*The names in this story have been altered to protect their identity.
Ten Years Old

Since I was a little girl, I have had an unconditional love for my family.  My family were the only people behind me 100 percent.  One person in particular was my little sister, Charlie.  She was and is my best friend.  I thought that my family would never hurt me or her, until one certain day.

It was a beautiful day in July.  I was ten years old and my sister, Charlie, was six years old.  We were regretting going back to school in another month.  I remembered the week before school ended, we pleaded with my mother to let us stay at home rather than go to dreadful summer school.  Eventually, our pleading worked.  So there we were.  At home doing nothing, but eating, sleeping, and getting fat.  What a wonderful summer!  However, this day was different.  

My sister and I woke up to be greeted by our cousin and babysitter, Nen, which was usual.  He was our babysitter for the whole summer.  After cleaning ourselves up, we headed downstairs to the family room to play games with Nen.  We played the normal games, such as the quiet game –a game which involved being quiet when Nen’s favorite talk shows were on –and the tickle monster game –a game in which the tickle monster runs around chasing people to tickle.  This was my favorite game.  Like usual, Nen was the tickle monster.  He chased us around the whole family room and finally got me.

Nen started tickling me on the carpet and then lifted me up and put me on top of the headrest of the room-length couch.  At first, I didn’t think anything of it, until he gave birth to something immoral.  As he began to pull down my shorts,  I became panic-stricken.  My blood rushed through my veins.  I asked him what he was doing, and he told me he wanted to see if it “tickled down there.”  I didn’t understand.  Why did he need to know that?  It was probably for a good reason. Being as ignorant as I was, I allowed him to pull down the shorts that helped protect my virginity.  The next step to ruin the innocence of my childhood involved pulling down the undergarment that kept me chase and to protrude my womanhood.

I was so frightened that my mind almost lost its ability to think.  What was he contemplating?  Family members are not supposed to touch you in a sexual way.  The only thing that I could think about was one day, in school, when a police officer came into my classroom to talk about sexual harassment.  He told the classroom that sexual harassment comes from friends, teachers, and family.  I thought the police officer was lying about the family aspect.  My family would never do anything to hurt me.  They loved me too much to do such a thing.  I remember the police officer stating, “If anybody touches you in any uncomfortable place, you need to tell somebody you trust.  Then they can be put into jail.”

I knew that whatever he was about to do was not going to be comfortable.  It couldn’t possibly feel well.  So before he could reach the next step, I told him I had to use the restroom.  I  finally got away. Without considering my sister, I ran upstairs as fast as my fragile body would grant me.  My heart activated a throbbing sensation because of the fear of being touched “down there.”  Oh, no!  I remembered that my sister was still downstairs with the molester.  I hoped he didn’t do anything to her.  I decided to sneak downstairs to hear what was going on.

I sat on the stairs and listened to see if he meddling with her.  I couldn’t see anything, but I still felt terrified.  I had to think of something quick to get my baby sister away from him.  I didn’t know what to do.  The only thing I could think of was to call her name and see if she would come upstairs.  It worked!  She came right upstairs, giggling and laughing as it nothing had happened. From the excitement in her voice, apparently nothing had occurred, but I still wondered.

That night while my father was taking Nen home, my mother called my sister and me to her bedroom.  She wanted to talk. Uh, oh!  Her motherly instinct started to kick in. She asked us if Nen had touched us in any uncomfortable way.  I thought about the gruesome experienced which happened to me earlier that day, and about the police officer.  I didn’t want my cousin to go to jail, he still is family, he still is blood.  So my response was “No.”  Yet my sister, being as naive as she was, said, “Yes.”  I argued with my mother for an hour for the mistake that my family member made and told her that my sister was exaggerating.  Eventually, she believed me; at least I thought she believed me.  The subject about Nen trying to molest us was forgotten until July 4, 2000.

My household family decided to go over my grandmother’s house to celebrate Independence Day.  I was excited to pop fireworks and have fun with my family.  Suddenly I started to feel distress. The experience that happened when I was ten years old began to interfere with my emotions.  I don’t know what triggered the memory, but it was there and I couldn’t get rid of it this time.  My Independence Day was ruined.  On the way home from my grandmother’s house I had a breakdown.  I began to cry about the torment that my cousin, Nen, caused me.  I finally got the courage to tell my parents the truth.  What a relief finally to tell someone!  

Because of how long ago it occurred, nothing was really done about the situation.  Even today, I still feel this affliction of agony inside me– not only because it happened to me, but more importantly, because it happened to my sister.  How could I let him do what he did to my sister?  I was supposed to protect her.  I am my sister’s keeper.  Although, she doesn’t remember what happened that day, I still hurt inside.  When I see Nen at family functions, I think about that day.  I think about how much pain and disgrace he caused me then, and how much torture and discomfort he is causing me now.  I know that he thinks about that day also as I can see it in his eyes.  I know he wants forgiveness, which I can grant.  No matter how much I forgive him though, I will never forget what happened to me when I was ten years old.
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