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Foreword


Many survivors of sexual assault are fearful of telling their stories. Anne Heck is not that kind of survivor. And this book is more than the story of her rape. It’s the story of her unexpected path to healing.


Despite her science education and trust in modern medicine, Anne placed her faith in an unknown and often mysterious process that led her step by step into unfamiliar territory. Unknowingly, she was traveling the path of the wounded healer, a heroic journey that pushed her far beyond the edges of her comfort zone. On this path she met allies, guides, and teachers who helped her rediscover strength, resilience, and wholeness.


Anne and I came to know one another when she enrolled in my online class, Medicine Dolls: How to Make Healing Dolls for Yourself. In this class, participants explore personal stories and a range of perceptions and emotions—and, in doing so, reach a deeper level of self-understanding. Anne jumped right into doll making with commitment and a playful approach. She discovered that her dolls had personalities and voices and would play an integral role in her healing.


By choosing an unconventional path to healing, Anne initiated the creation of what is called a “mandorla” for her life experience. As a visual symbol, a mandorla is an almond-shaped area created when two identical circles overlap so that the center of each touches the edge of the other. This ancient symbol of illumination represents a sacred space—a space where we begin to understand that we have the ability to take what we believed was a curse and transform it into a powerful medicine for the soul. Jungian analyst Robert Johnson describes a mandorla as “a creative synthesis of partnership, conflict resolution, healing, and peacemaking.”


Anne’s miracle, her personal mandorla, involved experiencing the tensions within her body, mind, and spirit, then moving the pain, beauty, and terror into a space where opposites could be resolved. This unconventional journey worked its magic—it facilitated deep healing; brought wisdom, meaning, and joy; and allowed Anne to discover and integrate her authentic healing powers.


This experience changed Anne from a victim of rape into an author, speaker, healer, and artist who dedicates her work to helping women connect with their personal power and speak their truth.


I invite you to read and allow Anne’s story to work its magic and miracles on you.


It did on me.


—Barb Kobe, author of The Healing Doll Way: A Guided Process Creating Art Dolls for Self-Discovery, Awareness, and Transformation.
More information is at www.barbkobe.com and www.healingdollway.com.





Sharing My Story
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Listen. Really listen. There is a wisdom inside of you that goes beyond what you think you know.


— Joanna Garritano, MD





Healing from trauma is a gutsy endeavor. It cannot be approached with logic, nor with expectations about a quick fix. Healing requires us to dive in, to be fully present with the discomfort and ugliness, to show compassion for ourselves, and to listen intently. This has been my life’s work.


As much as I wanted to box up the pain and tuck it away, I couldn’t. My physical body and my spirit kept whispering that all was not well. And the way to get through or beyond what felt broken was not always clear. Listening—really listening—required a steep learning curve. It’s still a work in progress.


Mine has been an unconventional path to healing—a path I never expected to take. But in retrospect, I wouldn’t have done anything differently. As I tally the gifts among the hardships, I find there are many.


I spent years browsing libraries and later the Internet to find a true story of someone who had navigated their way to wholeness after rape—a story that could give me hope in what sometimes seemed a hopeless search. Now, years after the trauma, I’ve been called to share my story.


I wish you gentleness and ease on your journey. With this book, I plant a seed of intention that you will discover what you seek.





PART ONE
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Prayer
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My Trek 400 road bike—bright red—leaned against the brick wall outside my apartment, its tires freshly inflated, water bottles filled. An hour earlier, I’d climbed out of bed as the summer sun crept down the wall of my bedroom. The blue skies were already deepening in color, and I smiled inwardly, eager to breeze down the road with the sun and wind against my skin. As I enjoyed a hearty breakfast of French toast and fruit, I pored over maps and considered where I wanted to go.


Summer meant time off from teaching, and after nine months of lesson plans and teenagers, I relished the freedom from tight schedules and the solitude of being on two wheels surrounded by rolling hills. Living on the northern edge of Manassas, Virginia, just thirty miles west of the nation’s capital, I often sought to escape the traffic and ride my bike in the quiet countryside.


It was July 26, 1990—a Thursday. As I washed and put away the breakfast dishes, I planned the route. Just three miles north was Manassas National Battlefield Park, site of the Civil War battles of Bull Run. Heading past the park, then slightly west, would deliver me to scenic and gentle terrain—grassy fields and a chance to enjoy turning my pedals while taking in the beauty.


Before getting on my bike, I often considered my hopes and dreams or a problem I wanted to solve. Then I’d state a wish or intention—you could call it a prayer—that I’d take into my wheel-turning meditation. This deliberate practice focused my mind as I sank into riding rhythm.


As a busy twenty-six-year-old, I didn’t practice prayer; I wasn’t convinced that it accomplished much, but I didn’t want to discount it altogether. I was intrigued with spiritual mystery and the possibility hidden in seeds of personal intention. For a moment, stating my wish, I could indulge in what my child self had known as magic.


As a youngster, with my eyes closed, I’d gently blow on a white dandelion puffball and make a wish as its feathery seeds dispersed across lush grass and green clover. These fluffy grains of desire floated away on my breath, along with any awareness of the intention I’d just set in motion. The idea that my wish might be realized as a result of my “prayer” wasn’t part of my consciousness then. And I still don’t fully understand what happens within me, or out in the world, when I make a wish. I do know, though, that it involves both agency and help.


Donning my favorite blue biking shorts and shirt, I zeroed out the mileage on my bike computer and tucked a snack bar into the pouch under my saddle. I’d ridden the area west of the battlefields a few times; my cycling friend Ted and I had taken several spins on the quiet roads in horse country. Some twenty miles away, in Middleburg, was a café where I could enjoy a tasty lunch as a midday reward. Ted and I had stopped at this quaint small-town bakery on the Bike MS ride in May.


The place had been easy to spot that day; as we approached Middleburg, a line of hungry lycra-clad cyclists, helmets in hand, spilled out the door waiting for service. The food was well worth the wait. The menu, written in chalk on large blackboards just inside the door, highlighted the day’s specials—chicken salad sandwiches and the bakery’s signature cow puddle cookies. Nearly everything tastes good when you’ve been cycling all day, but the café was a special spot, and a perfect direction for the day’s ride. I’d find some back roads to get there.


Ted and I had met on Bike MS, a two-day ride of a hundred miles through scenic countryside, with crowds of cyclists camped out in fields overnight and a large truck carrying our gear. At one of the morning rest stations on our first day, I rode into a church parking lot where several plastic tables brimmed with Dixie water cups, fig bars, and fruit. Two cyclists stood to the side, leaning on their bikes and cheering those who were slowing to stop.


“Five-eleven!”—my MS ride number—they bellowed as I coasted to a stop. Ted and a fellow rider, Greg, introduced themselves as I dismounted. This enthusiastic duo was present at many of the upcoming rest stops, and we wove in and out of each other’s company all day. We soon knew each other as friends.


Ted was in tip-top physical shape, with ebony skin, a broad deep-dimpled smile, and bright eyes. He worked for the Environmental Protection Agency and was an animated fun-hog whose energy was infectious. I was quickly drawn to his vibrant nature. In the coming weeks, I joined the EPA softball team, and a bunch of us played games in the evenings on the grassy lawn of the National Mall.


Ted relished a physical challenge. I longed to join him and Greg on an eighty-mile cycling adventure they planned one Friday, from DC to Skyline Drive. But school was still in session, and the best I could do was get up early that morning and fix them a huge pancake breakfast before I headed off to work.


“There are gonna be some ‘Oh Nelly’ hills!” Ted said as he devoured blueberry buckwheat cakes and gulped orange juice. “Oh Nellys” were the really steep ones. “We’re gonna miss ya, girl.” I helped pump tires and fill water bottles, then sent them on their way and cycled off to work. That evening, I drove with Ted’s wife to the couple’s mountain cabin, where we all shared a meal, played board games, and talked and laughed the evening away.


Riding with Ted never failed to entertain and inspire. He’d often coach me from behind. “Pump those pipes, girl!” His “Oh Nellys” made us both laugh. At rest stops, we told stories and laughed even more, with Ted usually initiating both.


As I got to know Ted better, my admiration grew for his authenticity and confidence. He seemed to have an inner grounding spot that strengthened him—a place of wisdom from which he could act and speak with clarity. He expressed himself with passion and a fullness of heart. His self-assured demeanor, for me, exemplified faith—though in what, I wasn’t sure.


What struck me was that he seemed to trust that something—God or some higher power—always had his back. As a child, I’d felt that same confident knowing and taken it completely for granted. But in my life in Manassas, I felt disconnected from this sense of inner certainty and wanted to recover it.


Ted told stories of miracles with such conviction that even my scientific skeptical mind wanted to believe them. He knew a woman, he said, who’d traveled to Africa as a missionary. There, she had no money for gas, so she said to God, “If you brought me over here to work for you, you have to provide.” In her months in Africa, she drove her little beat-up car from the country to the city for supplies, never filling the tank, yet the gas gauge always registered full.


So, on the morning of July 26, as I prepared for my solo daytime ride, I thought about Ted. I considered my own spiritual search, how I’d questioned my beliefs in college and then landed in Manassas with a new job, new people—a new life. All positive transitions, but still unsettling. As if tossed into unfamiliar water, I was floating in its depths trying to find ballast. I so desired Ted’s confidence and faith: something to believe in deeply and unequivocally, to trust. So I went seeking on that warm summer day in 1990. That morning, I said a prayer that I would somehow secure such trust—find my own inner faith. I had no idea what might be required of me to grow into the knowing I craved.


I tucked my map into my handlebar bag, hopped on my bike, and headed north. The roads were busy as I pedaled through the edge of town, but blessedly less so as I passed the panorama of the battlefields. The sun was warm. I felt strong and satisfied with my intent for the day, as I often had as a kid.


Back then, I’d been a curious explorer. On my bike I explored our neighborhood’s every road and driveway, seeking connections and shortcuts. I spent countless hours climbing trees and studying the snakes and insects, plants and trees that filled our seven-acre property in rural Ohio. I often left the house at the first rumbles of thunder before a storm, looking forward to a long hike in the rain. And always, I did my invincible tomboy best to keep up with my two brothers.


“I dare you to ride your bike down it,” my older brother had said one summer evening when I was seven years old. We were standing at the top of the steep, grassy hill in our front yard.


In a flash, I jumped on my tiny blue Schwinn. For reasons I can’t remember, the bike’s chain had been removed, making the pedal brakes useless. I pushed off and screamed with glee for a bit before realizing I couldn’t stop.


A voice inside me whispered, Jump now. Without hesitation, and knowing I’d be okay, I wrenched my body away from the bike, hitting the grass in a rough landing, just feet from the asphalt road below.


My next memory was waking in our porcelain bathtub. Mom was watching me from a wooden stool. “Are you okay?” she asked, looking into my face and down at my scraped, bruised body.


“Yes,” I said, “I’m okay.”


That wasn’t the last time my bicycle would take me on a painful journey. Nor would it be the last time I’d listen to an inner voice and trust that it would guide me.
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Impact
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On the morning of July 26, I had passed the battlefields and was about twenty minutes into my ride when I came upon a gravel road that I didn’t remember seeing the last time I’d taken this route. I stopped and checked the map. The road appeared to be the right direction, and I’d end up connecting with the road to Middleburg. I could almost smell the sweetness of the bakery at lunchtime. I headed down the gravel road.


Immediately I sensed that something wasn’t right—a strong inner knowing that I shouldn’t take the gravel road I’d just turned onto. Though my mind argued for a moment, I turned my bike around and headed back to the paved road. I’d find another path to my destination, and hopefully one that wasn’t gravel.


Moments after I started back down the paved road, I felt a hesitation. I stopped and checked the map again.


A voice inside my head prodded: Take that gravel road.


The gravel road does appear to be the most direct route to the bakery, I thought, affirming the voice.


But it also feels foreboding, my mind countered.


Still, there was a feeling about the gravel road that I couldn’t shake—almost a curiosity. I wonder what I’d find if I rode that way?


Despite some inner resistance, I decided not to question the choice any longer. I’ll test out the gravel road and see where it goes.


The gravel was hardly enjoyable, given the narrow tires of my road bike, and after a few minutes of riding, I dismounted and decided to walk for a bit.


The dry, desolate road was bordered only by mature forest. Fine dust hung in the air, the way it sometimes does above a gravel road on a hot day. The sun had climbed high enough into the hazy sky that it’d begun to bake my head, so I removed my bike helmet and walked with it tucked under my arm.


Not far into my walk, a red car came toward me on the road. I didn’t pay it much attention; my thoughts were on getting past this gravel portion and reaching smooth pavement again. I wondered how far I’d need to walk on this rough, loose surface in the hot sun.


The car passed slowly, creating dust. The driver, his window down, was looking directly at me. He stopped his car behind me, which I thought unusual, and I heard him step out of the car and begin to walk hurriedly toward me. I turned to face him.


“I need help with directions,” he said. He sounded agitated and in a hurry.


He’s fortunate I travel with a map. I’m not entirely certain where I am, but we can likely figure it out for both of us. Without hesitation, I turned to pull my map out of the sleeve on my bike bag. When I turned back around, his fist was in my face.


The impact was strong, direct. I could feel my teeth thrust back and my mouth suddenly swollen. Blood trickled down my chin onto my favorite blue cycling shirt. The man grabbed my arm and twisted it behind my back. With his other hand he grabbed my bike and threw it over an embankment. Holding tight on my twisted arm, he pushed me from behind into the woods.


I felt myself float away and begin to experience the scene from somewhere outside my physical body. I felt strangely disconnected from what was happening; even my breath seemed to come from somewhere other than my lungs. I’m gonna live through this. I’m gonna live through this. The phrase became my focus, my silent mantra.


“What’s your name?” he asked.


“Cindy,” I lied, recalling a friend from graduate school who was spunky and strong.


His grip on my arm was already tight, and he twisted it further, forcing me to my knees. He released my arm and stood over me. I looked up and saw the details of his face for the first time. He was pale with a slender nose and beady, desperate eyes. His front teeth were crooked, one overlapping the other, his lips tightly pursed. With dirty-blond unkempt hair and wrinkled clothes, he looked as if he had been driving all night.


His T-shirt was moist and stained with sweat, and from my position on the ground, he seemed large, his torso broad and his bulky abdomen extending over his faded jeans. Everything had become silent; even my breath seemed to have stopped.


“Stay on your knees,” he ordered. He unzipped his jeans. His pudgy hands pulled out a small, limp penis.


I felt myself spinning, a dizzy sensation that came with hampered breathing.


“Suck on it!”


I wanted to spit, to bite it, anything but that. The blood dribbled from my mouth. I could feel my broken teeth hanging by threads, but I didn’t dare anger him. I was intent on getting away with my life. I put my mouth tentatively on the piece.


He promptly pulled away and got behind me, roughly yanking down my shorts and shoving himself into me. I closed my eyes. I’m gonna live through this. I’m gonna live through this.


He ejaculated. God, help me live through this, I prayed.


“If you tell anyone about this, I’ll kill you,” he threatened. I didn’t doubt it. Then he turned and ran back to the road, to his red car, and sped away, leaving a cloud of dust and devastation behind him.


I don’t remember how I arrived back at the roadside. I had a hard time focusing and hardly felt my limbs. Amazingly, an old blue pickup truck drove up at the moment I came out of the trees. No doubt I was a frightening image, with blood covering my face and chest. The driver helped me into his truck, pulled a crumpled plaid wool blanket from behind his seat, and wrapped it around my shoulders. He drove me to a nearby fire and rescue station, which was equipped with an ambulance. I was hastened into the vehicle, placed on a wheeled stretcher, and asked if I needed oxygen.


“No, thank you,” I said automatically. “I can breathe on my own.”


I don’t remember breathing, however. I remember suffocating on the frightening scene I’d left behind.
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Trauma
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Of my brothers and me, I was the one most prone to getting hurt. My knees and elbows were always scraped and scabbed from playing outdoors. I recall two traumatic childhood ordeals in particular.


“Paul, Paaaul!” Mom hollered to Dad. “Come quickly!”


Warm blood ran down my cheek and dripped onto my shirt. I’d been watching Saturday morning cartoons in the playroom with my brothers and had reached down from the daybed to pet Sam, our newly acquired mutt. Being a bit fidgety and startled by touch, Sam promptly leapt up and bit me just below my right eye. Mom ran to grab a hand towel.


“Paul!” she shouted again.


At age five, a little blood didn’t startle me, but Sam’s reaction did. My body shuddered as Mom touched the towel to my face.


Luckily, Dad was home that day. Running into the playroom, he placed a wad of gauze and pressure on my cheek, and whisked me into the car and to the hospital where he worked as a surgeon. There a pleasant nurse spoke to me in a calm voice as Dad took care of my face, carefully numbing my cheek and sewing stitches across it.


“I’m gonna get some honeysuckle!” my brother Paul shouted as he raced across the kitchen. At age six, I was determined to follow my older brother everywhere. He pushed open the door and disappeared outdoors. As I ran and straightened my arm to catch the door, it swung back, and the speed of my body caused my right arm to shatter the door’s glass. My wrist was sliced open and bled terribly, and several smaller cuts up my arm wept red.


Fortunately, Dad was home and sped me to the hospital. Again, the kindness and nurturing of the hospital staff made me feel safe. At home my parents helped me manage with one usable arm, and made sure I kept the stitches and bandages out of the pool and bathtub. Mom rubbed cocoa butter on the scars daily to keep the tissue soft and help it heal.


These experiences gave me an appreciation for able and compassionate caretakers, for nurturing parents, and for a body that miraculously navigated toward health. I learned that medical personnel were kind and efficient, that my parents had wisdom to guide the process of healing, and that with practical care my body would get what it needed to mend.


In the hospital emergency room after the rape, a nurse sat with me to take my vitals. The fluorescent lights, excessively bright, increased my sense of vulnerability.


“Is there a friend or family member we might contact for you?” she inquired.


“Yes, I’d like my friend Ted to know I’m here.” I gave her his phone number.


I was promptly taken into the examining room, where the nurse explained the procedure of gathering evidence for a rape kit. She told me the rape kit is a data collection protocol to gather and preserve physical evidence following sexual assault allegations. It was, of course, my choice if I wanted to cooperate with the police and provide this evidence. Yes, I would cooperate.


Meanwhile, a hospital volunteer had entered the room. She was short and stout, wearing a green polyester blouse buttoned to the neck, a paisley skirt that extended to her shins, and black pumps. With starched hair and red lipstick, and a small worn Bible in hand, she looked like she’d just come from church.


“I’m happy to pray for you,” she said without introduction. “You know you can be forgiven for your sins.”


I felt steam rise within me. I glanced her way and in a stern voice said, “I’d like you to leave.” I wouldn’t have anyone placing judgment on me for something that was clearly not my doing.


The nurse examined my face and mouth and determined that stitches were in order, but they would have to wait until after the rape kit was complete. When the doctor arrived, he began his examination and evidence gathering. He spoke about cycling and topics other than what was obviously at hand while he swabbed and poked inside of me, combed through my pubic hair, and collected samples from my mouth. The nurse took my favorite blue biking shorts and bloodstained shirt, packed them in a brown paper bag, and added them to the evidence.


There was nothing that felt gentle about the exam except, perhaps, the doctor’s voice, which drifted like waves—in and out—as the rip tide of my body’s shock kept pulling me under. I heard what seemed essential: “You’ll need a day-after pill to prevent pregnancy. And it’s best to follow up with a pregnancy test just to make sure . . . this can be done at the clinic next door . . . you’ll need to be tested for HIV . . . this has to happen six months from now . . .” Strangers in hospital scrubs and their words spun in and out of my awareness until I wasn’t quite certain this was really happening to me.


Meanwhile, the doctor stitched my gaping lip and examined my mouth, where my two front teeth hung loosely from swollen gums. “You’ll need to see a dentist, preferably today. These two teeth may not make it.” The exam complete, I was guided to a nearby room, still dressed in a thin green paper hospital gown.


The police arrived to collect the bagged evidence and to ask a myriad of questions. Two male officers stood, one on either side of me, as I reclined on the hospital bed in a room that felt exceptionally small. The nurse walked in, phone in hand. She nudged her way next to me.


“Ted is on the phone for you.”


My eyes began to tear as I took the phone. The policemen stepped to the edge of the room and waited as I spoke with my friend.


“Hey, girl, what’s going on?” Ted’s voice was gentle.


“I was raped.” I choked on the words, still in disbelief. It was the first time I spoke the phrase; it wouldn’t be the last.


“I’m leaving work now. I’ll get there as soon as I can,” he said.


I felt relieved—and angry. Relieved, of course, because a friend was coming to help; angry because our meeting wouldn’t be infused with the joy and laughter that was typical of our time together.


The police continued their interrogation, doing their best to gather details, most of which I couldn’t provide. “Can you tell me what happened . . . after the act of making love?” one officer asked. I was dumbfounded by his gross insensitivity, and speechless. I drifted away again, unable to answer his question.


It was a relief to see Ted walk in the door. The nurse and detectives talked among themselves for a short while after he arrived, then turned to me. The officers were eager to have me show them where the crime had occurred. Returning to that spot was the last thing I wanted, but too agitated to object and wanting to put the whole experience behind me, I agreed and asked Ted to meet me later at my apartment. My cycling clothes had been taken as evidence, so I had no proper clothing and was promptly loaded into a squad car still in my paper gown and wearing no underwear. I was shuttled by the detective and two male officers out of town and northward to where, just two hours prior, I’d been happily pursuing a destination that was now blurred with horrors I couldn’t begin to process.


Detective Wentz, the officer in charge, asked me to lead them, and we tromped through the woods to the spot where the crime had occurred. I held the edges of the paper gown close to my thighs to prevent additional exposure. Sure enough, my bike helmet lay abandoned amidst the composted leaves. My red Trek 400 was retrieved from the side of the road, then covered in black fingerprint dust and placed in the back of the squad car.


From the crime scene, Detective Wentz delivered me and my bicycle directly to my apartment. I felt confused and disoriented, my face blue and swollen, my teeth still hanging by threads . . . that would require attention today. Wentz stood in the open door of my apartment, explaining what would need to take place next from his perspective.


“Can you come by the station tomorrow morning? With your help, we can begin the process of identifying the perpetrator.”


I agreed. They would begin more in-depth investigation to see if anyone in the area had seen the man or his car.


“Is there a friend who can stay with you the next few days?” he asked.


I had lived in the area for only a year, and though I’d made friends, this request seemed rather intimate. I decided to call Lisa, a math teacher who lived just down the road. She invited me to stay with her.


As Wentz was preparing to leave, Ted called; he would be at my apartment soon. I was relieved to know he was on his way. I showered, scrubbing furiously to erase the morning’s atrocities. When Ted arrived, I hugged him and smiled. Still, our connection felt stilted, my bruised, swollen, stitched face and mouth wedged between us. I desperately longed to feel normal again.


“I’m so sorry for you, Anne,” he said.


“If I hadn’t been trying to avoid that ‘Oh Nelly’ hill, this probably wouldn’t have happened,” I joked.


This drew laughter, though it didn’t hold the carefree, fun-loving feeling I cherished between us.


“What can I do to help?” Ted was earnest.


“The doctor said my teeth should be treated today. I don’t have a dentist in Manassas yet. Do you know anyone I could see?”


Ted began calling dentists and found one who could see me that day. Outside of the calls, neither of us talked much, and the words we couldn’t say felt deafening.


I tried to busy myself—preparing a bag to stay the night at Lisa’s, wiping the already clean kitchen counter. Any idle moments left me frozen in time, hearing the rapist’s voice and feeling myself forced into submission. My body, heavy with the lurid facts of the day, shuddered, and my insides began to feel icy and numb. I did my best to focus on the kindness of Ted, my close yet somewhat new friend who had left work early to support me, but it was hard.


By then it was mid-afternoon, and I wanted to do something mindless—anything to escape the heaviness I felt. Greg had shown up to see how he could help, and the three of us went to the movies. At the concession counter, we got a cup of ice that I held against my mouth as I sat in the darkness with my comrades and watched Terminator 2. I barely remember the film. Its chain of dramatic action scenes seemed to pale in light of what I’d just experienced, but I felt comforted to be in the presence of friends and doing something that felt normal.


Dr. Dollard, the dental surgeon, had kindly agreed to work me in after office hours that day, and at five o’clock Greg drove me to his office. I learned the roots of two of my front teeth had been damaged. The dentist cemented them to neighboring teeth with a white rib of plaster that clouded my smile. We would wait, he said, to see if the roots were strong enough to survive the impact. If not, root canals were the solution.


Somehow I got to Lisa’s apartment, and I slept in bed with her. Strange as that was, not knowing her well, I felt grateful I wasn’t alone. In the middle of the night, sleepless, I visited the bathroom and was shocked by what I saw in the mirror. My mouth was grossly disfigured by stitches and cemented teeth. With the bruising and swelling, I didn’t look at all like myself. I stood in a stupor, staring at my reflection. Dear God, what’s happened to me? It wasn’t just my face that had been disfigured; my whole being felt wrenched out of alignment. I’d been damaged far beyond the bruises and cuts of my childhood. My wounds felt deep, inhumane. Again, I felt myself floating somewhere outside my physical experience, unsure about moving forward, fearful that at any moment I could be terrorized, and unable to discern where or how I could feel safe.
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Certainty
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As a young girl, I’d never feared for my safety. I felt cared for by my family and safe in our small town. I was fortunate to enjoy a childhood filled with the freedom to explore whatever I was curious about. Looking back, I can see that though safety wasn’t an issue, I did seek certainty.


My ten-year-old mind loved brainteasers and logic puzzles. When Scholastic Book Club order forms showed up in my school cubby, I’d promptly circle the problem-solving books as my top purchases. New books in hand, I’d plow through each challenge and check my answers in the back for accuracy.


In grade school, I was skilled at math and liked predictable patterns. I loved identifying the unknown in an equation, arriving at the perfect answer, and circling it on my paper. I noticed that certain behaviors produced reliable results. For example, taking lots of notes and memorizing all the facts, rather than just a few, produced a better test grade. Speaking up in class caused teachers to like you. Arranging Mom’s numerous magazines in a neat stack on the coffee table made the house feel ordered and more comfortable.
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“A candid remembrance that examines pain and celebrates growth.”

—Kirkus Reviews
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