ON BEING ABUSED

Karenza

As I considered writing this article I thought, I guess
I'll have to use a false name. That determined it.
After all this time I still felt too ashamed to own that
as a child aged seven to sixteen I had been sexually
abused by two men in their 40s-50s. From this
realisation the article has been born and written without

a pseudonym - I have had the courage to own it.

I going to start by telling the story of the abuse in the
form of a fairy tale, and then go on to consider some
of the effects having been abused has had upon my
adult life. Telling of a trauma, in the form of a fairy
tale, does not indicate there is any less truth in what
is told, but it is a vehicle whereby the child is more
able to speak and feel herself heard, in what is more
her language. I first learned of this method by reading
an essay by Roz Oliver, a Core Process Psychotherapist

working in London.
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nce upon a time there was

a little girl aged 7, called

Monty. She was a war

baby, which meant that

her Daddy had gone off to
fight the baddies rather than stay at
home to look after the little girl and her
Mummy. When Daddy came home, after
all the fighting had finished, he didn't
like her very much, he liked the new
little sister much more. This made the
little girl very sad as she had thought it
would all be alright when Daddy came
home ... and it wasn't.

About a year after Daddy came home,
Mummy and Daddy sent Monty to a little
school, Monty thought this was because
she was difficult at home, and it probably
was. The little school was really special
though, people were quiet and calm.
They liked children here, there was a
big girl who read to Monty. Monty felt
safe for the first time ever.

This didn't last long though, the Catholic
school, where she really belonged found
a place for her, and there she went.
This was a big, big school, there were
big boy and girl children, and the little
girl was only five. She was lost.

After a while one of the teachers asked
if she would like to come and tidy his
office after school. The little girl was
proud to be asked - this was a special
job, she was a special child, maybe for
the first time in her life. Also she didntt
feel she had much choice in it, so she
went.

As part of the tidying however bad things
happened. He was married and yet he
wanted to kiss her. The little girl didnit
like the kisses, they were big and wet,
and he had a big fat tummy, with hard
buttons where he pressed into her. It
was horrid and disgusting, and so very
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very wrong. She was a really bad girl
for doing this and she would go to hell.

There was nobody to tell. Mummy and
Daddy were a long, long way away in
a different world, doing their thing and
putting food on the table. It was far
too bad to tell in confession. So the
little girl was all on her own. Her friends
had other friends who were more
important. Anyway the little girl was
too ashamed of the disgustingness of
it, and also because he was married.
It went on for years.

Once when he was made headmaster
the little girl stopped going to the
office. He was an important man now,
he wouldn’t want a little girl like her
anymore. She could just be a little girl
again. But no ... he came and asked
why she didn’t tidy his office any longer,
and it all started again. His coming to
speak to her in broad daylight was a
big shock, as everything else just took
place in the dingy twilight of his office,

When the little girl was eleven she
passed the scholarship. She was going
to the big school. She would wear
uniform, have homework, and be
clever. It was a release, a crack in
the wall had opened - she could
squeeze out. And yes she did get out
through the crack, yes there was a
uniform, (albeit somewhat spoiled by
Granny’s hand knitted knee high socks,
and the liberty bodices) and there was
homework, and she did get to be
clever.

However even in this new place the
mark that was on her was soon
spotted. What was it? Did something
on her show that she was a prostitute
of a child who let married men kiss
and touch her, and even have her
touch them?
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Soon she was invited into the storeroom
of the teacher who taught French; and
again the kissing started. Only here
there was no preamble of enquiry and
kindness, only the kisses. Again she was
cut off, she was different, she couldnt
tell, she couldntt share it with the other
girls and boys, she was bad! After all,
the thick books from America, which told
boys and girls how to behave, said
sexual things were the responsibility of
the girl, as the boy couldn!t control
himself. This she had always known and
now it was written down for all the boys
and girls to read.

When the girl got to be sixteen, the
teacher started touching her as well,
and then it stopped - maybe he had
frightened himself. Or maybe she was
no fonger a child and therefore no longer
attractive.

However the damage was done - her
life was marked. It wasnt until she was in
her thirties that she told, and started
to know, however tenuously - or at least
to be told - that it wasn’t her fault.

Hence yet more years pass until this
article emerges, and I have the courage
and the awareness to be able to put
my name to it.

The effects of the abuse have been
without number. They have permeated
my life. It has meant that in my early
twenties, I was an easy target for sex
[ didn't want. Hard unfriendly, hostile,
conquering sex - and I didn’t know how
to say ‘No’ in a way that was heard.

It has meant I have had a stigma - a
secret - one that probably nobody could
see but one that I knew was there, just
awaiting discovery. And, as with the
hidden but deforming scar, when or if
do you tell the new friend it is there.
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For many years I chose never to tell
anyone and yet it coloured the
friendships, there was a secret and
when would it be found out.

I had never felt the care and protection
of the male. I had known the need and
the grasping - so I often chose the
partner with the great need who would
grasp at me to have his needs met.
The grown up men who wanted to care
for me and protect me were drawn to
me, but the unknownness of this
terrified me, and I quickly crossed the
road.

Occasionally, and maybe more often
than I yet realise, the refationships were
abusive. I was in no position to know
what I wanted and didn’t want, to
choose to say ‘yes’ or 'no’. All I knew
was to be compliant and not make a
fuss.

I couldn't flirt, I couldn’t have easy
friendships with men; as then maybe
they would want more, want to do what
I didn't want to do, and I wouldn't know
how to stop them.

I took risks that most girls and women
didn’t, I walked alone and hitch hiked.
[ actually managed the difficult
situations this led me into excellently.
The stranger was no danger to me.
There it was clear I could fight, resist,
and win. It was the friend, the insidious
charmer, that was the danger to me.
Here 1 couidn’t say no, nor even know
when 1 wanted to say no.

Eventually I had my own daughter, a
completely accidental pregnancy, and
the best thing that happened to me.
But needless to say I didnit know how
to protect her, and no father around to
show me and guide both of us. And so
the cycle goes on and the despair grows.
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So what are my feelings now around
what was done to me, because done it
was. At seven, I was too young to be
held responsible, or was I? The doubt
lingers on. Maybe the other girls he tried
it with said no.

For a while I imagined the two abusers
living on the bank of a tidal river,
scuttling up and down like crabs, as the
tide rose and fell, doomed to live in the
mud. I do not think I have consciously
released them from there, I guess I stili
feel they don't deserve to be released.
But the charge has gone - they are just
two sad, tired old men. Maybe they
always were, disappointed in their lives
and grasping at the young innocent
hopeful flesh in the belief they could
thus have their pain eased. And maybe
they could, as with any drug maybe
there was temporary relief for them. I
however was touched and permeated
by the despair that was rightfully theirs
and which I stiil bear.

I am angry about the abuse in the world.
The abuse of the Taliban prisoners, the
bombing of poor countries. A good way
to wage war, no threat to the attackers.
their soldiers can go home unscathed,
at least physically. I hate injustice. I
hate the abuse of the weak by the
strong. I rejoice in the telling of the
truth, the painting of the picture as it
reatly is, the standing up and being
counted. I am passionate about the need
to protect clients from abusive
therapists, and draw the boundaries
very firmly.

I do see the male as the abuser, be it
the politician, the general, or the
paedophile, and I have some knowing
of the unfairness of this. These men are
the children of women, and women also
abuse, sometimes subtly, sometimes
openly. I recognise that the one, man
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or woman who abuses, comes from the
same place as the abused. At some
point, he or she has made a decision,
one to identify with the abused and the
other to identify with the abuser, and
from there each moves out into the
world, following their particular path. I
have been blessed in learning to use my
trauma to help others, while some, who
have been abused, just act it out, I
allowed myself to identify myself as the
victim, whilst they identify with the
abuser.

There is so much to be said. My life has
not been ruined. I have had a fulfilling
life, I have been and am a counsellor
and Core Process Psychotherapist. And
the abuse has meant I have had to go
it all alone. I could not trust and put my
life in somebody else’s hands, as by
doing this T would be giving them carte
blanche. I had no choice as a child when
presented with the needs of another,
and as an adult I have protected myself
by withdrawal.

My heart aches not only for my child
but also for all the children: the hungry
baby in Africa, the child orphaned by
war, the homeless in Afghanistan, the
child who is terrified when she sees a
uniform or hears a loud noise, the child
in Western Society with nobody to tell.

It is somehow possible for me to forgive
he or she who knows no better, and
less easy to forgive the privileged who
have had the opportunity to know
better.

Karenza works as a UKCP registered Core
Process Psychotherapist in Exeter. She can
be contacted on 01392-467118.
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