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I would go into the deeps a hundred times to cheer a downcast spirit; it is good for me to have been afflicted that I might know how to speak a word in season to one that is weary.

—Charles Spurgeon

 

 




This book is for incest and sexual abuse survivors everywhere. It is my desire that you see yourself within these pages, and that you seek help if you have not done so already. It will save you years of anguish. It is also my sincere prayer that you look to the one true source of hope, the Lord Jesus Christ.

A special note to supporters: although this book is primarily aimed at survivors, valuable insight can be gained as you try to understand and help your loved one. Please read this book with them in mind. The resources at the back of the book contain more information for survivors and their supporters.

I use the pronouns she or her simply because I am female. Abuse can and does happen to males as well, and more than you might think.
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AUTHOR’S NOTE

The events in this book are all true. In the interest of protecting the privacy of the people involved, I have changed names and identifying details. Some geographical changes were made as well.

An added note: Expect many ups and downs in your journey to healing.

Don’t give up. You will come out on the other side a much stronger person, ready to share your own path with others.

 




Woe unto them that rise up early in the morning,

that they may follow strong drink; that 

continue until night, till wine 

inflame them!

~ Isaiah 5:11 KJV

 




INTRODUCTION

“Come here,” Dad said to me. His breath reeked of beer. I was eight years old. I had a sick feeling in my stomach at his words. I hated those words. He always used the same words. And I always had the same reply.

“I don’t want to.”

“I said get over here.”

“Why do you do this?” I cried. “Nobody else’s dad does this!” The tears start again. His reply was simple enough.

“How do you know?”

I had no answer.

He takes off my clothes and leads me to the bedroom. He makes me lay on the bed while he undresses. He stares at my naked young body as he does.

Then he climbs on the bed and begins oral sex on me.

I begin my mental escape. I’m outside. Outside where the air is fresh and doesn’t smell like a sickening blend of cigarettes and beer. The sky is a deep blue and I’m in a vast field of tall grass. The grass smells sweet as it sways gently in the summer breeze. I breathe deeply and begin to run. So free!

But I can never make it last.

After a short time, he climbs on top of me and forces himself on me. The pain is intense. I know by now it will do me no good to either cry out or try to get away. It seems to go on forever. The smell of cigarettes and beer make me sick. I hate him with everything I have.

Finally, he gets up off of me and gets dressed. I hurry up and put my clothes back on and run out of the small back bedroom of the trailer. I run as fast as my small legs will go, out into the field, back to the edge of the woods.

I sit in the tall grass of the field and try to ignore the burning pain he caused.

It hurts to even sit.

I stay in the field for hours, making myself feel nothing. I go numb. I am outside of myself, looking at this hurting girl sitting in the grass. She isn’t me.

There is no one to help her. But she has two weapons: rage and hate. And if no one helped her, she would carry them with her for the rest of her life.

Hands reaching out,
No one is there:
No one to touch,
No one to care.
Silently screaming,
No one can hear:
No one can see
Invisible tears.

Secrets lie dormant,
Hatred grows strong:
A heart lies in limbo,
No, nothing is wrong  . . .
Have to be strong,
Must wear the mask:
Make myself smile,
No easy task.

I am not different,
Must be the same:
No one must know
My awful game.
He threatens to beat me,
Wishing he would:
But finish the job
 . . . He never could.

Wearing the shame
Concealed inside:
Must wear the mask,
But the smile has died.

 




PART ONE
THE ABUSE

 




Rural Home Life in the 1960s
Chapter One

Dad has a small bird in his hand. He said he hit it with the car. It’s alive and looks okay to me. He lets it fly around the small trailer we live in.

“Must’ve just knocked it out for a while,” he said, his breath reeking of beer.

I watch as the little bird flies freely around the ceiling, out of reach. I wish that I too, could fly. Fly free and out of my father’s reach. I wonder if the bird has a family and how far away it lives. I hope it lives far away from this place and that Dad lets it go.

“Come here,” he says to me. I’m standing as far away from him as I can. I watch the bird. The now familiar feelings of tightness begin in my chest at his words. I hate those words. He always uses the same words. And I always have the same reply.

“I don’t want to.”

“I said get over here.”

His voice is quiet but full of menace. Obediently, I walk over to where he’s sitting. I stand obligingly before him, my eyes on the floor. I despise him with all my being.

He looks at me for some time without saying anything. Then he gets up and locks the door. He turns back to me.

“Let’s go in the bedroom.”

As I lead the way to the only bedroom in the trailer, I’m conscious of him very close behind me. Does he really think I’m going to make a run for it after all this time? And where would I go? Do I really want to tell anyone and have them know my awful little secret? I could see the look of repulsion on their faces as they stare at me in disgust. I’m unable to tell anyone, not even God.

The guilt and humiliation are enough to keep me quiet. Guilt that all this is my fault. I must have done something to make him want to do this to me.

Or maybe I look or act a certain way. What other reason could there be?

I think of my girlfriends at school and how they talk about their dads with such open, honest admiration. I don’t want to be different. I want to, need to, be like everyone else. No one must know.

We get to the bedroom and he closes the door behind us. He starts to take off my clothes. I begin my mental escape. I’m outside. Outside where the air is fresh and doesn’t smell like a sickening blend of cigarettes and beer.

The sky is a deep blue and I’m in a vast field of tall grass. The grass smells sweet as it sways gently in the summer breeze. I breathe deep and start running through the field. So free!

But I can never make it last.

I’m on the bed now, trying not to feel anything as he forces his way between my legs. He pushes himself so hard against me that I want to scream. But I don’t because by now, I know it will do no good, only make it worse.

I stare at the wall and wish I could crawl inside of it. Nothing could get me in there. No one would ever find me. My nakedness and shame would be hidden. I would be safe from this man who tells me he loves me yet hurts me; safe from the disgusted looks and torment from a misunderstanding world if anyone ever found out.

I lay rigid and quiet, my teeth clenched. I will not cry out. I wonder what a normal family is like.

When it’s over I’m allowed to go outside. I run as far away from the trailer as I can without risking getting into trouble. The same thought comes to me that always does when he’s finished with me: there’ll come a day when no one will control me. No one. My fingernails leave little crescent imprints in the palms of my hands as I clench my fists.

Sometimes I think about God while walking around outside after being abused. It is as if He’s waiting for me to talk to Him and ask Him to take away the hurt. But I always push Him away, my anger and frustration taking precedence over everything else. I’m used to living with anger. It’s easier to blame God.

I bury all thought of what just happened to me somewhere deep in my mind.

I will feel nothing. Nothing except hate for my father. I refuse to allow him to further control me by making me think about it.

* * * * *

One day, Mom came home from work to find Dad and me locked inside the trailer. We were in the back bedroom again. She knocked on the door.

“Bob? Why is this door locked? Let me in.”

I’m scared to death. Mom is going to find out now and everything is going to be horrible. There’s going to be fighting and blaming and who knows what all.

Dad sends me to the door to let Mom in. She looks suspiciously at me through the screen.

“What’s going on in there? Why was this door locked?” she demands of me.

Dad stayed in the bedroom and I’m angry that he sent me to the door to talk to Mom.

“I don’t know,” I mumble, trying not to meet her eyes.

She questions Dad after getting nowhere with me. Their voices start to rise and before long Dad leaves the trailer and goes out in the garage. Mom lets the subject drop and begins getting supper ready. No more is said about it.

 




Rheumatic Fever
Chapter Two

When I was in kindergarten, I developed an ache in one of my ankles.

Nobody thought much about it because I was always getting hurt somehow.

But it didn’t go away. It got worse, so much so that I could barely walk.

We lived on my grandmother’s property, just across the driveway, and Gramma rubbed some of her liniment on my ankle. But it didn’t do any good.

I had to resort to using folding chairs for crutches. I was finally taken to see the doctor, who immediately admitted me into the hospital. He said I had rheumatic fever, probably as a result of an untreated strep throat infection.

It damaged the valves in my heart.

The whole experience left quite an impression on me. It was the first time I had ever seen the inside of a hospital, and it looked scary.

* * * * *

I’m scared but I don’t want to show it. I want Mom and Gramma to be proud of me. The doctor says I have to stay here for a while. I look at Mom and Gramma and they keep smiling at me, but they don’t seem as happy as they look. A nurse comes in, a stiff white hat on her head.

“You should try to sleep now,” she says as she pulls the sheet up to my chin. I don’t want to sleep.

“See the number on your door?” She pointed at the open door. I look at the door and see the number 112 on it.

“When you need anything, just yell ‘Nurse 112!’” she instructs.

“We’ll come back tomorrow and see you,” Mom tells me as she bends down to give me a kiss. I know she can see the tears in my eyes but I don’t let them fall.

“See you tomorrow, sweetie,” Gramma says after she kisses me. She looks like she wants to cry, too.

“Now close your eyes and try to sleep,” the nurse says quietly but firmly. I watch Mom and Gramma go out the door and then I close my eyes. My eyelids quiver as some of the tears try to squeeze out. I keep them shut until the nurse leaves.

She left the door open. I open my eyes and stare at the number on the door and say it over and over to myself. I don’t want to forget it in case the door gets closed.

I want to go home. I miss my sister Gail. I want to be in our own bed. I let my tears fall now. I don’t think the nurse will come right back because she thinks I am sleeping.

I wonder what’s wrong with me. What does “rheumatic fever” mean? I don’t even feel hot. I wonder what the doctors are going to do to me in here.

I’m starting to get sleepy now. Maybe I can fall asleep. I wipe my eyes on the sheet and then let them fall closed.

* * * * * 

I was in the hospital for a month and strictly forbidden to get out of bed.

But there was a bathroom right across the hall and I hated the bed pans. So every day I climbed out of bed, crept to the doorway and furtively looked in both directions before darting across the hall. I rarely saw a nurse unless I yelled, “Nurse, 112!” at the top of my lungs. I was always afraid no one would come.

I learned later that my hospital stay was paid for by a charity group. A man in a funny, tall hat with a tassel on it came to my room and visited me once in a while. I didn’t know who he was and wondered why he came to see me if he didn’t even know me. What did he want from me? I didn’t know what to say to him so I didn’t say anything. He kept asking me how I was doing. It was all very uncomfortable. I was glad when he left.

The hospital was old and dark with large, old-fashioned light fixtures suspended from the high ceiling. The floors always seemed dirty. One day when my nurse came in to give me my bath, she studied my feet for a few moments.

“How did the bottoms of your feet get so black?” Thinking quickly, I pointed to the old wooden footboard at the end of the bed.

“From rubbing them on that so much.”

She looked at me skeptically but didn’t say anything.

My bed was next to a window and through it I could see a store with teddy bears in the windows. I wanted one of those teddy bears so much. Something soft and furry to hold close every night. I gazed longingly at them out the window every day. Whenever Mom and Gramma came to see me I hoped they would have a teddy bear for me.

But they never did. I didn’t want to ask for one because I thought they probably cost a lot of money. Today I collect teddy bears and have several. I think I like them as much now as I did then.

I made friends during my stay. One girl in particular came to my room every day with a big old wooden wheelchair and took me to the playroom in it. Her name was Denise, too.

The day I was to go home I was glad yet saddened at the same time. I wouldn’t get to see my new friends anymore. I hadn’t seen Denise in over a week as it was. Every time I yelled her name there was no response. I wanted to say goodbye. Maybe she already went home.

The closer we got to home, the more nervous I got. I never knew what Dad was going to be like. I didn’t have to worry about him wanting anything from me because I knew Mom would be home with me for a while.

But his moods were unpredictable.

I was still on bed rest, so Mom carried me inside. There was Dad, stretched out on the daybed, which served as both couch and bed in our small trailer.

He was reading a detective magazine.

“Hi, Daddy,” I said quietly. He didn’t answer. He didn’t even look at me. I thought he didn’t hear me so I said it again, louder.

“Hi, Daddy.” No response.

“Aren’t you going to talk to her?” Mom asked him with an edge to her voice.

When Dad continued to stare at his magazine, an argument ensued between them. I thought he was mad at me because I got sick. I knew we didn’t have much money and maybe the hospital stay cost a lot. I remembered the surplus food lines we had to stand in sometimes. I felt guilty.

When I got out of the hospital, I had to take penicillin shots once a month. It was supposed to go on for the rest of my life to prevent another bout of rheumatic fever. I hated those shots. My arm turned black and it hurt so much that I couldn’t use it until it was almost time for the next shot. So they tried giving it to me in my hip, but then I couldn’t walk.

Each time I went to the doctor’s office for a shot I looked at the big painting on the wall in the waiting room. It portrayed a sick child in bed with the parents on one side of the bed and Jesus on the other. Jesus had His hand on the child’s forehead. I looked at the face of Jesus and was struck by how much love was in His eyes. Did He love me that much? Was He by my bedside when I was in the hospital? Somehow, I knew He was and it made me feel good.

It was finally decided that I must be allergic to the shots and I was switched to Sulfa tablets instead. When Mom told me about it, we were all in a dark and dingy little hardware store. I got so excited I couldn’t even talk. No more shots! I ran around all the low tables filled with various tools and other items till I got to where Gail was so I could tell her my good news.

When I reached her, nothing came out but a squeak. When I was finally able to tell her, she looked almost as happy for me as I felt. We were only eleven months apart and she had always looked out for me on the playground at school when my arm hurt so bad.

One day at recess a girl in Gail’s grade grabbed my arm while I was still getting the shots. I gasped and almost screamed. Tears filled my eyes.

“What are you doing on this side of the school? This is our side!” the girl said haughtily.

Gail appeared out of nowhere and yelled right back at her. “You leave her alone! She just had a shot in that arm!”

The girl let go of my arm as if it had burned her. Her eyes became large “Os” and her face changed from meanness to one of respectful awe. I was so glad to have my sister that day, and never more proud of her. I couldn’t wait to tell Mom about it when we got home.

Gail, you’ve been my closest friend
Through laughter and through tears;
Things you’ve said and done have brought us
Closer through the years.

Now take my hand and come with me,
We’ll walk through mem’ry’s store;
A precious place where time stands still,
With “Welcome” on the door.
I know I was a “wayward” child
But you watched out for me,
Though I rebelled some of the time
Your love helped me to see  . . .
That you were one whom I could trust,
I knew your love was real–
A love I needed desperately
To help my spirit heal.

You have an inner strength, dear sister
That I don’t seem to have.
And when my spirit wants to break
You apply your “healing salve.”
It’s funny how when we were kids
We took so much for granted;
But life is full of times of growing,
And I’m glad those seeds were planted  . . .

For now I cherish
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