                                                                  Run Away

November 12:










Well, off to my new school...again. I just wish we could just settle down in one place without a problem. My mom told me the reason why we have to keep moving was, “I can’t face the problem right now Maddy. It’s my best option to just run away.” I asked her what was the problem and she said it was nothing to worry about. We moved into a nice neighborhood. The kind of old and rusty, but it made it stand out which made it special. I’m going to a high school down the street later. I’m not really scared about being the new girl for what seems like the hundredth time. I’m starting the 11th grade school year in the middle. Hopefully I haven’t missed too much. I hope I don’t make any friends because I don’t want to get too attached. If I get too attached, I’ll miss the place when we leave which isn’t that far from now so I don’t bother anymore. Well here I am. The school is super huge and scary. I’ve kind of separated the people into the cliché cliques. There are the Goths, hipsters, jocks, etc. There are these people I’ve met that don’t really fit into any of the cliché cliques. Their names are Max and Emma. They are really cool people but I’m trying to keep my distance from them. If I get too close, I’ll miss the place when I leave. Max and Emma are really cool people but I just can’t get too close. The last time I got too close I bawled my eyes out when we left. I can’t afford that happening again.

January 13:











Well we’ve lasted her for 2 months which I the most time we’ve spent in place before. Max, Emma, and I have actually become friends. We’ve done everything together since we met. I know I didn’t want to get too attached to the place but it just seems impossible to do. I love the place. There was a father daughter dance on Saturday and Emma went with her dad. I didn’t go and I was sad I couldn’t go. I wish I knew who he was but every time I ask my mom the question, her face gets pale whit and asks me many questions. The questions she asks are like “Why? Have you seen him? Did he hurt you?” etc. Then before I can even answer, we are in a moving van heading somewhere new. I just don’t know why we move a lot. I think I’ll ask her why I haven’t seen him and why we move a lot. She told me when I’m old enough that she’ll tell me but I haven’t bothered asking her in a while why we move a lot. 

January 15:












I’ve seen a strange man around the house in a black car with no license plate. I’ve seen the car before but I don’t remember where. I’ve seen it in one of my dreams but the dream won’t come to me anymore. It just comes blurry. I’ve been wanting to tell my mom about it but I think she already has enough on her plate. If I tell her she’ll just say I’m crazy or something like that. Max and Emma say that they have seen the car follow me around from time to time but I think we are just paranoid. Maybe the person lives around the house. I almost asked my mom the question that has been on my mind but I feel like there needs to be a right time to ask her the question. She’s been busy the past few days working in the hospital a couple miles away as a nurse. I’ll tell her tomorrow then. 

January 16:












Max and Emma came over to the house to study for a test. The car passed by the house again but this time it stopped right in front and a man came out. We couldn’t really see his face but he looked like in his late thirties. He waved high and I waved back. He looked really familiar but I just can’t remember where I’ve seen him. After a couple of hours Max and Emma left. My mom came home and the question just blurted. I couldn’t stop it in any way. She sat me down and sort of started crying. She said we haven’t seen him because he tried to kill me when I was younger. He used to hurt my mom on a daily basis and he drank a lot. She said that she couldn’t handle him being around anymore so she ran away. The reason we run away is because my father tries to take me away from my mom. She says that she doesn’t want to see him ever again because he just brings back the horrible memories. She showed me the scar on her leg that I have always seen but never bothered to ask her. She told me that one time he drank a little too much and he beat her with an iron object. I asked her if she ever told anyone and she said no. He kept her in the house and she wasn’t allowed to go anywhere without him. She managed to escape with me when I was 10 months old. She said he had forgotten to lock the door one day and she took off. He always manages to find her. She says that she has been on the run ever since. She showed me the only picture she has of him and he looked exactly like the man I saw earlier. I told her about the man and how he has been following me around and she turned as white as snow. She got up and told me to grab only the things I needed in 5 minutes. We heard a knock on the door and she froze. I walked to open the door and she stopped me. She turned off all the lights and we walked quietly to the closet. She told me to not say a word. We heard the door open and some footsteps. A man said my name and walked by the closet. He started laughing and he opened the closet door. He pulled my mom out and she fell on the door. He grabbed me by the hand and pulled me towards his car. I tried hitting him and he slapped me in the face. My mom jumped on him and started hitting him. She told me to call 911 and I froze. I heard her yelling my name and I couldn’t move. I heard her fall on the floor and footsteps towards me. I felt a hand on me and I started moving again. He threw me to the floor and I started dozing off. The rest was just a blur. I woke up in the hospital with my mom by my side. She said that the ambulance and police came on time to arrest him. I told her that she should’ve done the same exact thing earlier and she said that I was right. She said she should’ve called the police earlier but she couldn’t handle all the drama and she was afraid they would take me away. I asked her if she packed our things and she laughed and said that we will not move again. We will stay where we are. I was excited to hear the news. She told me running away is never the answer and that I should always face my problems and tell someone about them so they can help me.     

