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CARRIE:  

What makes you think it’s gonna be any different this time? What 

makes you think my answer is going to be yes this time? Is it because 

I’ve got a new medication and I’m “happy” this time around? Is it 

that I finally introduced you to my dad and my siblings? What! What 

is it? I have told you where I stand. 

 

No, I’m not doing this again. I’m not having this conversation with 

you Liam. No matter how many times you say that you love me, Liam… 

Stop… I don’t care. I’m not getting married to you. I’m not marrying 

anybody. Because I am bad for you. Because I am crazy, because if you 

knew the things that go on in my sick, twisted, evil mind, you would 

not get on your knees again. You would fear for your life.  

 

No. And I don’t want your sympathy. I don’t want you to fix me. 

People don’t complete each other, Liam, stop saying that. People 

complete themselves, and until I can complete my own self I am not 

starting a life with you. Or anyone. I saw what happened to my mom 

after she was admitted into the hospital and I am not letting that 

happen to me. It got worse for her. It got worse because, you know 

what? My dad just wanted to fix her. I watched him try to fix her for 

the week she was home, and I watched him tell her to smile, and I 

watched him try to hold her together. And he couldn’t do it. You 

wanna know why? Because my father is a human. You are a human.  

 

I know I’m not her. And Of course I love you.  

 

I would ruin your life. 

 

You expect so, so much. I can’t do that for you. I cannot keep doing 

that for you. 

 

Why do you keep looking at me like that. 

 

What else do you want me to say. 

 



You know, when my mom came back from the hospital, there was this 

weird air in the house. Really heavy. Like we could all feel the 

weight of her suffering even though we were all really young and 

didn’t know what was going on. But she came home too early. She 

really needed to stay there for another week or two, because when she 

came back home to her children, it was too much. It was too much 

pressure to be “mommy” and to take us to school and cook the meals 

when we came home and walk around her workplace like she hadn’t just 

been admitted to the hospital the week before for near overdose. I 

watched her. I worried about her. I couldn’t do anything for her. And 

the next week she was gone. 

 

That is what you’re asking me for. You are asking me to push myself 

so hard, to give so much of myself that I collapse. And I don’t think 

that’s love. I don’t think it’s love that you keep asking me to do 

that. 

 

Now why do you think I keep saying no to you? 

 

You deserve someone who can give you what you need. 

I hope you find her. 

 

 


