















Praise for Say It Out Loud



Always being the ‘good girl,’ pleasing others, and internalizing your feelings is self-destructive. Our childhood is stored in our body, and if we do not heal our wounds someday, the body will present its bill. Roberta Dolan had the courage to transform and heal herself. The techniques she utilized to do so and the changes she made can benefit all those who have ever been abused, physically or psychologically. I strongly recommend reading this book to help you to release whatever pain exists within you and to restore your own life and body. It is never too late to leave the past behind and begin anew, as Roberta did.


—Bernie Siegel, MD, author of 365 Prescriptions for the Soul and 101 Exercises for the Soul


Roberta Dolan has found the courage to tell the story of her horrific sexual abuse in a book with the smart title Say It Out Loud. At least as much effort is spent on guiding others through the process, step by step, for which she is eminently qualified, not only as a survivor, but as a counselor with a master’s degree. But it is her own story that is the most compelling as she mines the darkest corners of her soul with honesty and integrity. By nurturing the healing process of others along the way, she heals herself. And that is contagious. I recommend her book to survivors at all stages of healing and to those who love and support survivors.”


—Trish Kinney, author of Silver Platter Girl


In Say It Out Loud, Roberta Dolan has unpacked the vicissitudes of her own personal healing journey in a way that informs, supports, encourages, and inspires others who have been sexually abused and those who love them. Practical in its structure, her sensitivity and compassion flow from each paragraph. Prescriptive but not preachy, there is an intelligent, uplifting, kind, and gentle quality about Say It Out Loud which is unique among books of this genre and which I believe makes it accessible to readers at any point of their own journey.”


—Catherine McCall LMFT, author of When the Piano Stops and
Never Tell: A True Story of Overcoming a Terrifying Childhood


In Say It Out Loud, Roberta Dolan courageously attacks the major obstacles to preventing sexual assault—secrecy and silence. Fearless and determined, Dolan holds nothing back as she charges full force—revealing personal experience through raw and powerful journal entries, and exposing and coping with the psychological damage caused by sexual assault. As victim, teacher, counselor, wife, and mother, Dolan presents insight to all sides of the healing journey. More than an affirmation of inspiration, Say It Out Loud serves as a practical guide of easy-to-follow strategies. Survivors will know they’re not alone, and they’ll come to realize the possibility of restoring a joyful life. For loved ones, counselors and therapists, Say It Out Loud should be required reading.


—Kathy Marcantonio, former counselor and community
education volunteer of Connecticut Sexual Assault
Crisis Services, Inc. (ConnSACS) Board of Directors


Say It Out Loud by Roberta Dolan is an intimate and courageous account of the steps that must be taken to recover from predatory sexual abuse. Dolan shares her healing process by walking the reader through her agony and into her eventual experience of joy. The complexities and beauty of the human heart are exposed in a frightened child now adult, who, because of the care of a therapist and a loving husband, can finally be free.


—Gwen Plano, author of Letting Go Into Perfect Love


Roberta Dolan has singlehandedly, with honesty and love, provided us with not only a moving account of her experience but a practical guide for those recovering from childhood sexual abuse. Without hesitation, I recommend this book to those dealing with the lingering effects of childhood sexual abuse, to those family members and friends who support a survivor, and to those who work with survivors and their families. Dolan has changed, and will continue to change, lives.


—Sharon D. Chappelle, PhD
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Dedication


December 4, 2005


Tim was by my side, in touch with my needs, incredible as always. Someday, somewhere, he has to get recognized for what he has so selflessly done.


That someday is today as I dedicate this book to my husband, Tim Dolan. Selfless describes perfectly his involvement in my healing journey. When he is asked how he did it, his response is always the same: “Did what? I didn’t do anything. I just loved her.”


Loving me, for Tim, meant anticipating my needs by watching and listening to my actions, my tone, and sometimes my silence. When I needed to be nudged, he nudged. When I needed to be left in silence, he let me be. When I needed to be held, he held me, and when I needed to be safe, he kept me safe. In my darkest moments, when I chose to isolate myself, I knew deep in my heart I was not alone—he would not let me slip away.


Tim was my voice with our children and our friends, letting others know what I needed and showing them the way to support me by his example.


He never tired of reassuring me that I was going to be okay, we were going to make it through this, and I was not alone. He willingly participated in whatever strategy was necessary to get me to the next phase of my journey and never tried to control my path. When he didn’t know what to do, he asked.


Tim believed me, and believed in me, from the first day I uttered the words “I think my father abused me.” His response that day changed my life. By not doubting me, and by offering immediate support, he gave me the courage to take the crucial steps of seeking a therapist and facing my demons.


Tim selflessly put his life aside for six years to help me heal. I would need a thousand lifetimes to “just love him” the way he loved me. For now, I dedicate this book, and my life, to loving him.





Foreword


When Roberta told me she was writing a book about her sexual abuse and her desire to encourage other abuse victims to “say it out loud” and begin their healing process, I was not surprised.


I was surprised to learn she had done such meticulous journaling after her heart-wrenching treatment sessions. That allowed her to write this accurate account of her fears, anger, pain, trepidation, and, finally, “freedom” from her past.


My role in Roberta’s healing was to be present and to assure her that she was not alone on this journey—I would be there for her and with her. Her role was to uncover and liberate herself from the horrific parts of her past. She accomplished this goal after six long years, one treatment session at a time.


Roberta did a truly wonderful job, which this book reveals. I believe she offers many ideas and strategies that can assist, encourage, and support sexual abuse victims during their own journey. If any victim out there wishes to begin the healing process, please start by reading Say It Out Loud: Revealing and Healing the Scars of Sexual Abuse.


Respectfully,


Dellene Watt Quintiliani


Licensed Clinical Social Worker





Prologue


A View from the Inside: October 24, 2001


What did I do? I know I didn’t yell. I know I retracted into myself. I know I froze. I started talking about it—about lying on my stomach. Before long my eyes were closed, my fists clenched. I was there again, experiencing the whole thing. I made my hands hurt so I wouldn’t feel the pain, I made loud noises in my head to block it out. When it was over my body relaxed, then I got tense again. My hands were down gripping the sides of the bed, trying to keep my legs together, but he forced them open. I created my own pain—made loud noises in my head—then it’s over and I relax. I roll on my side in a tight fetal position and sob, but silently. I sob until I can’t breathe—tucked in a ball, against the wall, clutching my teddy bear.


I am Roberta Ann Dolan, born on September 2, 1952 to Rune and Clara Frisk. I have one sister, two years older than I am. We shared our single-family home in Connecticut with my maternal grandfather. Rune, an alcoholic, died of cancer in 1989. Clara remained in the same house by herself.





Part I:
Preparing for the Journey


“Preparing for the Journey” introduces you to my personal healing journey and to the essential parameters and relationships necessary for beginning a healing journey of your own.
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Setting the Stage


A View from the Outside


Seat yourself on a lawn chair across the street, and I will paint a picture for you.


It’s a modest, dark-gray house on a corner lot in a working-class community. A lush green lawn and colorful flower beds surround the house. Red and white geraniums and petunias fill the freshly painted window boxes. Most days, a line of crisp, clean laundry stretches across the yard.


Step into the kitchen. You’re greeted by the delicate aroma of something cooking or baking. The entire house sparkles, and nothing is out of place.


Rune’s basement work area is much the same. Each tool hangs in its assigned spot, and the floor is swept clean. A stool, a clean ashtray, and a pack of Camel nonfilters sit by the workbench. The beer is kept out of sight under the stairwell: Ruppert Knickerbocker bottles, room temperature, just the way he likes them.


Before Clara retires for the night, she sets the table for breakfast and Rune prepares a pot of coffee for the next day. In the morning, he goes off to his job as a tool-and-die designer in a pressed shirt, tie, and jacket. His appearance is as immaculate as the home he steps out of. The girls go off to school dressed in the same pristine style. Clara remains home to clean, garden, do laundry, iron, and prepare lunch and dinner for her family. She is admired in the community as a Scout leader and PTA mom, both coveted roles.


A typical Saturday might include a family picnic, a boat ride, or a hike through the woods. Sundays are ritualistic. Rune drives his wife and daughters to church. He is a Methodist, and she is a devout Catholic. He drops them off and is waiting for them when Mass ends. Afterward, Clara prepares a special Sunday dinner while Rune takes the girls to visit his parents. A leisurely afternoon follows. The weekend culminates with the family sitting in front of their small black-and-white television, watching The Ed Sullivan Show.


My abuse began when I was three or four years old and continued through my early teens. My cries for help went unanswered. The purpose of my writing is not to document these horrific memories but to share the process that brought me to life—the life I now have.


From Little Girl to Woman


Before I begin to share that process, it is necessary to convey a bit of background, a closer look into the personality of the little girl, from child to woman. Her appearance: a good girl, one who liked to please, always willing to help. Her reality: a fragile child, seeking approval, needing to be seen, never feeling good enough. Someone spending a lifetime trying to be “the good daughter.”


As a child, eager to do the right thing. As a teen, Clara’s confidant during the worst years of Rune’s alcoholism. As an adult, taking care of Clara’s needs and striving to gain her attention and approval. All the while never feeling as smart, good, pretty, or well liked as her peers.


I secretly doubted most of my decisions and always fell short of feeling accomplished or whole. However, my internal struggles did not prevent me from achieving a successful career; rather, they may have increased my drive to please. Thirty-three years as a special-education teacher, Teacher of the Year for my school district, and assistant to the principal of an urban elementary school were just some of my professional accomplishments.


My first marriage, to my high school sweetheart, ended in divorce. Soon thereafter, I met the man who became my best friend and partner for life. We built our home, a geodesic dome, and were married in it in 1982. Tim and I were blessed with two beautiful children of our own and a daughter from his first marriage. As a family, we were involved in our church, our school, and the normal activities that come with raising children. I gave the children’s sermon at our church and directed the Cherub Choir. I served as a member and president of the PTO at our children’s school.


It all looked wonderful, and for the most part, it was. I loved my role as educator, wife, and mother. I just didn’t love myself. There was something wrong with me, but I didn’t know what it was.


The Little Girl with the Big Secret


I have no memory of ever telling anyone what was happening to me. I do remember I often cried at night, calling, “Mom, Mommy, Mom, Mommy.” Clara either did not answer those cries or silenced them by telling me to be quiet and go to sleep. I also remember frequent nightmares and no one coming to calm my fears. I believe the little girl learned early on that the abuse was a secret never to be shared. If Mommy didn’t respond to my cries for help, who would? If Mommy didn’t tell anyone, how could I? If the two people I was supposed to trust the most were hurting me, then whom could I tell? Maybe I deserved this terror; maybe I had done something wrong and wasn’t worth saving.


It was that terrified little girl who held the secret deep inside for many years. Then, sometime in my thirties, I had a dream. I was a teenager, sitting on Rune’s lap, and he was kissing me. In the dream, Clara blamed me for the encounter. As I drove to work the next morning, I could barely function. I experienced intense anxiety. I asked our school social worker if she had any knowledge of dream analysis. Her limited response allowed me to dismiss my dream as nothing more than a meaningless event—and I didn’t want it to be anything more.


A few years later, I remembered a real-life scene in my family’s living room: I was eight years old. Rune was in his chair, watching television, when I went over to say good night. He grabbed my hand, forced it onto his crotch, and started kissing me in a way that made me feel sick. Clara came to the doorway and yelled, “Rune, what are you doing?” I ran to my room, frightened, confused, and alone.


Even though I knew this incident was real, my reaction was to minimize it. After all, he was drunk and Clara never did anything about it, so how bad could it have been? But as hard as I tried to dismiss the thoughts, both the dream and the memory burned inside me like an ember that could not be extinguished. It was only a matter of time.


The Beginning


It was March 2000. Our friend Nancy cared for the children, and Tim and I went away for the weekend. He and I were so close and happy. We were best friends and prided ourselves on our openness as a couple. We had no doubt about the love we shared. So what was wrong? A familiar conversation began.


Tim expressed again that he sensed something missing, that there was a part of me he did not have. In our most intimate moments, when expressions of love should have had no boundaries, I held back. Why? What was in the way? My usual response: “I don’t know.”


What made this day different, we’ll never know. As easily as “I don’t know” had come from my lips so many times in the past, I responded, “I think I know. I think my father abused me when I was young.”


I shared with Tim the dream and the only memory that had shown its ugly face to me. We talked for a while. The dream and the memory were real, but I remained doubtful, needing to hold on to the hope that they were insignificant. But now that the tiny ember had been given a breath of air, it burned hotter and could no longer be ignored.


My thoughts kept returning to the memory. I was distracted and tense. By December, Tim convinced me I needed to share these thoughts with a professional. With great trepidation, I made the phone call that would change my life.



The First Step of the Journey


On January 3, 2001, I took the biggest step of my life: I walked into the office of Dellene, the woman who would be my therapist for the next six years. With my outfit freshly ironed, hair combed, and lips glossed, I projected an image of control as I extended my hand to greet her. Only my pounding heart told the true story. After a few preliminary questions, she asked, “So, what brought you here tonight?”


Without hesitation, I replied, “I think my father was sexually inappropriate with me as a child.” I shared with her my one clear memory, the living room scene that had emerged a few years earlier. I exuded an air of nonchalance, making it clear that Rune had been an alcoholic—my effort to minimize what had happened. Although I wasn’t sure there was more to talk about, I felt safe enough to make a second appointment before leaving. The drive home from that first session is as vivid in my mind today as it was the day it occurred. All the way home, I laughed and I cried, saying over and over, “I did it. I told someone. I said it out loud!”


Once you say it out loud, you can’t take it back. It is out. The secret is no longer locked inside. The burning ember is ignited. Hard work, tears, expressing the anger, and acceptance are the only means to extinguish the raging fire. In the chapters to follow, I will share the experiences and strategies that led me from that first session, in 2001, to the present.


Each person’s story of sexual abuse is different, and each needs to follow his or her own path to healing. Sadly, too few succeed. I am living proof that one can face demons, relive the hell, and in the end say, “I am healed. I am whole.” No one deserves to live in the darkness abuse creates, and no one has to accept the life of a victim. You can choose to release yourself from that dark chamber. You can do it, you are worth it, and you are not alone! The strategies within this book are the tools you will need. My purpose for exposing my story is to take the shame out of being sexually abused and lead the way for others on their journey to becoming whole.
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Ground Rules


There are no right or wrong strategies or techniques to use as you work through the stages of healing. From experience, I suggest setting parameters for approaching any strategy. The four essential ground rules to my well-being were: maintain safety, honor feelings, be honest, and regulate control.


First, and most important, be safe within your environment and safe from within. Whether the situation involves expressing rage, needing to be alone, taking medication, releasing the pain, or reliving memories, you must keep yourself safe. Being safe may mean sharing thoughts with someone close to you, asking that person to remain aware of where you are physically and emotionally. As much as you desire to isolate yourself, experiencing the stages of healing alone is not the safest plan. If you compromise your safety, you’ll compromise your goal to heal. There were many times during my healing process when I needed to be alone. Telling someone my destination and having a cell phone with me simultaneously allowed me the space I needed and gave me a safety net.


Second, be aware of what feels right for you, and honor those feelings. This is not the time to be the pleaser, the gracious person who doesn’t want to offend anyone. This is about you and your healing process. Others can and will help you, but no one else knows what feels right for you except you. Some of the strategies I write about will feel comfortable and will even be approaches you’ve already tried. Others may be new, but you will be willing to try them. Other strategies I share will feel too foreign, uncomfortable, or irritating, like a scratchy sweater—things you would never consider doing. Honor your intuition. Just keep in mind that any strategy, whether it is right or wrong for you, can spark new ideas. You will read in chapter 9, “Anger,” about a time when I did not honor my feelings and instead tried a strategy outside of my comfort zone that resulted only in greater frustration. The positive side is that the failed attempt helped me to understand my own needs and develop strategies that worked for me.


Third, be honest with others, but, more important, be honest with yourself. I spent more than forty years pretending I had a nearperfect life. Well, life isn’t perfect while you’re doing the work to heal. There will be days when you won’t want to talk with anyone, days when going to the grocery store will become an unbearable task, weekends when the thought of socializing will evoke anxiety. If the task or event is not essential, say no. Limit your social plans if you aren’t up to it. Put chores off a day or two until you can handle them. Don’t accept a phone call if you’re not up to talking.


It is okay to not be okay! Give yourself permission. Healing is a long process and a time when you won’t have the energy to keep up the appearance that you’re “fine.” This is not to say you should tell everyone your life story; there are places and times when it is most appropriate to politely say you are fine. Most times, you will recognize the difference. For example, if you are talking with a casual acquaintance or are walking into an important meeting and don’t want to raise your level of anxiety, you are likely to respond, “I’m fine.” If you aren’t sure of what to say, it’s also best to say you are fine. You can always revisit a conversation with someone if you decide you want to share more information. However, right from the start of your healing process, your therapist, significant other, and closest friends need to know the truth. They can’t help you if they don’t know what you’re feeling, and you cannot share with them what you need unless you’re honest with yourself. In my therapist’s words, “There are no right or wrong feelings. They are just your feelings.” Be honest with yourself and those helping you. There’s no room for pretending once you have committed to healing.


Finally, know when to retain control and when to relinquish it to others. Any form of abuse strips a victim of control. The need to be in control lingers for survivors long after the abuse has ended. Maintaining control is an asset when it permits you to make healthy choices. It becomes a liability when the need for control prevents you from accepting help from others. Regulating control is the key. This issue of control is so important that chapter 7 is devoted to it.


Summary


The goal of a healing journey is to improve your life. Applying a few ground rules as you implement strategies will help you achieve that goal without causing further damage. By maintaining safety, honoring feelings, being honest, and regulating control, you’ll be on your way to a safe healing journey.
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Relationships


There is no hope of joy except in human relations.


—Antoine de Saint-Exupéry


Once someone has been sexually abused, one time or repeatedly—as a child, a teen, or an adult—their ability to form and maintain relationships changes. That person has a strong need to be in control and to feel physically and emotionally protected. That sense of protection is accomplished by creating an invisible barrier. For some, no one is allowed to break that barrier; for others, a loved one may get close, but there’s still a veil of separation. A fear looms—the fear of being vulnerable again. Dare I let anyone break the shell of this well-protected body?


Depression, anxiety, and anger are all physically palpable scars of abuse. Vulnerability is subtle, an internal scar that must be addressed if the healing journey is to be complete. In many entries in my journals, I describe feeling isolated and alone, not wanting to let anyone in. It is a frightening place to be, and a mindset that will not promote healing. I’ve chosen the following journal entry to share because it illustrates the contradiction that I was keeping myself in isolation and yet sad that I felt alone.


July 11, 2001


I feel alone. But it is my own fault. It’s because I won’t let anyone in. I feel isolated and trapped in my thoughts. I don’t want to think in the present—I want to stay isolated and emotionally empty.


Facing demons is not a task anyone should tackle alone. Relationships provide the external support and nurturing necessary to move forward. Once the hard work is done and you are well on your way to healing, you should not tackle life alone, either. We all need to connect with other human beings, to love and feel loved. It’s our nature.


So how do you crack that exterior shell and let others in? In this chapter, I will discuss relationships and share strategies for connecting with others who will help you on your journey and disconnecting from those who will prevent you from healing.


Connecting


Family, friends, colleagues, and acquaintances exist on some level in everyone’s life. The goal is to develop healthy relationships with everyone in your circle, but that can happen only in small stages. I will discuss the importance of trust and open communication and offer strategies for establishing these essential relationship elements through three examples, one involving a therapist, one a partner, and one a friend. Once you have broken the barrier and are ready, the breadth of your relationships will grow naturally.


Connecting with a Therapist


If you are committed to healing, the first connection you’ll need to make is with a therapist, but finding the right one can be daunting. A primary care physician, clergy member, or local crisis hotline can help you find a reputable therapist in your area.


While choosing a therapist, you’ll want to address several important considerations. The first is gender. (I, for one, knew I would only feel comfortable talking to a female therapist.) Next, once you’ve decided on a therapist to contact, ask a few housekeeping questions, either by requesting a phone consultation or at your first appointment:


• How much do you charge?


• What insurance do you accept?


• What are your areas of expertise?


• How long have you been in practice?


• What’s your appointment cancellation policy?


• What if I have a crisis on the weekend or a holiday?


If you aren’t comfortable with the first therapist’s answers, you should consider interviewing another candidate. You do not want to start therapy with someone you can’t afford or someone who’s never worked with sexual abuse survivors. The conditions need to be right for therapy to be successful.


I was fortunate to find the right person, but not because I was prepared with questions. Although I was ready to seek the help of a therapist, I was not yet ready to admit why I needed therapy. When I asked my nurse practitioner for a recommendation, I stated that I had issues as an adult child of an alcoholic. She gave me the name of a therapist who works with families of alcoholics. When I called for the appointment, the secretary informed me that the person did not participate in my insurance and suggested the name of another therapist who did. Based on my need for insurance coverage, I said fine and booked an appointment. As I learned a few sessions later, my therapist’s expertise involved working with victims of sexual abuse.


In my situation, finding the right therapist was due to luck—or, as I prefer to think, divine intervention. However, I recommend making an informed choice rather than leaving it to chance.


If you are satisfied with the prospective therapist’s answers to your questions, the next important criterion for making a connection is whether the therapist’s personal traits and therapeutic style are a good match for you. You will know this only after a few visits. If you aren’t comfortable with the person for any reason, it is imperative that you look for someone new. It is not uncommon to try out two or three therapists before finding the one who is right. This may be the most important decision you make on your healing journey.


I left my first visit with my therapist, Dellene, with a good impression, but I did not yet fully trust her or know the extent to which I would depend on her. My trust grew with time. I wrote the following journal entry two and a half months into therapy, after sharing with Dellene the message I got from my parents: I was not worth it—not worth taking care of, protecting, loving.


March 27, 2001


Dellene said it was the message but not the reality. It is hard to stop crying. It is the first time I really exposed myself to Dellene. When I left I hugged her. I must feel so safe with her.


Without feeling safe, I’d not have been able to continue exposing the darkness of my past. Dellene and I met once a week for six years and then as needed. She gave me a hotline number to call whenever I needed her. During some of my most desperate times, she met me at the center for unscheduled visits at night or on weekends. Dellene was committed to my healing, she cared about me, she was non-judgmental, and she let me be in control—all qualities I needed to establish a trusting relationship.


Dellene’s allowing me to be in control was the most significant component of my progress, and a style not all therapists share. Each time I walked into her office, she let me steer the conversation. She may have guided me with questions once I started, but I was always in control of what we discussed. During a session one month into my therapy, I brought up a topic that troubled me. I perceived some of my characteristics as a child as “bad.” The following was Dellene’s response.


February 7, 2001


It was survival. It was normal, not bad. She said I did not feel protected—no, I was not protected by the two people who were supposed to protect me—and then she said “your father and mother.”


It was the first time I had a glimpse of my mother’s involvement in my abuse. I froze at the thought, not wanting to go there. We discussed that I wasn’t ready to handle my mother. It took months for me to acknowledge Clara’s choice to not protect me, and years for my memories of her abuse to surface. Dellene suspected Clara’s involvement in my abuse not more than a month into my therapy. If she had forced the conversation in 2001, I suspect I would have denied it and struggled internally with the thought. At the time, I could barely maintain emotional stability in dealing with Rune’s abuse. Talking about Clara could have sent me back into complete denial or, at the least, impeded my progress. But because Dellene’s style was to let the client be in control, I felt safe and trusted her on my journey.


If your therapist drives the conversation and addresses issues you aren’t ready to confront, you do not have to walk out the door. Explain your need for control and ask if the therapist is willing to work at your pace. If, after a few sessions, the agenda still seems to be the therapist’s and not your own, then I suggest you explain that this arrangement isn’t working for you and that you will seek the help of another therapist. But do not give up! You must follow through and find a therapist who is the right fit.


The obvious reason for needing trust in a therapist-client relationship is that you’ll be sharing your most private, frightening, and fragile thoughts with this person. The benefit is that trust will allow you to shed inhibitions, something that’s necessary in the process of healing. As you address the emotions of abuse, you’ll most likely use strong language and exhibit behaviors that are extreme. I sobbed, with my nose running, for entire sessions; I pounded my fists; like a stubborn child, I refused to talk; I shared graphic nightmares, memories, and thoughts I would not tell another soul. When you are dealing with the filth, pain, and anger of sexual abuse, you must be able to express yourself in any way that results in your feeling cleansed. There is no room for inhibitions or embarrassment. That requires trust.


Establishing trust takes time, but you’ll sense it is building based on how you feel before, during, and after your sessions. Before my sessions, I did not fear my therapist’s questions or worry about her pushing me in any direction. During our sessions, I sensed she believed me and believed in me without being judgmental. I left our sessions knowing she supported me and was there for me, even if it wasn’t Wednesday at five thirty.


I wrote the following journal entry the day after a terrifying nightmare. Dellene and I had just spoken by phone.


February 23, 2001


I told her Tim made me call. I didn’t want to because I had just seen her the night before. She made me laugh … “So, you’re just going to have your crises on Wednesday at five thirty?” Then she told me she’s not here to talk with me for fifty minutes once a week. She’s here to walk me through this the whole time. I’m to call her anytime I need to.


She was not judgmental, she believed me and believed in me, she allowed me to be in control, and she was indeed “here to walk me through this the whole time.” This was the person I allowed myself to trust.


Open communication with your therapist seems obvious, as you will be sharing your most personal experiences with this person. The difficult piece of open communication for abuse victims is expressing what they need. That requires feeling worthy, something foreign to most victims but imperative to maximizing the benefits of therapy. It took me a long time, and convincing from Dellene, that my needs were important and I was not a burden to her. The following are two of my journal entries documenting those feelings. I wrote the first on a Saturday, a day after I had seen Dellene for a regular session. My memories of abuse kept bubbling up. I was desperate, not wanting to go on, and yet I still didn’t want to “bother” her. Tim encouraged me to call, and I met her at the crisis center.


June 1, 2001


I didn’t want to go to Dellene. I felt really bad about taking her time again.


That night I had more nightmares, memories of abuse. In the morning I could barely speak, let alone call Dellene. Tim called for me. When she called back, he had to convince me to speak with her. The following entry describes what she said at the end of our conversation, knowing that without Tim, I would not have called.


June 2, 2001


She said we will work on me asking for what I need. I am not a burden on her. She chose this profession. It is not nine to five. She told me, I am your therapist and I am here for you.
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