lones” response. in an effort to protect the
10-vear-old sinnocence.sayssomething that s
perhaps as close to the truth as any white lie can
be

“He stole something trom me’

n the 17th of April, a brisk Wednesday
night, Jones opened the security door 1o
her apartment building and stepped n-
side.

It was just before 10 p.m

She was happy and unatraid. She had just
returned from a tnend s dance recital and was
eager Lo call a classmate 10 make plans for the
weekend

Ax she started o un
apartment. something made
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At 10:20. Jones returned o her
and called ner ine

dDArLmen

he never used his name. Not once

[t was always “he” or “him.” Never a
name.

She seemed strangely detached when

she first told her story. The attack sounded as if

it had happened to someone she knew, instead
of herself.

She was afraid of mirrors. as well

While using the sink n the baihroom Lo
months after the attack, she stood over 1o the
side. refusing to look at her tace. It was some-
thing that brought up oo manyv feelings, too
many memories

Jones said she didn’t know why she did
those things. Her onlv explanation for her tear
of mirrors 1s summed up 1n one word: ughness

“Lknow I'm not ugly. but what he did to me
was.” she said

I can tell the ugliness isn't on the outside.
Other people don tsee it, but the ugliness is still
inside me

She looked up at the cerhing and sighed.

"And it won'i go away

Jones said she felt dirty

f

out-oi-place in her

Own pody. as 1l she never belongaed where she
was Herbody . try as she mient to dens 1 or say
she didn | wdlC, Was NO INNaer oniv ners |'| was
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some euy wanted 1o (—k me
The jaded, annoyed atutude returned every
so often. masking the pain and lear that was
inside her head. At times it affected
every aspect of her thought pro-
cess. making it difficult for her
o express herself clearly to
friends and family.

BYJoshua GJ.111
| LDy Aaron

“IU's not like what vou sec on TV ™ she said
"l wasn’t attackea or forced down or beat up.
That’s what I was rying toavoid. It sadecision
I'll have to Live with tor the rest of my lite, but
it's what 1 did.”

Dealing with the actual experience when it
occurred never sounded as if 11 were a problem
She simply 1gnored 1t as 1t was happening,
much as she someumesignores the feelings that
surface during the course of her day

“It's like when vour mind goes someplace.
where nothing can touch 117 she said “You
focus on one thing — like a picture on the wall
or something — and don "t take vour mind oft oi

'l'hau swhat I did”

And I’ llremember what his bedpost looked
like tor a long tim.
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ate pink.” she said. “but in this dress

loved 1t
Jones slared at her shoes as she spoke. They
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were brand-new white Vans low-tops. with lug
soles and rubber toe caps. Clumsy-looking on
their own, but petite and even elegant on her
dancer s feet.

“These shoes would’ve gone great with
them.” she said

She looked up. « Lear trying to squeeze its
way down hercheek. Her lips trembled slightly,
but the tears didn’t come. She wouldn’t allow
therm

“}\TQ\
though

zoing to find out just how great now,

or nhours after the incident, Jones walked
nervously throughout her apartment,
knowing that he was only a few feet away
from her.

She did not ery. She did not scream. She did
noc shower.

She called her best friend.

iones rever said what she and her friend

‘talked ahnut during that conversation. Chances

i T

herself probablv remembers very

it of wnat was actually said, anvway

The witwude of her friend. however. 1s
memory nurned deep w ithin her

“She idn't care,” Jones said. “She still
doesn’t. ner whole attitude was, “Oh. well, just
forget anout it

“She 1ust doesn’t understand that [ can't do
that.”

Jones said she felt as if her friend was deny-
ing that 1 was rape, believing the whole thing
was a terrible mistake.

That 1+ a concept Jones indeed felt for the
first few nours.

“I was pacing back and forth. saving.
my God. on my God, | have just made
biggest mistake of mv I11L Jones said. "It
took me & long ume o alm down and think
about it and decide i wasn’t the one who did the
wrong thing.”

Unfortunately. no one close to Jc
same wa\ at cluding the voung
she had necome so close o

Jjones 1s suffering. and will continue to suf-
ter 1or a 1ong ume. in Jones rend
cannoi deal with tnui suttering

50 now their friendship w ill suffer

“She doesn’t wan! o hear it,” Jones said.
“She wants me to get over it and be the same
person [ was before, and I'm not going to be.
Not ever again ™

Her friend’s attitude is apparent. Instead of
pity or support for Jones, she offers only rage,
anger at her friend for making her a part of a
reality she doesn’t want to know about

She quit talking to her, quit going places
with her. She no longer wanted to be near Jones
when she needed someone to listen to her.

They are actions Jones regrets. but there 1s
nothing she can do to Lh.moe her friend

“Ilove her to death. but I can’ tdo anything
Jones said. This is the path she’s chosen. and
L can tlet1t change the way | have to deal with
thi

*Oh

s felt th

womar

first. in

eyes ne

month atter the attack. 1in May, Jone
triend left Lincoln tor the summer Now . near
the ume ol herreturn. she has onlv called twice,
has not writlen, has barely asked how Jones 1s
domng

And for that apparent lack of conc
IS unsgl I 1s not Ssomething she ca
thoueh, and even she admits she was noi r
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torgive her
bt
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dna sne Know
sne teels i
TEmss herosne said
[ & Incnd s house. Jones wmed on t
raaio and closed her eves. It was a head-
bobbing. hip-grinding beat. a remix of
some slightly popular Euro-dance song.
She stood 1n front of the stereo and swaved
pack and forth slightly. moving in time to the
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