

  

    

  




  Introduction




   




  For everyone who has the courage and perseverance


  to watch with me.




  If I had known you were with me,


  I would have been a little less afraid.




  Thank you for your companionship!




   




  For the one I call Ursula in this book: thank you for becoming my “wild mother.”




   




  “Many of us have lived desert lives: very small on the surface, and enormous under the ground. La Loba shows us the precious things that can come from that sort of psychic distribution.




  A woman’s psyche may have found its way to the desert out of resonance, or because of past cruelties or because she was not allowed a larger life above ground. So often a woman feels then that she lives in an empty place where there is maybe just one cactus with one brilliant red flower in it, and then in every direction, 500 miles of nothing. But for the woman who will go 501 miles, there is something more. A small brave house. An old one. She has been waiting for you.” (Pinkola Estés, 1992) p.36




   




  “It is this brief, perhaps only minute-long, but consciously brought about union with the soul that moves us to radiate our inner life for all to see, instead of burying it under mountains of shame, fear of revenge or attacks, lethargy or excuses.” (Pinkola Estés, 1992) p.328




   




  These two quotes from the book “Women Who Run With the Wolves” by Clarissa Pinkola Estés (Pinkola Estés, 1992) have always given me strength and courage when I was on the verge of giving up. They ultimately ensured that I continued despite all the setbacks and that this book found its way into the public. Anyone who reads it will understand why.




   




  Introduction to the English edition:




  Many thanks to the person, that was such a great help for me with the translation, she doesn’t want to be named.




   




  Preface




  “The cave you fear to enter holds the treasure you seek.”


  attributed to Joseph Campbell (quoteinvestigator.com, 2024)




  The diary entries written here correspond to the truth and my experience. The stories from my past, which were brought to me in astonishing ways, reflect my truth because they make sense to me and explain my nature, but I do not presume to claim that everything happened exactly that way. As far as I am concerned, the past experiences are stored in my body and speak an unmistakable language, because the body does not lie. I cannot and do not want to judge whether the images and explanations that my mind has produced are just as unmistakable or rather an attempt to explain the inexplicable.




  The names of the people mentioned in the book have been changed for their protection and mine.




  I am also writing this book under a pseudonym for personal protection reasons.




  I wrote this book for people who resonate with something when reading it. Just follow the sound. “And see what you find.” (Pinkola Estés, 1992) p.40




  Part one: “I”




  Book 1




  Dec. 2019–February 25,2020




  “How can we know what we are missing if we never knew it existed in the first place?” (Levine, 2010) p.294




  


  




  December 2019




  Find something that can comfort me.




  A friend gave me this notebook a long time ago. It remained empty for so long.




  I always knew that I wanted to write and could do it well. I just have nothing to say - just that nothing works anymore.




  I can only lie down and even lying down everything is spinning, I'm so dizzy.




  January 7, 2020




  Dream: *I write a message to Felix: He should give me back my key.




  Which key did I lose? The key to my heart. Felix found it, completely by chance.




  A thousand doors opened inside me all at once. I just depended on him holding the key.




  When I realized he was just playing with his power over me, my world collapsed.




  “Lord, I do not deserve to have you come under my roof. But just say the word, and my servant will be healed.”, Matthew 8.8 (biblegateway, 2024)




  I don’t believe in God. But this sentence from the Catholic liturgy has always touched me. If I could pray, I would do that right now, but I don't know how to do it.




   




  My psychologist Ursula says: “Say no to boundary violations, say yes to your truth and your needs.” But I only ever notice boundaries being overstepped when they have long since happened. I even actively contributed to their ability to last as long as they did. I actually felt particularly good about it. So, what is my truth and what are my real needs?




  With my craniosacral therapist: There is a black, living, threatening mass in my stomach. I put a lot of effort into packing it into a package because it resists it very much and is extremely slippery and agile. Only with the help of Stefan, my husband, is it possible. I load the package onto a large slingshot, but I'm unable to cut the slingshot's rope and hurl it away. The package has been lying somewhere in my stomach ever since, well tied up, but still a threatening foreign body.




  My doctor says what I have is not burnout, as I first suspected, but PTSD (post-traumatic stress disorder). I'm a bit confused: I'm supposed to have a trauma?




  In the summer of 2019, I suddenly became ill. From one day to the next I couldn't work anymore, nothing worked anymore. At first, I thought it was just heartbreak. I had an affair with Felix for a year. I didn't really understand what had happened to me. It just happened. I thought everything was fine with my relationship. I was satisfied and wasn’t missing anything. As accident would have it, Felix and I were both alone in the same place for a few days on vacation. It just happened. I remember him asking me, “Do you really want this?” and me saying “yes,” but it all happened in a strange, distant way, as if I was suddenly a different person, watching from afar. For a long time afterwards, I didn't remember the first moment when he came up to me from behind and grabbed my shoulders with considerable force. I had a secret relationship with him for a whole year until his wife informed me that he had no intention of leaving her. I realized: I had reached a dead end. I took a few weeks' leave of absence to process the pain of the end of this affair. When I returned to work, it wasn't long before the next breakdown occurred: During a session with my craniosacral therapist, I fell into a state of complete immobility 1 . A huge pain overwhelmed me. I wanted to open my eyes and say something, but I couldn't. I was frozen. As if my body was already dead, I was floating above myself and couldn't go back there. According to my therapist it couldn't have lasted long, but to me it felt like an eternity. I wasn't with myself and didn't know if I would ever come back.




  After this experience it was clear: This was much more than “just” lovesickness. A trauma, my doctor suspected. So, I got books about trauma because lying on the sofa and reading was the only thing I could do. Any contact with other people scared me. Even going outside into nature gave me anxiety. My body was on constant alert and at the same time I felt completely exhausted.




  As I read, I noticed that what I read didn't stick with me at all. I read the way I had always read: for me, reading had been a kind of anesthesia, a film that runs inside and provides momentary entertainment, but doesn't really affect me and is therefore immediately forgotten. This meant I could read the same books over and over again. I literally devoured them and read at an incredible pace.




  It was only much later that I realized that this had been one of my tried and tested trauma coping strategies: As long as I was reading, I didn't have to feel my body, I was in another world, one that wasn't dangerous because I could close the book at any time. It was a world over which I had complete control.




  But now I looked for clues, wanted to understand what I had read and not forget it straight away. So, I started slowing down my reading pace by using the highlighter pen to mark the sentences that seemed “somehow important.” Sentences that resonated with me, even if I initially had no idea why. When I finished a chapter, I read the highlighted sentences again. If I still thought they were important, I wrote them by hand in my notebook. I often had the impression that I only really understood the meaning -- and that something about it began to stick in my head-- when I re-read what I had written down several times, marked it again with a highlighter, and sometimes even copied it again...




  So, I worked through entire books and began filling my notebook with information.




  In between, I also wrote down my dreams, which I thought were insignificant and completely incomprehensible, but I still followed the impulse to write them down. I had to start somewhere.




  January 19, 2020




  Dream: *I got the key back. The lock is huge, the key is big and heavy. The key fits when I put it in, but I do not open the door.




  The first key was the books. Luckily, I didn't know at the time how long it would take and how much work would be necessary for the gate to open. I always had the impression that I was close, the key was already in the lock.




  January 25, 2020




  Dream: *I should take my daughter to the dentist. We have a long way to go through a strange city and we should hurry up, but we don't know the route exactly. I think I've found a shortcut and lead my daughter through a cemetery that's on a steep slope below a church. The dentist must be right on the other side, I hope. Then suddenly I take a closer look at this “garden” we are walking through: there are stinking, dead fish and even body parts on the ground, and dead snakes dangling from the trees. I am horrified, not only by the condition of this garden, but especially by the fact that I had led my daughter down this path without realizing how terrible it is here. I wake up with a feeling of indescribable terror.




  January 26, 2020




  Dreams:




  *My daughter and I are in a very large house and are looking for something. The house is huge, and we enter all the rooms, even the large and very winding basement, but cannot find what we are looking for. Then we notice that there is still a winter garden outside. We go in. There are lots of plants there. At first, I think they're all frozen because it's winter outside. But then I discover that many are still alive. I collect them and bring them into the warmth after repotting them and providing them with fresh soil.




  *I'm outside in the snow. I find the keys I'm looking for, one after the other, on a snow-covered path. Stefan, my husband, follows me with a sleigh and keeps the keys safe that I have already found. The path is so covered in snow that I must crawl on all fours and dig deep to get them, but I find them all.




  I started writing down texts in the first person, that I suspected had something to do with me. This way, I thought, I could “identify with them” better. (Here, in the book, they are of course quoted in their original form.)




  Since my doctor said I probably had trauma, I wanted at least to understand what that meant exactly. This led me to the book “In An unspoken Voice” by Peter A. Levine. (Levine, 2010) . The title alone scared and confused me a lot: Is there supposed to be a language without words? That was unimaginable for me.




  “On the other hand, ‘simple’ awareness, along with fortified tolerance for bewildering and frightening physical body sensations, can seemingly, as if by magic, prevent or dissolve entrenched emotional and physical symptoms.” (Levine, 2010) p.290




  “Perhaps the most concrete reason to pay attention to your body is that it is a ready tool to resolve various physical, emotional and psychological symptoms. …It is not a mere alleviation of symptoms. Rather, it is a descent into the parts of our being that are alien, that we might prefer not to deal with – the parts of ourselves that we have split of from and, at one point, ‘chosen’ to deposit out of sight and touch.” (Levine, 2010) p.291




  “While awake we may not be aware of this inner world, but it is possible to entice it from far background and then gently seduce it, if only fleetingly, into the foreground of our awareness.” (Levine, 2010) p.293




  “If we experience things too quickly and deeply, we might be overwhelmed, leading us to further suppress or dissociate.” (Levine, 2010) p.294




  “The idea is not to try to ‘remember’ anything (repressed or otherwise); though it is entirely possible that some sort of ‘revivification’ may occur spontaneously.” (Levine, 2010) p.297




  “It turns out, however, that a key to processing traumatic material successfully (as well as avoiding the pitfalls of so-called false memories) is in cultivating the ability to hold a dual consciousness with an emphasis on the sensations, feelings, images and thoughts that are unfolding the here and now. When this is done, fragmented sensory elements, which make up the core of trauma, become gradually integrated into a coherent experience. It is this transformation that healing trauma is all about; it is not about ‘remembering’ per se, but gradually moving out of fixity and fragmentation into flow and wholeness.” (Levine, 2010) p.297-298




  “One of the keys in this process is to eliminate the idea that any of these sensations are insignificant. While they may appear that way to you, labeling them as such interferes with their advancing in a manner that reveals their significance. (Levine, 2010) p.300




  “Furthermore, you will find that continuing application of directed awareness is exactly what will allow for ‘corrective procedures’ – not so such by doing anything but by standing out of the way of your own organism’s innate capacity for self-regulation.” (Levine, 2010) p.301




  What I read here scared me very much. I felt: He is right, and this is the path I have to take. However, I had no idea how to do it. Feel something inside me? I felt nothing at all, or if I did: huge fear.




  February 4, 2020




  My window of tolerance is tiny: actually, everything is too much. I just manage to get up in the morning and wake the children. As soon as they are in school, I collapse and have to lie down. Ursula, my psychologist, says I should “be a lion mother to myself.” “You are allowed to have peace and quiet,” she says. However, I am very worried. I can’t work. How long will it take? My husband is still doing training, who will earn the money for our family?




  I searched within myself: What trauma could I have? What happened in my life that I haven't processed properly? What then emerged was the story of my puberty and adolescence:




  I had always felt different from the other children.




  When I was twelve, I joined a youth orchestra. We heard this orchestra at a concert. It fascinated me because they played very different music than I was used to: folk music from different countries, especially from South America. I was excited and wanted to take part too. The orchestra had members from the wider region, so rehearsals usually took place on weekends. Sometimes we stayed overnight in host families of other orchestra members or together in school buildings or even gymnasiums... I liked the open spirit and the contact with the older members. Finally, people who had similar interests as me. Tobias, the leader of the orchestra, was a charismatic personality who could inspire and motivate the young people. However, I soon noticed that he was also looking for physical closeness to the girls. He also began very carefully to come closer and closer to me. Starved for love as I was, I couldn't say no. I felt strangely attracted to him, but at the same time very afraid. I tried to understand what was going on, but I couldn't. The orchestra made a major trip abroad almost every year. Two or three weeks away from home, so many new and interesting impressions: these trips were among the most beautiful experiences of my youth. I finally found good friends in this group. My whole world began to focus more and more on this orchestra. This always included the strange fascination for the orchestra leader. I watched him and began to realize the approach games he was playing with me and many others. He made contact. When I responded, he ignored me for a while until I became so jealous of the others he turned to in the meantime, that I would do anything to get his attention again. Then he suddenly turned back to me and came a little closer.




  I don't know how consciously he did this. He gave me the love I so desperately needed, and I even believe it was sincere. He obviously thought that it was only natural that the older I got, the more boundaries he crossed. Although I suspected something was wrong, I always believed there was something wrong with me. I couldn't tell anyone, especially not my parents, that I loved a man as old as my father. The only person who knew about it was a pen pal from Belgium. During this time, he married again, and he had two children with his new wife, whom I often looked after. I was in an indescribable conflict of conscience when I was at their house: I felt “divided in two”. One part loved them all, another part had an incredibly bad conscience and was ashamed to death.




  It wasn't until later, when I was eighteen, when I had real sex with him, that I told my best friend from school. I had a few friends in the orchestra. It became more and more clear to me that he was playing the same games with them as he was playing with me. I talked to them about it because I was hoping that together we might be able to understand better, what was happening to us, and support each other. When he found out, he once again exploited this fact for his own purposes: one can have sex with several girls at the same time. That was the height of shame and humiliation. Still, I loved him. Outside of school, this was my only existing world and I saw no way to take myself out of it. I would have lost everything and especially had to give up the person who I really loved for years and who advised and supported me in so many areas.




  There were attempts, but I couldn't do it. I changed schools, went away from my family to another town, but I didn't make it. I felt so alone and lost; it wasn't possible.




  I was in my twenties when I finally drew a radical conclusion. I changed towns again, started studying music and I knew: now I just had to do it. Sometime later, while I was studying, I met Stefan, my current husband. As soon as I was with him, I fell ill with Pfeiffer's glandular fever. During this illness the whole story came back to me. It was only then that I realized: What Tobias had done to me, and the other girls was called sexual abuse. It's not true that I did it voluntarily - as I had always told myself. I had had no other choice. He had made me dependent on him and put me under massive pressure by withdrawing his love. I had an understanding violin teacher who supported me a lot. She recommended books that helped me. However, I dealt with the topic more on an intellectual level. I had buried my emotions somewhere deep in my body after the radical cut that I had to make in order to be able to go through with the separation from Tobias. It was the only option back then. This was the only way I could carry on and concentrate on my studies. Burying the emotions wasn't a conscious decision, it just happened.




  Since then, I have suffered from terrible stage fright, which has only gotten worse over the years. It felt like a huge monster that I was fighting in vain and that was getting bigger and bigger. Music was the most important and precious thing to me and yet, or perhaps because of that, I was so afraid of making music when other people were around.




  When the story of abuse came to me, I knew: I needed someone to help me work through it. I knew: It had to be a woman and it had to be someone who had experience with it. That's how I came to Ursula. Looking back, it was providence. I was recommended someone who didn't have space and he gave me her address. She called me and told me: “Yes, I am sure I can help you!” This sentence stuck in my ears. Whenever I was in despair, when I was afraid, I heard the conviction and confidence in these words.




  February 18, 2020




  

    With Ursula:




    What I'm missing, she says, is a basic need: "Resonating with other living beings" she calls it and says it's one of the most beautiful things you can experience: "Having the same vibrations." I always thought I was stupid to wish for something that is obviously not possible.




    Tobias took advantage of that.




    Ursula says: “Children and young people are always dependent on adults. They cannot act autonomously. They cannot defend themselves or free themselves.”




    Ursula says: My behavior back then was the only possible and correct thing. I can have pity for the child I was instead of blaming myself.


  




  That sounds plausible to my mind, but how is that supposed to work: have compassion for myself?




  Can you even have feelings for yourself?




  Where can I resonate with others?




  Why am I cutting myself off?




  The technical term for this, I learn, is dissociation: I literally leave my body when my anxiety becomes too great. My ears are ringing louder and louder, so loud that everything else fades into the background. I no longer feel anything, I shrink into a tiny dot and that dot is pure fear. I am no longer capable of any thought, I no longer hear when someone speaks to me, I am only afraid. This can go so far that I lose consciousness. I remember having this condition before, for example when I had severe menstrual pain.




  My greatest wish is far away, unattainably far away: to resonate with others, but always feel myself and not give up on my needs. Going into resonance without becoming dependent, without giving up myself.




  February 20, 2020




  Dreams:




  *I'm riding in the car with my mother-in-law. She drives slowly because there are lots of pedestrians around her. A little boy comes on a bicycle and falls right in front of the car. He is able to jump up and save himself, but the car runs over the bike. “Stop, stop!” I shout, but it's as if she couldn't hear me at all. She even drives a little faster now. I think about whether I should just jump out of the moving car, but then I don't have the courage.




  This reminds me of a dream from August 2018: Felix, my lover at the time, is driving down a mountain with me and my children. The road goes steeply down. He drives very fast and doesn't slow down a bit. I know that the junction with the main street is about to come, I can even see it and he definitely won't be able to brake. Still, I'm not afraid at all. Everything he does feels good and right, even though my mind knows full well that it will end badly.




  *I am on a concert tour. We are cooking in the accommodation. It's very chaotic there, there are clothes everywhere and there are a lot of people there. I know I'm pregnant. I put lotion on my stomach, which doesn’t show yet, and feel: "This child will be completely different!" There is a beautiful calm in me and the certainty that everything will turn out well.




  Book 2




  "Compassion"




  February 27, 2020 – March 20, 2020




  “Dreams are portals, entrances, preparations, and practices for the next step in consciousness, the “next day” in the individuation process.” (Pinkola Estés, 1992) p.68




  “Thankfully ongoing recovery work…taught me to practice self-care in a spirit of giving to a child who needed and really deserved to be helped.” (Walker, 2013) p.23




  


  




  My craniosacral therapist says: “The power is within you; you just have to allow it to heal you.” That sounds nice, but I can’t imagine how that’s supposed to work. I wish someone would come and say: “I will heal you,” but there is no one.




  February 27, 2020




  Dream: *I'm lying in bed all curled up, in the fetal position. A voice says:




  “It is necessary that everything contracts like this, so that you can come out of it!”




  This physical state of contraction came again and again, always exactly at the moment when I felt like I was finally feeling a little better. When I had the impulse to return to life. I would tackle something: something urgent around the house or I made contacts, wanted to meet someone for a walk, make an agreement or have a phone call. After just a few hours this contraction came. Sometimes I resisted it, just ignored it. However, “It” was stronger than my will. In the end, all I could do was to give up and lie down again. Accepting that it is a serious illness, one that won't go away in a few weeks. Accepting that there is a force at work here against which my will to go back to my previous life is powerless.




  I lie down again and continue reading. Writing out passages that seemed important to me was the only thing that was still possible.




  February 18, 2020




  Dream: *I ride with Felix on a chairlift. I would like to hold his hand and am wondering if I can do that. His daughter is also there, she could see it and condemn it. Then my head gets very quiet, and I just do it. He surrounds my fingers with warmth and strength, it's a good and strong feeling, but I stay with myself and don't lose myself.




  March 2, 2020




  Flashback




  It's just another deeper level that I've reached. It comes so hard in order that it can be seen. Otherwise, I would have gone back to “normal life” long ago. I now know that it always comes when I have enough strength to endure these feelings.




  “It”, this incredibly strong, absolutely paralyzing feeling of inner contraction, always came when I thought it was over. I had already worked so hard and dealt with this abuse again. Now I could put it away, just like I did back then: put it aside and move on with life. There was also a voice that kept saying: “Now don’t act like that, it wasn’t all that bad. You wanted it yourself too. You thought it was nice, you loved him after all. Now you're just looking for a reason, an excuse, because you're sick and you're ashamed that you can't work. Don't be so lazy. Finally put it away and do your work! What will people think of you!” But it was no use. No matter how hard I tried, that contraction came and forced me to lie down again. What else was there?




  There had to be more. Something I didn't have access to. So I continued searching through my books. If I read a book, there were usually references to further literature. Sometimes I didn't even finish reading a book, but instead followed the next clue that I found somewhere "between the lines". Books were good for me because they were safe. Unlike the people who scared me so much. I could put the book down if it became too much for me.




  Who else can I trust if I don't even trust myself?




  March 3, 2020




  Dream: *The voice calls:




  "Compassion!"




  

    With Ursula:




    She says that dissociating is no longer necessary: I have to learn to get my soul back! I could ask the higher powers for help. I remember the strong, warm, yellow light, the happy children's voices from my near-death experience when I lost my child. I've already been there and know that this place exists. She says I should tell that which wants to get out so badly not to come until I'm in therapy with her. I need companionship and support! I promise “It”, this tremendous power, that I will take care of it and not just “leave it there”.


  




  My despair feels so real but is a flashback state. The pain always comes right when I'm happy that I'm finally feeling a little better. There is a certainty: “Enjoying beauty carries great danger; unbearable pain will follow.” This conviction has grown from my experiences. In the end it only hurts me and the others too, that's why there can't be anything nice for me anymore, it's too dangerous. However, I can no longer live without the beauty, love. I tried it, but it doesn't work. It just doesn't work anymore!




  Abysmal despair and deadly pain overcome me. Only dying could bring relief, but my sense of responsibility to my family holds me back.




  Nevertheless, I kept thinking seriously about what possibilities there might be to end this life, which only caused me pain, in a somewhat decent way. My luck that it didn't happen was because my body was in such a state of pain, it fell into an absolute state of paralysis, and I was unable to do anything concrete.




  Well-being and relaxation are the triggers for my pain, but I can no longer be constantly tense because I simply no longer have the strength. Which condition is worse?




  Once I have stabilized in isolation, my desire for connection with the outside world comes. However, as soon as I establish a connection: total overwhelm! Renewed paralysis.




  Up until now, feeling good for me meant: merging into others, immersing myself in them, completely giving up and surrendering. But then every time the fear of losing myself, of becoming dependent, returns.




  I realize that if I ever felt comfortable at all, it was only in the arms of people who abused me for their own purposes, who didn't even want me, who just played with me. I had to keep my distance for my own protection, but that was exactly what hurt so much.




  Questions:




  Who am I no longer protecting when I stand up for my needs?




  How can I ever believe and feel that I am a good person again?




  There is so much shame in me about everything that happened.




  How can I ever trust my perceptions of other people and their intentions again?




  I no longer trust myself or my feelings.




  What am I worth if I can't meet other people's expectations?




  What is my life worth if my deepest longing for security cannot be fulfilled?




  Where will I find refuge?




  Are you allowed to wish you could die if you no longer see any meaning in life?




  How much pain do you have to endure before you can say, “It’s enough”?




  I kept searching for words to describe my flashback feeling. I learned from the books: “…how varying childhood trama histories can cause CPTSD. We will also see…how profound emotional abandonment is typically at the core of most CPTSD.” (Walker, 2013) p.85




  I don't feel any connection to other living beings. I would like to, but I can't connect. I want to act, do something, but I'm paralyzed.




  March 5, 2020




  Felix's wife came over today. I already knew it because she had already announced herself in a dream last night. Where does this feeling of connectedness come from? I don't understand so many things.




  The spiral of healing turns. It can get more intense each time. This doesn't mean that I've done anything wrong, but on the contrary, that I've become stronger. However, in these moments I feel absolutely hopeless.




  Relaxation is only possible when I am immobile. But then I feel so terribly helpless and useless.




  Relaxed action, how would that be? My body should be able to give in to its intuition and act on its own. But I no longer trust it to do the right thing.




  What would be the “right thing to do?” I would be in the “here and now”, I could act without having to constantly think everything through.




  As soon as my body relaxes, I fall into an immobile state so that I can no longer act: this causes panic!




  I would like to be able to act based on my intuition and experience that my actions are right, but it's not possible.




  Safe relaxation could mean: giving up responsibility, not wanting to control everything, but allowing things to flow without me.




  For me, relaxing and giving up responsibility means being at the mercy of others! Others can do whatever they want with me. My will just disappears. I can no longer judge whether what is happening is good for me or not. Or worse, I'm convinced it's a good thing. It wasn't until much later that it became clear that it wasn't good at all.




  

    Ursula explains to me:




    “When you dissociate, you are not connected to the earth, but your spirit is floating somewhere above you.” She says: “There is a connection downwards, to the earth. You could start by noticing this connection. You could let everything that doesn't belong to you fall into the ground when you breathe out." I try, but it scares me so much that I have to stop straight away.




    Together we look for a beautiful picture of the “benevolent oneness”: I remember the happy children's voices, the yellow light that I saw when I lost my child. Ursula says: “As you breathe in, try to bring this light down and then as you breathe out, spread it around you like a fountain.” This works a little better than grounding.




    Ursula says that I should let the “balloon” in my lower abdomen get bigger with every inhale, tell it: “You are my space, you can get bigger.” I try it and immediately give up because it scares me so much. The fear and the feeling that there is something wrong with me because I can't do all of these things become so bad that I go into dissociation: I lose contact with my body and can no longer breathe. It takes me a long time to come back and calm down a little. Ursula puts her hand on my back. This feels good and helps me come back.




    “Feeling instead of thinking,” she says, but that’s also very scary. Only thinking seems certain to me. When I feel, incredibly bad feelings can arise and paralyze me so much that I fall back into stupor 1 .




    Ursula says: “Being present” does not mean “being awake in your head”, but rather “being relaxed and attentive in your body and feelings”.


  




  This was a completely new thought for me. I always thought being present meant being wide awake in your head: hyper-awake 3 . That's actually how I've always been.




  Bring the child out of the loneliness of the incubator. Feel what it needs. Be a loving mother to it. Keep it calm, no movement, no activity, just protection and calm, physical contact. Tell it: “You can always be with me.”




  If the flashback still comes, I can tell myself: It's a flashback! “Compassion instead of criticism,” says Ursula. Knowing that it is necessary and that it will take me further.




  However, when the flashback comes, I forget all of that. Nothing helps. I just want to die. I'm writing this all down because I hope I can read it and help myself, but that's not possible. When the flashback comes, I don't remember it. I'm so paralyzed that I can't get up and get the notes out. I am cut off from everything and even from myself.




  “It seems to me that the essence of psychological trauma is that it raises insoluble emotional conflicts. The experience of trauma puts a person in a position in which they can no longer behave properly. Whatever he feels, thinks and does, it does not resolve this emotional conflict and proves useless in improving his own situation. In this situation, the affected person is no longer able to manage their family and social relationships appropriately. He entangles others in his unresolved emotional conflicts and, in turn, becomes more easily entangled in the unresolved conflicts of others. ... if you consider the basic structure of such conflicts, you can see what a gigantic task a traumatized person faces if they do not want to get stuck in the contradictions of their attempts to cope, but rather want to grow beyond the trauma." (Ruppert, 2005) p.94-95




  So, it could actually be that trauma is the reason for my bad feelings and unresolvable inner conflicts.




  This realization was a door opener, one that stuck in my head, gave me a little hope: There might actually be reasons why I was feeling so bad.




  March 10, 2020




  Immerse yourself in my inner world: “The healing water pond” (Hart, 2013)p.140




  Since the experience of dissociation was so bad for me, I bought the book “Managing Trauma-Induced Dissociation (Boon Steele van der Hart, 2013) and tried to use specific exercises at home. If it doesn't work with Ursula, maybe it'll work at home alone, I thought, because I actually only felt safe when I was alone.




  I dive into the warm water of the healing water pond. I feel the touch of the water on my skin. My body relaxes, it feels nice. Then, completely unprepared, a huge wave of very strong sexual energy and desire hits me. I see a huge octopus coming towards me and hugging me with its many arms. The touch is pleasant, but I feel the paralysis coming back. Even if it wasn't pleasant, I couldn't do anything about it because I can't move. I am afraid of the incredibly high energy of this animal and at the same time I feel incredibly vulnerable and open, but also full of joy because I feel the beautiful touch. Then the octopus begins to push its arms into all of my orifices: my mouth, my vagina, my anus, even my ears and nose. I think I'm suffocating. At the same time my body releases itself in an incredible orgasm.




  At some point, much later, I accidentally find a description of the term “full-body orgasm.” I didn't know such a thing existed, but when I read it, I immediately knew that that was what I was experiencing.




  This experience left me disturbed: every time I tried to relax, this incredible force emerged that scared me so much. My body reacted automatically, and I couldn't do anything. Afterwards I felt so ashamed that I didn't dare talk to anyone about it, not even my therapist. I wrote it down and then tried to forget it as quickly as possible.




  Walking in light rain. Realization: I'm not afraid to go out today. What is afraid in me is a fearful part of me. It can be protected by other parts, especially my adult self. I imagine that this fear is a helpless little baby and I take it with me in a sling. My back straightens and I can breathe freely. My gait becomes different, leaning back a little instead of leaning forward. I walk more slowly, using my whole body. This experience gives me a little hope.




  March 11, 2020




  I do my old Brain Gym 2exercises (Dennison, 2013), combined with the affirmation: “I immerse myself in the flow of life.”




  I'll take all parts with me. My movements are slow, soft and supple. It's good for me, but afterwards I'm so exhausted that I give up on it too.




  I used to sometimes do the Brain Gym exercises (Dennison, 2013) before practicing because I discovered that practicing went better afterward. They were useful, but always seemed incredibly tiring to me. I had started doing these exercises regularly some time before my illness began because I found that they helped, at least a little, with my unbearable stage fright. It was incredibly tiring for me to do these small exercises with concentration, but it was a way to get at least a little in touch with my body. Looking back, I am convinced that this was a kind of “starting shot” for everything that came afterwards.




  March 11, 2020




  

    With Ursula:




    We use Brainspotting 3 to answer the question: Where does my recurring strong neck tension come from?




    It's this great power within me that scares me so much. It shows itself as soon as I relax, in therapy, in love.




    It is very strong, alive, pulsating, viscous, dangerous. My head is fighting back, afraid to allow this to happen. It is the fear of losing control and being overwhelmed by that power. The only safe area is my head. If I stay there, nothing can happen to me. That's why my neck closes up, because there's this weird power in my stomach and I'm not allowed to go down and feel it.




    (Otherwise, what happened yesterday will happen. But I don't dare tell Ursula about it. My shame is far too great.)


  




  March 11, 2020




  Dream: *I had sex with Peter, but it was actually Felix. When I say goodbye, I say: “It was very nice!” He answers: “It was very nice for me too, but you have to know that I can’t be with you anymore.” That makes me incredibly sad.




  I had one affair before the one with Felix. Peter was a priest. He was to marry Stefan and me. It happened right before our wedding. I was already pregnant with our oldest son and knew that I wanted to be with Stefan. At the same time, I also felt like I was missing something important: I had no access to my emotions or my sexuality. When I met Peter, everything that wasn't allowed to happen in my everyday life with Stefan burst out like a huge wave. I didn't understand what was happening, but I knew it was something I absolutely needed to live. Of course, I thought it was Stefan's fault that he couldn't give it to me. Only now am I beginning to understand that that wasn't true.




  It was Peter who ended the affair: it was too dangerous and jeopardized his career. I wouldn't have been able to. I didn't understand why, but afterwards I believed there was just something really wrong with me. Love and sexuality were apparently things that were only made for other people, not for me. I just couldn't handle it for some reason I didn't understand. Either they weren't there, or they were there and destroyed everything I had worked so hard to build. Then it was better if they weren't there. I believed that it was obviously my fate to have to live without love and sex. I could feel love for my children, but not for adults.




  March 12, 2020




  Dream: *The voice says:




  “There is a connection between shame and the larynx!”




  What does that mean? (Translator’s note: In German, the word “Scham” means both “shame”, the feeling, as well as “the pubis”. Both terms are actually relevant.)




  Using the search term “larynx” I came across a reference to the larynx chakra, also known as the throat chakra:




  “The throat chakra processes experiences of self-expression, particularly the expression of our highest truth as a soul. It connects us to the higher, transpersonal mind. The throat chakra is the source of our understanding and ability to communicate. Our very own discovery of truth is hidden in it as well as the opportunity to share it with our environment.” (chakren.net, 2024)




  “The Voice” wanted to tell me that I need to learn to talk about my shame. I didn't understand that at the time. However, her statement kept bothering me; it stuck in my head and constantly developed. At least I've already made a start:




  I'm writing a detailed letter to Erika, Felix's wife, because she asked me how I was doing. I described to her what had emerged. Her answer: “You have put a huge burden on me.” No, I don't think that's true, I gave back the burden that belonged to them!




  I began to become aware of my feelings of shame and to differentiate my share of responsibility from that of others. Not everything that had happened was simply my fault.




  Xenia, a former violin student of mine, calls me: She also had experiences with sexual abuse. Her mother sent her and her sister to live with their father as children, even though she knew exactly what he was doing with them. Her sister also uncovered the long-forgotten topic at the same time as her. Her valuable advice:




  Don't tell everyone about it: they'll impose their worries on you and make you feel even more ashamed.




  Get me inner protection: bodyguards, warriors, angels! (Are there really angels? I don't believe in them...)




  Ask the spiritual powers for protection (I could never really believe in their existence either.).




  She recommends the book: “The Language of Letting Go” (Beattie, 1990)




  Carrying a piece of paper in my pocket: “Your life is in your hands,” “God will take care of you”: This relieves me of responsibility for people whose problems burden me.




  Saying goodbye to people who are not good for me. Endure the consequences (that I feel terribly alone and abandoned).




  She thinks that I can find what was given to me in another, spiritual place. According to her, I will be able to experience fullness! (How nice that would be, but it's unreachably far away.)




  Pay attention to my perception, listen to it, take it seriously.




  Recognizing the unconditional love of my children as a great gift in my life, a resource. (I tear up when I hear this.)




  “There are people who swallow your energy like black holes,” she says. I can hand over responsibility for these people to the higher powers.




  There are so many “unemployed angels,” Ursula confirms when I tell her about it, “they are happy when they get something to do.” That sounds very strange to me. Are there actually angels?




  The phone conversation with Xenia was incredibly important for me. She had experienced something similar she knew this bottomless despair. I don't even remember why she called because she hadn't been in class with me for a long time. But it was a kind of “gift from the angels” because it gave me so many valuable clues.




  I think Felix was a kind of “medium”: something flowed through him to me. It wasn't actually about him at all. But then what was it about?




  I longed for an empathetic counterpart for myself!




  My cranio therapist says I'm a good person! This statement triggers tears because I can't believe it at all. How I wish it were like that.




  Meditation: “My safe place” (Hart, 2013) p. 103: I lie safe in a hand that is so big and strong that I can lie comfortably in it. the inside is wonderfully soft and warm, I can feel the energy pulsating within it. But it can also be very strong if danger threatens. It is the leaf of a plant that carries me. The second hand lies over me like a nutshell and protects me. Inside I see the sky. Clouds pass by, they let the sun through again and again, which warms me. I slowly relax, feeling my neck relax, even the top cervical vertebra. “Aha,” I experience, “I can move through the pain in my cervical vertebra.” Then I come out of my circling thoughts even further up into a spiritual level above the top of my head. It is like a yellow, warm mist. I know: This is the mercy that my “voice” spoke about at night. My breathing changes: I breathe in as if by myself, the impulse to breathe comes from far down in my stomach, from where it is so nice and warm and soft. It rises and expands my chest each time. When I exhale my breath stops for a while, it feels like a very long time. Then it comes out of my stomach again on its own. “It” breathes in on the front of my body and “it” breathes out through the back. I feel safe and secure.




  I just tried again, even though it had ended so badly last time. What courage of desperation lies behind it, I'm only seeing this now, from a distance. This time I was actually rewarded with a nice experience: I had found an initial resource that I could use again and again, for example when I was overexcited and couldn't fall asleep.




  March 13, 2020




  Dream: *I want to visit Tobias. First, I have to ride in a kind of chairlift. Then I stand in front of his house. It is a simple terraced house. I ring. He looks out of the window upstairs and shouts: “You can't come in until you've taken everything off!” I do this, although I'm very ashamed because I think someone might see it. As I climb the stairs and look down, I notice that I'm still wearing a t-shirt and a skirt, which makes me very relieved. He opens the door for me, he is naked. I let myself fall into his arms. He catches me and gently rocks me back and forth. I feel his erect member. It's a nice feeling of safety and security.




  My shame is showing. What do you have to be ashamed of? Did I have to be ashamed that I needed love and was willing to go beyond my limits to get it? Ursula says: “It was necessary for survival, because people cannot live without love.”




  What does it actually mean to be a woman?




  Felix not only gave me back a feeling for my body, but also the joy and pride of being a woman. It was obvious to him that it was good that I was a woman. He found everything about me beautiful, good and right. I was allowed to be there, show myself, let myself be touched and discovered, and react to his touch. It was nice for him to make me bloom. Everything was allowed to go its natural way: I was allowed to be one with my female body, let myself be guided by it - actually by her, this incredibly great power within myself. I was allowed to simply let this force that guided my body act. Everything this power did was good and right. “I” was just a kind of spectator.




  But that also meant that “I myself” had no control over what happened to me. The very thing that felt so right at the moment was so disturbing in retrospect. It was as if some mysterious force was controlling me remotely.




  In my memory I see a powerful image: the sight of my own body, merged with it, in the mirror. That's when I found myself beautiful for the first time. Then the great pain that he had left me, just left it there.




  The newborn comes up, so afraid of being abandoned again. I promise it: “I won’t leave you; I’ll take you everywhere.” My body calms down.




  Realization: It went so deep so quickly in the slowness and tenderness. What does this mean?




  March 14, 2020




  I wake up twice in the night with my heart pounding so hard that I become very frightened. I tell myself that this is an old fear. So I can endure it, I slowly calm down, imagine being in my safe place - in the beautiful flower - and can finally fall asleep.




  Dream: *I'm lying in Tobias's arms, my hands in his hands. I remember how much I loved his hands. They were soft and delicate like those of a woman.




  Who gets to judge what was right or wrong?




  I have to be able to trust my gut feeling again.




  “See it in a loving light,” Erika told me.




  Lots of things that sound so nice but seem impossible to me.




  The ambivalence in the abuse situation back in puberty: that Tobias gave me the love I urgently needed.




  The thought: Why could only he give me this love? Was it because any person my age would have been overwhelmed by me: why? What was so difficult, so different about me?




  Thoughts on abuse by Tobias: Why did it happen to me? There were others too, I wasn't the only one. But there were also girls who were able to avoid it.




  Ursula says to me: “Other children had other parents!” This sentence makes me think.




  Dream: *Stefan and I are in a meadow. There is a hunting lodge at the edge of the forest, we sit there. There is a hut on the meadow. A little boy who looks very similar to my husband as a child is playing near them. He builds a lot of devices that can fly, and in the end, he even creates a device that allows him to fly himself. He uses a rope that actually belongs to Stefan and me. But the rope stretches more and more as I use it, and when I try to hold on to it, it gives way so much that I fall down onto the meadow. But I fall very slowly and don't hurt myself because the rope is very elastic and very thick. I tell Stefan that this boy is breaking our rope, but he doesn't answer me. "Ah yes, I remember, he's not talking to me at the moment." However, I take it in stride that that's the case.




  The little boy inside him is breaking the “rope” that holds our relationship.




  Walking together: I can't find a common pace with Stefan, no matter how hard I try and try. At some point I decide not to try at all. Instead, I look for my own pace. It's as if I hear a kind of inner melody that I align myself with. At the end of the walk we even go our separate ways because he wants to take the bus and I want to continue on foot. “Then that’s just the way it is,” I decide. “If that means we go our separate ways in life, I guess I have to accept that. The main thing is that I can finally hear my inner melody again and go along with it.” Walking like this seems much less strenuous to me.




  During this time, I discovered the book “Healing Developmental Trauma” (Heller, 2012). This was essential for me because for the first time I had the feeling that I was on the right track.




  There are five biologically determined core needs:




  1. Contact/2. Attunement/3. Trust/4. Autonomy/5. Love and Sexuality (Heller, 2012) p.15




  I didn't know that until now.




  “It’s a key NARM concept to support healthy ways of regulating the nervous system by emphasizing connection to the parts of self that are organized, coherent and functional. Analysing problems and focusing primarily on what has gone wrong in a person’s live does not necessarily support self-regulation, and in some cases, increases dysregulation.” (Heller, 2012) p.7




  “NARM emphasizes somatic mindfulness – the containment, deepening, and support for the biological completion of the affective states. Tracking and containing emotions in this way puts us progressively more in touch with our core aliveness. (Heller, 2012) p.9




  NARM says: Bottom-up (work from bottom to top) and top-down (from top to bottom) – both are necessary!




  This realization of both directions was extremely important for me: my therapist Ursula repeatedly emphasized that the head is not needed to resolve trauma. It happens in the body. However, I could not get involved in things that affected my body without my mind first carefully clarifying what was happening to me. I could only agree to work with her physically if I had first clarified in detail why it was necessary, what the background was, and if it had been scientifically proven ... even afterwards I had to write down everything that had happened when with her in order to make sure that something overwhelming couldn't happen to me again that I wouldn't notice it until much later. “You can be suspicious for as long as you need to,” she kept telling me. “You can’t make trust. It will come into being and it can have all the time in the world to do it.” “All the time in the world?” I thought. “I want to get well again as quickly as possible!”




  "NARM views the mindful experience of the body (the bottom-up process from 'bottom' to 'top') as the basis of the healing process: The body is our connection to reality..." (Heller, 2012) p.33




  I wrote down more and more sentences like that because I felt that they were important to me.




  “Our greatest desire is to feel alive. Meaninglessness, depression, and many other symptoms are reflections of our disconnection from our core vitality. When we feel alive, we feel connected, and when we feel connected, we feel alive. Although it brings more mental clarity, aliveness is not primarily a mental state; nor it is only sensory pleasure. It is a state of energetic flow and coherency in all systems of the body, brain, and mind. …




  learning how to be in touch with our emotions and appropriately express them is a fundamental part of this approach. …Tracking and containing emotions in this way puts us progressively more in touch with our core aliveness.” (Heller, 2012) p.8-9




  “NARM views the mindful bottom-up experience of the body as the foundation of the healing process. The body is our connection to reality…By paying attention to the body, we are more easily able to recognize the truths and fictions of our personal narratives.” (Heller, 2012) p.18




  “Tracking here-and-now experience in at the nervous system is fundamental to disrupting the predictive tendencies of the brain. Paying close attention to the process of connection/disconnection, of regulation/dysregulation, in present time, helps us strengthen our sense of agency, feel less at the merc of our childhood experiences, and most importantly, it supports the re-regulation of our nervous system. It is in the connection to our body and in relationship with other people that healing is possible.” (Heller, 2012) p.20-21




  March 17, 2020




  

    With Ursula:




    We continue to work with Brainspotting4: The neck tension has moved all the way up to the top cervical vertebra. I feel a strong tension pain at the junction between head and body; some kind of conflict seems to be taking place there.




    I allow both forces to be there, in balance.




    It turns out that my neck was probably subjected to some form of violence during the operation my mother had to erect the uterus when she was pregnant with me. As soon as I think about it, severe pain and enormous tension arise. I go into it very slowly, with compassion. Ursula asks that I not be overwhelmed. Something opens up in my chest and at the same time it tightens in my back. Ursula says that's probably because it's letting go and opening up.




    My “inner voice” tells me: I was subjected to severe anesthesia and paralysis, but I could still feel the pain of being manipulated. Since I didn't understand where it was coming from, I thought it was my mother who had hurt me so much. This may have later triggered the premature birth. The pain in my neck increased as I grew bigger. I had to leave that place to save my life. Even though it made me so sad.




    I hadn't known anything about this operation until now. My mother had told me about it just a few days before because I had asked her about details about the pregnancy and birth. She wasn't even aware that the operation had affected not only her, but that such an operation would of course also have had an impact on me.


  




  I read on the Internet: Until the 1980s, doctors were convinced that an infant could not feel pain! It is therefore actually possible that I was handled carelessly.




  Every time I realized that it might actually be the case, that what I was feeling was right, it gave me a little bit of self-confidence back. It was only a little, but at least it was something.




  I couldn't write about my feelings back then.




  March 19, 2020




  I have been trying some exercises out of the book, “Trauma-Sensitive Yoga” (Härle, 2016) for a few days now. However, I feel so bad afterwards that I give up. My body doesn't want to move, apart from the same daily walk, it just wants to rest.




  Although I have to convince myself to take the walk at first because there is a part of me that is terribly afraid of the “world outside,” it usually does me good. I feel like something has actually come loose in my chest area. There is still tension in my back, but it slowly eases a little as I walk. At night sometimes there are very deep breaths, a kind of sigh, like babies do when they have been crying and then slowly calm down. I feel: comfort comes from somewhere, even if I don't know where.




  My cranio-therapist says I have achieved a lot in a short time. That's good for me, especially because I feel like it's going incredibly slowly. She says: “Six months is not a long time for trauma healing, it’s just a moment.” I’m always very worried about how long this will take. What will happen to my job, who will take care of my family if my income stops?




  My monthly conversations with the doctor and my boss always give me a lot of stomach pain. Every time I have to say: “It’s not working yet. I don't know how long it will take." Actually, I don't even know if it will ever get better.




  I am so ashamed of my helplessness.




  Ursula says: “You are allowed to accept help! It doesn't work without help. You don't have to do it alone. Nobody could do that.”




  That brings me a little relief. At the same time, however, I'm afraid of making myself dependent by accepting something. How can I be sure that the help someone offers me does not come from another motivation that I cannot understand? I know for a fact that if this happens again, it will be my certain death sentence. I could not muster the strength again to survive.




  Book 3




  “I can see. I can recognize. I can raise my voice. I can act.” 5




  March 20, 2020 – April 7, 2020




  


  




  “Individuals with the connection Survival Style often feel relief at understanding that their difficult symptoms have a common thread, what we call an organizing principle. Their struggle with high levels of anxiety, psychological and physiological problems, chronic low self-esteem, shame, and dissociation which is related difficulties all constellate around of organizing principle of connection – the simultaneous experience of both the desire for connection and the fear of connection.” (Heller, 2012) p.141




  “The capacity for connection is the fundamental resource; it is important to attune to and build from existing capacities for healthy connection.” (Heller, 2012) p.185




  March 21, 2020




  Dream: *I'm supposed to help out with the viola at a children's concert. I'm there, but I don't have my viola with me, and I know that I don't have one at home. I'm very ashamed because I didn't even think about how much I was letting the children down. I thought no one would notice if I didn't play along anyway. But now I see that my place would have been at the front and that the three little girls are now a little lost without my help. I have a new - albeit very old-fashioned - cell phone and am trying to call Stefan so that he might at least bring me a violin. However, I can't understand the phone's system at all. I keep trying to get into the phone book until it finally occurs to me that I know the number by heart - it's my parents' old one. I'll just call this one.




  I will find the solution in my parents' old patterns, not in Stefan, who I expected to be able to do something for me.




  In every book I read, I found references to other books. Some I didn't even finish reading because I came across a new "hot lead", and some I couldn't finish because they overwhelmed me. In the book “The Body Knows the Way” (Schmidt, 2008) I received a reference to the book “Woman Who Run With The Wolves” (Pinkola Estés, 1992). I remembered reading this book before, when I was about twenty years old and had glandular fever. It was the time when the story of Tobias' sexual abuse first broke. I picked out the book and read it again.




  “The cure for both, the naïve woman and the instinct-injured woman is the same:




  Practice listening to your intuition, your inner voice; ask questions; be curious; see what you see; hear what you hear; and then act upon what you know to be true.” (Pinkola Estés, 1992) p.74




  “When women reassert their relationship with the wildish nature, they are gifted with a permanent and internal watcher, a knower, a visionary, an oracle, …and a listener who guide, suggest, and urge vibrant live in the inner and outer worlds…” (Pinkola Estés, 1992) p.6




  “This wild teacher, wild mother, wild mentor supports their inner and outer lives, no matter what.




  So, the word wild here is not used in its modern pejorative sense, meaning out of control, but in its original sense, with means to live a natural live, one in which the criatura, creature, has innate integrity and healthy boundaries. These words, wild and woman, cause women to remember who they are and what they are about. They create a metaphor to describe the force which funds all females. They personify a force that women cannot live without.” (Pinkola Estés, 1992) p.7




   




  “But because it is tacit, prescient, and visceral, among cantadoras it is called the wise or knowing nature. It is sometimes called the “woman who lives at the end of time”, or the “woman who lives at the edge of world.” …she is both friend and mother to all those who have lost their way, all those who need a learning, all those who have a riddle to solve, all those out in the forest or the desert wandering and searching.” (Pinkola Estés, 1992) p.7




  “How does Wild Woman affect women? With her as ally, as leader, model, teacher, we see, not through two eyes, but through the eyes of intuition which is many-eyed. When we assert intuition, we are therefore like the starry night: we gaze at the world through a thousand eyes.




  The wild nature carries the bundles for healing; she carries everything a woman needs to be and know. She carries the medicine for all the things. She carries stories and dreams and words and songs and signs and symbols. She is both vehicle and destination.” (Pinkola Estés, 1992) p.11




  “These are some good questions to ask one decides on the song, one’s true song: What has happened to my soul-voice? What are the buried bones of my life? In what condition is my relationship to the instinctual Self? When was the last time I ran free? How do I make life come alive again? Where has La Loba gone to?




  The old woman sings over the bones, and as she sings, the bones flesh out. We too “become” as we pour soul over the bones we have found. As we pour out our yearning and our heartbreaks over the bones of what we used to be when we were young, of what we used to know in centuries past, and over the quickening we sense in the future, we stand on all fours, four-square. As we pour soul, we are revivified.” (Pinkola Estés, 1992) p.35-36




  “Asking the proper question is the central action of transformation…The key question causes germination of consciousness. The properly shaped question always emanates from an essential curiosity about what stands behind. Questions are keys that cause the secret doors of the psyche to swing open.” (Pinkola Estés, 1992) p.52




  The key question: How could this have happened so quickly with Felix? Why was it as if I was being controlled remotely?




  The story “Bluebeard” and the author’s interpretation from the book “Woman Who Run With The Wolves” (Pinkola Estés, 1992) provided me with valuable information:




  “It is at this point that the naïve nature begins to mature, to question, “What is behind the visible? What is it which causes that shadow to loom upon the wall?” The youthful naïve nature begins to understand that if there is a secret something, if there is a shadow something, if there is a forbidden something, it needs to be locked into. Those who would develop consciousness pursue all that stands behind the readily observable; the unseen chirping, the murked window, the lamenting door, the lip of light beneath a sill. They pursue these mysteries until the substance of the matter is laid open to them.




  As we shall see, the ability to stand what one sees enables a woman to return to her deep nature, there to be sustained in all thoughts, feelings, and actions.” (Pinkola Estés, 1992) p.52




   




  “Finally, she puts the key, the question, to the door and finds the shocking carnage in some part of her deep life. And that key, that tiny symbol of her life, suddenly will not cease its bleeding, will not cease to give the cry that something is wrong. A woman may try to hide from the devastations of her life, bit the bleeding, the loss of life’s energy, will continue until she recognizes the predator for what it is and contains it.” (Pinkola Estés, 1992) p.52




   




  “When women re-surface from their naïveté, they draw with them and to themselves something unexplored. In this case the now wiser woman draws an internal masculine energy to her aid. In Jungian psychology, this element has been named animus; a partly mortal, partly instinctual, partly cultural element of a woman’s psyche that shows up in fairy tales and in dream symbols as her son, husband, stranger, and/or lover – possibly threatening depending on her psychic circumstances of the moment. This psychic figure is particularly valuable because it is invested with qualities which are traditionally bred out of woman, aggression being one of the more common.” (Pinkola Estés, 1992) p.63




   




  “When woman re-surface from her naïveté, they draw with them and to themselves something unexplored. In this case the now wiser woman draws an internal masculine energy to her aid. In Jungian psychology, this element has been named animus…” (Pinkola Estés, 1992) p.63




  This is something my path could look like, I realized. However, I had absolutely no idea how to walk it. I wrote the answer directly, but I couldn't see it at the time:




  “Consciousness is the way out of the box, the way out of torture” (Pinkola Estés, 1992) p.78




  “The cure for both the naïve woman and the instinct-injured woman is the same: Practice listening to your intuition, your inner voice; ask questions; be curious; see what you see; hear what you hear; and then act upon what you know to be true.” (Pinkola Estés, 1992) p.74




  According to the German book, where they were written in double negative version, I rewrote them in a positive way for myself.




  The commandments are therefore:




  

    	I am allowed to see




    	I am allowed to recognize




    	I am allowed to raise my voice




    	I am allowed to act


  




  “The cure for both, the naïve woman and the instinct-injured woman is the same:




  Practice listening to your intuition, your inner voice; ask questions; be curious; see what you see; hear what you hear; and then act upon what you know to be true. These intuitive powers were given to your soul at birth. They have been covered over, perhaps by years and years of ashes and excrement. This is not the end of the world, for these can be washed away. With some chipping and scraping and practice, your perceptive powers can be brought back to their pristine state again.” (Pinkola Estés, 1992) p.74




  “Intuition is the treasure of a woman’s psyche. It is like a divining instrument and like a crystal through which on can see with uncanny interior vision. It is like a wise old woman who is with you always, who tells you exactly what the matter is, tells you exactly whether you need to get left or right. It is a form of The One Who knows, old La Qien Sabe, the Wild Woman.” (Pinkola Estés, 1992) p.76




   




  My inner voice!




  “Over generations, these intuitive powers became as buries streams within women, buried by disuse and unfounded charges of disrepute. … I Think we can be confident that things lost in the psyche are still there. So too, this well of women’s instinctual intuition has never been lost, and whatever is covered over can be brought back out again.” (Pinkola Estés, 1992) p. 89)




  According to Clarissa Pinkola Estés, there are nine tasks to be solved in the development of becoming a mature woman:




  “In the rite of the old female Goddess, …, these are the nine tasks of initiation:




  

    	Allowing the Too-Good Mother to Die (p.83)




    	Exposing the Crude Shadow (p.87)




    	Navigation in the Dark (p.91)




    	Facing the wild Hag (p.94)




    	Serving the Non-Rational (p.98)




    	Separating This from That (p.103)




    	Asking the Mysteries (p.106)




    	Standing on all fours (p.109)




    	
Recasting the Shadow (p.112)” (Pinkola Estés, 1992)



  




  “Through completion of these tasks, a woman’s intuition – that knowing being who walks wherever women walk, looking at all things in their lives and commenting on the truth of it all with swift accuracy – is re-set into woman’s psyche. The goal is a loving and trusting relationship with this being whom we have come call ‘the knowing woman’, the essence of the Wild Woman archetype.” (Pinkola Estés, 1992) p.83




  These passages have time and again helped me to understand what is happening to me. They were a confirmation of what I experienced. Since I was unsure for so long whether I could rely on my perception, they were a valuable help on my path, a kind of compass. I complete the nine tasks one by one. The descriptions of the individual tasks can be found at the end of the chapters that deal with these tasks.




  March 23, 2020




  Dream: *I am in a school and am supposed to teach there. At the beginning it goes well, but in the afternoon, I don't know which class I have to go to. I want to check on the PC, but as soon as I start it, the printer next to it starts printing out meaningless stuff. It is break time. I took a lot of food supplies with me, including a large loaf of bread. I realize that wasn't so smart, the bread will be hard since I can't eat that much of it. A baby, who I know is a friend's little boy, is sleeping on a window ledge in the teacher's lounge. I pick him up and put him on the sofa because I'm afraid he might fall off the ledge. This causes him to wake up and call for his mom. I pick him up again, comfort him and hold him very close to me. He smells good. After a while he falls asleep again. I put him on the sofa and cover him with a wool blanket, my mother's old one. I notice that it has a lot of holes. “Oh dear,” I think, “this blanket should be replaced. With all those holes it isn’t really warm at all!”




  My “fighting masculine strength” has emerged. But it is still very small and fragile. Taking care of this inner aspect is important now, not my job, which is still on a “break”: working is not possible yet! The protection I inherited from my mother's side is inadequate and doesn't warm properly! The “good and naive mother” has had its day!




  The dreams gave me direct answers and comments to what I had read and written down the day before! However, I usually only noticed this when I re-read my notes after a few days or even weeks.




  March 23, 2020




  

    With Ursula:




    I have severe back pain in the area behind my breastbone. It hurts when breathing and radiates all over the back.




    I am willing to see the pain and shame of the young woman I once was. I'm willing to listen to her, but she doesn't dare show herself to me because she's so ashamed.




    An older version of her, around 20 years old, appears. It is the one who finally found the courage to separate from Tobias, who was married to another woman and who had abused her as a child and later saw her as just an adventure. He perhaps didn't even know how much she had focused her entire life on him, how dependent she was on him – or maybe that was exactly what he liked about it. The older Sarah strongly reproaches the younger girl: she should have realized what was happening and distanced herself from him when it was still possible.




    Ursula tells the older girl that that wasn't possible. She tells me to stand by this child and her feelings. Encourage her to show herself. She is part of me.




    There I see her: a skinny, malnourished child.




    It was this starving child who later accepted Felix's offer of love. It needed love and care so badly.




    It was so starved that it couldn't be choosey but had to accept every offer to finally receive a little love.




    I can own up to what happened to me. Nobody has the right to judge me for this.




    Something inside me is extremely hungry and malnourished. I have to learn to listen to this part. Finding out what it is and how to satisfy that hunger.




    Ursula says: Anyone would have given in if they had been in my situation, there was no other way! “The only thing that helps,” she says: “Give these two (yourself and this child) as much time as they need to get well. Listen to yourself instead of listening to others.”


  




  I try to accept that “it” moves in cycles. When I get better, it's more of a reprieve than the end of the illness.




  I discovered the book “The Body Knows the Way” (Schmidt, 2008): There I came across the term “felt sense”.




  “'Felt sense': a feeling for inner reality ... a sense of personal orientation and inner navigation.” (Schmidt, 2008) p. 11




  “We must pay attention to ourselves, 'read' and listen to ourselves, and listen to the most immediate of all our realities - the inner reality. This inner reality will gradually reveal itself as a clearer perception, a felt sense, and lighten the darkness of the conceptual mind. It can be felt, sensed and heard, but not necessarily understood.” (Schmidt, 2008) p. 16




  “… gifted for knowledge that exceeds the horizon of the understanding.” – Karlfried Graf Dürkheim (Schmidt, 2008) p. 19




  Is there supposed to be a knowledge that transcends reason? This was new and scary for me. The only thing that seemed reliable was my mind. One can’t rely on anything else! Nevertheless, I copied these sentences because I felt there was something to them:




  “We have to be able to give up control in order to embrace change. We have to distance ourselves from who we think we are. We must understand and be amazed that autonomous change processes become active from within, without us actively intervening. They don’t want to be ordered through constant action and manipulation, but rather listened to and invited.” (Schmidt, 2008) p. 20




  March 24, 2020




  Dream: *I am given the ability to create a “Patronus Charm” by Harry Potter. My “Patronus” represents a beautiful, strong stag, just like Harry’s. I even get a second one as a gift from Fred and George. My “inner voice” tells me:




  “This is the reward for fighting so bravely and not giving up, despite all the setbacks!”




  March 25, 2020




  Dreams:




  *I am pregnant and in labor. But I don't say anything because I think the people around me will notice. But no one reacts or notices anything. Then I gather all my courage and say out loud that I'm in labor and need someone to take me to the hospital.




  *I am pregnant and should attend a festival. I'm a little ashamed and think that I don't look pretty at all with my stomach. I go to the toilet and meet another woman who I find very beautiful. I tell her that. She looks at me in astonishment and says that I have the most beautiful dress of all and that I am very beautiful when I'm pregnant.




  Interesting that I often experienced two dreams with the same topic on the same night - as if someone wanted to make sure that I really understood the message.




  “Sacred space needs impenetrable boundaries that provide safe protection for a vulnerable process that touches our innermost core. Safe spaces with clear boundaries help us to remain touchable in a vulnerable state. Such security can enable the emergence of our innermost being. ... What has long wanted to be heard within us can now be spoken. The emergence of these vulnerable sides in us requires a warm, appreciative attitude that welcomes and renounces judgment.” (Schmidt, 2008) p. 203




  Ursula does this with me. After reading about it, I understand it better. What my mind can comprehend, I can allow to happen. That's why I have to read: Only when my mind is sure that everything is going well can it allow itself to "switch off" for a while.




  I try to do body work on myself at home, but I am so often overcome by incredibly intense sexual excitement that I feel profoundly ashamed afterwards. What comes out, despite all the pain: I actually long for the love of a woman. I'm confused and a bit at a loss. Where does that come from? Is that really true?




  I write it down, but immediately put it aside and don't remember it for a long time.




  March 26, 2020




  Dream: *My body therapist calls me and wants to tell me something. I hear her voice, but I don't really understand it. But I don't listen very carefully either. Her voice sounds very muffled and depressed. I wonder if maybe she's sick.




  It was probably my body itself that wanted to tell me something. But I didn't understand it because I wasn't listening carefully. I thought my body was sick, but that's not true: it just wanted to communicate with me!




  “The primal longing for the mother's sensitive attention, for unconditional acceptance as well as emotional and physical closeness remains, even if largely unconscious. Hidden deep inside, the child that was left alone in the nursery and nursery still exists, it still cries and is still scared to death. With him, all the overwhelming traumatic feelings of helplessness, powerlessness, anger and despair were split off and pushed into the depths of the subconscious. To this day, this child longs for its mother and searches in vain for her in every person to whom it becomes attached. In this way, unconscious parts of our personality influence behavior and experiences throughout our lives, especially our relationships with our partners and children.” (Ruppert, 2014) p. 189




  When I read this passage, I feel a deep longing.




  I take note of my actual achievements: I see that I have already worked a lot. It's like an onion, new layers are always emerging. The flashbacks have become fewer. I know the waves come and go. I understand many things better and have become calmer. My body is more relaxed. I become aware of my patterns. I come closer to my emotions and begin to allow them, especially the great shame and the great longing.




  March 27, 2020




  Dream: *“My voice” says:




  “There are two strong bears at your side that can protect you.”




  I see the bears, they are really big and strong, although still young and playful.




  “A flashback-including critic is typically spawned in a danger-ridden childhood home. …Many children appear to be hard-wired to adapt to this endangering abandonment with perfectionism. A prevailing climate of danger forces the child’s superego to over-cultivate the various programs of perfectionism and endangerment…The superego is the part of the psyche that learns parental rules in order to gain their acceptance...When perfectionist striving fails to win welcoming from your parents, the inner critic becomes increasingly hostile and caustic. It festers into a virulent inner voice, that increasingly manifests self-hate, self-disgust and self-abandonment. …As a traumatized child, your over-aroused sympathetic nervous system also drives you to become increasingly hypervigilant. … In an effort to recognize, predict and avoid danger, hypervigilance is ingrained in your approach to being in the world. Hypervigilance narrows your attention into an incessant, on-guard scanning of the people around you. It also frequently projects you into the future, imaging danger in upcoming social events.” (Walker, 2013) p.167-168




  My stage fright! For so long I've been looking for an explanation for this, or at least a way to be able to do something about it. Now suddenly loose ends of the threads that I had been looking for so long were found. I started by rolling them up.




  “Moreover, hypervigilance typically devolves into intense performance anxiety on every level of self-expression.” (Walker, 2013) p.167-168




  “In this process, the critic becomes increasingly virulent and eventually switches from the parents’ internalized voice: “You’re a bad boy/girl” to the first person: “I’m a bad boy/girl.” … This process whereby the superego becomes carcinogenic is a key juncture where PTSD6 morphs into CPTSD7. The cruel, totalitarian inner critic is a key distinguishing feature of CPTSD.” (Walker, 2013) p.168-169




  I couldn't write about it back then. This diagnosis felt absolutely devastating because I was sure it applied to me.




  “In my work with survivors, I am continuously struck by how often the inner critic triggers them into overwhelming emotional flashbacks. The CPTSD-derived inner critic weds our fear of abandonment to our self-hate about our imperfections.” (Walker, 2013) p.169




  “It then tortures us with the entwined serpents of perfectionism and endangerment. Endangerment is the process of constantly projecting danger onto safe enough situations.




  Your recovering depends on learning how to recognize and confront …inner critic attacks. When this process of recovering is bypassed, these deeply engrained programs continue to send you tumbling back into the overwhelming fear, shame and hopelessness of your childhood abandonment.” (Walker, 2013) p.169




   




  "I love myself. The lonelier, the more abandoned, the more unprotected I am, the more I will respect myself." - Jane Eyre (Walker, 2013)p. 175




  April 7, 2020




  Dream: *The voice says:




  “Everything wasn’t as you believed!”




  In so many situations I thought I was wrong, but that's not true: I'm right! That's what Ursula tells me again and again. I, however, almost can't believe she's right.




  The sentence “everything wasn’t as I thought it was” helped me enormously. It repeatedly reminded me to check whether what I had always believed - my beliefs - was actually true. Could it be that it was exactly the other way around?




  Once again, I am overcome with pain so intense that I actually think I'm going to die.




  How many more times do I have to get up again before I can just stay lying down?




  When am I allowed to say: It's enough, I just can't go on any longer.




  How much pain do I have to endure before it ends?




  It was only later that I understood that the pain continued to attack me until I believed myself and not what others wanted me to believe. If it attacks me again, it's a signpost: It says: "Something's wrong here, investigate it and take a closer look!"




  Book 4




  “Who am I anyway?”




  April 15, 2020 – April 29, 2020




  


  




  How can I learn to recognize the critic's attacks?




  This seemed to me to be some sort of Gordian Knot 8(Wikipedia, 2022). How was I supposed to perceive the attacks if I only noticed them long after the fact?




  April 15, 2020




  Dream: *I have a long way to go. I see a signpost. It says: 6 kilometers left. “My Voice” says:




  “If you only knew what it would be like at kilometers 5 and 6!”




  And in fact: It's getting hotter and hotter. The path is dusty and takes a long time. If only I had at least friends there, I think, but I know that no one is waiting for me at my destination. Nevertheless, I know that I am on the right path, that I just have to keep going.




  April 17, 2020




  Dream: *I'm crawling through a narrow tunnel and at some point, I can't go any further. I'm just stuck, it's too narrow in there for me. I can't even fit through it. A voice says:




  “Many people don’t know that it’s advisable to take a few steps backwards when you can’t move forward anymore!”




  So go back even further. Where does this path lead?




  April 20, 2020




  

    With Ursula:




    She says I should treat the abandoned child as tenderly as I would like to be treated. I carry her with me, in a sling. She doesn't quite trust me yet; she's been left alone so often. I give her all the time she needs to open up. I no longer leave her alone but take her with me everywhere.




    My tense neck is becoming more and more relaxed. Sometimes it swings back and forth a bit unsteadily. The messages come from my stomach, but only when my neck lets go. I have to learn to allow them to come in small enough doses so that my neck doesn't have to block.




    Ursula says: “Whatever it is: It can come, but only in small enough portions that you can cope with.” In this way, I can endure it without dissociating.


  




  This was a milestone in therapeutic work: learning to take things in small doses. Before, I was either totally tense and blocked or I was overwhelmed with so much pain when I relaxed that everything immediately shut down again. From this moment on, the real trauma work could begin.




  April 22, 2020




  Dream: *My voice shows me a silver-colored object, a ball. It almost looks like an insect's eye because it consists of many small, rectangular areas. Leaf patterns are carved into some of the surfaces. The voice says:




  “Look at these surfaces. Every time I feel good, I carve a little of the pattern again. You can do it that way too! Look how beautiful it looks. Go, and see how many patterns you already have!”




  April 27, 2020




  

    With Ursula:




    At my request, since “the voice” said that I should “dial my parents’ number,” we begin with a family constellation:


  




  I didn't know you could do this alone in therapy. I always thought it took a group. That's why I was afraid of being exposed. I gathered the courage to really get involved by reading books (Ruppert, Trauma, Attachment and Family Constellations, 2005) about exactly how something like this takes place. Afterwards, what seemed to give me security also contributed to uncertainty: had I allowed myself to be influenced by the examples I had read? For a long time, I doubted the truth of what I had seen.




  I now know: the texts were just a means to an end. They resonated with me on a level that wasn't dangerous to me. Texts could touch me, but not overwhelm me. Once I allowed this to happen, I could give myself time and get involved with it later in the presence of Ursula. I stood on the pieces of paper with the names of my ancestors and could actually feel something of what they had experienced:




  

    Family Constellations 1 – my mother’s family:




    My great-great-grandmother experienced bad things in life. My great-grandmother also experienced bad things during the war. She had to carry too much on her shoulders, developed rheumatism and died early. She was emotionally distant from her family, especially from her husband. When she learns from me that she wasn't to blame for the burden she was carrying, she slowly returns to her family. Her husband is far away because she cannot allow any closeness. But he would like to be close to her. She can finally let him take her in his arms, but he is not allowed to do more than that.




    My grandmother was a very independent woman for that era. She lost her mother when she was fourteen, and her sister, who was seven years younger, was given to another family. Her sister later took her own life, allegedly because of heartbreak.




    Ursula says: “If you’re healthy, you don’t just take your own life!”




    My mother received the name of this deceased sister. She didn't have a good relationship with her mother. I start to think about why that might have been the case. Why do you give your child the name of your deceased sister?


  




  I was 18 years old when my grandma died. She never told anything about her past. It's only now that I realize that this is strange. I got the little information about her life that I have from my mother.




  Ursula is very impressed by what I pick up as I stand on the different places with the names of my ancestors. I just closed my eyes and told her whatever came to mind.




  After the therapy session, I have strong doubts: Didn't I just make this all up? Does she really believe me? I don't believe myself. I think she's a bit naive that she just takes what I'm imagining as truth.




  Looking back, that was an important moment and the actual beginning of a real collaboration on my trauma issues. It was essential for me to feel that she believed me. She believes me even when there are parts of me that don't. This praise from her was particularly important for our continued collaboration: “It’s unbelievable what a fine perception you have!” she told me. That's when I first started thinking about what I sense. Do I actually have a quality that other people don't have? Up until now I thought that my sensitivity, which I was already aware of, was more of a major shortcoming. I always tried to be good at putting this sensitive perception aside because it seemed like a hindrance to me.




  My husband “tears me from sleep at night,” is how it feels to me. I wake up in a panic and with my heart racing, but he just wanted a little closeness. Why does this scare me so much? Why do I perceive every approach from him as an attack?




  April 29, 2020




  

    With my cranial therapist:




    She was able to touch me in deep relaxation without me panicking: a big step forward.


  




  At home I sleep all afternoon, completely exhausted.




  * But it's only part of me that's sleeping, the other part is watching it. This part hears everything that is going on and is awake, while the other part cannot open its eyes. But that doesn't scare me, I just watch it, watch myself in my sleep, so to speak.




  A part of me is always alert, even when I'm sleeping! I have experienced this strange condition before.




  Again, I experienced that my dream gave me a direct answer to my question from the day before: “Why does it scare me so much when someone touches me in my sleep?” Because I had no feeling of security and trust! Even when I was sleeping, a part of me was constantly awake and tense, ready to give an alarm at lightning speed if necessary! Again, I didn't understand the answer until much later. “What happened to me that made me have to be so alert at night?” I should have asked myself this question. Apparently, I wasn't ready for that yet.




  When I finally wake up, I feel completely relaxed in my back. It's like my neck has finally become permeable. A passage has been opened: my “I” is no longer just in the head, but in the whole body, at least in the upper body, as if it had slipped down. When I stand up, it feels like I'm much closer to the ground than usual.




  It didn't just feel like that, it was like that! A split has been lifted! I didn't know that at the time either.




  Book 5




  "Slowing down"




  April 30, 2020 – May 12, 2020




  “The Key to Knowing: The Importance of Snuffling. Ah, now this tiny key; it provides entry to the secret all women know and yet do not know. The key represents permission to know the deepest, darkest secrets of the psyche, in this case the something that mindlessly degrades and destroys a woman’s potential.” (Pinkola Estés, 1992)p.50




  “To forbid a woman to use the one key that would bring her to conscious self-knowledge strips away her intuitive nature, her naturally instinct for curiosity that leads her to discover “what lies underneath” and beyond the obvious. … By choosing to open the door to the ghastly secret room, she chooses life.” (Pinkola Estés, 1992)p.51




  


  




  May 7, 2020




  

    With Ursula:




    Suddenly, memories of all the abusive situations that I had dreamed about as a child and that also later downright haunted me, come back to me: inner films that played out as soon as I touched myself and that caused a huge amount of shame in me. I remember one of the first times I had a dream like this, I was sleeping with my grandfather.




    Ursula asks: “Are you sure it was just a dream?”




    This question stirs up a whole whirlpool of new questions that I will investigate later at home.




    Two parts of me are fighting each other, that's what paralyzes me so much: the part that wants to resonate with others, to flow and come into contact on the one hand - the other part that wants to keep everything under control and wants to protect me from the danger of renewed abuse.




    I realize more and more: What Felix did to me was abuse. The worst part: I took part in it. Why?




    Both parts only want the best for me, both believe that only they are right. Both perceive the other party as dangerous and want to fight him.




    Ursula explains to me: “This is called splitting. These two parts must learn to come into contact with each other. They have to see that the other part also only wants the best for you. They need to learn to get along instead of fighting each other. They can both be there, not just one or the other. To learn this, they need time and a lot of patience. It's the same with these inner children as with real children: If something doesn't yet work out so well, it doesn't help to judge them. It takes loving care and a lot of patience.”


  




  May 9, 2020




  Today I had a terrible conversation, as demanded by the insurance company, with a so-called medical examiner, who didn't let me talk, but seemed to know everything right from the beginning of the conversation. His conclusion at the end, after only he had spoken: I needed psychiatric treatment and medication. My whole body began to tremble, but I stood up for myself vigorously, even after the conversation. I told him I would complain to his superiors, to which he replied that they had nothing to say to him. (“Be a lion mother for myself!” Ursula would be proud of me.)




  I nevertheless complained to his superiors and learned some time later that this complaint had not been without consequences.




  Days later I received a letter from the insurance company: Either I seek treatment from a psychiatrist within two weeks or the sickness allowance would be withdrawn.




  It felt like falling into a black hole. All the bad feelings came up in me at once. But surprisingly, this time I didn't react with dissociation, but rather my fighting spirit awakened.




  After many phone calls, I was very fortunate to find a specialist who was willing to support me. He listened to my story empathetically. Telling it still caused severe dissociation and shortness of breath. In the end, thanks to his help, I was proven right and the assessment that this form of therapy was not the right one and that I needed to be “treated” with medication and a hospital stay was withdrawn some time later. I am sure that the required “therapy” would have completely pulled the rug out from under me. Just at the time when I was beginning to trust Ursula and her way of working, when a lot of things had suddenly started happening with family constellations, I would have had to start all over again. It was the feeling of being under the guillotine, of already feeling the fatal blow on the neck.




  I also felt let down by Ursula because she simply told me that she had no contact with psychiatrists and that unfortunately she couldn't do anything for me. Looking back, I'm grateful to her for that, because the feeling of having successfully rescued myself from a bad situation was invaluable for my future path: it gave me back a large amount of personal agency. In this difficult situation, I also contacted the psychologist who had originally given me Ursula’s address. Unfortunately, he also no longer had contact with any psychiatrists, which initially disappointed me. But then he called me again. Something came to his mind. He could hear from what I said that I was on the right path. I should take the risk, dare to stick with it. I should write to the insurance company that I have to go my own way. A better solution was then found. Nevertheless, this was a big door opener for me: for the first time, I received external confirmation that I was on the right path!




  To be helplessly at the mercy of people who have more “power” than me and admit that they apparently know better what is good for me and can simply decide for me




  even though everything inside me screams: “No!” Exactly this was my trauma feeling! I had successfully defended myself against further abuse, and that was an incredibly good feeling!




  May 9, 2020




  Dreams:




  *I can finally play the violin again! I noticed it through the back door, so to speak, because my colleague asked me a question. Naturally, I picked up the violin and played the part for her.




  *I had a baby. It has dark hair and I know it's actually my brother. I carry him around in the sling all day, but I do a lot of things and am not really aware of how he's doing. It wasn't until the evening that I realized with horror that he had not had a drink all day. He is completely listless and pale. I hold him over my shoulder and decide to take him to the doctor immediately. I feel very guilty about neglecting him so much.




  Why didn't I give him anything to drink? Not even afterwards, when I noticed that he was hungry and thirsty? Why did I trust a doctor more than my own maternal instincts?




   




  I'm mad at my husband because there are so many things lying around everywhere. I tackle it and start cleaning up the basement. Then he comes and helps me. That's a good feeling. But in the evening, I am very exhausted.
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