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Foreword



“All things work together for good to them that love 
God and are called according to his purpose.”


—Romans 8:28


Every two minutes somewhere in America someone is being sexually assaulted. Ninety-five percent of the time the victim knows their perpetrator. One out of every sixteen perpetrators will ever spend time in prison and the ones that do spend time in prison are usually out in a year or two for good behavior.


We live in a society where sexual abuse is not a topic to speak about. With the recent media coverage of the Catholic priests, it has put a lot of attention on the matter and opened the eyes of many. It is time people take a hard look at what our world is coming to. One in every three girls and one in every six boys will be sexually abused before their eighteenth birthday. In the United States alone there are an estimated sixty million survivors of sexual abuse. Sixty-seven percent were abused under the age of thirteen.


A victim of abuse faces a lifetime of humiliating, degrading, and life-altering events. In my diary I give you the personal look into the lives of my family’s ordeal and how my innocence and trust were taken from me at a young age. All it took was one night for my entire life to change. Some may wonder why I would expose such a personal and private matter, but if my diary is to save one child from becoming an innocent victim of abuse it was well worth publishing my dairy.


By the time you put this book down you will get an in depth look at my personal journey and how I have become the person I am today. In the time it took you to read this foreword, another person became an innocent victim of sexual abuse.
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Introduction



OCTOBER, 2003 8:00 P.M.


I can’t believe I still use this little pink diary. I got it so many years ago. Well here are the events of what happened today. Mom pulled into the parking lot of the three-story hospital. Once we got inside we sat down in a waiting room. I sat staring at the large aquarium watching the colorful fish swimming back and forth. What a boring life it must be being a fish. They are so beautiful and seem very peaceful. My life seems to be nothing but the opposite and sometimes there are days I wish I wasn’t alive. For a long time I’ve been searching for peace in my life. I’ve been sitting on a couch next to my mom as she reads a magazine for the past half hour. Thoughts race through my head of what is to become of me. My nerves are in knots not knowing what is about to take place. A television off to the corner of the room shows the daily news. Why, I wonder, is there nothing but terrible things our world reports in the everyday news? Nothing but murder, rape, and war. I begin to relate to the television as war goes on in Iraq. I’m fighting my own war inside me. I suddenly hear my name being called. A man standing by the receptionist desk introduces himself to me. “Do you want your mom to come with you?” he asks. I told him I would be fine on my own. Mom wishes me good luck as I follow behind the man. Walking down a hallway I notice all the doors are locked and operated from the front desk. I pass a cafeteria and a bunch of offices until I’m led into an office called registration. A middle aged man greets me and asks me a variety of questions. He then goes on to explain how my records are kept confidential. From there I am led to another room where I am told I will have an assessment done. For another twenty minutes, I sit waiting. Looking around, I see another boy about fourteen arguing with his mother. Finally a woman greets me and motions me into a small room. I take a seat on the couch while the woman pulls out papers. She begins by asking me a couple questions. We are interrupted by the sounds of screams and doors slamming outside the room. She tells me we are going to have a code green and it will get pretty loud. She asks me if I wanted to stay there in the room or go back out in the waiting room. I decide to stay where I am. She walked out, closing the door behind her. Over the intercom, I hear code green being called. I then realize the yelling is coming from the boy who was arguing with his mother earlier. The yelling turns to crying as the boy is led away and I assume he is taken to a secure place elsewhere in the hospital. A few moments later the lady apologizes for the trouble and continues. She begins again by asking me what brought me to the behavioral health hospital. I can feel the tears forming in my eyes. I was a victim of sexual abuse.





Innocence



“A child’s innocence is priceless.”


Author unknown
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MAY, 1996 8:00 P.M.


On Wednesday, January 30th, 1985 my mom went into labor. Fifty-seven hours later she gave birth to me at home all naturally on a waterbed. She decided with all her pregnancies not to take any medication for pain. I was twenty-one inches long and eight pounds eight ounces. My parents named me Erin Merryn, pronounced Mur-rin, but my dad’s family pronounced it Mare-in. “Erin Mare-in.” They thought it was funny. My middle name was changed to Elizabeth a month later. I like Merryn better. As a baby I was very shy and quiet until around two and a half years of age when I started talking and wouldn’t stop. I would talk to just about anyone I saw. At three years old a priest told me his name was Father Deimer. I asked him “Whose father?” and he answered me that he was everyone’s father, my father, my parents’ father, my grandparents’ father and even their parents’ father! I gave him a funny look and said, “Who are you God?” Everyone got a good laugh especially since it was coming from a three year old. I was considered a daddy’s girl from the start. I’d always be sitting by the door waiting for daddy to come home. My mom was a stay-at-home mom raising three girls. I was the middle child. I always enjoyed my mom’s macaroni and cheese, which included a song my mom made up that we would sing at lunchtime. Dad works hard running his own business. As a little girl I’d look forward to my kiss, hug, and a high five I received from my dad before he left for work. My sisters are Allie and Caitlin. Allie is two years younger then I. Caitlin is the oldest and three years older than I. My childhood has been filled with trips to the zoo, amusement parks, beaches, trips to Michigan to camp and visit the sand dunes. I never had to go far to have fun. In my own back yard were a swing set, playhouse, and a huge wooden sandbox my mom made and filled with sand. My street was filled with children so anyone who drove down it could hear the screams and laughter of kids. Down the street lived three boys around my age and they were friends of Allie and me. Across the street lived Caitlin’s best friend, Carey. The two of them were inseparable. The sidewalks down our street were designed with colorful sidewalk chalk drawings and the driveways were filled with bikes, wagons, and strollers. When it was time to leave for school, the neighborhood kids would meet at our house and my sisters and I would walk with everyone. There was a park down the street from our house that all the neighborhood kids would play at. We would also ride our bikes or roller skate in the tennis court. Summer is the season I’ve looked forward to most. Running around the neighborhood barefoot with my sisters and neighborhood friends. The hot summer days are always spent in the backyard in the sprinkler or plastic pool. Most of my weekends are spent in Wisconsin at my cottage, which my parents bought when I was one year old. Two years ago I experienced my first big adjustment. WE MOVED! It wasn’t far from where I grew up. It is still in the same town and only about five minutes away. The new house backed up to a pond and has a path that leads to the elementary school. Not only did I have to get used to living in a new house, but also a new school. My best friend was moving too, but she was moving all the way to Arizona. Her name was Shannon and I haven’t heard from her since I moved two years ago. Although the move was difficult I adjusted well and soon made a new best friend. Her name was Jessica and she was the first one to talk to me when I started my first day at the new school. She was in my class and it was the start of a friendship. The summer after our move we spent most of our time going to our summerhouse and playing at the beach. I also brought Jessica up to Wisconsin where we were dressed in matching red, white, and blue dresses for the annual forth of July parade at the beach. My mom had made the dresses. After a summer of going to the pool, my Wisconsin cottage, fishing in the pond, and the summer day camp run by the park district, it was time for another school year to begin. Another person that came into my life when we moved was Emily. She moved across the street a week after we moved in. So she was new to the neighborhood, too. My sister Allie and I became really good friends with Emily, spending most our time hanging out with her. Early in the school year I learned that Jessica’s dad’s job was being transferred to Indiana. It was very sad and it was at this time in my life I began to realize that life isn’t always fair.


Today I am eleven years old. My mom bought this diary for me at the mall today while shopping with my sisters and me. I live in Illinois and spend a lot of my time in Wisconsin. Both my parents come from large families, but it is my dad’s family that we are close with. They all live very close. My Aunt Mary and Uncle Scott live just down the path from us. They have four boys. Jake is their baby. Then there is David, Mike, and Brian the oldest. Mike is my age and Brian is a couple years older then I. I sometimes spend more time at their house than my own since they live so close. My dad comes from a family of seven kids. So during the holidays it is a house full of people. At my summer house I spend the day at the beach, on the boat or in town. At night we do campfires and roast marshmallows while mom tells ghost stories. I love watching the sunset or lying under a blanket of stars in the sky at night. During winter we come to Wisconsin and either go on our snowmobiles, if there is enough snow, or go into town and see the ice sculptures. I also like building snowmen or catching snowflakes with my tongue.


As far as school goes I am about to finish fourth grade. I had an awesome teacher this year. Her name is Mrs. Ackman and she has been the greatest. We just went on our school field trip to Springfield. We took a coach bus and left at six in the morning. We saw some interesting places. My favorite was Lincoln’s Memorial. For dinner we stopped and ate at an Old Country Buffet. I sat with all my friends. We didn’t get home until after ten. My dad had to come get me off the bus since I’d fallen asleep on the way home. The next day at school all we did was talk about Springfield and watch movies. All together it was a fun experience. One I will look back on for years. I do very well in school except for math. I struggle with all the equations. I would rather spend my time daydreaming then learning my multiplication tables. Reading and writing are my favorite. Well, it is getting late so I better end this here for the night. I need to get some sleep. My prayers tonight are for all the sick children who are in hospitals and aren’t fortunate like me to have such a happy and healthy life. Good night!


Erin


JUNE, 1996 4:15 P.M.


It’s the last day of school. I am sad because I have made so many new friends this year. One of my very best friends this year was the new girl, Asha. She has very long black hair. Hopefully we will have fifth grade together. I am going to miss Mrs. Ackman, but she told me I have a great teacher for next year. I am excited for summer to spend it going up to Wisconsin. I can’t wait to go to the beach. My uncle and dad take my sisters and I along with our cousins tubing. I tend to go very slow because I am terrified of speed. My sister Allie and I bring up our best friend, Emily. Emily is Allie’s age, but we both hang out with her. Emily likes to do lemonade stands with us during the summer. We even sell homemade peanut butter cookies that my mom baked. My grandparents also have a summerhouse and condo in Wisconsin. All my other cousins stay at my grandparents’ house when they come up. My Aunt Jenny is getting married next month and I’m a flower girl. My sister Allie and our cousin Molly are also flower girls. A bunch of my relatives are flying in from around the country for the wedding. My mom just came in my room and told me to pack my suitcase for Wisconsin. I’ll write more later.


Erin



JUNE, 1996 6:20 P.M.



My summer is going good. Today was a fun day. Allie, Emily and I spent the day playing with our dolls. We took them on walks in our strollers to the park and pushed them in the swings. When we came home we played school. I was the teacher and they were my students. We played for a couple hours and then Emily had to go home for dinner. She is coming back later to spend the night. My sister just came in my room to tell me dinner is ready. We are having chicken pot pie, one of my favorites.


Erin


JULY, 1996 10:05 P.M.


Well, my Aunt Jenny got married. It was a fun wedding. Being a flower girl was exciting. There were hundreds of people there. The reception was the best part of the wedding. We did a lot of dancing and didn’t get home until really late. It was a night to remember. We later went up to Wisconsin and went over to a house where relatives were renting. We did a bunch of dancing and videotaped the whole party. The fourth of July was also spent in Wisconsin. Our private beach association does a parade each year. We decorate our golf cart and wear our American dresses in the parade. After the parade we eat hotdogs and spend the rest of the day at the beach swimming. Our beach has a slide and a pier that has a diving board and then a raft you have to swim to that has another diving board that is a high diving board. I play a water game with my cousins and sisters called, “rag tag.” It is like the game tag, but instead you have a rag you throw at a person. We also play king of the raft and chicken fights on the diving board. So far my summer has been a blast. This week I am having a lemonade stand with Emily and Allie. We are also walking to the store and going shopping together. I’ll write more another day. Good night.


Erin


JULY 1996 10:45 P.M.


I’m having such a fun summer. I spent the weekend at the beach and then had a huge campfire at my grandparents’ house in Wisconsin with all my cousins. Tonight I went to my Aunt Mary and Uncle Scott’s house and while the adults played cards I played in the basement with all my cousins and sisters. We then got into wrestling and I was beating up my older cousin Brian and my other cousin Mike. Brian is stronger than I, but he let me win. We then had foosball tournaments against each other. Allie and Mike went against Brian and me. Brian and I won. We then watched a really scary movie on television until it was time to go home. It was a fun night!


Erin


AUGUST, 1996 12:15 P.M.


Today I went with my family and Uncle Scott, Aunt Mary, and cousins Brian, Mike, David and Jake to Great America. We got there early in the morning. We split up in groups. I stayed with my Aunt Mary and cousins David and Jake because I’m scared of roller coasters. So I spent the day on all the little kid rides, but I had fun. We met up with the rest of the family for lunch at a picnic table. We stayed until it was dark. By then we had to leave because we were driving up to Wisconsin. My sisters slept the whole way home. I sat counting the stars and thinking about how much fun I had all day today. Well it is late so I will end this. Good Night!


Erin


AUGUST, 1996 8:30 P.M.


Today I did so much. First Allie, Emily, and I took our babies for a walk to the park. Then we put the babies to sleep and went fishing in my back yard. We caught a ton of fish. Emily is afraid to take off the fish so Allie and I always have to do it for her. The worst fish to catch are the catfish. They have stingers. We have to use gloves and scissors to get them off. It was a hot and sunny day. I don’t think there was a cloud in the sky. It got so hot mom let us turn on the sprinkler in the back yard and we ran around in our swimsuits. I am very tired now so I am going to go to bed.


Sweet dreams!


Erin


AUGUST, 1996 8:05 P.M.


Tomorrow is the first day of school. I will be in fifth grade. I heard my teacher is really nice. I have a bunch of friends from fourth grade in my class. Since today was the last day before school, my Aunt Mary called my mom and we decided to go miniature golfing. My mom, Caitlin and I went. Allie went to Great America with Emily. Aunt Mary had all four boys come with us. We had so much fun. It was a great way to end the summer. After golfing we went out for lunch. Jake eventually needed a nap since he is only two, so we finished lunch and left. I spent a lot of time at my Aunt Mary’s house. In fact she told me she is going to need extra help and wanted me to be her babysitter. She knows how much I like babies and little kids. Well it is 8:15 p.m. and I need to get to sleep before my big day of school tomorrow. I’m really excited and happy.


Erin


SEPTEMBER, 1996 10:45 P.M.


I’m really scared and confused right now. Something happened last night, but I don’t know whom to tell. My parents stopped over at my grandparents’ condo in Wisconsin. When we arrived my cousins were there. Caitlin found out our cousins were staying the night so she asked if the two of us could stay the night. My parents said it was okay as long as we had a ride back home the next day. Our cousin Megan was having her mom pick her up in the morning To take her to the mall and said her mom could take us home. We said goodbye to our parents just as the pizza arrived. We all ate pizza and then the teenagers decided to go walk around the condo, they said I couldn’t go with them. I stayed back at the room where Grandma pulled out an air mattress for me to sleep on. I fell asleep while watching a movie. I was expecting to wake from the morning sunlight, but instead woke up around 3:00 a.m. to a very uncomfortable feeling. I felt something moving around in my pants. I immediately realized it was my cousin Brian’s hand moving all around my vagina. He was rubbing his hand back and forth. I felt his finger going inside me. I panicked, grabbed his sweaty hand by pulling it out and placing it on his chest. I looked over at him to see his eyes wide open. For a quick second I was looking into his eyes, but then he closed them and pretended to be asleep. I turned so my back was facing him and curled up in a ball. I was sick to my stomach. I could feel the pizza from dinner creeping up my throat as if I were about to puke. For over an hour I lay in fear holding back the tears. Just as the sun was about to rise I fell back asleep. Three hours later I woke up and told myself over and over it was all a dream, but deep in my heart I knew I couldn’t fool myself. All morning I couldn’t even look at Brian, but at one point we had eye contact and it was one long stare at each other. It disgusted me! I wanted to shower because I felt so dirty. When my aunt arrived she took Megan, Caitlin and me to town for lunch. We went to a place called “Bottles” where they mainly serve pizza. We ordered a cheese pizza, but I couldn’t take one bite without feeling like I was going to puke again. Just the thought of eating pizza right now makes me want to throw up. We later went shopping at the mall, but all I wanted to do was go home. I couldn’t get last night out of my mind no matter how hard I tried. I just keep telling myself it was a nightmare. I’m really scared and confused. It’s been a long day and I need some sleep.


Erin


SEPTEMBER, 1996 9:30 P.M.


It has been three weeks since the situation at my grandparent’s condo in Wisconsin. I keep trying to tell myself it was all a dream, but deep down I know it wasn’t. I’ve been babysitting for my Aunt Mary and I see Brian all the time. He acts no different than usual, very friendly and outgoing. I am trying to keep my mind on other things like school, the play I am in, and a book I’m reading. It is hard to stay focused in school and my grades aren’t the best right now. When I should be listening to the teacher I’m replaying over in my head what happened three weeks ago. Over time I hope I eventually forget it. It is on my mind so much. It’s ripping me apart.


Erin


OCTOBER, 1996 10:15 P.M.


This month has been good so far. I saw my best friend from my old school for the first time in years. It was so great to see her. We went to the park and I learned that it was her birthday. I’ve also been going shopping and swimming with Emily at the indoor water park by my house. School has been better. I talk to the social worker who comes to my class once a week to talk to me. Well I was thinking of telling him about what happened last month in Wisconsin. I’m just afraid he will tell my parents. We talk about school, my family life, and sometimes play board games. Every time


I try to tell him I panic and leave his office without saying anything. I’m just really scared right now. I went to a family Halloween party last week. My uncle made a haunted house. When it was my time to go in I refused because Brian was one of the people with masks on waiting to scare people and I was afraid he might try something. We also had a pumpkin carving contest and my family won. We had dinner there and left when it was late and everyone was tired. Speaking of tired I am very tired and have school tomorrow. Good night!


Erin


OCTOBER, 1996 10:15 P.M.


I got so much candy tonight. I went trick or treating with some friends and then my mom and dad drove Allie and me around the neighborhood when it got dark so we were safe. I was dressed up like a grandma. I have been dressing up like a grandma since I was in first grade. It is a really good costume. Well I had a lot of sugar tonight so I am wide-awake, but going to put my diary away for now. Night!


Erin


NOVEMBER, 1996 9:45 P.M.


On November 8th we moved into our new summerhouse in Wisconsin. We went from a one-bed room house with a loft upstairs to a seven-bedroom house with a basement. The cottage we moved out of is directly behind us and to the corner. My dad sold it to one of his high school friends. I picked my room out right away. Grandma and Grandpa slept over the first night with us. The house needs some work, but my dad is fast at that. The kitchen has swinging doors and the tile is yellow and red making it look like a McDonald’s kitchen. That will all change eventually. We had Thanks giving at my grandparent’s house like every year. It was a good turkey. There was so much food to choose from. My favorite is mashed potatoes and stuffing. The adult guys all watched football. My cousins and I played cards. We came home late and I went right to bed. Christmas will be here before I know it. The first thing on my Christmas list is a dog. I’ve asked for it every Christmas and birthday. I want either a Labrador or Golden Retriever. I’ll write more another day.


Erin





Into the Night



“Whatever you fear most 
has no power—it is your fear 
that has the power.”


Author unknown
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JANUARY, 1997 10:00 P.M.


It is a new year with a new start. I had a great Christmas. We had a holiday village at my school that my mom was in charge of. It was an awesome village. There was singing, dancing, food, shops, photographer, and much more. We made Christmas cookies and listened to Christmas music a day before Christmas Eve. Christmas Eve was spent at our house. All my relatives came over. Every year we draw names for a cousin to buy for. I had my cousin Mike and bought him a harmonica. It was so beautiful out. Christmas morning it snowed and we went for dinner at my Grandparents’ house. For New Year’s my friend Lauren came to my house in Wisconsin and we did the countdown together. We threw confetti everywhere, which mom later got upset about. It has been a good start to the New Year so far. I’ve met a new best friend this year named Kristin. We hang out a lot and I plan to invite her to my birthday party. We also have a student teacher in our class now. Her name is Mrs. Day. She is really nice. My birthday is also coming up. I will be twelve years old on February second. Well I have school tomorrow. Good night!


Erin


FEBRUARY, 1997 11:30 P.M.


My birthday party was a blast. I had Emily, Melissa, and Kristin come to my house in Wisconsin for an overnight. We played bingo and won prizes. The next morning we went out for a walk down to the lake. The entire lake is frozen so we decided to walk on it. There were plenty of cars on the ice. Then suddenly a dog came running up to us. We couldn’t get him to leave so instead we ran on the ice with the dog. It was so much fun. He followed us all the way home and we gave him a name. We called him Miracle. I wanted to keep him so bad, but my mom told me he has a family that misses him. It was like my wish from blowing out my candles was coming true. We later called the number on the dog’s tags and a man with a pick-up truck came shortly after to pick the dog up. Some-day I hope my wish does come true. For now though I will have to keep dreaming. Good night!


Erin


MARCH, 1997 11:30 A.M.


This month has been sad. Mrs. Day is leaving and I have really grown to like her. She gave me her address to write her. Then my friend Kristin got a chocolate Labrador puppy. It was so cute and made me upset that my parents won’t let me have a dog. Spring break is almost here and my Aunt Mary wants me to watch David and Jake for her. Brian and Jeff are too busy with their older guy friends to watch the boys. I really enjoy it though. I stopped over at my Aunt Mary’s every day after school. She is always stopping me after school and asking me to help her out. Since our house is on the same path I walk right past it every day before and after school.


Another thing I am dealing with right now is my vision. I have an eye problem that is making me go blind. I see different eye doctors who specialize in my situation. It isn’t a fun experience at all. Well, I am going to a garage sale with Allie and Emily, then we are having a sleep over.


Erin


APRIL, 1997 9:35 P.M.


It wasn’t a dream. What happened at Grandma and Grandpa’s condo seven months ago in fact did happen. It happened again today, but this time I wasn’t sleeping. I was fully awake and alert. I’m so scared right now. My eyes are filled with tears and I don’t know whom to turn to. I was babysitting Brian’s younger brothers David and Jake. My Aunt Mary was going to the store for groceries. She told me she would be gone an hour. I began playing “hide and go seek” with David and Jake like I do most of the time when I baby sit. Brian came home when David was counting. I was about to hide when Brian told me he had an excellent hiding spot. He told me to follow behind him. I didn’t think once about what happened in Wisconsin. I tried blocking that all out back when it happened. I followed Brian downstairs to the basement to a door, which brought us to this storage area where you had to crawl. Brian climbed up and then helped me. There was a lot of stored items down there. Brian grabbed blankets and told me to hide under them. I went under the blankets by myself. About a minute or two later Brian crawled over and was under the blankets with me. I was a little nervous when he got under the blankets. I could hear David upstairs walking around looking for us. Brian slowly started to touch me. I didn’t say anything at first, but then he started to get aggressive by putting his mouth on mine and trying to kiss me. I tried pushing him off, but he then just got on top of me and he is twice my size. He lay on top of me and started to touch me. Slipping his hands down my pants and all I wanted to do was cry. Over and over I asked him to please stop. I was terrified and couldn’t believe what was happening to me. His hands slipping down my pants and up my shirt. His heart pounding against mine. We then heard David opening the door to the storage area. Brian told me to get quiet. I wanted to scream, but didn’t want David to see anything even though it was extremely dark. I don’t think David would be able to understand nor see what was happening. I heard David turn around and make his way back upstairs while Brian continued to touch me. It went on until we heard my Aunt Mary’s high heels on the tile floor above us coming in. Brian quickly made his way to exit and left me by myself. I came up a few minutes later where I saw David sitting with Jake watching cartoons. David looked at me and said, “Where were you this whole time?” I didn’t know what to say so I didn’t say anything at all. My Aunt Mary paid me and I walked home. The whole way home I sobbed. Over and over in my head I thought about what just happened. In school once we had a guy called Officer Friendly come in and teach us about stranger danger. Never to answer the door when your parents aren’t home. Never talk to strangers. I thought people like Brian jumped out of bushes at night and attacked you. I was never warned about my own family. They don’t teach you that in school. At dinner tonight I didn’t say much. I was too upset, but tried not to show it. Mom noticed I seemed down and asked what was wrong. I told her it was nothing but she thought it had to do with my eyes.


My vision problems have been getting worse and the doctors say surgery is in the future. I can’t even think about that right now. I went straight to my bedroom after dinner and didn’t even do my homework. I am laying here on my bed in almost complete darkness except for my night light that gives off enough light for me to write. I don’t think I will be getting much sleep tonight. I’m really scared! I just want to wake up from this horrible nightmare. This can’t be happening. I feel so alone and confused. I just want it to stop!


Erin


APRIL 1997 11:15 P.M.


This month has been terrible, but my dream for years finally came true. I always wondered how many more birthday candles would I blow out until I had my wish come true. Well my wish finally came true today totally unexpected. I came home from school and found a note that my mom left me stating she went shopping and would be back later. Around 5:30 p.m. I got off the phone with Emily when my mom whistled for me. She asked me to help carry in a few things. When I got outside and walked to the bottom of the stairs and looked up at the car I saw a huge dog sitting in the front seat. I was screaming with excitement and thanking my mom over and over again. Giving her the biggest hug ever. She told me his name was Chance and he was a Labrador retriever. I put the dog on his leash and while mom was putting his metal cage together I ran over to Emily’s house to show her. Emily thought I was lying since she knew how much my dad disliked the idea of having a dog. Which got me thinking how did mom convince dad. We walked back over to my house where mom was still in the garage working on the cage and I asked her how she convinced dad. She told me she didn’t convince him she did it without his knowledge. Emily and I took the dog down the path over to my Aunt Mary’s where Allie went after school. I could see Brian in the kitchen when I walked up the back yard but just avoided looking at him. Through the window I told Allie and she didn’t believe me nor did anyone else. They all know how much my dad would never let me get a dog. Allie called home and learned that it was true. When Dad got home he wasn’t too happy to see the dog. In fact he pretended he didn’t see it at first and walked right past my mom as she set up the cage. My mom decided to get me the dog because of all the problems I was having with my vision. When Caitlin got home tonight I was outside with the dog and she thought I was dog sitting for someone. When I turned to her and said, “Like our new dog.” Her mouth dropped and couldn’t believe it. It has been a good night! One I will count my lucky stars for. The nights haven’t been good in a long time. I am up with nightmares and I cry myself to sleep a lot. I hope this dog helps take away some of my loneliness! Good night!


Erin


JUNE, 1997 8:30 P.M.


June 5th was the last day of school. It was a fun last week. Most of my friends are looking forward to the summer. I’d rather stay in school. I will be babysitting for my Aunt Mary. Brian touched me again last week. I was upstairs with the boys watching them play Nintendo. We were in Brian and Jeff’s room. Brian came in and began trying to sit on me. I struggled with him but it was too late. He was on top of me before I knew it. He slowly began slipping his hands down my pants then started going up my shirt and felt my chest. I didn’t want to draw attention to what he was doing because the boys were in the room. So I stayed silent hoping it would end soon. I don’t know what to do or who to turn to. I’m just really scared right now. It is going to be the summer of hell. Emily is on her way over so I must end this for now.


Erin


JULY, 1997 8:30 A.M.


The Fourth of July parade was fun. We went to dinner with the whole family and watched fireworks. So far this summer I’ve been swimming, tubing, sleepovers, sitting around campfires, and babysitting. Everything has been good except when I baby-sit. Yesterday I was over at Brian’s playing “hide and go seek” with David and Jake. Brian came upstairs and followed me into the bathroom. I then watched him lock the door. I was terrified and knew what was about to happen. The look in Brian’s eyes tells it all. It’s a look of excitement and determination. I struggled with Brian. Fighting my way to unlock the door. Brian is a lot bigger than me. He is a high school football player with a lot of strength, but I wasn’t about to give up without a fight. Brian eventually pushed me into the shower and up against the wall. Forcing his body on me. He began smiling and I could tell he saw the terror in my face. He began to force his hands down my pants. I was screaming for my sister, but she had no idea what was happening. I threatened Brian that I was going to tell on him and he just threatened me back saying no one would believe me. I eventually pushed Brian off me and was able to unlock the door. I walked home immediately after it happened. I want to tell someone, but who is going to believe me? I’m so scared! HELP!


Erin


AUGUST, 1997 9:15 P.M.


It happened again, this time in Brian’s bedroom closet. I was upstairs watching the younger boys when I heard Brian come home. I immediately climbed into Brian’s closet praying he wouldn’t come up stairs looking for me. It was to late. Brian asked the boys if they knew where I was and they told him I had just been in the room. Brian must have known I was hiding because he began roaming the upstairs for me. Brian is like a mountain lion looking for his next attack. Never knowing when he will strike. The younger boys continued to play Nintendo and Brian came back in the room looking. When Brian opened his closet I sat as still as possible, but Brian discovered me. He told me I couldn’t out-smart him. He climbed in the closet and closed the door. He slowly began touching me as I begged him to please stop. Slipping his hands down my pants. He ignored my pleas and continued to touch me. His hands so rough and large compared to my tiny hands. I try pushing him away, but it doesn’t stop him. Instead he becomes more aggressive. The closet was small so it made it harder to fight Brian off. All I could hear was the sound of the Nintendo game the boys were playing in the room they had no idea what was happening. I honestly think if they did see Brian touching me they wouldn’t think anything of it since they are too young to understand. I knew I couldn’t fight Brian off so instead I held my breath and closed my eyes hoping it would end soon. He eventually stopped when David and Jake came looking for me. Brian whispered in my ear that if I told anyone they wouldn’t believe me. The truth is I am afraid to tell. I feel Brian is right and no one will believe me and I don’t want to destroy our family. I’m afraid if I tell I will be in trouble for not telling sooner. I don’t know what else to do. All I do is pray. Pray that someone other than myself will hear my pleas for help. I sometimes hope mom will discover my diary and read it.


Erin


SEPTEMBER, 1997 10:00 P.M.


I had a sleepover with Emily this weekend and I asked her if I could tell her a secret if she promised not to tell anyone. I finally told her and she was shocked. She was disgusted especially since she knows Brian. All night she tried convincing me to tell my parents, but I told her I couldn’t and if I did no one would believe me. She is the only person who knows what Brian is doing and I trust her not to tell anyone.
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