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INTRODUCTION


Long after the offenses are over and in the past, we who have been violated in childhood by sexual abuse carry with us an internal monologue that goes on discouraging us and tearing us down as we attempt to reconstruct and heal in our recovery. The meditations in this book contain statements that counter this monologue, that encapsulate the ways we would like to think, behave, or feel about ourselves. They point us in the direction we wish to go by helping us create a new vision. Keeping this vision in mind is a tool we can use to intercept our critical, self-deprecatory voices.


Most of us have suffered long years of silence and secrecy about our abuse. We may not even have been aware of it in our memory. Or we may have been painfully plagued by our memories of the abuse but not known how to touch them. Whether we were in touch with our memories or not, most of us had a Pandora’s box in which we tried to contain this haunting experience. As we open it and begin to realize the depth to which our life has been affected by the abuse, we begin a healing journey.


Yet because the road we travel is long and full of treacherous curves, we require much encouragement. We find it in one another. We seek daily inspiration and reminders that we are in a process, moving through recovery, not simply subjecting ourselves to further pain. It is my hope that these meditations can serve sexual abuse survivors both as daily inspiration, and also by showing and celebrating our courage. As we bump along this journey, there comes a time when, almost as if by accident, we notice we’ve begun to thrive.


Many of the meditations refer to incest or the incest survivor.* The effects of childhood sexual abuse by a stranger are similar to those encountered by incest survivors. Thus survivors of sexual abuse by strangers or nonfamily members will, I hope, also find these daily meditations useful to them.


Although I have not addressed sexual abuse recovery issues that are particular to men’s experiences, men and women survivors share common ground in their suffering, in many of the effects of the abuse, and certainly in their need for encouragement. I welcome men as well as women to receive the benefits of these meditations.


It may be helpful to read a meditation out loud, whether alone or with someone else, and to then reflect briefly on what it means to you. Keeping in mind the suggestion “identify, don’t compare” will allow you to receive greater guidance from these pages.


You have embarked on a courageous journey. May you be blessed and carried along.




* I define incest broadly as it is defined in a Twelve Step group modeled after Alcoholics Anonymous, Survivors of Incest Anonymous (SIA), as any sexual behavior imposed on a person by a member of his or her immediate or extended family. “Extended family” might include people you or your family knew over a period of time such as a grandparent, uncle, aunt, in-law, cousin, friend of the family, stepparent, etc. Sexual contacts may include verbal and/or physical behaviors; penetration is not necessary for the definition of incest.
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January 1


Hope


    



The new year lends itself to the hope of new beginnings. I release old resentments and give this year a chance to be a time of renewal.





We must start anew again and again in life. We strive to get ahead of our old injuries, sometimes through escape, sometimes in sincere healing. We might wish that we could move out of our life into someone else’s. We might wish that we could complete one healing and never feel those wounds again. But of course this is foolish grappling with the impossible. Real life is lived when we are fully with ourselves, and that means encountering our sources of pain as well as our sources of joy.


I can, however, let go of resentments, make amends where I need to, including to myself, and ask for guidance from my higher power. This will help me release the voices that lead me repeatedly into situations that abuse or deprive me. It may create fear in me not to know where I am going, but that can also be life’s adventure. I hold the hand of my inner child as we walk into new ways of living. We keep our eyes and ears open. We allow ourselves pleasure and the hope and excitement of new beginnings.




January 2


Accountability






I am accountable for my behaviors and attitudes and can learn to make repairs when they have hurt others.





In my family of origin, accountability was not modeled. There was a general obliviousness to individual responsibility. I was led to believe that my behavior held the power to shame the entire family, yet I was not shown any simple ways to evaluate and correct my mistakes. Spilled milk did not elicit an “Oops, let’s clean it up.” Instead the spiller proved to be a bad person and, because of how entangled the family was, the spill held the potential to reflect badly on everyone. This lack of individual accountability enabled the incest perpetrators to mix in and mix up their abuses with everything else.


As I heal I become more aware of the idea that I am always and only responsible for myself. I am relieved to be free of the burden of an entangled family. I learn how I affect others and how to be accountable. If I betray my own values, I can go back and correct my course by making amends and changing what I will do the next time. I can look quietly at myself at the end of each day and finish all business that is bothersome.




January 3


Laughter






I am grateful for laughter and its ability to nourish my soul.





Hearty laughter gives balance to our pain and offers us a sense of well-being. Physiologically, it may even release chemicals into the bloodstream that contribute to relaxation in a way similar to exercise. We all need good regular doses of laughter. Perhaps we who’ve been abused need it even more than others.


I share with other survivors in my incest group and notice that we often find ways to transform our pain from the darkness of an unbearable event into a laughable description. A woman describes how her father touched her breasts under the auspices of teaching her to drive their boat, and how she then went below and put on a pea coat. Feeling satisfied that she had made herself safe from his molestation, she returned to him only to have him put his hands under the pea coat. She laughs at the naivete of herself as a child. We all laugh at the pain of her lost innocence with tears in our eyes.


I look and listen for laughter. Especially when I find myself feeling very grim, I open to the awareness that I may need to tune in to a channel on which I can laugh.




January 4


Procrastination






Procrastination is born of my fear of beginning or ending something. I ask for guidance to walk through the fear.





My childhood provided me with little reassurance that everything would be all right; instead the impression of impending catastrophe was repeatedly confirmed. No wonder I became fearful and tried to create a safe environment for myself by choosing paths with fewer risks.


In recovery I recognize that I often procrastinate in areas where I fear the change of moving on. I may want to quit my job, change careers, or bring a long-term project to completion, but feel paralyzed when it comes to action. I may put myself down as a slouch for procrastinating. It will be more constructive if I simply ask for guidance about my fears and become quiet enough to receive it. I will then be relieved of projecting myself into the future and discover whatever unfinished business lies in the present waiting for my attention. As I attend to it, I will find myself able to rise to any risk.




January 5


Faith






I have faith that I am being cared for by my higher power. Everything I truly need is provided for me today.





Today I can see that I have been taken care of, even in what seemed to be my most dire times. I am grateful to be alive. Often in my anger over my incest, I feel that my higher power must have abandoned me. “If there is a God,” rails the child within me, “how could it have let this happen?” But when I look at the larger picture I see that during my times of desperation, either as a child or as an adult, someone did help me. It was the fifth-grade teacher who chose to draw out a quiet child, the friend who called at the right moment, the sibling who offered companionship. Sometimes nature—through the song of a bird or the consoling motion of waves at the seashore—carried me past what seemed impossible pain to relief and lighter feelings. If I imagine linking all these life-saving experiences in a chain, I can understand the idea of a power greater than myself.


If I link only the horror and confusion of the incest experiences, I become lost in darkness. On a bleak day I may slip into doing this, temporarily forgetting my faith, but a phone call to a loving friend or someone in my incest recovery group will restore it. Then I will, once again, begin to see more clearly.




January 6


Being Real






It is time for me to enjoy the fruits of being real; I allow myself to show how I feel inside.





Many of us were trapped in horrific circumstances. We might have been raped nightly by our father, “protected” by a mother who pretended to see or hear no evil, and who also pretended we needed to be sheltered from anything ugly or sexual outside our home. If we survived such hypocrisy, is it any wonder we learned to mask how we felt inside?


As I heal I gradually learn that I can allow myself to be real. I can examine the various ways I devised to exit from or disguise my feelings. I begin to make reparations to myself by staying with my insides and letting whatever I feel show through. I practice in the mirror, taking a look at my anger, my sadness, my joy. It feels good to say good riddance to pretending. I grow stronger from allowing myself to be real.




January 7


Anger






I embrace my anger as a signal, acknowledge it, and then look beneath it to see what other feeling it is protecting me from.





I need to pay attention to my anger in the way I would listen to the fire siren if I were a volunteer fire fighter in my small town. I would become alert for the next bit of information. I would guard myself from other distractions. I might feel a rush of adrenaline, but I would not fly out the door with it until I knew where I was going.


Often when I feel a flare of anger, I dash to get away from it. I try to pretend it isn’t present, seek justification for it, or begin to get squirrelly in my body, wishing I could get out of it. I have these reactions because anger was never validated in my early life. I was told I shouldn’t have it or show it. It became unmanageable because I was never shown ways to manage it.


Today I can learn to manage it. I can keep an anger journal, using writing as a way to acknowledge my anger. Writing about it frees me to see the other feelings beneath it. Usually I have been hurt and the anger gave me some distance and protection from the vulnerability.




January 8


Making Amends






I write a letter of amends to my inner child, letting her know I am truly sorry for her suffering.





My inner child is in need of reparations. Even if I have chosen to confront my perpetrator or perpetrators, I cannot control their response. No one may ever write the letter my inner child would like to receive. But I do not have to wait, hope for the unlikely, or experience the helplessness of being passive.


I sit quietly and become meditative. I ask my inner child to tell me what she would like to be told. I listen carefully to what I hear. Then I take out a piece of paper and write to her. I respond to everything she has expressed a need for—whether it is to be told she didn’t cause the incest, or that she was a cute and innocent child, or that she would like to have more chances to play now to make up for how overly serious she had to be back then.


I give her unconditional love. I tell her I have always loved her, but more and more now I learn how to respect and stay true to my love for her.




January 9


Being Present






When I feel time is running out and I had better start rushing, I remind myself to quiet down, turn inward, and stay present.





Time is a unit of reality, yet my perception of its passage varies greatly My anxiety barometer sometimes taps in to speed it up or at other times, to slow it down. Sometimes I feel powerless against the effects of my anxiety. I may have been powerless in my childhood and sought to manipulate time as an escape or defense, but I am not powerless now. When time seems off, I will remember the tools I’ve learned for bringing myself to the present.


If time speeds up before the end of a visit, a vacation, or a day, I can practice looking at all that I enjoyed and accomplished instead of yearning for what I didn’t do. I can learn to trust that I have followed the priorities that are right for me at the moment. If there is something yet to be done that I have pushed aside, I will let it come to the forefront and attend to it. When I am truly in the present, time will hold the comfort of reality for me.




January 10


Opportunity






I have the opportunity to awaken fully to life regardless of my past.





Often when we have been abused in childhood we carry with us the despairing idea that we cannot escape the cycle of repeated abuse. That just as we begin to make some progress away from the old voices that oppress us, we will be snared as if by a lasso and thrown back onto the old ground. This thinking pattern can be so convincing within us that we constantly recreate a reality that confirms it. We would not want to describe ourselves as being comforted by this despair, yet we do not understand fully what binds us to a system in which the only reward is familiarity.


Risking belief in the possibility of my healing from the abuse is a first step in my exit from the constraints of the past. It is frightening to open to new experience and keep hope alive in the midst of it. This is the opportunity life presents me. With the help of my higher power I am strong enough to take it.




January 11


Intimacy






I am entitled to intimacy and am prepared to show up for it even if I must struggle to stay present.





To prepare myself for an intimate relationship, I start by developing a closer, more responsive connection with myself, then by building faith in the guidance of my higher power. My ability to trust grows slowly. It was shattered by the incest and now needs the sort of careful tending a newborn baby needs.


In a relationship, intimacy grows as two people encounter both their common ground and their areas of difference, some of which may arouse conflict. I must learn to exist with the presence of conflict and acquire and practice using tools for negotiation and resolution. Only then can I see that my whole self may exist intact even in a relationship. I can need and be needed without fearing annihilation. I can compromise after knowing I’ve been heard and my point of view understood. Each conflict walked through and resolved deepens my knowledge of myself and the other person.


I will not try to resolve everything at once, only one thing at a time, which makes life manageable.




January 12


Intimacy






Today I will open myself for intimacy by keeping what feels like the right distance from others for myself.





When someone stands too close to me, I feel discomfort and try to signal them to keep an appropriate distance. Or I create it myself by backing away. Emotionally, too, I require a certain amount of distance to feel safe and be open. I am entitled to my own comfort, and it is okay to declare my needs as they are. Otherwise, I will not be able to achieve intimacy.


In my family of origin, I was given the impression that being in the soup together, without any clear distinction of who was who, was the hallmark of intimacy. Today I know this is not true, and re-creating such a situation will only serve to make me feel victimized.


Intimacy requires having boundaries, but keeping them permeable so that love can pass in and out. I am in charge of the gate. If I hand that power over, even to a benevolent person, I will not be taking full responsibility for myself. I will be at risk and will not feel safe.




January 13


Beliefs






To have new and different experiences, I must first develop some faith in my new beliefs.





Our thinking about who we are and what we want plays a major part in creating our reality. We may be full of wishful thinking: “If only my work was noticed and appreciated….” “If only I had a partner who believed in me and nurtured me….” We convince ourselves that the very strength of our wishes can create the reality we desire. When we are disappointed that our dreams aren’t materializing, perhaps we need to take some actions to make them materialize.


Do I really believe I am a valuable, worthy person who deserves to have my work noticed and applauded? Am I ready to receive the nurturing love of a partner? Have I begun to build a foundation around these beliefs? For instance, have I learned to notice the many sources of love and nurturing I encounter daily? Have I learned to let these count? Have I learned to intercept thoughts of worthlessness, or do I catch myself welcoming their familiarity as if to say, of course you belong here? I start where I am, laying brick and mortar. I have the materials in hand.




January 14


Creativity






I flourish with creativity, opening to the flow of my spirit.





My creative spirit remained whole even when I moved so far away from it that it felt unreal or disconnected from me. It was the part of me that held fast to the Great Mother’s ground and knew that my imagination sprouted truth. It was the part that believed in the notion of spring, of rebirth and transformation, even in my darkest hour. In my lowest moments it sowed seeds from which new life could grow.


Because of the power this creative spirit has to heal me, I’ve always heard voices telling me to stay away from it. They say, “Who do you think you are?…” “Who wants to hear you express yourself?…” “What makes you think you’re so special?”


We are each very special and have been given creative gifts to use for expressing and connecting with our spirit. I will let myself flourish with the use of this transforming power and leave those whimpering voices to complain without effect.




January 15


Ascending






My spirit ascends each time I realize I am making myself whole.





We journey downward to discover the dark truths that have been buried in us and hidden from us. Like Inanna in the Sumerian myth, we are stripped of old trappings as we go so that we arrive in the underworld naked and vulnerable. It may feel as if we will never be able to get out, as if this is our final destination. We cry out for help. Inanna’s help came in the form of two humble creatures made of bits of dirt who responded to her cries with empathy and were then able to negotiate for her freedom.


To gain maturity I need to become acquainted with all aspects of myself. Each time I make a descent, I strip away another level of illusion that has kept me living with counterfeit notions. I return with greater ease because of self-knowledge, ascending with a deeper knowledge of myself, realizing to enter my darkness allows me to see my light shine brighter.




January 16


Body Awareness






My body houses my life; I respect and care for it to the best of my ability.





Many of us who have survived abuse find ourselves strapped with a legacy of neglect to our body. Long after the abuser is out of the scene, we continue to perpetuate this negligence. We may be frightened of doctors, deny or split off from warning signals of pain and fatigue, feel ashamed of being ill or having accidents. Even if we are secretly grateful when a breakdown of our body expresses our hurt, acting out a negligent relationship to our body still leaves us feeling like a victim.


Today in recovery I have another choice. I choose to consciously love and care for my body. I can search until I find capable and caring doctors, dentists, or other caretakers with whom I feel comfortable. I can tune into my body both in sickness and in health, respect its limitations, and take fine care of it. I can nurture myself with the gifts of regular exercise, hearty nourishment, and restful sleep. I can care for the needs of my body promptly each day, realizing procrastination is likely to harm me.




January 17


Group Support






Even when I cannot see my own progress, I persevere by staying present and taking heart from seeing the progress my sister survivors are making.





Once we are out of denial, we are on our way to recovery. We often start with a rush of energy that had been held out of reach by our denial. We surge forward with glimpses of being liberated from the role of victim long ago laid down like a blueprint in our heads.


The nature of my recovery is hard to perceive correctly from inside myself alone. I experience myself moving awkwardly forward in fits and starts, and often stalling as if I am out of gas. I become easily discouraged and subject to the notion that all my efforts are for naught—that my past has entrapped me and is not going to let me go.


At these times, being in a group with other incest survivors can be the key to recharging my hope. As I note how others work through their problems, I can see with confidence that they are moving, even when their own perceptions may arouse the feeling that they are standing still. When someone in my group has a victory, it feels like a victory for all of us, and is. I can see all the struggle that led up to the victory. I allow her healing to be my healing.




January 18


Suffering






I value and honor the way my suffering brings me to further search and surrender.





In deep despair I feel there is no place to turn. I want out. I am not sure out of what. I may have ideas of suicide or wish to leave a situation I feel is making me feel too vulnerable to further injury. I may yearn to fill myself up with addictive behaviors or substances that I have committed to refrain from. I feel empty, unfilled, and yet if I take a clear look, I am filled, only with pain.


Each of us has moments like this. I do not need to fear I am going crazy. I do not need to fear I will stay this way forever. I need to embrace and accept my pain. Sometimes I need to share it with people who are empathetic. Often in the deepest depths of despair, I will find myself able to call out without qualification for my higher power’s help. A light will then begin to shine and lead me back out of the abyss.




January 19


Fear






Today I do not need to be controlled by my fear.





Sometimes I feel afraid without understanding what is happening to me or why. It may not help to try to analyze; it may only make me feel more stymied. At times like this, I need only do my best to keep showing up in the places where I am most able to be myself. In a meeting of sexual abuse survivors I heard someone say, “My incest is bothering me today.” That was all she needed to know. She had shown up and knew she would be okay.


When my incest is bothering me, I feel like a victim. I feel as if everyone wants to control my life, and as if I am not in charge of what I want and need or even how to make my wants and needs known. I feel as if I am losing my freedom. When I feel this way inside, I am likely to start arguments or try to find someone or something to blame. A moment of quiet attention to my inner child can help me. Perhaps reflecting on the notion that I can receive guidance from my higher power. Perhaps making an effort to help someone else for a moment, or reminding myself of all I have accomplished in healing from my incest experience. Any of these ways can take me out of darkness and toward the light.




January 20


Betrayal






I recognize the depth of betrayal and the trauma of my sexual abuse so that I can heal from it.





A seven-year-old girl trusts and emulates her sixteen-year-old brother. When on vacation at the shore, he invites her to come into the deep water with him. Of course she goes eagerly. How could she possibly know that once out over her head, he is going to pull her bathing suit aside and stick his penis in her while she clutches desperately to him to keep from drowning? How will she ever recover from this trauma?


Sometimes another’s story can seem more traumatic than our own. But we each have a story of deep betrayal. I must recognize the extent of my own trauma and weep for the child who endured it. She had great hopes for loving attention from the person who abused her. Her very eagerness made her vulnerable. She was put into shock by the traumatic events, and has since had many of the symptoms now known as posttraumatic stress syndrome. Giving this trauma full recognition is an act of love and a first step toward healing.




January 21


Vulnerability






I distinguish vulnerability from passivity and realize I can be vulnerable without becoming a victim.





We each have a wide range of being—from an active and assertive state to a more passive and receptive state. To allow myself vulnerability requires that I move toward the more receptive state. And in doing this I easily become confused and fearful that I can experience this part of myself only by becoming a victim. I must learn to make some distinctions.


The passive receptive mode is crucial to going inside, deepening my understanding of myself, and allowing myself to heal. I can call on my higher power to help me feel safe there. It may feel as if I am entering strange and scary territory, for in the past I have clung to control even when it meant deprivation. But as I release the tight fist of control, I appreciate the inner wealth that has long been awaiting my ability to receive it.




January 22


Battering






I will not tolerate battering under any circumstances.





Because of the abuse I suffered in the past, I am likely to feel confused even now if I find myself in a battering situation. If another person tells me I am the cause of their anger or accuses me of provoking them, I am susceptible to having my shame buttons pushed and believing them. Just because I have this reaction does not make their accusations true. My reaction is an outgrowth of having been blamed as a child.


No one deserves to be battered. I have the freedom to exit any situation that I feel is physically or emotionally battering. I do not need the other person to agree with me that this is what is going on. I can stand on my own judgment and seek the assistance and support necessary to guide me to a place where I feel safe.




January 23


Body Holdings






Each time I enter my body more fully, I birth myself to a greater awakening.





We all have areas of our body we experience acutely and other areas that seem numb, hardly present, or that we become aware of only through pain. Incest survivors are especially likely to have absented themselves from parts of their body. And we might continue for years without even a sense of what we were missing. People may generally believe it is difficult to be out of the body, but for us it may be more difficult to be in it.


In my healing I gradually reclaim my whole body. To do so I need to gently enter each area I have blocked off to sensation. I may feel ecstatic when I do this or I may feel clobbered with pain. Regardless of the sensation, I am grateful for the ability to feel what was previously unfelt. I practice releasing any judgments I might make of my experience and welcome and greet each new area of my body that is ready to be enlivened—whether it is an eye that was formerly unseeing or the soles of my feet that now feel the sensation of the ground.




January 24


Rage






Rage is resourcelessness. I have rage but I also have resources to call upon to help me not displace it.





Once I let myself digest the horror I feel at my memories, I am likely to become outraged at what I endured as a child. Looking at my own children or the children of others, I see just how vulnerable and tender we are at certain ages, and how a direct expression of my anger was not possible at the time. It was shunned by the perpetrator, I was punished for exhibiting anger, or I was threatened with the loss of a contact that contained the possibility of love.


I am both outraged and in rage at what happened to me. Once my rage is let out, it may spew like a volcano. It may threaten to spill over into my relationships, especially the intimate ones. Anyone close may feel threatening to me and provoke my fiery feelings.


I remind myself today that I have resources to address my rage. I can beat on pillows and scream it out. I can share it with my therapist. Instead of injuring my loved ones with it, I can hold myself, see myself in a mirror, and assure myself that I am ever-moving toward the life that has been buried under these stuffed feelings.




January 25


Family






I respect the fear I feel before a visit with my family. It warns me to prepare by reinforcing ways to stay true to my recovering self.





Return visits to my family have often been devastating events. Pulled in by the undertow of the past, I ended up feeling as small and beached on a lone shore as I had been as a child. Despite the pain of these visits, I often gained insights and saw my family more clearly after the experience.


Today I do not need to suffer revictimization when I visit with my family, but I do need to prepare myself and not trivialize the potency of these visits. I prepare by staying close to the protection of my higher power through daily prayer and meditation. I remind myself that I have the resources and tools of my recovery and use them as needed throughout the visit. For instance, I may excuse myself during the visit to call someone who knows how I have been troubled by my relationship to my family. I reassure my inner child that I am aware of her need for protection and use the visit as an opportunity to develop my skill for nurturing myself. Rather than protecting others in the family from responsibility for their behavior, I am vigilant in remaining loyal to myself.




January 26


Compassion






I affirm my ability and right to treat my inner child with compassion.





Years of neglectful and abusive treatment by a parent and other authority figures left my inner child cowering in a corner, hoping to escape notice. As I recover, she will gradually come out in the light, albeit fearfully. I can and will learn to protect and defend her, to create a safe space for her. Little by little she will learn to trust me if I steadfastly avoid treating her as she was treated in the past.


As I grow stronger in my confidence that I can protect her, I will be faced with the difficult task of feeling her pain and deep sorrow. I will cry for her. I will tell her I am sorry for the things that happened to her. I will give her reassurance, hold and rock her, and recognize her as the wounded part of me. I will look in the mirror and touch her face. I will promise her my loyalty. If I veer from providing this, I will make amends as soon as I become aware of my error, forgive myself, and begin again to become trustworthy to her. Even when I fail, I will not have abandoned my commitment to love her.




January 27


Breaking the Silence






My first reaction to breaking silence is to quake. Then I know I have created room in which to grow.





Whether implicit or explicit, we who’ve been sexually abused have been given the message to shut up about it. Misplaced shame has been used to silence us. Threats have been rained on our needs. We have dreams of telling and then being mutilated for it. We have memories of telling and being ridiculed or ignored. We have built our silence around us as a fortress to protect us. It should not surprise us then that it is not easy to break it.


I tell first the people who are safest—other survivors, a trusted therapist, a close friend, possibly a lover. I experience the reverberations of my telling, how the fear of reprisal planted in my past contrasts with my present experience. Did I receive empathy and compassion when I expected to be told to shut up? Did my world expand when I feared telling would only lead me to further shame?


I do not need to tell all too soon or to tell everyone. I use judgment, pace myself, and wait to tell more when the time is right for me.




January 28


Fear of Change






Fear does not stop me from changing, though it accompanies me.





Life is a dynamic force, ever-changing, yet I often yearn for it to be static—as if that would give me the control I think I need to feel secure and unafraid. I found ways of “stopping time” as a child when under attack. I went out of body, into a persona, or into a playroom in my imagination to ensure my survival. I respect how this creative adjustment of reality was an important tool for me, yet now I wish to grow and leave behind my old behaviors.


Of course I will feel fear as I do so. I will feel as if I am removing an old familiar coat that has made me comfortable. I know little about the new way I am adopting. When fear comes, my mind may say I am not ready for change and must have made the wrong decision. But I will use my faith to balance my mind. For I know this is my path and that my discomfort is a natural part of walking into unfamiliar territory. If I panic, I will slow down and take the time to acknowledge and work with my fears so that I will be able to go on with all of me intact.




January 29


Being Adult






I trust myself to integrate and use all I have learned in a way that benefits me.





A common coping mechanism of sexual abuse victims is to split off to get at least partially away from the abuse experience. Sometimes, even many years after the abuse, we remain split in various ways. One of these may be that it is difficult for us to believe that we have developed into a competent and capable adult who can protect us and behave in ways that carry us effectively into the world. If we chart what that adult has done, we will realize we have taken her to therapists and groups where she has learned many new ways that were not taught in our families. She may have gone to school and earned diplomas and degrees. Still, when we are under stress and revert to feeling as we did when we were abandoned as children, we may find it hard to believe there is anyone who can rescue us.


In my recovery I learn to trust and utilize my adult self as a protector. I let the sum total of my experience count. I spent many years indoctrinated in the ways of my family but I have also spent much time away from them, receptive to the ways of healing. I integrate and use them now.




January 30


Clarity






I seek the clarity of accurate perception before I am ready for action.





More often than I experience clarity, I experience being fogged in with confusion. I need to accept this as an interim state, one of some protection. I offer myself compassion in this state rather than listening to the negative voice that would have me dump on myself for being in the fog. My fogging out as a child may have served as a major defense for me. If I have fogged out in the past with alcohol or other drugs, I will be fearful of the way this state resembles these old experiences. But I am capable of making distinctions.


Today I have resources to bring me gradually back to clarity. I have learned that it is helpful to share my feelings and problems with others who understand them and are willing to listen caringly. I know how to seek guidance from my higher power. I do not need to rush to relieve discomfort, but must sit quietly with myself until I firmly connect with both my adult and my inner child. When I am not quite ready to let go, there is likely to be a foggy atmosphere. But as I come into myself more strongly, the fog lifts and I am shown the way to go.




January 31


Gratitude






Today I am grateful to have found a road to recovery.





At times the recovery road seems almost too rutted to travel, yet I realize every step of progress has brought me into myself. By gradually restoring my memories, I am coming to own my experience and thereby giving myself new life. I need not feel ashamed of myself for the incest experience. And as I let go of shame, I am able to treat the child within me with love and compassion. Each time I do this, I grow more substantial and whole.


Recovery is painful but joyful. I know there are many incest survivors who still suffer and have not yet found a supportive place in which to begin this journey. There are many who are beginning their recovery by first achieving sobriety or abstinence from drugs or other addictions. I am grateful to have found resources—survivors with like injury and literature that describes and documents our problems. I recognize that my recovery can help others, just as others have helped me. I reach out when possible.




February
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February 1


Scapegoating






I check myself against scapegoating others and do not need to serve as a scapegoat for anyone.





We each have our light and dark sides. Carl Jung named the dark side of the psyche the shadow. When we are unable or unwilling to own all aspects of ourselves, we tend to split the light side from the dark side and project the dark side onto someone or something else.


My dark side contains feelings of rage, guilt, and shame about the abuse. My abuser tried to pass these negative feelings over to me by abusing me, and in my resentment against this I may feel justified in not owning my shadow but finding someone else to push it onto. For example, when I am hurting it may be easier for me to think someone is hurting me than to simply say I am hurting. But try as I might, this will not be satisfying.


To be whole is my vision and the way to my healing. I can only achieve this solid state of being by owning every aspect of me. I learn to identify when I am attempting to use someone else as a scapegoat to escape my feelings. Then I return the focus to myself. I also learn to keep a clear boundary to protect myself from being used by others who might seek a scapegoat as my abuser did.




February 2


Confrontation






If I choose to confront my perpetrator, I recognize this is an action I am doing only for myself.





Confrontation is one of the tools of healing. It is not an end point or final goal to be accomplished so that I will be finished with my whole ordeal. I need to place it in perspective with the other recovery tools I am learning to use daily.


As survivors of abuse—people whose needs were not seriously given consideration and satisfaction—we are likely to have attitudes that make us want to act quickly for immediate gratification. In the beginning of healing from the abuse, as anger flares up into rage, many of us are attracted to the idea of rushing to confront the perpetrator. We are wisely counseled to slow down and think through our motives for confrontation and our readiness to let go of the outcome of the confrontation.


When I am truly ready, I will see how my confrontation is an action I do solely for myself. I will arrange the situation in a way that protects me, and I will not overly concern myself with the effects on the perpetrator.
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