
yes
Someone once saw
and I forgot.
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Her Biggest Sin
Her biggest sin was being approachable
The devil cursed her with kind eyes
A mother who tried to lift the burden
But a childhood of abuse
Couldn't reverse this damnation
An inheritance consisting of
A grab bag of mental illnesses
She took bulimia
Left alcoholism for her sister
And pocketed the memories
That would be left behind otherwise
Meals delivered by shaking hands
Shoved through a crack in the door
They could almost pretend
It was a game played between them
Like they used to before
Ten years pass
She says she did you a favor
But all you have to show
Are fissure-lined toes
A life walking on eggshells
Flinching at every frown
He quietly disposes of his scrubs
They keep the bottles company
Too tear-stained, too heavy
Begging him to make it stop
When will it end daddy?
He vowed to love this woman
Swore to protect their children
No one warned him it would be
A question of either or
She can’t help but love her
And carry hard learned truths
Run at the first sign of change
Don't stay too long
They cant hurt you
If you move too quick to catch.
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Afterall
Those kind eyes can be a weapon too.
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woman /ˈwʊmən/ (n.)
woman
she slaves
away her best years
her only years
serves
the baby she births
the man she beds
the girls she sleeps
competing with
woman
she turns to ash
before rising
a phoenix to all
who want to burn her
a sun to all
who pray
woman
mother
woman
sister
woman
daughter
of the universe
lover of the pure
a white winged dove
a release dove
on the days it rains
release dove
release, love,
red the color
of bleeding out her
woman
red like the letter
days on calendars
like fire and passion
a symptom of danger
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fear woman
love woman
cry woman in your sleep
and she will shelter
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Honey & Poison
I made myself
smaller
to fit your dysfunction.
I flattened myself
for your
heavy
deliberate
steps.
My lungs,
they cried and fought
against that thick poison.
I found fresh air
and I sucked it deep,
and I held it protectively
until I could release its promise
into your
hungry
greedy
mouth.
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Women’s Rights
You tell me I am a woman
You tell me I deserve this
You say I have power
over my body
Your body is beautiful
Every body is beautiful
Be seen
Show yourself
A woman deserves to be pleased
Let yourself be pleased
Give in
Let go
Let me see
Oh, yes, a woman deserves to be pleased
Let me please you
Let me in
No one ever asked me
If I wanted this
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To Someone Loved
That night, I rubbed my skin raw under scalding water until I choked on steam, and
I
stopped only when I realized that I couldn’t wash away what you had done.
How could you have done this to me?
How could you do that to someone you said you loved?
And you kept doing it. In every way that mattered, you kept doing it, and I didn’t
understand. I didn’t understand that I was worthy of a love that wasn’t conditional,
a
love that didn’t ache and break and bleed. You could not have done this to me,
because
you loved me. But you did, and I am still screaming three years later.
A part of me will always be the girl from that night, trusting her body with
someone she
loves. It’s taken her years to understand that she wasn’t naive or stupid.
She didn’t deserve what happened to her.
She simply loved someone and put her faith in them.
You taught her that nobody would care if she was scared, nobody would listen if
she said
stop, and nobody would put her above their own pleasure. Because you didn’t, and
you
loved her, so who would?
I have spent years unlearning your damage.
But even after all of it, nothing burns the way remembering the ridges of your palm
does. Nothing scorches like the echo of your laugh. Nothing hurts more than
knowing
that I loved you, that I meant it, that you did this to me. That you told me you
loved me.
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You didn’t though, did you?
You don’t do that to someone you love.
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Elegy at The End of The Party
‘Leaving already?’
he asks with no desire
for an answer.
He reaches out,
skin blisters skin,
fingers grasp firmly
around my wrist.
He tugs and I turn.
I don’t want to.
I feel his phantom hand
close around my throat.
No air comes in,
no words come out.
‘Not soon enough’
lingers on my tongue
but my lips are sealed
with honey and
dripping
with despair.
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Buffalo Wild Wings
You are sitting waiting on your wings to come
There is a women's volleyball game playing on a distant TV screen
At the table next to you a group of frat boys are drinking beers, laughing, yelling
You hear them talk about the players
And what they would like to do
Oh no you think.
Hey I’m sitting right here you stare at them
Why do you care? It’s a joke one replied
Am I laughing?
You grab your keys instinctively and put them in between your fingers
Their bodies do not belong to you, you continue
You wouldn’t understand, you’re not a man
We can do the same to you bitch another yells back
Just calm down sweetie. They all inch closer to you.
Now you are very uncomfortable
Your hands ball into fists as you look for other people to support you
You see none
Yes, you wouldn’t understand
You wouldn’t understand how your own body is his property, not yours
You go to the bathroom when you return, he’s
Standing
Staring
Waiting
You shouldn’t have said anything. You no longer feel safe.
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To Date a Steppenwolf
I am dating a Steppenwolf
I am dating a half wolf, half man,
or some combination.
I am in love,
but love tastes bitter on my tongue.
Steppenwolf gets upset at me
when I tell him I am waiting for a box to arrive.
He asks me who the box is from,
why I am waiting,
he does not wait
for the moon to finish rising.
He grows angrier
until I tell him it is a present for him.
“Thank you for the gift”
he says,
then criticizes me for not being specific.
So I change.
I mold my elbows to be a little more precise,
like little screwdrivers, hoping
I could fix something broken
with all that I could offer from my heart.
I tell him I will be going out.
Steppenwolf said “okay.”
I drink, I dance, and I bow beneath his looming clouds.
“Be good” echoes in my head like an order, more than a worry.
My phone had died, but not my smile.
I had not smiled like that in so long.
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My throat finally began to open up
And I was not afraid of the golden light
pouring out of my mouth.
His den was empty when I arrived.
There was an unbreaking of my soul when I crossed in,
and I had hoped all along that he was the answer.
He did not answer my calls.
The clouds were drawn, like thick curtains.
He was not happy,
I had not been good.
My arm was twisted,
of course,
not physically.
“I don’t trust you.”
Then he left to smoke.
The moon that had been caught halfway in the sky.
I had done nothing wrong, but why does my heart beat so fast?
My heart beat is a hummingbird, if hummingbirds did not rest.
No, it was a sledgehammer.
No, it was not all terrible.
Some nights he’d curl around me like a promise,
Like that of a hearth warming a broken heart.
Some nights I had hoped that he was the answer,
like I was the problem that needed solving.
I was dating a Steppenwolf
I was dating a half wolf, half man,
Or some combination.
Look
at the damage
21

he has left me.
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I cradle her
hold her space in my body
feel her pain in my heart
I carry your abortion
a partially developed child
terminated by her father
mangled by his sick love of her
she is so small and so heavy
I’m going septic
she poisons me
my arms ache to lay her down
to feel her weight lift from me
to free me
But she is mine and I am hers
don’t
don’t talk to me
until you feel the emptiness
of a lost childhood.
until you feel confusion
when you look in the mirror
because an intruder visited your bed
and stole your identity
until you experience
every hour of the night
listening to the thunder of blood
in your ears
afraid to move
afraid to sleep
because the playground in your mind
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isn’t a fun place to be
with broken swings
and monkey bars that take you too high
with no way back down
until you are sitting
on the backs of your demons
held up by the spine
you created out of
fear
anger
shame
until you take off your clothes
and show your scars to the world
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Perhaps
Perhaps it was the hands in the darkness
Perhaps it was the feeling of knowing that something just wasn't quite right
Perhaps it was my fault
Perhaps it needed to happen so I could empathize and understand other people
Perhaps it still haunts me in the deepest of darkest corners of my soul
Perhaps I know now that God was always with me
Perhaps I know now that I have risen from the ashes with strength, dignity and
humility
Perhaps I heal
Perhaps I did
......Perhaps
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Stages of Grief
1. Denial
You were my best friend,
I loved you till the very end.
Staying up eating ramen,
Laughing and chillin till dawn.
But,
You had to go and do that.
You had to invade my space,
My head,
My thoughts,
My feelings.
Stomp over me like I was nothing.
But you made me feel like everything I did was wrong.
Everything.
But,
I can’t believe you did that.
Say it was my fault.
Say I should have prevented it.
Gotten over it.
It’s not my fault you feel that way…
But the thing is you never cared how I felt anyway.
How could you?
You were my best friend?
2. Anger
You were a cruel friend.
All you did was care about yourself.
Making me stay up to do whatever you needed,
Laughing and criticizing me.
But,
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You had to do and do that.
Say all those cruel sharp words to me.
Stabbing me
in the front,
the back,
Crushing my confidence.
Walking over me like I was built to be your pavement.
How dare you make me think it was all my fault!
Everything.
3. Bargaining
4. Depression
5. Acceptance
Nah,
I will not bargain with your toxicity.
I will NOT be depressed because of your immaturity.
I WILL NOT accept your behavior as an example of love.
I have every right to be angry, to be outspoken, to scream out in pain.
I had people always tell me it was my fault
Before I even got to understand why the little boy in the playgroup pulled my hair.
Before I could grasp why he snapped my bra straps and made me cry.
Before I went to a party and was called a slut for walking around bare.
Before I had white breaded fools announce it was all our fault and lie.
My healing may make you uncomfortable,
But it is for me, and not you.
You may label my healing as anger,
But it is for me, and not you.
Because I get to decide when I forgive myself and when I heal.
It has always been for me, and never for you.
You said you were different, and that was all a lie.
All I want is my voice to be heard.
So keep your hands off of me!
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Off of my body!
Off of my thoughts!
Off of my mind!
Off my reputation!
Because I know my experience, I know my thoughts, and my feelings.
They were never yours. They were always mine.
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In memoriam of what was mine
there are some pieces of me you can never return.
during the silence between dreams, I have felt
your skin’s whorls and arches align against my own,
your fingers pressing to my body—gently, as if afraid
I will splinter in your hands, as if you have not
already watched me do so a million times before.
perhaps my fragility no longer phases you.
each night, your fingers revisit, desperately searching
for the unoccupied spaces that once housed the
pieces of me you claimed as your own, even when
those fragments have no home in my body anymore,
even when I was asleep and open, vulnerable and yours,
despite everything. those pieces of me are no longer mine.
tuck them back into your pockets, beneath those
spiderweb memories whose strands you will never
be able to pick out. carry them for me, despite how heavy
they may someday become. I will lay here, asleep, as your
skin leaves mine and my body begins to unlearn you.
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Simple
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The Survivor Anthology Executive Board would like to sincerely thank our contributors for their
work and patience, as well as you, our readers, for taking the time to support and acknowledge this
publication. This year has been challenging to say the least, however, it will always be our honor
to share the stories of survivors. Thank you again.
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Resources

On-Campus Resources

Off-Campus Resources

The Office of Respect
(404) 727-1514

Day League
24-hr confidential crisis line
(404) 377-1428
Free counseling service
(404) 377-1429

Emory Police Department
(404) 727-6111
Title IX Coordinator for Students
(404) 727-4079
Student Health and Counseling Services
(404) 727-7551
Counseling and Psychological Services
(404) 727-7450
Emory University Hospital
(404) 712-7201
Emory Helpline
(404) 727-HELP
(404) 727-4357
Sexual Assault Peer Advocates
sapa.emorylife.org/advocates

Emory Decatur Hospital Emergency Department
Ask to speak with a physician’s assistant
(404) 501-5350
National Dating Abuse Helpline
24-hr confidential crisis line
(866) 331-9474
Live online chat support 5 p.m. – 3 a.m. EST
loveisrespect.org
RAINN Rape, Abuse, and Incest Hotline
24-hr confidential hotline
(800) 656-HOPE
24-hr confidential online hotline
ohl.rainn.org/online
Promise Place
Georgia 24-hr domestic violence hotline
(800) 334-2836
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Contact
For more information about our organization, how to get involved, or how to submit work, please visit
our website, contact us through social media, or send us an email.

Website
Email
Facebook
Instagram

www.survivoranthology.org
emory.survivor.anthology@gmail.com
facebook.com/survivoranthology
@emory_survivor_anthology
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