Looking Back to Move Forward
–Nicole Cermak
The shame of my past has caught up with me again. The same monster or
ghost, just in a different costume. This time the monster haunts me with
images of forced humiliation and fear without a known source. Fear for
the sake of fear. Again, I’m lost. Why is this happening? Why can I not get
over these episodes of anxiety? I thought the last therapy worked. How can I
finally rid myself of this ghost?
The above questions are what stream through my conscious mind in
these terrifying moments of healing. The reality is, I cannot get rid of these
hauntings. With learned therapeutic techniques, I can only contain the
onslaught of emotions. When I was young, my naive belief was that the
terror would dwindle when I grew up. Unfortunately, as I grew older, the
horrors grew more sophisticated. The flashbacks can conquer my days.
The stinging visions of my past and the shame crash into me sideways and
cover me in doubt and fear.
My child sexual abuse created this sense of worthlessness over the
years. I often thought, “Who is going to save me?” I would envision a
fireman busting down the door, scooping me up in his strong arms, and
then racing out of the room toward safety. I fantasized about my father
coming to rescue me. I wished someone would notice my pain. Now a
grown woman, no one had come to save me, and quite honestly, not many
wanted to. Most people simply lack the awareness or know how to help
survivors.
Many of our family and friends are not emotionally equipped to hear
the story of a person's pain, especially the awkward and uncomfortable
topic of childhood sexual abuse. We are not prepared adequately in
society to handle this topic. The best response most people can offer is to
refer us to hotline numbers or suggest a therapist. That’s simply not
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enough. If we cannot even hear someone's story or acknowledge their
pain, their presence, their existence, then how can we expect those who’ve
survived abuse to heal? The answer is we cannot.
Many questions have surfaced about my abuse that have invoked a
strong desire inside of me to do some research. I’ve looked up much
information on my abusers, such as how many other children they’ve
abused. What did the wife of the abusing couple say to authorities that
allowed her to walk free? Do her children know the truth or were they fed
lies? What happened to her state-funded babysitting service? Did it get
shut down, or did it continue to run under a different name?
Over time, I’ve found some answers, but there are so many more
questions. The research itself has given me knowledge, and knowledge is
liberation.
I am torn on whether or not to look into my own young past. (There
are court and police records.) I know most of my questions will not be
answered, and the search may create more questions that will go
unanswered. I’m also concerned the search to learn what happened after
the court proceedings ended will anger or further damage that part of my
mind. I fear the wife’s family wants to come after me in some manner, and
a part of me believes I shouldn’t poke a sleeping dog. On the other hand, I
have a right to know the gruesome details of my abusers’ lives. I have
lived with the horror of their actions all of my life. Perhaps being
informed of the actual events will relieve some of my curiosity.
That question reaches out to me as an individual and a survivor on so
many levels: my body, self-perception, safety, faith, sensuality,
relationships with others, and the relationship I have with myself. I also
often wonder what I’ve learned.
I have no intention of trying to contact my abusers or any members of
their family. I heard rumors that both of them had died. Honestly, I don’t
want to be reintroduced to anyone attached to that part of my life. I
suppose, as a victim, I should be satisfied that the past is the past, but as I
mature, I learn that few people can really understand the chronic hurt I
experience caused by two grown adults who had emotionally and
sexually abused me over and again. Few people understand my constant
emotional need to glance over my shoulder to stay safe.
Evil found me once, it can find me again. I now use positive selfmottos such as nobody is hurting me right now on a regular basis to get me
through each day.
The End
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