Fear Under the Bed
–Nicole Cermak
For as long as I can remember, I have had a fear of lying in a bed.
One memory of my abuse that sticks in my mind is when my abusers
had me sit on the floor and watch the horror film, Friday the 13th. When I
closed my eyes, the wife sadistically commanded me to open them. She
even caught me looking at something close to the tv to try to avoid seeing
the images on the screen. I remember their disgusting laughs, their
blurred faces. I was scared. I remember the forced terror.
The wife was not satisfied with the way I looked away from the screen.
So, she instructed her two older daughters to hold me in place. The
biggest one sat behind me, snaking her arms up by my sides to hold back
my arms and arch my back, which caused my head to lift. The smaller one
leaned on my knees and giggled. On their mother’s command, the smaller
one pried my eyelids open in one of my first experiences with bullying.
The images of a knife going through a blonde girl’s chest streamed into
my consciousness. As the actor screamed, my soul silently screamed. The
damaged little girl inside of me, she still screams.
That film and the violence delivered upon me struck such a fear that
the simple act of lying in bed proved a psychological hurdle.
I was afraid to lay on my back, so I would lay on my side. When I
learned a human's heart was located on the left side of the body, I
stretched out on my right side. If I chose to lay face down, I’d tuck my
arms under my chest in hopes the killer’s knife would pierce my arms to
warn me to move before the blade could reach my heart. Writing these
words makes me want to cry. Looking back, I have to ask, how can
someone find so much pleasure in mentally torturing a child? I wonder if
they knew their behaviors would stay with me throughout my life.
At about six or eight years old, I visited my father in Texas. He owned
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a water bed, which created a whole new anxiety for me. When he
discussed the fun attributes of a waterbed, all I could think about were the
possible sharks that lived in the water. Yes, a man-eating shark would tear
through the plastic lining and eat me whole. When dad put me in his bed
for naps, I didn't sleep. I huddled on top of that bed motionless, like a
stone figure doing an upside-down plank hold. I dared not move, afraid of
awakening the shark’s appetite.
When some unthinking adults were stupid enough to have me watch
the film Jaws, I’d learned sharks could actually see people above the
water. It wasn’t enough to simply lie still on the waterbed. The shark
would see my silhouette through the sheets and plastic lining. It would
bite me right in the torso and forget the limbs. The shark in the waterbed
whispered to itself, “Oh, little child. You’re balled up in fear as a perfect
little circle, making it easier for me to munch on you in one fierce bite.”
Suffice to say, I barely slept in Texas. I wedged my little body between
the bed frame and the water-filled mattress in hopes that the shark would
simply not see me. Similar sharks began to haunt me upon my return
home. The carpeting turned into water once the lights were out. That fear
stuck with me for more years than I care to admit.
It’s amazing how a young mind can translate the horrors of sinister
men and women into fictional fears. While most people celebrate the
Imagination of youth, I’m happier when I’m grounded in reality.
The End
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