
sno~~in~ tri~s ana weekends. Tne~ weren't supposea to talK 

about forcible violation. I knew Mom was doing everything in 

her power to shield me from any more pain, but I didntt want 

her to lock me up. I didn't want to talk about it because 

talking kept it real and fresh and terrifying. So I became 

"I'm going to work there, Mom. I'm twenty-one years old 

and you can't control my life anymore." 

She didn't answer. I'm so sorry I yelled at you, Mom, 

I wanted to cry. I didn't mean to hurt you. I'm just so scared, 

so damn scared. I don't want to let you in and make you feel 

the pain that I feel. Just stay away from me and we'll deal 

with our own individual hurt. I can't share yours, don't make 

me share mine. I love you, Mommy, my heart cried. I love you 

more than basketball and hot fudge sundaes. I love you, too, 

beautiful Katie, I heard her answer. You'll always be my 

beautiful blue-eyed baby. 
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June 1 3, 1 991 

Thursday 

"How's work going?" Karen asked. "What do you think about 

waitressing?" 

"I really didn't think I'd like it, but I do," I admitted. 

"I've got my own regular lunch customers now and it feels good. 

I like it when people request my section. It makes me feel 

needed. II 

"You should always feel that way." 

I know, Karen, I sighed. I know that's what you're supposed 

to say because you're my counselor. You're supposed to make 

me feel good about myself because that's what I'm paying you 

to do. But I don't really feel good--not at all. I don't really 

like myself or the person that I've become. 

"Would you like to talk about anything that happened this 

week?" 

"I don't really know what to say. I'm still scared all 

the time. I always feel like someone's following me. Every 

time I see a man, I think he's dangerous. Every time I see 

a woman, I feel sorry for her because she's a potential victim. 

I don't really see the world the way I used to. It just seems 

dark and dangerous. I think about the children who are starving 

on the streets and the teen-agers who sell their bodies to 

survive and I wonder what's happening to us. I mean, I feel 

like we're living in the middle of Sodom and Gomorrah. How 
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could God let us deteriorate so much? How can God allow so 

much pain? I'm scared of all the feelings that I'm experiencing 

lately. I feel like I'm questioning everything that my life 

was once based on, and I'm scared of the thoughts that enter 

my mind." 

"Like what?" 

"Well, two nights ago at the restaurant, I was waiting 

on two guys. They had a couple of drinks and they began to 

get rude. They were making obnoxious comments about my short 

skirt and my low cut blouse. I didn't want to wear them in 

the first place, but they're required uniform. Karen, I was 

so completely full of anger at those two assholes that I think 

I could have killed them both. I mean it. If I had made the 

decision to stab them with their steak knives, I wouldn't have 

thought twice about it. And I also thought that God would 

understand. Now that's scary. I was going to commit murder 

and I was convinced that God would forgive me just because he 

knew what was going on in my mind. Then I thought about Mom. 

What would she do without me if I went to jail? Who would take 

care of her. I'm really afraid that my need to take care of 

my mother was the only thing that kept me from acting upon my 

instincts." 

"Katrina, you have so many emotions built up inside of 

you. I sit here and listen to you talk about the kind of things 

that eat away at your soul, but you won't let them out. You 

tell me so much, and then you retreat. Let down your guard, 
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Katrina. You don't have anything to hide from me." 

I looked into Karen's sincere eyes. But you're wrong, 

I pleaded. I have so many things to hide from you. I've already 

told you too much. If you know everything, you won't like me 

anymore. And it's so important for you to like me. 

"What happened to you is not your fault, Katrina. You 

have nothing to be ashamed of. You can feel angry about it. 

You can scream, you can cry." 

I felt a reluctant tear slide down my cheek. I was so 

tired of fighting all the time. 

"That's not crying. I want you to really cry. Let it 

all come out." 

But I couldn't. 

"Katrina, I'm so frustrated for you. I'm not angry with 

you, but I see you hurting, and you won't allow yourself to 

stop. I want you to talk to me like I'm the man who raped you. 

Tell me what you want to do to me. You can do anything you 

want. You can say anything you want. Scream, yell, curse me 

up and down. Just let it out. Please." 

As much as I wanted to, I couldn't fulfill Karen's request. 

I couldn't allow myself to lose control. I couldn't risk losing 

her respect. I knew she cared about me. But I also needed 

for her to approve of me. And who could approve of someone 

who had the desire to kill, to mutilate, to inflict intense 

and eternal pain. She could never approve of me if she knew 

that I had that desire • 
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July 7,1991 

Sunday 

"Why can't you come in to work today?" my boss asked again. 

"I already told you. I hurt my back playing volleyball 

yesterday. I'm sorry if I'm leaving you in a bind, but I just 

can't carry trays of food around all night." I adjusted the 

heating pad as I listened to his unbelieving voice. 

"I'll need to have a doctor's excuse then." 

The phone clicked. 

"He's such a bastard!" I yelled as I tried to move into 

a more comfortable position on the couch. My back was throbbing. 

That stupid sacrailiac joint had to be inflamed again. 

"What did·he say?" Carrie asked. 

"He wants a doctor's excuse!" I yelled. 

"Jimmy will give you one." 

"That's not the point. The point is that I work sixty 

hours a week for that asshole. I've never called in sick or 

missed a day of work and this is the thanks I get!" 

"He's just a jerk, Katrina. Don't worry about it." 

"Well, I am worried about it. I don't appreciate him 

calling me a liar, and I'm not going to work for anyone who 

can't respect me and my integrity!" 

I started to get off the couch. 

"Where are you going?" 

"I'm going in to work." 
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Carrie shook her head. She knew she couldn't stop me. 

I had been stubborn since the day I was born. The throbbing 

pain in my back increased as I walked around, but I had more 

important things on my mind. I gathered up my uniform clothes 

and threw them into a paper sack. 

"Tell Mom I'll be home soon." 

I drove to the restaurant in pain and carried my paper 

sack inside when I got there. 

"Quick recovery?" My boss's sarcastic voice greeted me 

at the door. 

"I'd like to talk to you," I insisted. 

"Well, then we better go to my office." His patronizing 

tone was almost enough to drive me over the edge. 

"First of all," I began when we entered his office, "I 

don't appreciate being called a liar." 

"Well, I don't appreciate being lied to." 

"I can't work for someone who doesn't trust me." 

"You know what you can do if you don't like the way things 

are run here." 

"That's exactly what I came here to do." I threw the bag 

of clothes on the floor at his feet. "You can mail my last 

paycheck to me." 

him. 

I stormed out the door. 

"Wait a minute, Katrina, I have something to say." 

Against my better judgment, I turned around to listen to 
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"I know why you're doing this. You're overreacting like 

this because you're on Prozac. I've heard about the side effects 

of that medication. When you feel like you want to come back, 

all you have to do is call me." 

God, I hated him. But even more than that, he made me 

sad. My shoulders slu~ped and I felt the aching in my back 

increase. The victory that I had just won was lost in his 

ignorance. I was defeated. My soul was defeated. In one common 

moment of blind idiocy, the entire female species was defeated. 

Ignorance controlled the minds of too many people in this world, 

and I could not stop it or change it. No matter what I learned 

or what I experienced, my knowledge would forever be lessened 

in the eyes of someone who could never understand. 
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July 10, 1991 

Wednesday 

"Well, this leaves us a lot more free time," I said to 

my best friend, Andi, after I told her about walking out on 

my job. I hadn't told her why I'd walked out. I really hadn't 

told her anything. She'd just returned home from Cornell and 

I was so glad to see her. Andi was my fun friend. She was 

the one that I went dancing with. We went people-watching and 

ate yogurt together. We always noticed fashion faux pas and 

we joked about stuffing brownies into the unsuspecting faces 

of size four women. Although we discussed the more serious 

side of life as well, I hated to waste what little time we had 

together with my horror stories. So I kept them to myself and 

we began to look at the world with different eyes. I could 

no longer bring myself to "babe watch" with her at the mall. 

I couldn't talk about "hot bods" and all the things that we 

used to notice together. When Andi saw a potential date, I 

saw a potential monster. Our views were creating a gap in our 

friendship. I began to feel alienated, alone. Even when I 

was with my best friend, it was still me against the world. 

"I'm so glad to be home," Andi bubbled as we drove to 

Indianapolis one night. "I just get so tired of school 

sometimes. I mean, I love it and everything, but there's 

something about home that can never be replaced. I really miss 

you. I wish you could visit more often, but I know your mom 
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will never let you be in a car by yourself for more than 

forty-five minutes." 

Andi always made me laugh. She always made me feel at 

horne. I almost felt at horne now that she was back. But there 

was still something distant between us. 

"You've got to hear this tape that my roommate made for 

me." She shoved a horne made tape into the player in the Bravada. 

I listened as Gloria Gainor's "I Will Survive" blasted out of 

the speakers. 

"The ultimate 70's tape!" Andi laughed. 

I was truly enjoying myself. I couldn't imagine singing 

to 70's music with anyone else but Andi. We weren't just singing 

it, we were screaming it. We were driving down 1-70 toward 

downtown Indianapolis screaming the words to all of the Bee 

Gee's number one hits. It was the most wonderful moment of 

my life. 

Andi turned the radio down after we finished listening 

to side one. We pulled into the parking garage and began walking 

to J.B. Winberies. 

"So, what's up with you and Chris?" she asked nonchalantly. 

"I remember hearing about you guys breaking up in the spring. 

Was it just another one of those passing things?" 

I nodded, not wishing to expand any further on such a 

fun-filled night. We were seated downstairs in a secluded corner 

and I was grateful for the chance to talk about everything and 

nothing with my friend. 
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As the conversation progressed, however, I realized that 

it was impossible to have a light and meaningless conversation. 

Without my knowledge, every subject in the world had developed 

an association with rape. Every topic that we discussed brought 

sour memories of March 18. I hated the way it controlled my 

life, but I didn't know how to let it go. I was afraid to let 

it go for fear I'd let down my guard again. 

1150, are things okay with you and Chris now?1I 

Sure, I thought. I shudder when he reaches for my hand 

or rubs my shoulders. I become defensive when he tries to 

wrestle me. I panic when he holds me down and tickles me. 

I can't allow him to get close to me. I can't even kiss him 

anymore. 

IITrina, are you ignoring me?" Andi asked as she dipped 

a piece of lettuce in her low-cal dressing. She had become 

so health conscious at Cornell. I'm surprised she didn't want 

to dine at TCBY. 

I smiled at my long-time friend as I took a deep breath. 

IIThere's something I haven't told you. 1I 

IIAre you seeing someone else?1I Andi asked as she looked 

up with interest. 

Yes, I admitted, but not by my own choice. I see him in 

my dreams every night. I can't tell you what he looks like, 

though. 

IINo. Andi, I don't want to try and shock you or anything, 

but I just think that you should know something. I want to 
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tell you before you find out from anyone else. Two days before 

my birthday, I was raped." 

She looked at me with wide-eyed disbelief. 

"You've been dealing with this since your birthday and 

you haven't told me anything?" 

"I wanted our time to be spent the way it always has been. 

I miss you so much when you're at school that I want to fit 

in all of the things we missed out on before you have to go 

back." 

"But, Katrina, this is what counts. What happened? Do 

you want to talk about it?" 

I did want to talk about it. For the first time, I felt 

like I could talk about it without crying. I felt detached, 

like I was telling my niece a bedtime story. But this story 

wasn't for babies. 

I gave Andi all the intricate details as I chewed on my 

fettucini. I COUldn't look her in the eye, but I could feel 

the pain that she was experiencing on my behalf. I don't 

remember much about the rest of the night. She knows now, was 

all I could think. She knows. 

Andi called me the next morning. 

"Hi, Buddy. I just got up even though I didn't sleep much 

last night. I stayed up talking to my mom all night. We cried 

together for you. I'm just so sorry, Katrina. I wish I could 

make it better, but I know I can't. I'll always be there for 

you, though. You know that. I love you, Buddy." 
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Ju I y 1 8, 1 991 

Thursday 

"Did you have a good time with Andi?" Karen asked as I 

sipped on my cup of hot coffee. I had worn my new Laura Ashley 

jumpsuit to today's session. See how cute I can be sometimes? 

I'm not always a dirty rape victim. I'm also a young college 

student with a million different interests. Don't judge me 

too harshly. 

Even as these thoughts tumbled through my mind, I knew 

that they were unfounded. Karen didn't judge me. She didn't 

see me as a violated, less-than-human bother. That was the 

way I saw myself. I wasn't trying to convince her, I 'Nas trying 

to convince myself. 

"I had a wonderful time," I admitted as I crossed my legs. 

"We had dinner downtown and we talked about old times. It was 

so good to be with Andi. We share something so special." I 

was attempting to turn my counseling session into a tea party. 

Let's just make small talk and forget about the real reason 

that we're here. But I knew my plan would eventually fail. 

"I told her." 

"How did it feel?" 

I began to experience that uneasiness in my stomach again. 

"It was a relief. I had been trying to connect with Andi 

like we used to and I couldn't quite do it because something 

was in the way. Does that sound too weird?" 
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"No, it doesn't seem weird at all." That broad 

heart-warming smile spread over Karen's face. What a neat woman. 

"Once I let her in, I didn't feel so lonely. Telling Gail 

and Andi was a major step in my life. Now I have friends that 

I can talk to. Andi's mom knows and I'm kind of glad that she 

does. I'm tired of feeling like I have to keep everything 

shrouded in silence. It makes me feel guilty. I mean, I'm 

having such a hard time believing you when you tell me that 

I'm still the same person I always was when I'm receiving mixed 

signals from everyone else." 

"What kind of signals are you talking about?" 

"Well, I don't think my mom wants anyone to know. I don't 

think she's really ashamed of what happened to me, but I think 

it just hurts her so much to think or to talk about it. I don't 

know who she's told, though. I don't know how many people know. 

My Uncle Jimmy knows. I'm sure that means that my Aunt Patti 

knows. Did they tell my cousins and my other aunts and uncles? 

I almost wish they would. Then I wouldn't have to explain why 

I'm eternally armed with mace or why I'm afraid to stay alone 

at age twenty-one. I don't think that this is something that 

should be kept in the dark. The less I talk about it, the 

guiltier I feel. I mean, if I'm not to blame, then why shouldn't 

I be able to talk?" 

"People are often reluctant to talk about rape because 

it's an uncomfortable subject. It's like talking about sex 

with your parents when you're a teen-ager. But you're absolutely 
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right. There's no reason why you shouldn't be able to talk 

about what happened to you if you want to. You also shouldn't 

be forced to say anything if you don't want to." 

"Do you deal with a lot of rape victims?" 

"NO, not really," Karen admitted. "I work mainly with 

adolescents and family counseling. I agreed to talk with you 

because I respect and admire your uncle. Now I'm really glad 

that I did." She stopped to smile. "I really respect and admire 

you, too. Even more than that, I care about you. It's very 

important for me to maintain a certain distance with my patients, 

but sometimes I have to make an exception. You're my exception. 

I feel really close to you and I'm so concerned with where your 

life is heading. I ache inside when I think about the pain 

that you've been through and I wish that I could wave a magic 

wand and change it all. But since I can't do that, I want to 

be able to do everything in my power to make you feel that you 

can go on with your life again. That's very important to me." 
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August 8, 1991 

Thursday 

I dreaded going into Karen's office that next week. It 

was beautiful outside and I didn't want to ruin the day by 

dredging up memories that were best left behind. Karen knew 

that I was down the minute I sat in her office. 

"You look tired," she commented. 

"I've been working too hard at not having a job." My 

attempt at humor fell short. 

"Do you want to tell me about this week?" 

I avoided the issue that always loomed over our heads. 

"Well, my parents decided that since I was unemployed for the 

rest of the summer I could paint the inside of the house. I've 

been working on that damned tedious trim all week. It's about 

to give me a nervous breakdown." 

"What else has been happening?" 

I sat in silence for a while. Karen didn't seem to mind 

silence. I guess she was used to it. I crossed and uncrossed 

my legs a dozen times before I decided to offer some insight 

into my life. 

"I start school in two weeks." 

She nodded. That's what she had been waiting for. She 

knew that summer break was coming to a close. 

"How do you feel about that?" 

"I'm terrified." I felt like a child again. I had a bad 
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dream, Mommy. Can I sleep with you tonight? Protect me, Karen, 

I thought. Give me the strength to be able to go on. I was 

ashamed of my lack of progress. Last week I had felt ready 

to face the world. Now I was ready to crawl under my covers 

and hide forever. 

"Are you living on campus?" 

"I don't know what I'm doing yet. I've considered not 

going back." 

"Is that an option for you?" 

"Not really," I admitted. "I can't let my parents down 

after all the sacrifices they've made to offer me a college 

education." 

"You know that sometimes you have to think about yourself. 

You can't always take care of the rest of the world." 

I don't want to take care of the rest of the world. I 

just want to protect my mother, the one who loved and raised 

us single-handedly. I want to protect my sister. I always 

fought her battles for her when she was younger, things shouldn't 

be any different now. And I had to protect my innocent niece, 

Amber. She was far too young to be exposed to the evils of 

the world. She was far too sweet to be corrupted by those who 

might choose not to care about her. And what about my friends? 

What about Andi and Gail? Who would look after them? It was 

my responsibility to take care of the ones I loved. 

"I don't always have a choice," I argued. 

"You always have a choice, Katrina." 
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Did I have a choice when a four-inch blade was pressed 

against the whiteness of my throat? I guess I did. I chose 

life. 

"I have to go back to school even though I don't want to. 

I'm so mad at myself for transferring to Ball state. If I hadn't 

transferred, I probably would have graduated on time. Instead, 

I have two more years left. Two more years is an eternity. 

I don't know if I can do it, but I know that I have to do it. 

How's that for a dilemma?" I could feel frustration building 

up in my chest. My tone was sarcastic, almost biting. I'm 

not angry with you, Karen, I'm angry with life. But I knew 

that she understood. 

"Katrina, you have options. You could transfer to IUPUI. 

You can sit out for a semester. You can live at horne." 

"Then what happens to my sorority and my extra-curricular 

activities, and my friends? Do I just give all those up? I 

can't do that." I shook my head. 

"What's more important to you, your extra-curricular 

activities or your sanity?" 

I began to cry those everlasting tears again. 

"Karen, to tell you the truth, I don't give a shit about 

my sorority or the Alumni Association or Intramural basketball. 

They don't even seem real to me anymore. All of my sorority 

sisters talk about going out and getting drunk, and all I can 

think about is whether or not they're going to take a maniac 

horne with them when they're in a drunken stupor. They all talk 
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- about our formal in Indy and I think about a killer breaking 

into our hotel room and stabbing us all in our sleep. That's 

not normal, but it's my reality. How can I ever fit in to a 

normal lifestyle again? Even Victoria has learned to play the 

game. I don't understand it. How can those unimportant things 

become important when she's been threatened with death and beaten 

beyond recognition? I just don't feel normal anymore. I used 

to be able to play all of the college games, but now they're 

so childish and so unreal. I just want to be safe. I just 

want to be locked away with the few people that I love and trust. 

Twenty-thousand people is too many people to deal with every 

day. One out of every four of those women has been raped. 

One out of every ten men has raped. That's not the way it's 

supposed to be. Why don't people see that?" 

I was sobbing openly now. It had been so long since I'd 

been able to allow myself to do that. For a brief instant, 

I was afraid that the people in the waiting room could hear 

me. Then I didn't care. I just had to cry because the world 

had become such a sick place and no one even seemed to notice. 

* * * 

Andi left for school one week later. She decided to go 

back early to visit her grandparents who lived about an hour 

away from Ithaca. I cried when she left. I cried because I 

wouldn't see her again until Christmas. I also cried because 
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she was free. I watched her pack the Bravada with all of her 

belongings. I watched her drive into the early morning with 

her 70's tape blasting. 

I'll write. I'll call. Love you, miss you already. We 

hugged before she fastened her seat belt. I didn't want to 

let her go, but I knew that I had to. 

Take your freedom and go, my friend. Take the world by 

storm while you have the will to do it. Leave me behind if 

you have to. Make the world yours and then you'll never have 

to hide. 
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September, 1991 

School began too soon for me. I had decided to try 

commuting because the thought of living back in that town was 

too much to bear. So, every day I packed my things into my 

little black Escort and I drove for 50 minutes in order to work 

and go to class. I hated it after the first day. I was so 

frustrated, so angry. I felt like I had no choice, but I also 

knew I would go insane if I had to continue this routine for 

the entire school year. I stayed with it for two months. Then 

I got an offer I couldn't refuse. One of my sorority sisters 

wanted to move out of the dorms. She made it seem like apartment 

life would be wonderful endless fun. I believed her because 

I certainly wasn't having wonderful endless fun now. I thought 

I was ready. It had been over six months. 

Jessi and I moved into our two bedroom apartment a couple 

of weeks before fall midterms. She was a wonderful roommate. 

She cooked, she cleaned, and she walked me out to my car at 

night. She wouldn't let me out of her sight. She knew about 

the rape, knew about my fears. She did everything in her power 

to alleviate them. Besides being a wonderful roommate, she 

was also an avid socialite. Against my better judgment, we 

began to go out whenever we had the money to do it. 

"You have to go out, Katrina," she assured me one late 

afternoon. "You can't keep yourself cooped up for the rest 

of your life. It will make you feel better to be among friends. 
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The whole chapter will be there. We can drink and dance, and 

you'll forget about everything." 

I took the advice of my amateur psychiatrist. After all, 

she promised that we'd have fun. 

When I woke up late for class with an incredible headache 

the next morning, I decided that Jessi should stay out of 

psychiatry. She came bounding into my room. 

"Good morning, you Party Animal! Didn't we have the best 

time? You were out of control on the dance floor. I had to 

pry you off to get you home last night!" 

I couldn't believe what I was hearing. I didn't remember 

a thing about the night before, but Jessi assured me that I 

had an unforgettable time. So, I did it again the next night. 

I drank until I was past the point of remembering. I danced 

with strangers, but I never let them get close. Sorority sisters 

I never even talked to called and asked me to party with them. 

I was the belle of the ball and I was passing the days in 

oblivion. The semester was dwindling away, and I had found 

a way to free myself from the pain of living from day to day. 

Somehow I managed to keep my grades up. Somehow I managed 

to get out of bed every morning. But it wasn't long before 

my late nights caught up with me. Chris was calling and begging 

me to spend an evening with him. My body was begging me to 

spend an evening in bed. I knew it was time to stop. 

"What happened when you stopped going out every night?" 

I had returned home one Thursday afternoon at my mother's 
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request to visit Karen. 

IIThings slowed down too much. I had time to think about 

where I was every day. The nights were endless. Jessi still 

went out. I sat in the apartment by myself. On the nights 

that Chris couldn't come over, I just sat on the couch paralyzed 

with fear. Every time the phone rang, I jumped out of my skin. 

I tried calling some of my sorority sisters, but no one had 

time to talk to me. These were the same girls who begged me 

to go out with them the week before. Whenever I tried to talk 

about my fears or my worries, they always had something else 

to do. 1I 

IIWhat did you think about their reactions?1I 

III thought they sucked. 1I 

I paused for a minute. 

IINo, I'll tell you what I really thought. I was disgusted 

by them. I was disgusted and disappointed by their small 

one-track minds and their selfish little worlds. But most of 

all, I was disappointed in myself. I mean, I played the game, 

too. I flirted with the frat guys and I drank myself into 

oblivion. For a while, that was my entire existence. Once 

I removed myself from that environment, though, I felt really 

let down. I mean, they were my best friends when I was doing 

what they wanted me to do. Once I lost interest in their date 

dilemmas and their Big Bro mishaps, they lost interest in me. 

I couldn't find one person who would really talk to me. 1I 

IIWhat about Jessi?1I 
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- IIJessi was kind of an exception. She talked to me. We 

talked about everything. She has a lot of interesting ideas 

for someone her age. She probably understood better than 

anyone--not because she had experienced any kind of violation, 

but because she was afraid. She was deathly afraid. I admired 

her so much for allowing herself to admit her vulnerability 

and to prepare for it. She was also strong and independent. 

Sometimes I was jealous of her because she never seemed to need 

anyone else. But deep down inside, I think she did need other 

people. She needed to be the center of attention, needed to 

be noticed. While she was trying to turn heads, I was trying 

to hide. 1I 
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September 18, 1991 

Wednesday 

"Call me if you need a ride later." 

I dropped my Little Sis, Karyn, off in front of the 

auditorium. 

"I should be able to find someone to walk home with me, 

but thanks for the ride." 

I drove home and fixed my dinner. It was the first thing 

I'd eaten all day, and I was famished. As soon as I had finished 

taking my last bite of Weight Watchers fettucine, the phone 

rang. 

"Hi, Kat, it's me." Karyn. 

"Why aren't you in class?" I asked. She shouldn't have 

been out of night class for another hour. 

"We got out early. Do you think you can pick me up? You 

always tell me not to walk home at night by myself." 

I looked outside. The last hints of dusk were fading into 

darkness when I agreed to get Karyn. All you have to do is 

walk to your car, I assured myself. Just walk to your car and 

you'll be fine. You can drop Karyn off, drive to Chris's, and 

he can ride home with you. Jessi was at a meeting, so I knew 

I was by myself. I grabbed my ever-present can of mace and 

headed out the back door to the parking lot. 

The night was clean and crisp as I approached my little 

Escort. I breathed a big breath of autumn air as I lifted my 
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hand to unlock the door. 

A small scuffle made me turn my head to look behind me. 

Without warning, I felt a staggering blow to the left side of 

my head. I reeled back a couple of steps, remembered the mace 

in my hand, and began spraying the air blindly. I stumbled 

around, unable to see anything. My finger remained on the white 

button, though. I could hear the hissing sound of the toxic 

liquid being released into the cool night air. 

"Jesus Christ! Shit!" 

That voice. 

I want to watch you undress. 

Sweet dreams, Katrina. 

"God damn it!" 

Footsteps running into the darkness. A long black coat 

flying in the wind. His coat. His footsteps. 

My eye was throbbing with intense pain as I somehow managed 

to unlock my door and put the key into the ignition. I raced 

off into the night, barely able to see anything. My hands were 

shaking so badly that I had trouble steering. I almost ran 

into Karyn as I pulled up in front of the auditorium. 

"Unlock the door, Kat, I can't get in." She was pulling 

on the locked door handle. I obeyed her command. She climbed 

into the car. 

"Thanks for picking me up. I don't like walking alone 

at night." 

I sat silently, my chest heaving in great spasms. Karyn 
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turned to look at me. I turned to look at her. 

"Jesus Christ, Katrina! What happened?" 

I began sobbing. My eye felt like it would explode with 

each noise that I made, but I couldn't stop. 

"It was him! It was him! It was him!" 

"Let me drive," Karyn ordered. "Climb over here." 

I curled my body up into a tight ball in the passenger's 

seat. 

"It was him, Karyn!" 

"We're going back to my dorm room. We'll call Chris. 

We'll call the police." 

"It was him!" 

* * * 

A stout male officer entered Karyn's tiny dorm room. He 

seemed to take up the whole room. It made me feel 

claustrophobic. Chris was holding my hand so tightly that I 

thought it might stop my circulation. I just sat in the corner 

with an ice pack on my face. 

"Ma'am, if you'd like to have a female police officer do 

this, I can arrange it." 

I shook my head. What did it matter? 

"Do you want to do this in private?" the officer asked. 

I shook my head and tightened my grip on Chris's hand. 

"Can you describe the attacker to me?" 
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I shook my head again. I was so tired. My tears had worn 

me out and my head was pounding. I just wanted to go home and 

go to bed. I had an appointment with Karen the next day and 

I didn't know what I was going to say or do. My mom would 

definitely see me if I was in Greenfield, or she'd worry that 

lid gotten in an accident on the way home. She'd make me move 

back home. Maybe that wouldn't be so bad. 

"You didn't see anything?" 

I shook my head again. He didn't believe me. Screw him. 

"Some person just came up from behind and punched you in 

the face?" 

I nodded. 

"Could you tell if the person was male or female?" 

"Male." 

"How do you know?" 

"Because he said 'oh, shit' when the mace hit him." 

"You sprayed him with mace?" 

I nodded my head. 

"Can I see the bottle you used?" 

I handed him my saving grace. 

liDo you mind if I take this to the station for some tests?" 

"Yes, I do. It's my only protection." 

"If we can get some tests on this brand of tear gas, we 

may be able to find this guy. If he goes to any kind of medical 

unit for burns, we can match the sUbstances." 

I shook my head. 
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"Officer," Chris interjected, "maybe Katrina and I can 

bring the mace to the station during the day for some testing. 

That way she doesn't have to give it up." 

The officer shrugged his shoulders. 

Bastard, I thought. You don't give a shit. 

"Do you know of anyone who would want to hurt you?" 

Well, maybe my ex-high school basketball coach, I thought. 

I broke a few hearts in eighth grade. It could have been that 

guy that I cut off on the interstate the other day. 

"No." 

I heard Karyn move to speak. Don't say anything, I warned 

with my good eye. 

"Katrina, you kept saying 'It was him.' Maybe that means 

something." 

The officer looked at me with feigned interest. "Who is 

this 'him'?" 

"No one," I lied. It had been six months. I wasn't about 

to file a useless report now. Karyn understood. She didn1t 

say anything else. 

"I'd like for you to go to the health center with me so 

we can check this eye out." 

I nodded. "Can I have something for the pain?" 

"The nurses will decide that." 

All of a sudden, I realized that I was terrified to ride 

alone with this uniformed stranger. 
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"Can Chris and I follow you?" 

"If that's what you want." 
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September 19, 1991 

Thursday 

I was early for my appointment with Karen the next day. 

I arrived in town during Gail's prep period, so I decided to 

stop by and see her. I just needed to see her, to know that 

she was near. 

"Well, hello, strangert" she smiled as she looked up from 

the piano where she was practicing. "What a nice surpriset 

What's with the Ray-Bans? Were you out too late last night?" 

"Gail Ann, I don't want you to be shocked when I take my 

glasses off. It doesn't really hurt at all. I probably 

shouldn't have come by, but I really needed to see you. And 

I didn't want you to hear anything from anyone else." 

I took my glasses off to reveal my swollen and angry purple 

bruises. 

"Jesus." 

It was barely a whisper, but I saw the anger and frustration 

in Gail's bright blue eyes. 

"It was him, Gail. I didn't see him, but I know it was 

him. But right now, I don't want to talk about it. I just 

want to talk to you about everything and nothing. Can we do 

that?" 

Gail nodded, but I knew that that conversation was a lie 

for her. She couldn't talk about everything and nothing when 

she was face to face with the result of a second brutal attack. 
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It wasn't really fair for me to show myself and then expect 

her to forget it, but I expected it from her anyway. Who ever 

said life was fair? 

When the bell rang to end the hour, I hugged my friend 

and drove to Karen's office. Bedecked once again with 

sunglasses, I entered her private room. 

"Why the sunglasses today?" 

I didn't try to explain anything. I just took them off 

for her to see. 

"Oh, Katrina, what happened?" 

Her voice sounded as defeated as I felt. 

"He came back, Karen. He knows who I am and where I live. 

I recognized his voice. I didn't see his face, but I knew his 

voice. He attacked me in the parking lot. In MY parking lot. 

I was just going to pick a friend up from class. Why was he 

there? Why?" 

I leaned my head back against the chair, too tired to cry, 

too tired to feel anything. 

"Did you go to the police?" 

Another nod. 

"Did you tell them about the rape?" 

"What's the point? Who would believe me now? It's been 

six months." 

"It doesn't matter who believes you. We're not talking 

about a lie detector test here, Katrina. We're talking about 

your safety. If you're sure that it was the same person, then 
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maybe both reports would help nail him. Do you want that?" 

"I don't know," I admitted. "What I really want :is to 

be able to walk out to my car without the fear of having my 

face beaten in. I want to be able to live in my own apartment, 

and stay by myself, and smile at whomever I want to. I want 

my life back, and it's never going to happen." 

I said this without emotion. I was void of any feeling. 

All I could see was a dark and dangerous world that I had no 

choice but to live in. 

"You're never going to feel the way you once did. Some 

monster took that all away from you. But you can take your 

life back. You can learn to go on. You can't give up." 

I stared blankly at my counselor and I knew she was groping 

for understanding, too. 

"I don't know why this keeps happening to you, Katrina. 

But please don't let it break you. You're too good a person 

to give up on life. This world needs you." 

"I need to go," I said apologetically. I wanted to stay 

in that safe office forever, but I knew I couldn't. "I need 

to tell my mom what's happening." 

Karen nodded. "Good luck." 

She walked me to the door and I went the rest of the way 

alone. I glanced back before I turned the corner into the 

waiting room and I saw Karen writing at her desk. What was 

she recording? Katrina here again today--bashed in the 
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face--told her not to give up--cried for the pain she was 

feeling--stop. 

* * * 

"Hi, Mama." 

I stepped into Mom's office and was greeted by my sister 

and my niece. 

"Aunt Kertrina!" Amber bombarded me with kisses. "Got 

your glasses on?" Before I could stop her, she had my glasses 

off. "Got a boo-boo?" 

"Oh, my God. Katrina, what happened to you?" 

"Don't worry, Mom, it doesn't hurt." 

"Did you get hit playing basketball?" 

I shook my head and held Amber tighter. 

"I don't want you to be upset, Mom." 

"Then tell me what happened." 

I glanced at Carrie for help, but she looked as bewildered 

as Mom did. 

"want to corne over and play?" Amber asked. 

"I'd love to, Sweetheart! Aunt Trina will come over after 

you wake up from your nap." 

That tiny bundle of energy in my arms squealed with 

happiness. Dear God, protect her, I prayed. Keep her safe 

from all the evil in the world. Let me keep her safe in my 
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arms forever. What God was I praying to? Was there a protector 

God? Was there a God? 

"Katrina, sit down. Tell me what happened." 

"Let l s go to lunch," I suggested. "1111 tell you there." 

Over patty melts at the Waffle House, I told my mom and 

my sister the story of the night before. Amber played in her 

cottage cheese. 

"Ilm going back to school with you tonight," Mom declared 

adamantly. 

"What are you going to do, Mom?" I asked. 

"We l re going to the police tomorrow. Welre going to get 

this thing settled. 11m tired of sitting around and wondering 

whatls going to happen next. I donlt have the strength to worry 

like I do every day," Mom cried. 

I took her hands in mine. "you canlt spend all your time 

worrying about me just like I canlt spend all my time hiding 

away. live done what I can, Mom." 

"well, I havenlt. I didnlt feel right sitting around after 

the first incident happened, but I did because you asked me 

to. I canlt just sit around anymore, Katrina. I swear to God 

if I could, 1111 kill him with my bare hands. live got to do 

something to stop this madness. I can't let you keep hurting." 

I couldn't argue anymore. I thought about how I'd feel 

if someone were torturing my mom. lid go insane with anger, 

hate, rage. She had to be dying inside to see me victimized 
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twice. I knew she had to do what she had to do. I'd have to 

do the same thing in her situation. 

"Why don't I stay here tonight and then you, Bob, and I 

can all go back together tomorrow." 
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September 20, 1991 

Friday 

"Hello, folks, my name is Sergeant Adams. I'm sorry we 

have to meet under such unpleasant circumstances, but I hope 

we can get this situation resolved." 

My life, the situation that needed to be resolved. 

"This is Detective Johnson and he'll be in charge of 

Katrina's case." 

Sergeant Adams spoke as if I wasn't there. 

"If you folks don't mind, I'd like to speak to Katrina 

alone while Sergeant Adams speaks to you." 

Detective Johnson was a tall gangly man with an annoying 

Hoosier accent. 

"You've got quite a shiner there," he noticed as we were 

walking down the hall towards his office. 

Once we were seated, he cut the small talk and immediately 

began what we were there for. 

I recited all the details of the previous night like a 

broken record. He recorded all of my information like an 

overworked secretary. 

We finished all of the routine questions and then he asked, 

"Do you have any idea who might have done this?" 

All of a sudden I felt like I was in Confession again. 

Was it a sin to lie to a police detective? Forgive me, Father, 

for I have sinned. 
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run." 

"Yes." 

"Who do you think did this?" 

"The man who raped me on March 18, 1991." 

Detective Johnson didn't miss a beat. 

"Is this rape on file?" 

I shook my head. 

"Would you like for it to be? It might help in the long 

Remembering Karen's words, I nodded. I sat in that small 

white room and relived that night without feeling or emotion. 

When I was finished, Detective Johnson completed his questioning 

with the same lack of feeling and emotion. I didn't feel any 

better when I was done, didn't feel any worse. I was just tired. 

My head throbbed and my butt hurt from the orange plastic seat. 

I knew that Detective Johnson wasn't going to ride in on his 

white horse to slay my dragon. I doubted that he even believed 

me. Maybe that feeling carne from my intense fear of being 

questioned to death on the witness stand. Maybe my instincts 

told me that my case didn't really matter to him. But he knew. 

The police knew. It was on file. Somewhere in that vast office, 

a piece of paper read that Katrina Hodge had been raped by an 

unknown attacker that she couldn't identify. It still wouldn't 

stop him from doing it again. 
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III feel good about coming here today,ll Mom said as we walked 

to our car. IIAt least I know that something is happening. 

I just think that someone here needed to know what's going on. 1I 

She was interrupted by a loud distant voice. 

IIKatrina!1I 

I looked into the distance and saw one of my pledge sisters 

running toward me. 

IIKatrina, are you okay?1I 

I nodded. IIDid Karyn tell you what happened?1I 

"No, I read it. Everyone's been asking about you." 

I was stunned into silence. 

"What do you mean, 'You read it?'" my Mom asked politely. 

IIHaven't you seen the paper?" 

I shook my head and she handed me the campus newspaper. 

POLICE REPORTS--Katrina Hodge, 615 N. Dicks Street, 

assaulted by unknown attacker while entering car--victim 

sustained minor injuries, treated at Ball Health Center. 

They printed my address. The goddamn assholes printed 

my name and my address. I handed the paper back. 
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october 15, 1991 

Tuesday 

"Detective Johnson called again." 

"What did he want this time?" 

Jessi got up to stir the spaghetti. 

"He was just checking up on us. You know, I feel really 

safe with a detective watching us. I was worried about having 

a psycho-magnet for a roommate, but it's turning out okay." 

I laughed. Jessi had been such a good friend through all 

of this. I didn't dare tell her that I didn't trust Detective 

Johnson. I didn't tell her that I thought he was useless and 

uninterested in our welfare. I didn't tell her that I doubted 

him from the start because he was a man. But he had only 

reaffirmed my doubts with his own actions. He had passed me 

on campus the other day. He didn't even recognize me. I was 

supposed to be his number one priority and he didn't even know 

who I was. I knew that my file had been stashed away with all 

the other unsolved rape cases that had actually been reported. 

Our statistics were just too high. One in four. One in four. 

I was just a number. Just a number running away from reality 

in search of the life I used to know. 

"Katrina, do you mind if I ask you a question?" 

"Go ahead." 

"Why didn't you fight?" 

I sighed. The question that every rape victim has probably 
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been asked a million times. The question that can never be 

answered until someone experiences it first hand. 

"Jess, I didn't have any choice. He had a knife. He 

threatened me. I didn't know any of my neighbors--didn't expect 

any of them to help. I doubted that any of them would have 

heard me." 

"But, wouldn't it have been better to try and fight anyway? 

Was staying silent worth what you lost?" 

I didn't answer right away. Staying silent might have 

been the factor that saved my life. Silence might have granted 

me my future. But was living with the pain and the fear really 

living? I thought about my beautiful niece and the overwhelming 

love that I felt for her. I thought about my mom, my sister, 

Andi, Gail, Chris, and Tim. 

"Yes, it was worth it." 

Jessi sucked a long strand of spaghetti through her lips. 

"I would fight. I know that I would. If someone threatened 

to take so much away from me, I would challenge them to take 

my life, too." 

Maybe you would, Jess, I thought. Maybe that would be 

the right decision for you. Maybe I could have spared myself 

some agony if I'd defended myself. Maybe. But I made the only 

choice that I felt I had. 
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October 22, 1991 

Tuesday 

Exactly one week after Jessi and I had our talk, a phone 

call woke me up in the middle of the night. I picked it up 

so the ring wouldn't wake Jessi too. I was sure it was one 

of the many men that was after her. I was definitely going 

to tell him how I felt about his late night calls. 

Hello. 1I My voice was groggy and my head was clouded with 

sleep. 

IIHi, Katrina. 1I 

The voice on the other end was sharp, alert. 

IIJessi's asleep and 11m not going to wake her.1I 

"I don't want to talk to Jessi. I want to talk to you. 

It's been a long time since I've talked to you. 1I 

My heart skipped a beat as my brain snapped into focus. 

III miss you, Katrina. Didn't we have fun? Wouldn't you 

like to see me again? 11m glad you decided to come back to 

school. I like to be able to see you walking to class every 

day. I missed that. II 

I felt the bile rising in my throat. I closed my eyes 

and willed my hand to hang up the receiver, but I couldn't. 

The voice started again; so cool, so calm, so smooth. 

IIWhen can we get together again, Katrina? I miss the feel 

of your body ••• " 

Finally, my hand obeyed as I slammed the receiver onto 
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the hook. I sat straight up in bed waiting for the shrill ring 

of the phone to shatter the silence of the dark night. But 

it never came. When I saw the sunlight filtering through our 

Venetian blinds, it still had not come. 

I called Detective Johnson the next morning after I 

explained what had happened to Jessi. 

"Well, the best I can do right now is to put a tap on your 

phone. If he calls back, you'll need to keep him on the line 

for more than one minute." 

He won't call back that quickly. He's too smart. He knows 

how to play. And I knew that Detective Johnson didn't know 

how the game was run. 

"That won't be necessary," I said in the same detached 

voice that he used to speak to me. "Thank you." 

"Jess," I said after I hung up the phone, "don't tell my 

parents what happened, okay?" 

"Okay. What did Detective Johnson say?" 

"That there's nothing he can do." 

Jessi just nodded. We didn't always see eye to eye on 

every issue, but she understood how the world worked. She took 

my hand in hers. 

"We'll be okay." 
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October 27, 1991 

Sunday 

I went home as usual on the weekend and decided to go to 

church. It had been a lifetime since I'd been and I needed 

some direction. The service began as usual. Carrie and I 

exchanged pained looks at the sounds of the guitar group, and 

Amber shuffled through every hymnal in the pew. 

"As most of you know, today is Catholic Right To Life day." 

I sat up in my seat. 

"Every year, we rally for the rights of unborn children 

in the fight to illegalize abortion. Too many innocent victims 

are terminated by abortion every day. Too many women who have 

undergone abortions are faced with the devastating emotional 

aftermath. After our service today, there is a petition in 

the vestibule. I would like each and everyone of you to sign 

it to show your support for the Right To Life movement. It 

will be published in next weekend's Sunday paper." 

The rest of the Mass centered around Right To Life issues. 

During the Offertory, a bearded man sang a song called "What 

Was I Supposed To Be?" I looked at innocent Amber leafing 

through the pages of her songbook. What if she had never been 

born? Then I thought about Jimmy's words, "I can tell you right 

now that your pregnancy test is negative." Images of a demonic 

child-rapist sprang to my mind. What if Jim's words had been 

different? What if I had been impregnated by the devil that 
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have expected me to carry that monster baby to full term. They 

would have condemned me if I wanted to rid myself of the evil 

that would have been sustaining itself with my life. I could 

see the regular church-goers' faces as I walked into church 

after having an abortion. You don't belong here, they'd whisper. 

You're a murderer, a killer. You're just as bad as the man 

who raped you. 

I realized as I sat there through that service that I didn't 

belong. I felt differently than all those people thought. 

I thought about the children who were born into poverty every 

minute. I thought about the deformed and retarded children 

who were kept alive with modern day technology. They never 

had the hope of acquiring any normal life functions, but they 

were considered alive and that's what mattered to the church. 

Weren't we free from all pain and suffering in God's kingdom? 

Isn't that what I was taught in my eight years of Catholic 

education? Then how could we justify prohibiting a child whose 

life offered only pain from entering that kingdom of happiness 

and freedom? 

I knew that my own situation was at the heart of my 

justifications, but it did change my entire outlook. I didn't 

want to associate with people who chose to take my decisions 

from me after one man took away all of my control. I knew in 

my heart that I would have wanted an abortion if that man had 

impregnated me. I also knew that my fellow worshippers would 
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have wanted me to keep that child and reform it's evil genes 

with the love and grace of God. 

I took Amber to the bathroom during Communion that morning. 

I couldn't justify receiving the Body of Christ in a place where 

I didn't believe. My God wasn't judgmental like these people. 

My God was understanding. He didn't make generalizations that 

were expected to apply to every situation. He just loved me 

for me. 

I had never questioned my religious upbringing until that 

morning. I watched my mom and my sister sign the Right To Life 

petition and I knew that they would not understand how I felt. 

But that forty-five minutes of self-righteous preaching had 

taught me to question things that I had always taken as fact. 

Those forty-five minutes alienated me from the one place where 

I felt safe. It was no longer a safe place. 

Didn't Jesus say "Judge not less ye be judged?" Didn't 

he say "Let him who is without sin cast the first stone?" How 

did we arrive at a point where we were overruling Jesus's words? 

And who recorded those words in the first place? Religion didn't 

come from God, it came from man. The books were written by 

man and the rules were made by man. I thought about the Pope 

who sat in Rome bedecked in gold and jewels while millions of 

good people were starving in the streets. The nuns had always 

taught us that only Catholics could go to heaven. What if my 

rapist was a baptized Catholic? Did he just sayan Act of 

Contrition on his death bed to absolve himself from all those 
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friend who dedicated himself to working with abused and neglected 

children? If that was the way things worked in this world, 

then I didn't want to be a part of them. 

98 



-

October 7, 1991 

Thursday 

"I haven't seen you in a while," Karen said warmly as I 

sat in her office with my fresh cup of coffee. Her eyes glowed 

like she was truly glad to see me. I was also truly glad to 

see her. I couldn't help but look past our counselor/patient 

relationship to see what a warm person she was. She made me 

feel comfortable. She made me feel unthreatened. For one hour 

every week, I was safe in between the four walls of her tiny 

office. 

"Looks like your eye healed up well." 

"All except for this little spot," I agreed as I pointed 

to the broken blood vessel under the corner of my eye. I had 

to cover it up every morning with concealer. 

"I never would have noticed it if you hadn't pointed it 

out. How have you been?" 

"Confused," I admitted. "I have a million things running 

through my mind and I don't know how to sort them out. First 

of all, I guess I should tell you what happened last week." 

Karen tilted her head with interest. 

"He called." 

"What?" 

"He called me in the middle of the night. He said he missed 

me and that he was glad I was back on campus." I was too 

embarrassed to tell her that he missed the warmth of my body. 
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"Did you tell the police?" 

I nodded my head. "Not that it did any good." 

Karen sighed. "That's so often the case with a situation 

like yours. "I don't want to discourage you, but a lot of times 

the police investigators don't actively pursue an old case." 

But it's not old, I thought. He's still out there. He's 

still calling. He still knows where I am and he wants to see 

me. I didn't say anything, though. I was tired of asking 

questions that had no answers. 

"I went to church last Sunday." 

"You hadn't gone for a while had you? What was it like?" 

"Very discouraging. Very confusing. I don't think I belong 

there anymore, but it's scary because it's been such a part 

of my life for so long. I always took it for granted, but I 

never really thought about what I was proclaiming to believe 

in. I know that I believe in God, but I don't believe in the 

God that the Catholic church wants me to believe in. I worship 

a non-judgmental, understanding God. I don't even think he'd 

approve of organized religion today." 

"Have you considered learning about different religions?" 

"Yes, but I think that once man has a hand in religion, 

it gets corrupted somehow. I have my individual faith and I 

don't think I have to declare my loyalty to a certain church 

to maintain my own private beliefs." 

"Those are your own choices, Katrina. Those are the 

decisions that you have to make for yourself. Only you know 
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decisions that are yours." 

Why am I here then, I thought. If I'm making my own 

decisions and my own choices, why do I have to share them with 

someone else? 

"I'm only here to guide you through your own inner 

struggles," Karen said as if in response to my silent 

questioning. 

"I don't want this to sound ungrateful or mean, but maybe 

I don't need to come here anymore." 

I prayed that she would understand my reasoning. I didn't 

want to hurt her or make her feel unwanted. 

"I mean, I have so many questions and so many feelings, 

sometimes I can't even straighten them out enough to talk about 

them. I feel like I'm going around in circles with you. There 

are some things that are so personal and so private inside me 

that even I can't verbalize them. It's not that I don't want 

to, it's just that I can't. And I don't want to waste your 

time or mine trying to reach for answers that aren't there." 

"You don't have to explain anything to me," Karen assured 

me. "If you're ready to stop coming to me, then by all means, 

stop coming to me. But I would like for you to do me one favor." 

"What's that?" 

"Talk to your uncle. See what he thinks." 

"Do you think I'm ready to stop counseling?" 

"Honestly, no. You still have so many fears and so many 
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inhibitions. I would like to be able to help you with those • 

But on the other hand, I may not be able to. You may be better 

off on your own. Only you can make that decision." 

But my decision was made. No more forcing myself to speak 

about things that I couldn't sort out in my mind. Now I would 

just have to live with them from day to day like I did anyway. 

I wouldn't have to share them with anyone. 

"Remember that you can come back to see me whenever you 

want to." 

"Thanks for everything, Karen. I promise I won't just 

drop off the face of the earth. I'll keep in touch. I'll 

probably be back even sooner than I expect to." 

"I hope so. Not because I want you to need someone to 

talk to, but because I'd like to see you. Good luck." 

I walked out of the comfort of that small room with mixed 

emotions. I felt relieved that I would no longer have to put 

my most perplexing emotions into understandable words, but I 

was also afraid of leaving the security of Karen behind. 

I drove to Jimmy's office hoping that he would have a spare 

moment to talk to me. 

"Hi, Sweetheart," he greeted when he saw me in the waiting 

room. "What can I do for you?" 

"Do you have a minute to talk? It won't take long." 

"I have a little time. I've got to deliver a baby soon, 

but I have a few minutes." 

I already felt caught up in the rush of Jim's pressured 
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life. He was always moving too quickly, always having to squeeze 

his family members into the open slots between his many patients. 

Although he did it willingly, I always felt like I was 

inconveniencing him with my problems. So, I talked as quickly 

as I could. 

"I just got back from Karen's and ••• " 

"You're still seeing Karen? I thought you'd stopped seeing 

her a long time ago." 

"Well, that's what I wanted to talk to you about. She 

wanted your opinion on whether or not it's okay for me to stop 

counseling." 

"What does she think?" 

"She doesn't think I'm ready, but I do." 

"If you think you're ready, then I think you are, too. 

I think you were probably ready a long time ago. You're too 

smart to be in counseling for very long. You already know how 

to work things out in your head. Some people need that kind 

of direction to help them sort things out, but you're not one 

of those people. I sent you to Karen because I think you needed 

her right at the start, but I think you're better off on your 

own now." 

I felt myself wanting to defend Karen. Sometimes I didn't 

understand Jim's reasoning. It almost seemed like he was 

trivializing my entire experience. I knew that he just wanted 

me to be able to go on with my life, but I wasn't sure if I 

was ready to. Despite what he actually said to me, 
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I heard, "You're too smart to let this rape thing get you down. 

Just go on with your life. Forget it. It's over." 

I was so disappointed that my uncle could feel that way. 

But deep inside, I knew that no man could fully understand the 

impact of a forced sexual attack on a woman. Not Jim, not Chris, 

not even the priests of the Catholic church. 

"I also think that you can stop taking the Prozac now." 
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November, 1991 

Maybe it was all in my mind, but after I stopped taking 

my Prozac, things went downhill fast. Never before had I been 

bombarded with so many questions and doubts. Extreme highs 

and lower-than-Iows were the norm. I couldn't find a happy 

medium no matter how hard I tried. Home was the place I ran 

to every weekend. I felt like it was my secret hiding place. 

He had never touched me at home. He didn't know my phone number, 

didn't know my address. When I was home, I was free--at least 

for the weekend. I guess I was never really free, though. 

His shadow was always lurking behind me, the too-soft touch 

of his hands always upon my body. 

I still went to church with my family even though I grew 

more and more disgusted with every visit. I didn't quite know 

how to break that habit that had been a part of my life ever 

since I could remember. And I somehow felt like I was missing 

out on something if they went without me. 

"Katrina!" 

I was leaving the church as quickly as possible when a 

shrill voice diverted my attention. 

"Home again this weekend?" 

It was Mrs. Michaels. She was the loudest parent I'd ever 

known. Her daughter and I had played softball and volleyball 

together in high school. Actually, her daughter never played 

much, but Mrs. Michaels was definitely the leading cheerleader. 
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She was also one of the most annoying people live ever known. 

I ignored her comment and greeted her instead. 

"You sure seem to be home quite a bit lately." 

It's none of your damn business, I wanted to scream. 

Wouldn't that shake those devout Catholics up a bit. 

"I just can't seem to stay away from this niece of mine," 

I said through gritted teeth as I pulled Amber in front of me 

for protection. Not protection for me, but for Mrs. Michaels. 

I needed someone in between us so I could restrain myself from 

hitting her. 

"Havenlt found your niche at school yet, huh?" 

I forced a polite laugh and walked away, cursing under 

my breath. I hated myself for not standing up to her, but I 

hated her more for invading my private world. Why did people 

think they had the right to judge others? Why did she even 

care what I did with my spare time? Why did I care what she 

thought of me? 

How could I not care what people thought of me? 

When I looked in the mirror every morning, I saw a changed 

person, a defiled person, a person struggling to redefine an 

altered existence. I needed approval from others in order to 

feel it for myself. I hated that more than anything. I hated 

having to rely on others for the self-esteem that I was lacking. 

I resented them for prying into my private life, but I needed 

them for sustenance and survival. Notice me, my soul screamed. 

Give me your undying attention! Make me feel like 11m someone 

106 



.-

-. 

worthy of life. Give me a reason • 

"I heard what she said to you," Carrie whispered as we 

walked out of the church. "What a bitch." 

It seemed funny hearing my sister cuss in front of st. 

Michael's Catholic Church. We had both grown up there in eternal 

fear of hell and damnation, and here she was calling a regular 

devoted member a bitch. I laughed despite the anger that boiled 

inside of me. I laughed because my sister was right. Plain 

and simple, Mrs. Michael's was a bitch. 

* * * 

Gail called me that evening after I'd returned to school. 

"Are you coming home to meet with Karen on Thursday?" she 

asked eagerly. 

"I'm not seeing Karen anymore, but I'll probably corne home 

anyway. What's up?" 

"I just thought that maybe we could go get a Coke after 

school or something. I miss you and would like to see you while 

you're home sometime. The weekends always seem to pass by too 

quickly." 

"I'd love to get together," I promised. "Why don't I pick 

you up at 3:00?" 

"Sounds great. I'll see you then. Have a good week." 

"Take care, Gail Ann." 

The phrase that I normally ended our conversations with 
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had taken on a new meaning. Take care wasn't a casual closer 

anymore. I meant everything that it implied. Take care of 

yourself, Gail. Don't go out alone. Don't drive with your 

doors unlocked. Bolt your patio door before you go to bed. 

Don't get hurt because I couldn't bear your pain as well. 

It turned out that Gail had definitely been taking care 

of herself. When I met her on Thursday afternoon, she was 

bursting with happiness. 

"I know that something's up just by looking at your face," 

I said as she climbed into the Escort. "You have ulterior 

motives for this meeting, don't you?" 

"I didn't want to tell you over the phone, but I couldn't 

wait much longer to tell you." 

"What?" I smiled, caught up in the magic in her eyes. 

She lifted her left hand and blinded me with the dazzling 

radiance of a diamond engagement ring. 

"Gerald and I are getting married in December." 

I was shocked. I didn't know what to say as I gazed into 

her enraptured face. Gerald was the man she'd been seeing for 

quite a while, but I hardly knew him. Gail always referred 

to him as "Him"--and that was when she chose to talk about him. 

I'd met him a couple of times at some of her high school 

productions, but I didn't know him. He had well-manicured 

fingernails and that was about the extent of my knowledge of 

Gerald. But Gail had chosen to spend the rest of her life with 

him. While I was struggling with my existence, she had been 
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falling in love. I was so confused. I could tell that Gail 

was truly happy and I couldnlt help but share in her happiness. 

Somewhere even deeper, however, I felt threatened. I saw her 

slipping away from me. I saw her devoting her life to someone 

else and putting our friendship aside. She wouldnlt always 

be able to be there for me. I wouldnlt be able to sleep on 

her couch when I needed a weekend getaway. We wouldnlt be able 

to drop everything and shop on a whim. She was no longer mine. 

I was ashamed at my selfish reactions. Was this what I 

had become? My beautiful friend was trying to share the most 

important moment of her life with me and I was afraid of letting 

her go. I hated myself for thinking my self-centered thoughts, 

but they wouldnlt leave me. 

1I0h, Gail, 11m so happy for yoU!1I It wasnlt a lie. I was 

truly happy for her. Her happiness mattered so much to me. 

I was just afraid of letting her go. Tears sprang to my eyes 

and I wasnlt sure about their origin. Were my selfish needs 

surfacing to spoil a special moment between two friends, or 

was I allowing the love that I felt for Gail to overwhelm me 

to tears of happiness and rejoicing? Life goes on, I thought 

to myself. Let it go. Go with it and find a new place. 

IIAre you happy, Gail? 

IIMore than any thing. II 

cerulean eyes. 

Is this what you want?1I 

The sunshine reflected in her 

llThen I want it for you, toO.1I I knew in my heart that 
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I meant it. Now I just had to find the courage to follow 

through. 

"There's something else I want to ask you." 

"What is it?" Whatever it is, I'll do it for you, my 

friend. Give me one more chance to prove how special you are 

to me before I give you up. 

"You have been such a special part of my life. I can't 

imagine getting married without you beside me. Would you be 

one of my bridesmaids?" 

The tears returned against my will, but I allowed them 

to corne anyway. 

"I would like nothing more than to share that day with 

you, Gail. I'd be honored to be your bridesmaid." 
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