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WHAT PEOPLE ARE SAYING ABOUT


STEPPING OUTSIDE THE SECRETS


This book celebrates the strength of the human spirit. It is an act of great courage to commit to your own inner truth. To step outside our secrets is perhaps the most powerful path (yoga) toward becoming a fully free, spiritually evolved person. Through her life and shared experience, Dr. Hodge models this path. Besides a fascinating read, the reader will find in her book a compelling invitation to enter their own journey of selfdiscovery.


Allyn Roberts, Ph.D., Director, Clinical Services, Omega Psychology Center


A gut-wrenching and inspiring story of a psychologist’s journey from severe sexual abuse to spiritual awareness. Hodge’s search ranges from exploration of past lives and Native American spirituality to the 12-step program and ancient philosophies, leading her to peace, forgiveness, love and service. A compelling and engrossing story filled with twists and turns that kept me reading.


Palma Richardson, author, I Remember Alice


One woman’s courageous awakening from a pattern of sexual abuse initiated by her father. In recounting her story, Dr. Hodge provides her readers with a guidebook to self-acceptance and forgiveness. Highly recommended.


Caron Goode, Ed.D., author, Nurture Your Child’s Gift: Inspired Parenting
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About the Author













The author of this book does not dispense medical advice or prescribe the use of any technique as a form of treatment for physical, medical or mental health problems without the advice of a physician and/or mental health professional. This book reflects the author’s experiences, knowledge and expertise; the information, advice and instruction are provided for educational purposes and general reference only and are not intended as a substitute for medical advice or counseling. The author, publisher and distributor are not responsible in any manner for any injury or liability that may result from practicing – or attempting to practice – the techniques described herein.


Some of the names and identifying details in this book have been changed to protect the privacy of individuals, but all the stories are real and true.






To the Creator, the Source, the Divine Within — and to all the women whose spirits have been wounded by sexual abuse.







Introduction




There is no agony like bearing an untold story inside of you.


Maya Angelou





For years, I’ve held an untold story within me and was imprisoned by the shame of it. I have come through the dark tunnel of sexual abuse and found the light at the other end. Like other molested women before me, I held so tightly to the story that I would almost rather die than admit the shame that Daddy’s fondling was not because he cherished his daughter but because he was a pathetic, abusive, alcoholic child molester.


That was the beginning.


My sexual abuse that started in childhood continued through my adolescent and early adult years. My first abuser, my alcoholic father, began sexually fondling me when I was five. As I look back, I wonder what signals or signs alerted other predators that I was available. At age nine, my brother’s friend sexually abused me for two years. While attending Catholic schools, I endured inappropriate sexual talk and behavior from two Catholic priests. At thirteen, my dentist sexually molested me, and when I was seventeen my first boss took advantage of me sexually. At twenty-one, I was raped by my second boss.




Someone was hurt before you…beaten before you; humiliated before you; raped before you; yet someone survived.


Maya Angelou





My story is unique in that I survived, forgave my abusers, and found an inner resilience that allowed me to take charge of my life when I couldn’t explain to myself why my relationships were not working. Not everyone survives. Every two minutes someone, most likely a white, female child, is sexually abused or raped by someone close to her, most likely a relative.1 The longterm effects of childhood sexual abuse are all-encompassing, affecting many aspects of a victim’s life – relationships, intimacy, work, self-esteem and emotionality. Women who are sexually abused as a child are more likely to develop a drug or alcohol dependency. Seventy-five percent of women in treatment programs for drug and alcohol abuse report having been sexually abused.2


The choice to retake control of a life after sexual abuse, to move from victimhood to empowerment, happens when one becomes aware of the dysfunctional patterns that repeat themselves in one’s existence. For me it involved recognizing that I chose one alcoholic relationship after another and continually subjected myself to additional emotional and sexual abuse, always hoping the new man might give me the love I never received from my father.


I kept searching for someone to ease my pain and fill the emptiness inside, but that never happened. After my last disastrous relationship with a married alcoholic, I hit bottom. I had to admit that my life was a mess and I needed help. I crawled into the room of a twelve-step recovery meeting, desperate for answers. In the years that followed, I found those answers in recovery rooms, in a therapist’s office, and in my spiritual journey.




God gave us the gift of life: it is up to us to give ourselves the gift of living well.


Voltaire





In Native American philosophy, sometimes the wounded victim finds healing by understanding the wounding event in the scheme of her life-purpose and by learning how to take the gift she has been offered and share it with others. The pain of my early abuse forced me to dive deep into my spiritual self for comfort and eventually to study psychology to understand my father. Today, I see that my life-purpose and work evolved from the very circumstances that I found so painful to endure at the time.


I also learned that deep in the memory of the wounding is the memory of the survival technique or tool that helped me to be resilient. A part of each victim knows how to survive and not be crushed, and each of us has to find that tool for healing. My resilience was built by asking questions: Why did this happen to me? What could I learn from it? Since I believed in God, in the larger scheme of things I asked a bigger question: What am I here to do? The wounded, those who suffer, need to know that such experiences are not in vain, so that healing at all levels can occur.


I found out that the abuse that happened to me was not as important as how I handled it. I decided not to be a victim and be beaten down by adversity. I made a proactive choice to heal. I discovered that I could learn from my experiences and not drown in self-pity. I learned how to love others as well as myself more deeply through recovery and therapy. I learned how to set healthy boundaries and not put up with abuse. I discovered how to live a happy and fulfilling life without needing another person to fix me. I learned how to forgive.


Once I learned from the experiences, the natural outgrowth was service, which comes naturally to me. I became an advocate for child protection and counseled women who were recovering from abuse. I developed a meaningful and strong relationship with a Higher Power and found my Self through an exploration of profound, life-changing spiritual paths. I began doing spiritual counseling and healing energy work with others and began conducting spiritual workshops and teaching meditation.


As a wounded woman, I have something important to give to the world: the story of my journey and recovery. I share that journey with you in this book. My wish is that others who have been sexually abused will find hope through my story and also survive, thrive, and find a deep love for themselves and satisfaction in all they become.






Part I


Abuse


Childhood sexual abuse results in the loss of self-identity, connection with others, trust, faith, reality, security and control. 3
Cara L. Stiles, MSW
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The Beginning


Oh no! That sound again! The wailing of the neighbor’s dog, outside in a chain link kennel full of dog poop and dirty water, totally neglected. Beaten down by the hard rain, wind, hail and snow, Buddy and his lonely existence seemed to be noticed by no one but me. I cringed every time I heard his intermittent cries, each pitiful howl sinking my heart deeper and deeper into sadness. I wanted to rescue him, take him away, hold him in my arms, and tell him I loved him; but I was powerless. My own dog, Spirit, a beautiful and healthy dark-red golden retriever, lay beside me on his comfortable cedar bed. In response to his puzzled look I crouched down, enfolded him in my arms, and gave him a comforting hug, transferring loving energy to the wretched pup outside.


In an attempt to help, I called Animal Control; they did nothing except make the owner clean up the piles of poop. The next morning my disheveled hillbilly neighbor banged on my front door, his face red with rage, and screamed that I’d be sorry if I didn’t stay out of his business. Buddy – such an ironic name – emitted another long, mournful wail, like someone grieving the loss of a loved one. Choking back tears and welling up with fury, I entertained thoughts of stealing the dog and killing my neighbor.


For two years I agonized over Buddy and wondered why he bothered me so. Staring out the back window, I watched him pace back and forth in his tiny cage with no way out, wanting to comfort him, to reassure him he was not alone. Then one day it hit me. His pain was a reflection of my own suffering growing up in an abusive, alcoholic home. Like Buddy, I too was trapped with nowhere to go and no one to rescue me. I knew what it was like to be alone in a living hell!


I was five. Dad sat in his overstuffed, dirty green chair reeking of alcohol, puffing on a cigar, filling the warm room with a stinky blue-gray haze that made it difficult to breathe, while Mom scurried around the house like a scared rabbit, trying to meet everyone’s demands. Sitting with his unbuckled belt and unzipped fly, Daddy called me to his lap. At first I was excited as I leaped into his outstretched arms. He’s paying attention to me! I loved my daddy and hungered for his love in return as I cuddled in his protective arms. Resting there, I felt everything would be okay.


But it wasn’t, for soon my life changed forever.


One evening, Dad patted his lap and said, “Come here, honey!” He put his arm around me, rubbed my slim shoulder, stroked my blond hair, and told me, “You’re my special little girl.” I lay in his big strong arms, soaking up his attention, trying to ignore the stinky cigar in his hand and the smell of alcohol on his breath. To be close to Daddy meant I had to put up with all his foul smells.


As we sat alone in the living room watching The Lone Ranger, my dad’s favorite show, he rubbed my stomach and then slipped his hand under my shorts and panties and touched my pee-pee. I froze! What is he doing? What if someone sees us? It doesn’t feel right. I wiggled to get off his lap, but he held me tight and whispered in my ear, “It’s okay, honey. Daddy loves you.” Does that make what he’s doing okay? I don’t know. I’m confused. I want him to love me. Is this love? It must be all right then. I sat still, letting him touch me, but deep down I felt yucky in my gut. Something was wrong. All I wanted was Daddy’s love and attention – and to get it I had to put up with his rough, rubbing hands.


Each night, when I heard my father’s old yellow Ford Fairlane pull into the driveway, my heart raced and my shoulders tensed up. Will he touch me again? Will he start a fight? I knew he’d be drunk, but how drunk would he be, and who would he pick on tonight? Usually it was Mom, but Jeff, the oldest, was also one of his favorite targets, and he didn’t hesitate to use his leather belt on the rest of us. Why doesn’t he just stay away? Everyone is happier when he’s not around.


He came into the house and Mom got in his face and screamed, “Oh no, John, you’ve been drinking again,” as if it were a surprise. “Shut up!” he said, as he brushed her aside and staggered to his chair. Mom followed him, shouting, “I thought you were going to stop drinking.” Dad lifted his right hand and backhanded Mom hard on her right shoulder. “Get out of here.”


Sorrowfully, I watched my mother run crying into the kitchen. I hated him. I wanted to hit him back, but I sat silently on the couch, not moving a muscle, trying to be invisible, my stomach in knots, afraid for my own safety and feeling guilty that I could not protect Mom.


Soon it was dinnertime, accompanied by the tension that was always present when Dad was around and drunk. My stomach began doing its usual flip-flops, hunger mixing with fear. You could always count on a big drama unfolding at the table. Dad didn’t want to eat and cut the high from his buzz, so he’d start complaining that his steak was undercooked while the rest of us sat staring at the hamburger on our plate. Mom jumped up like the puppet she was around Dad, rushed to the kitchen, cooked the meat some more, hurried back, and placed it in front of him. He picked at it like it was poison, snarled, “It’s still not right,” and stormed away from the table in a huff, leaving us all upset.


Mom cried, groveling and offering apologies to Dad for her cooking, which made me angry. Why can’t she see what he’s doing? It isn’t her cooking. He just doesn’t want to eat. I hurt when I saw her trying so hard to please him. I wanted to scream, “Stop it, Mom, it’s not your fault!” but I knew it wouldn’t do any good. Dad had already brainwashed her into thinking she was to blame.


I liked Mom’s cooking. She made great meals like meatloaf, mashed potatoes, and string beans, and her delicious homemade chili. Sometimes, she surprised me by baking a cherry pie, my favorite dessert. She’d whisper in my ear, “I made this just for you.” I’d smile my biggest smile, feeling so special.


I hated the fighting, but at the same time I felt sorry for my father. He drove a big oil truck all day to support the family. Why couldn’t he have a few drinks after work? But what did I, a child of five, know about such things? I couldn’t understand the dilemma of a mother overwhelmed with too much responsibility, unpaid bills, and a drunken husband.


Our house sat on a tree-lined street in a mid to upper-class neighborhood in Covington, Kentucky. It was an attractive twostory, red brick home with potted deep-red geraniums lining the porch railing. An old wooden swing, painted pea green, hung by heavy chains from the porch ceiling, a favorite spot to sit on hot summer nights. The house was surrounded by two giant oak trees, which provided a canopy of shade in the sweltering Kentucky summers and an abundant supply of acorns for the hungry chipmunks and squirrels.


Inside the front door was a rectangular-shaped living room with a couple of stuffed chairs and a couch flanked by two end tables, each with a lamp. A beautifully crafted wood mantel rested atop the fireplace, with built-in bookcases on each end. Through the arched doorway to the left was the dining room, where we gathered for family meals around a large oval-shaped oak table. Behind the dining room was the kitchen, Mom’s room, with its brightly painted yellow cabinets and matching yellow window valances.


At the top of the staircase leading to the second floor was my room – the girls’ room – sparsely decorated with a small dresser, double bed and daybed, just enough room for me and my two sisters to sleep in. Down the hallway on the left was our only bathroom, quite a challenge for a family of ten. At the end of the hallway were two more nondescript bedrooms. The boys’ room, to the right, had two double beds for my four brothers. My parents’ room, on the left, held a double bed plus the baby bed for my youngest sister.


Behind the house there was an extended driveway with a basketball court. Up a small embankment filled with orange tiger lilies was a spacious backyard with a swing and plenty of room for touch football games. Everything looked idyllic from the outside. But inside, the walls guarded well-kept secrets, and skeletons hid in the closets: dark secrets of sexual abuse, hard, heavy drinking, and violence.


Mom was a hardy woman of German heritage who believed strongly in hard work and religious devotion. Being a devout Catholic, she did not practice birth control, so the babies rolled out like cars off an assembly line. I was the fifth child in six years, followed by three more. I liked being in a large family and having lots of brothers and sisters to play with. I don’t remember Mom ever holding me on her lap, hugging or kissing me, or even telling me she loved me; but somehow I knew she did.


Once it began, my father’s sexual touching continued, apparently with no one in our crowded home paying attention. Then one day my mother came around the corner, saw me sitting on his lap, and screamed, “Elaine, get down! You’re too big to be sitting on your father’s lap!” I jumped down, feeling as if I’d done something terribly wrong. It’s my fault. I’m to blame. I’m a bad person.


Looking back, I see how I took on the blame, as many abused children do. When we are young, our vision of the world is small, and everything is about us: what we do or don’t do. If I hadn’t said that, this wouldn’t have happened. If I hadn’t done that, everybody would have been happy. The tendency to self-reference is what makes it so easy for a young child to pick up blame. Young children do not possess the mental skills necessary to refute the erroneous idea that they are to blame and to see that there is no truth to it. I repeatedly told myself that if I hadn’t sat on Daddy’s lap it wouldn’t have happened. It was my fault, and I carried that shame for years – until I realized it was only natural for a child to want to be close to her father and want his love. I did nothing wrong!


There are many other reasons why children grow up blaming themselves for sexual abuse. Sometimes they feel it’s their fault for not trying harder to stop it, for not saying no, or for not telling anyone, even if their perpetrator said it was a secret or threatened harm if they told someone. If a child experienced abuse from multiple abusers who are not related, she might feel that it’s her fault because there were so many. This is what happened to me. There were multiple abusers, and because I was the one constant in the picture I felt there must be something wrong with me. Some children feel guilty because it felt good or they were sexually aroused, which is natural.


The shame and blame that is picked up by a sexually abused child creates a veil of secrecy. You can’t tell anyone because you assume it’s your fault, and that would make you a bad person. There is a saying that we are only as sick as our secrets, and this is especially true with childhood sexual abuse. Part of the healing involves getting the bogeyman out of the closet, talking about the secrets, and coming to the realization that we are victims. A child can never ever be to blame for sexual abuse.


The sexual abuse at the hands of my father marked the beginning of my confusion between sex and love. The two intermingled, with love and sex being one and the same. For many years I struggled with setting healthy sexual boundaries with men, continually unable to say no. I found myself perpetually thinking that if I went along with sex, I would get love. Yet, that never happened. I ended up feeling used and abused. Finally, I realized that sex is sex and love is love. In adult relationships, they sometimes go together. Sexual abuse, however, is never about love. My dad and others who abused me didn’t love me. They stole my soul and stripped me of my dignity.
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Catholicism and Shame


It was Friday, and I wakened to the sounds of birds chirping outside my open window. I lingered in bed, not wanting to get up, until it dawned on me that in two days I was going to make my First Holy Communion. My excitement at the thought propelled me out of bed like a jungle animal, eyes wide open, on full alert. I had to get ready for school, where Sister Lucille would go over the final instructions for Sunday.


On Saturday night Mom tied rags over all the bathroom faucets so I couldn’t get up in the middle of the night and take a drink of water. In the early fifties the Catholic Church had strict fasting guidelines. Sister Lucille had told me, “You are forbidden to eat or drink anything after midnight if you want to receive Communion the next morning. If you break your fast and go to Communion, you commit a mortal sin. And if you die before going to Confession, you will go to hell.” I certainly didn’t want to go to hell, so I was glad Mom tied up all the faucets.


Finally it was Sunday! I got up and took a bath and Mom curled my hair. She dressed me in a beautiful white-laced dress with a gathered waist and ruffled hem, then placed on my head a long white veil that extended down to the middle of my back. White gloves and shiny white patent leather shoes completed my outfit. I looked and felt like a little porcelain doll.


In church, my family watched as I reverently approached the altar and received Jesus for the first time. The Church taught that Communion was the actual body and blood of Christ, so this was a special moment. I was so thrilled to meet Jesus in Communion that I thought my heart would burst. I bowed my head and said, “Jesus, I love you so much. Thank you for coming to be with me.”


After Mom took pictures outside the church, we drove home and friends and family began arriving for my party. I could hardly contain my excitement. They were coming to see me in my pretty white dress. I was the star of the show. Even some of my older brothers’ and sisters’ friends showed up. My oldest brother, Jeff, who was thirteen, invited his best friend Ronnie to drop by. Ronnie was a fixture at our house. He was like part of the family. When Ronnie saw me, he said, “Hi, Sweetie,” and gave me a big hug. “Now don’t you look pretty in your white dress?” Beaming a sunny smile, I politely said, “Thank you.”
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