
Thank you for this opportunity to let my voice and my story be heard. I
wasn’t sure that writing these words or saying them out loud was something
that I could do, but I will be strong and I will do my best.

I have prayed for this day for 14 very long years. I want to thank
everyone who never stopped hunting for my attacker. I want to thank the
jury for making the right decision so that I can finally have justice for the
crimes committed against me. I want to thank everyone at the prosecutor’s
office for their hard work and long hours to make sure that my attacker stays
behind bars, where he belongs. I want to thank my family and friends for
always supporting me and showing me the love that I needed during the
darkest times of my life.

November 21, 2008 –  My life was forever changed on this one terrible
night. Left for dead in my apartment after a vicious attack, I had no idea the
real nightmare was just beginning. Recovering from the attack was worse
than awful. I wasn’t able to eat because of the damage to my face and jaw. I
couldn’t walk because of the damage to the rest of my body. I was afraid to
leave my house because of the damage to my soul. Healing from the
physical injuries took months. Healing from the emotional and mental
injuries is a fight I am still fighting to this day.

I lost everything when I was attacked. I lost my dignity and sense of
self-worth. Shame and humiliation followed me everywhere. I spent years in
therapy trying to heal. Fear of going back to school stole my ability to get a
college education. My inability to trust people ruined my friendships and
relationships. I lost the ability to be comfortable in my own skin. When I
looked in a mirror, I saw only the disgusting, abused person who was
attacked in her own bed. I had to remind myself everyday that I was okay. I
struggled daily with nightmares, flashbacks, and things that triggered
memories or negative thoughts. I’ve been AFRAID for 14 years. Afraid of
being alone. Afraid of large crowds. Afraid of men in black coats. Afraid of
unlocked doors. Afraid of noises in the night. Afraid of everything. I’m tired
of being afraid. I will continue to heal in spite of the attack. No matter how



long it takes, one day, I will be whole again. One day, I will be the master of
my fears. I will never give up. I am a FIGHTER. I am a SURVIVOR!

I’ve always questioned why this awful nightmare happened to me. Why
did he target me? Was it random or did he plan it? How could someone do
something so terrible to another human being? Does he regret the pain he
caused me? I’ve always tried to be a good person, so being faced with
something so evil is beyond my understanding. Only my attacker knows the
answers to these questions.

I realize that I may never get the answers I need, but I hope that
someday, my attacker realizes the terrible pain he has caused. I want him to
admit to the crimes he has committed. I want him to regret the years of
suffering I have had to endure because of what he took from me. The last
14 years have been a never-ending nightmare for me. I am not the same
woman he attacked and left for dead in 2008. I am strong. I am brave. And I
will never stop fighting to get my life back. 14 years of my life are gone, but I
take comfort in the fact that he is being punished for his crimes. A lifetime
behind bars seems like a small punishment in exchange for what he took
from me, but I will forever be grateful for the chance to stand here today,
face my attacker, and tell MY STORY in the name of JUSTICE.

I pray for something positive to come out of something so terribly
negative. I pray that my words can be a beacon of hope for other sexual
assault victims. I hope it helps them find the strength and courage to face
their attackers and demand justice for the crimes committed against them.
Together, we are strong!

THANK YOU FOR HEARING MY STORY.


