From Tony’s Journal

Here’s what happened.

I got home from school. I’m hot, I’m sweaty and it’s been a crappy day. I don’t’ know what’s going on because nobody tells me anything. I’m not a baby. I’m in the eighth grade and I’m sick of being surprised everyday. 

Surprise number one: Dad left. I don’t know where he his. He doesn’t call. I ask mom where he his and she says not to worry about it. Don’t worry about it? Is she nuts? Suddenly this guy I’ve had in my life for all 14 years just up and disappears and I’m not supposed to worry about it? WTF? 


Let’s get one thing straight. My dad has been a real jerk. He screams at all of us. His only real interaction with us has been to scream at us and tell us we were all worthless. He treats my mom like crap and I’m pretty sure he hits her, but I’ve never seen him actually do it, except that one time. I hate what he does to mom. I hate how he makes her feel. I hate how it makes me feel.  And let me tell you what I hate more than anything in the world right now. I hate, hate, hate how much I miss him.

I have one, possibly two, really outstanding memories regarding my Dad. I’m very small. I’m outside with all the family. I think there are uncles and aunts, cousins. It was hot and summery and everybody was laughing. The men were shooting bows and arrows into a haystack and everyone seemed to be having a good time. I see some of my cousins gathered in the corner of the yard standing over something and yelling. They had found a small turtle and a couple of older cousins were throwing rocks at it.
I remember being really upset about this. I’m yelling at them to stop, I’m pushing them away, but they’re all bigger than me. They start laughing at me and I start crying, which I hate. I can’t help it. Of course, everyone starts laughing at me even more.
Out of nowhere, like a superhero, my dad is standing there. I look up at his form against the sun. He swoops in and tells everyone to knock it off. With one hand he scoops me up and with the other he bends down and picks up the turtle. I can tell he’s really mad, but for once, I know he’s not mad at me. He sits down in a lawn chair with me on his lap and places the little turtle on his knee. He asks, very gently, what we should name the turtle. We found a shallow tub for him, but in some water and made a little island out of dirt and tossed in some lawn clippings he might like to eat. The whole thing lasted an hour tops. And I’ve give anything to have that feeling with my dad again. 
Maybe this is why I miss him. Maybe I believe that somewhere inside this guy is the dad I met on a hot afternoon when I was 5. Maybe that’s why my mom stayed with him for so long.
Here’s surprise number two: apparently I have to go tell all my private thoughts and secrets to some stranger. Mom signed me up for counseling and didn’t bother to tell me about it until now that it’s time to go to the appointment. Not that I had any plans or anything, which nobody asks me about. This sucks. Nobody is asking me what I feel or think. Instead they’re going to make me talk to someone I’ve never met because they don’t have the guts to ask me themselves. Real nice.
So here’s how it went. We end up at this office, this guy comes out and acts like he’s going to be my new best friend, which I’m obviously not falling for. He tells Mom and I how things are going to go to day. He tells me he’s going to spend time with Mom doing some paperwork, and also ask her to tell him all about me. And then he said something weird. He said, “after I talk to your mom, you & I will get to know each other and I promise to tell you everything she tells me about you.” He smiles. I get a small feeling that maybe he knows that nobody’s telling me anything and he hopes to fix that.
He visits with my Mom for along time. I’m bored. I brought homework. I brought my phone. I text a few friends, but I really don’t want any of them to know I’m here. I tell them I’m at the doctors…sort of.
The counselor came back with Mom and now it’s my turn. He has this office with a lot of toys in it which are all way too young for me. He even has pla-doh, for god’s sake. What am I supposed to do with that? 

I sit down; he sticks his hand out and introduces himself. He wants me to shake his hand. He smiles, and says, “This is how we do things in society.” So, I shake his hand. He sits down and asks a pretty simple question. “Tony, do you have any earthly idea why you are here?”  I answer that, no, I have no idea why I’m here. So he says, “Well! That sounds like a pretty good place to start.”


He says that this place is a domestic violence center and that he’s a children’s counselor. He explains that Domestic Violence is when two partners who might even be married to each other are in a relationship in which one partner is abusing the other. He says its usually the husband or boyfriend abusing the girlfriend or wife, but sometimes it’s the other way around. He says its’ not always physical abuse, but there’s a lot of name calling, threatening, and hurting the other persons feelings. He says that it bothers kids sometimes because they think it’s their fault and kids can get really stressed out about this. Sometimes it can be scary and dangerous. 

Then he stops, leans forward a little and softens his voice. “Your Mom says this is happening at your house, right?” 

I don’t want to say anything, but I nod. I notice that I have lump of orange play-do in my hand that I don’t remember picking up. “Your mom says Dad’s out of the house and can’t see you right now.” I nod again.


“Do you miss him?” he asks. I can’ look at him. I stare at my orange clay and nod again.


“Tony, it’s okay to miss your Dad. It really is. I know you don’t like what he does, but that doesn’t mean you’ve stopped wanting to be loved by him.”


I bring my hat lower over my eyes. 


“The reason you’re here, Tony, is that your mom is worried about you. She wants to know how your doing.”


“She could ask me”, I say


“That’s funny. That’s exactly what I told her.” For some stupid reason I smile at that. 


“Tony, before we go any further, I need you know how it works here.”  He says that every thing we talk about is going be confidential and private. He says he won’t even tell my mom or dad what we talk about. He says if a teacher or caseworker calls here wanting to know what we talk about, he says he won’t tell them because of a Florida law that says he can’t. He says that if I’m being abused or if I’m a danger to myself or someone else, then he has to tell other people about that in order to keep me safe. Otherwise, everything’s private. He says he explained all this to Mom and she’s good with it. He says I can tell anybody about what we talk about, but I don’t have to. He promises that he won’t. He asks me if I understand all this. I tell him that I do.


“Good!” He leans back in his chair and smiles. “So let’s get to know each other. Tony, what do you like to do for fun?”

