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“I will bless you ________________________ with
a future filled with hope -a future of success, not of
suffering.”
Jeremiah 29:11 CEV
(Enter your name, or the name of a survivor you
know on the line.)
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Forward

This project was created to give a voice to those
silenced by trauma and victimization, especially as
children.
Birth through Childhood; a time of wonder, newness
and hope. But what about when it’s not? What about
those whose experiences were wrought with trauma,
devastation, and pain: The kind that turns little Jane
into an adult much too early.
When we hear about children rescued from abuse and
trafficking we tend to think “Thank goodness it’s
over?” But it’s not. It’s only the beginning of a new
chapter that can be just as long and painful.
It’s time the world took a closer look at their post
abuse reality so we can become part of their solution
by our attention, rather than being part of their
problem by our apathy. This is why we gathered
survivors that have been victimized as children by
human trafficking or child abuse to give them their
6|Page
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voices back while the rest of us stop our busy lives
and listen.
This book will help the reader see the child (or adult
victimized as a child) who:
•

Is pre-conditioned due to abuse to always be
ready for a Fight,

•

Like a hunted deer must always ready to bolt
from their attacker in Flight,

•

Whether alone or in a crowd, cowers in the
corners of life in Fear.

While we move the impassioned reader from apathy
to empathy, our ultimate goal is to move our
courageous authors, all past victims, from surviving
to thriving. Thanks to the Centers for Disease
Control’s ongoing Adverse Childhood Experiences
(ACE) study -we now have proof of the lifelong
damage caused by child abuse. And from that, we
can discover the resiliency that we can empower
survivors with by helping them build upon that
foundation of abuse rather than spending their lives
trying to run from it. By our positive action, we can
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all be part of removing the chains of child abuse
through love, compassion, and action.
The Restoring Hope series is authored by survivors
of child abuse, human trafficking, and bullying;
those Ark of Hope for Children and TGIM Digital
Publishing currently serve on a global scale. While
this book is a wake-up call to many, stories shared
here by past victims may trigger current or past
victims or survivors.
With that in mind, whether you are a personally
unaffected reader choosing to become more aware or
you are a survivor yourself, please read each author's
submission in stages. Absorb each story slowly, with
awareness of your own emotions and with
thoughtfulness towards personal actions they inspire
you to take.
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I Will Help You by E. White

I was only five years old when it began – just a child.
I was an expressive busy yet serious little girl who
loved to laugh and sing around the house. To him, I
was just somebody of his sickest circumstance. He
always had his eyes on me and “the incidents,” as I
refer to them now, became routine, so routine, that I
thought it was normal. He touched me every
opportunity he had. He didn’t care the time of day or
who was home, all he needed was a five-minute
window, and he took advantage. I always felt so dirty
afterwards that I would shower with a Brillo pad until
my skin was red and painful. I knew what he was
doing was wrong, but he always looked me in my
eyes and told me never to tell. I kept his secret even
when I wanted to tell. The gifts that I received kept
me duped into quiet.
Then one day, a few months before my 9th birthday,
I finally told. He didn’t deny it, yet begged for
forgiveness. My family believed me all the while
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separating us, but we never spoke about it again. We
continued with Sunday dinners and big family
functions as if nothing ever happened. It was like
they locked it up in the box of “things that never
happened.” And I, like everyone else, threw away the
key and believed that lie.
In my mid-twenties, I struggled in relationships from
those painful memories. I never bring it up because I
know he’s loved — a father, a husband, an uncle, a
grandfather. The idea of tainting his reputation is just
too much for me to bear.
So, I’ve been carrying that burden for a long
time…until now. I don’t proclaim to be a doctor or a
psychologist, yet a continuous survivor of the illness
of another that has ravaged my life and adversely
affected me. Yes, I took critical steps with
counselors, God and finally within myself to heal.
At a crossroads in my life now, I still have
unanswered questions, and I frantically want to
understand how my childhood sexual abuse has
affected my adulthood.
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What happened in that house for all those years was
a violation of my innocent mind, body, and spirit.
How do I move on? How do I erase the painful
memories that constantly come back to haunt me?
Things that I thought I never knew suppressed so far
back in my memory, and are easily triggered by
smells, TV theme songs from the ’90s and even
patterns on fabric.
In the times with my psychologist, I was able to bring
out the stuffed down pain that was disguised as
silence. For years, I put off writing about how I felt
because of the “shame” of shaming my mother, my
aunt, my sisters, my children, and family. Yet I wake
up this morning and realize at age 49 years old that
it’s a subtle secret of silence.
For a person who has been sexually abused, I always
heard ‘what happens in our house, stays in our house’
and we don’t talk about these things. I don’t want my
children to inherit the lies that I have internalized and
not share what may have happened to them. I believe
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that most families don’t talk about sex, let alone
sexual abuse.
Why have I chosen to speak now? How can I help
others?
I know what it is like to spend years trying to heal
and the frustration that comes when it seems nothing
you are doing is helping. If you have tried everything
and just haven’t been able to heal, then I will help
you break free from the pain of abuse, move on with
your life, and be the person you were meant to be.
I’ve written this guide to help those who I was once
like, through my own experiences:
•

by retraining your brain to finally end the
emotional roller coaster of feeling good one
day and miserable the next

•

by letting go of shame, guilt, and any belief
that the abuse was your fault

•

by breaking down the walls that keep you
from connecting with others
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•

by releasing bottled up emotions like anger,
anxiety,

sadness,

and

the

fear

of

abandonment
•

by gaining self-confidence, so you no longer
sacrifice yourself or your desires

•

by learning how to set boundaries, enjoy
intimate relationships, and trust again

•

by finally connecting with your genuine,
authentic self.

14 | P a g e

Removing Chains of Child Abuse

15 | P a g e

Removing Chains of Child Abuse

Surviving Child Abuse and Poverty
by Karl Ayling

My parents were pedophiles.
Born a year apart, a few years before the Second
World War. I was the first born (but not the first
conceived) of three boys born in the first half of the
1960’s.
The testimony of my story begins with my very
earliest memory of being abused; I was three years
old. I was sleeping in the room that I shared with my
middle brother when the sound of my parents
fighting woke me. Lying very still and listening for a
while, the shouting didn’t abate, so after a time, I got
up and wandered down the short passageway
towards the living room. The door was ajar and as I
peeked into the room, I saw my father hit my mother
in the face with his right hand. A stinging slap that
rocked her head to her right. The fury of their
tempers was tangible in the air, extreme emotions
being given full reign against one another.
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Running up to him, I shouted, "leave mummy alone"
which prompted him to pick me up and throw me
against the wall with such force that my head broke
the plaster. I fell to the floor, terrified and
involuntarily urinated on myself. In unison, they both
screamed at me to get back to bed. I did, wet and
terrified and fell asleep. In the morning, not a word
was said. Life went on as if nothing had happened.
Dad was a plumber and a political activist for the
Socialist Party of Great Britain. His political views
can best be described as Marxist communist. I
remember being taken to rallies and meetings with
him – being shown off to his circle of friends. In
simple terms, I was his favorite.
My mother was evacuated from London to the north
of England during the war. Her mother had died
before the outbreak of the war leaving her and her
two younger brothers in the care of their father, my
grandfather. He tried to keep the family together.
However, the evacuation process meant that the boys
were sent to separate foster homes, the family
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separated. I don’t know what happened to my
grandfather, but I do know that my mother and her
brothers didn’t meet again until the 1970’s.
After a childhood in care, losing her mother to an
early death, losing her brothers, and being ‘rejected’
by her father -it was no wonder that my mother
emerged with the deepest emotional distress and
psychological issues you can imagine. So, she
married the first person who showed her any
attention.
The family lived in Brixton, south-west London in a
local authority ‘prefab’ a common post-war
temporary housing structure made of asbestos.
***
The next time I remember something disturbing
happening was again a fight between my parents. I
was four years old.
This time my mother who was 28-30 weeks pregnant
with my youngest brother was dragged off into the
bathroom. I heard shouts and a thud as she was
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thrown against the bathtub. Later, when I was old
enough – I asked her what happened to her during
this fight. I could hear things but they were indistinct,
and I couldn’t make it out clearly. She told me that
she was raped (not a crime at this time in the UK,
they were married) but she was also violently
sodomized and went on to suffer years of pain and
discomfort after this attack.
My youngest brother was born on my 5th birthday, a
home birth. The birthday party was hurriedly
canceled when her water broke. Anyone who showed
up (with presents) were turned away.
Poverty
The dictionary describes poverty as; the state of
being extremely poor. Wikipedia says, ‘Poverty may
be defined as either absolute or relative. Absolute
poverty or destitution refers to the lack of means
necessary to meet basic needs such as food, clothing,
and shelter. Relative poverty takes into consideration
individual social and economic status compared to
the rest of society.’
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We lived in financial, spiritual, and emotional
poverty in my family. Favorites were treated better
by the favoring parent. Yet, this didn’t stop my
mother from taking me out with a long-bladed knife,
similar to an icing knife, to jimmy the locks and steal
the money out of telephone boxes. The baby pram
was left outside, and she held a carrier bag under the
lock to catch the proceeds. It was good teaching for
me in later life.
During a sales training exercise sometime in the late
80’s early 1990’s, I heard for the first time about
Maslow's hierarchy of needs;
‘Abraham
hierarchy

Maslow
of

was
needs

a

philosopher whose
is

a

theory

in psychology proposed in his 1943 paper "A Theory
of Human Motivation" in Psychological Review.
Maslow subsequently extended the idea to include
his observations of humans' innate curiosity. His
theories

parallel

many

other

theories

of

human developmental psychology, some of which
focus on describing the stages of growth in humans.
Maslow used the terms "physiological", "safety",
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"belongingness"

and

"love",

"esteem",

"self-

actualization", and "self-transcendence" to describe
the pattern that human motivations generally move
through.
Maslow studied what he called exemplary people
such

as Albert

Roosevelt,

and

Einstein, Jane

Addams, Eleanor

Frederick

Douglass rather

than mentally ill or neurotic people, writing that "the
study of crippled, stunted, immature, and unhealthy
specimens can yield only a cripple psychology and a
cripple philosophy. Maslow studied the healthiest
1% of the college student population.’ (Quote from
Wikipedia)
CSA
Dysfunctional

people

display

dysfunctional

behaviors. At the age of seven, I was one of the key
witnesses in the case that ended with my father going
to prison for the sexual assault of myself, another boy
(aged 5) and two sisters aged 7 and 11.
The eleven-year-old girl, of Italian descent, was
often taken into a separate room for special attention
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that I was not present for. I remember feeling jealous
of her.
The activities that unfolded on these occasions
involved my father sexually assaulting the children
and whilst he was sexually assaulting one, the others
were made to sexually assault one another. He
utilized fear, intimidation, and force to ensure
submission.
Just how he came to select children, these particular
children were explained in his mitigation.
Sometime before the child sexual abuse started, it
came out that he had had a fling / affair with someone
known to my mother. Maybe a friend. Not for the
first time.
What was different this time was that in seeking
revenge, my mother had a fling with someone herself
and bragged to my father about the great sex. In my
adult years, I grew to understand that being an alpha
male, and the patriarchal dominator of our family –
he would want his own revenge on her. And he did,
and he used the children to extract it.
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After he went to prison. The social services
attempted to offer me counselling, and post-trauma
support (which the other boy received).
My mother blocked it. He’s fine – "I’ll take care of
him," she said. So, they let her take care of me. Her
abuse didn’t stop until I left home at 19. I never told
anyone about her abuse until years later.
Finding Jesus
In November 2001, feeling broken, dishevelled and
suicidal, I walked into a church in Carshalton,
Surrey. Looking up, I saw Jesus high up on a
crucifix. My body shuddered, and I felt an emotional
shift.
Healing had begun.
Jesus found me, a sex addict, with a trail of
destruction and violence towards women behind me.
Failed marriages, estranged from my children. But he
didn’t leave me there…
After attending the Christmas carol service at that
church, I joined a local evangelical church, getting
baptized in September 2004.
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As I grew in Christ, I became aware that Romans
8:28 applied even to me, and we know that God
causes everything to work together for the good of
those who love God and are called according to his
purpose for them. New Living Translation
Moreover, that Ecclesiastes 7:8 applied to me too.
The conclusion of something is better than its
beginning, and a patient attitude is more valuable
than a proud one. International Standard Version
Towards the end of 2005, I was handed a flyer for a
Healing Ministry day at St Paul’s church Ewell.
Going along with some degree of skepticism, another
member of my church prayed for my eyesight (I was
diagnosed years before with a disease which leads to
blindness)

Three

months

later,

the

hospital

discharged me from eye check-ups – the disease had
gone. No treatment, no drugs, just Jesus.
This healing experience (with many more since)
encouraged me to accept an invitation into healing
ministry with the International Association of
Healing Rooms, where I was in ministry for eight
years.
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An introduction in early 2013 led me to the Healing
Prayer School in London (where I still go for prayer
ministry and counseling). A counsellor told me that I
had OCD and PTSD – undiagnosed for most of my
life. Healing followed.
A new mind and a renewed heart gave me the
opportunity to start writing about being a survivor of
CSA. Radio interviews, newspaper, and magazine
interviews followed. My second book is currently at
the research stage and I am studying to become a
trauma counselor (a rare male survivor doing so) for
a local charity that specializes in CSA survivors.
The equipping for ministry and the transformation
required to become a writer and a counselor is a
divine gift for which I am extremely grateful.
The devil is never very far away, so intercessory
prayer warriors and lots of prayers are needed to help
me to keep healthy boundaries.
It is my prayer that everyone who has encountered
boundary breaking touching in any form has access
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to the services of Ark of Hope and appropriate
healing and prayer ministry.
Karl is the author of Massive Power Massive Love
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The Mirror by M. Graziano

The mirror is my enemy when I look inside I see,
a little girl who is so lost
tears well up in me.
She looks so frightened, so very sad,
I can’t reach out or touch.
It’s just too hard to look at her;
the memories are just too much!!
I know she needs my guidance,
she reminds me of all my fears.
Hate I see, inside her eyes,
she sheds so many tears!!
I walk away. I leave her,
can’t bear to see her cry.
I try so hard to block it out,
There's just too many tears to dry.
As I turn, I look back into the mirror
my adult self I see.
So many thoughts remembered,
Oh, how they envelop me!!
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If I could smash that mirror,
that little girl would disappear.
But then she would be trapped inside. Lost for
eternity. I turn around to look at her. My little self how sadness prevails; I can't leave her fears locked
up inside. Can't bear it, she looks so frail!!
Prose by Mary Graziano© Revised June 7, 2016. I
wrote this when I was in the first stages of my healing
journey

many

years

ago

on

my

blog,

www.nippercats.blogspot.ca. I am now healed and
post this for those in their healing journey in hopes it
helps them. ❤
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Don’t Ever Give Up by S. Peterman

My name is Sushine. Yes, it's my real name. It took
me a long time to not hate my name or myself. I'm
42 years old, the mother to ten children and a
survivor of child abuse.
I don't remember many memories of my mother
when I was a baby or toddler. She was 16 when she
had me a baby herself. My father was 25. When I was
around three my father slit his wrists, and they
separated, and she gave me to my father and kept my
younger sister.
We lived in a one-bedroom apartment in Florida. My
dad would work nights stocking groceries, and I was
left alone locked in the apartment. I don't remember
a lot from that time except for hiding under the
covers once when my mom and baby sister snuck
into the apartment. It was told later as a funny family
story, how my sister had sat on me in the bed and I
stayed quiet and unmoving.
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My father also liked to recall the story how he'd came
in one day, and I was sitting on the kitchen floor. He
saw something in the corner of my mouth. Looking
closer, he saw little legs out of the corner of my
toddler mouth. I'd been eating roaches off the floor.
This was relayed as a "funny" story heard growing
up about me. I actually forgot about that also, for
several years, blocking a lot out until possibly teen
years.
When I was five, my father kidnapped my 3-year-old
sister from my mother, and packed us up in an old
bright green VW. He drove us up to Indiana where
his parents were. My mother thought we were in
Arizona for the next five years, as they had relatives
there who would forward mail my dad sent to my
mother postmarked from Arizona. We were not
allowed to even say her name out loud. We had no
pictures, and I could not remember her face. It was at
age 10, when he hoped to reconcile with her and she
was flown to Indiana, staying with us for a week. Of
course, at 10 years old, I had no clue as to their adult
intentions; I just knew we were going to have a mom.
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As we were driving to the airport to pick her up, my
father had to run into a store. While we were waiting
in the car, my sister and I watched women walk in
and out. We spoke about our mother wondering if she
would look like this lady, or that lady with the hat; or
that beautiful one.
It was a great memory, and a painful one of the week
we spent together. We did all sorts of things like
roller skating, going to get donuts, going to the
movies together. She was so beautiful. Then it was
time for her to go. I remember watching her like a
hawk, as she boarded, and she waved out the airplane
window, and trying to not let her out of my little girl's
vision as the plane started moving. I balled and balled
and that was it. She did not come back.
I lived with my father until I was 17 years old. My
words had finally reached an adult, and the police
came taking my sister and I out of the house. The
police officer was kind, and drove us to a drugstore
parking lot, asking me to tell what happened with my
father. I sat in the back of the police car, both happy
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someone who was an adult was listening to me after
so many years of torture and petrified.
I told about the sexual abuse. I told about standing in
front of my father at 15 locked in his room, and
punished by being made to strip and lay on a mattress
on the floor. Being spanked and molested. I told of
the nights I'd placed tacks on my floor because he'd
sneak into my room at night. And he came in
anyways.
I don't remember what the officer said when I was
done. We just started driving somewhere he said was
safe.
We were brought to The Indiana Guardians Home, a
group home. It was probably midnight when we got
there. A lady took us in, gave us food, and we had to
take a shower with lice shampoo. We were given
clothes and brought upstairs to the third floor where
we were placed in a bunk surrounded by other abused
girls our age.
Two weeks we survived there, I tried to run a few
times, and then was placed in foster care by a judge.
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We were blessed. They were an amazing family, the
Hansen's, they actually had a daughter my sister's
age, and a son mine. I was a senior in high school.
We stayed in the same area, and the same school. I
graduated, and went to college. My second year, I
ran. I left with my boyfriend and we went across the
states. I left a letter in my foster parent’s mailbox. I
still regret doing that and leaving like I did, but I was
a really hurt kid.
The boyfriend and I got married at age 19. We had
four biological children, and eventually adopted five
children from foster care.
The first two of my adopted children, I met for the
very first time in the front office of the group home I
had been in some 16 years earlier. I'd never even seen
the front office. As I write this, 9 of my children are
adults or young adults, and I have a tenth child who
is a 4-year-old. I have five daughters and five sons. I
love them with every molecule of my soul.
Life has not been perfect or easy. There are some
bleak days I still have flashbacks, where I feel I'm
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going to have a heart attack during an anxiety attack
and leave all my kids orphans, and at the end of every
day I walk into my bedroom and latch the door with
a huge lock.
I realize now that I am powerful, that the power I'd
had was stolen and selfishly swallowed by my father.
I know deeply that speaking now and sharing my hell
will help someone else to see compassion, to see
empowerment, to see a light in surviving.
There were many times as a teen I tried to take my
life, and even once in adulthood. Then the demon
wins. We are too beautiful to give up hope, and to not
see the beauty that we can be in the world. It's up to
us to stop the monster of child abuse, by being aware
and sharing and caring about the world's innocents.
Please don't ever, ever give up. You're worth living.
You have a purpose beyond pain. By the way, I
learned to love my birth name and myself too ...and
I love you.
Thank you.
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Healing by M. Graziano

I am 65 years of age now and a survivor of incest by
my adopted father, and sexual abuse by my mother's
cousin. It started from what I can remember around
five years of age, although at the age of two I still
struggle to know something happened to me at that
age. I can sense it, feel it. I struggled all my life with
this "dirty little secret" never telling because I knew
my mother would never believe that my dad could or
would do something like that. She was domineering,
never ever said "I love you" to me, never gave me
hugs when I needed them most. She ruled the roost,
was my physical and emotional abuser!!!
As the years progressed, the abuse didn't end until I
was 17. But the pain I felt inside myself festered, left
me quiet, hiding my pain, fear until I was 45. Then I
came forward to a friend, the healing then began. I
was in therapy for 17 years. Hospitalized two times
for overdosing on Tylenol. My parents never knew
why. My husband was my rock, my supporter. I
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began writing poetry about my abuse on my blog. I
saw how it helped others in their journey to healing.
After 17 years in therapy, my therapist used my blogs
for other clients, to help them see they were not
alone. He said to me, "Mary, you don't need me
anymore. You now have your wings, I can see by
your writings you are free, in spirit and mind."
Now I write positive posts, to help others see that
they can and will reach the journey's end. I have
written three prose that I have made into songs by a
friend of Facebook George Robertson who also sang
the songs for me, and two have been made into a
video and are on YouTube. My dream is to have
Martina Mcbride sing my one song "The Forgotten
Children." The video for this song was made by a
good friend Debbie Naylor Cox, the watercolor
paintings were done by my close friend Michal
Madison, another survivor/advocate and she is a
fabulous watercolor artist, who paints with passion.
https://youtu.be/zIaQ4IEQ5KQ
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Writing Set Me Free by E. Jones

Time stood still as my tender young flesh was
ripped open from his blow. Pain …horror …and fear
paralyzed my body …my soul. Before I could
process what was actually happening to me, his arm
went up, and with tremendous force, the leather belt
in his hand came down, tearing at my flesh once
more. It was too much for me. I fell to the floor, my
eyes looking up and pleading with this gigantic man
hovering over me, “Please have mercy. I will never
wet my bed again!” I received no mercy …no
compassion …no forgiveness for something I could
not control. Instead, this man who I’d only known a
few days, and was told to call “Daddy," returned my
gaze with eyes full of hate and rage.
My mother watched. I managed to do the only thing
I could as I was hit again and again. I stretched out
my hand to her to save me. She did not. She’d
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abandoned me again …this time she’d abandoned me
to this man and his will for my life.
“Daddy” beat me every day physically, mentally and
spiritually. He beat me in every way, reinforcing his
will for my life while professing these words over my
destiny, “You ain’t never gonna amount to $#%!”
By the time I was eleven, I believed daddy’s words
spoken over me. I’d received them in my heart, mind
and soul. When I was sexually abused, I felt like I
deserved it. I was nothing.
My educators said that I was smart and some even
said that I was brilliant, yet I didn’t excel because I
simply didn’t try. Why should I? My life would only
amount to nothing.
For some reason I can’t explain, I wanted to be loved
by my daddy …by anyone. When some of my peers
gave me marijuana for the first time, I fell in love. I’d
been introduced to my first pain reliever, and I
absolutely loved her with all my heart. I nick-named
her Mary Jane after a song my daddy played often.
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He loved Mary Jane too. This gateway drug was just
the first of many pain relievers for me. She
introduced me to alcohol, cigarettes, crack, lose and
unstable women, and my favorite…the streets.
The streets guided me into manhood and eventually
prison. My drug addiction along with outbursts of
rage and violence also contributed to many trips to
jails in various cities and Missouri Department of
Corrections. While in prison, I didn’t find God like a
lot of other men. He found me.
One day while taking a shower during a two-year bit,
I was wondering if God even knew I existed when
He spoke into my thought life. “Publish my stories,
and distribute them to the nations.”
“This is not You. If it was then You’d know that You
have the wrong man,” I thought to myself.
“Before I formed you in your mother’s womb, I knew
you.” Instantly, strength left my legs, and I dropped
to my knees. “I am not worthy …I am a very sinful
man," I pleaded.
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“Write my stories son …and I will write yours.
Surely in blessing you today, I am going to bless you
tremendously, for I have seen you. Now abide in Me.
I the LORD your God have spoken.”
I dried off and went back to my cell. I knew my life
would never be the same. In my cell, I noticed a Bible
that had not been there before. I knew I was supposed
to read it, but I didn’t know where to begin. All I
knew was that I was supposed to read it. [Abide in
Him]
I turned the pages and landed on Romans. I read
Chapter 8:31-39. In those verses, I read that I was
more than a conqueror. This contradicted and
negated what had been spoken to me. I believed these
words, and my thinking began to change. I began to
write. I wrote every day until I was released from
prison. I even helped men to write their families that
couldn’t read or write.
Today, I am the creator of Writing for the Soul
Workshop™ and CEO of TGIM Digital Publishing.
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Elusive Hope by Josh
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Stronger in Broken Places by K. Hoerner

In grade school, we kids were instructed to seek out
stars in the windows of houses for a safe haven upon
the threat of stranger danger. Already traumatized, I
remember ducking behind trees at the sound of each
and every car on my scamper home, scanning for
stars, the security of stars. I saw a few and fantasized
about rushing up to the peaceful assurances they
offered: a welcome home, an inquiry of my day, a
tussle of the hair as we cajoled over a snack. Though,
with head hung, I knew I would have to make the trek
to my real house, where the windows had no stars
and where a stranger waited for me: called Mom.

This tiny, ironic anecdote is the baseline for the story
of our lives if you are a survivor of childhood
physical, sexual, or mental abuse.
Today, at whatever age, the survivalist in us secures
our refuge on a daily basis, even while that safe
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haven stands (door wide open) held by the likes of
spouses and other loving and understanding
family/friends. They are our stars, waving to us to
rush forward as the boy/girl moves the man/woman
to hurry in. Such is our reality, our shared truth.
Because, despite their best efforts, we find ourselves
traversing insidious landscapes in the shadows of
each hour, both real and imagined, as a byproduct of
years of suffering at the misaligned willfulness of
another. Our aggressor(s) either did not fully
understand – or, frankly, give a damn – that we
would carry the imprint of his or her hate, his or her
hands on our physical selves, as well as embedded on
our crippled hearts and psyches our entire lives.
Recent studies have even shown that abuse such as
this changes the very makeup of our DNA!
What has not changed is the fact that to get a true
picture of the number of children abused in America,
you must only imagine hearing your phone ring
every 15 seconds. That’s right. Ring. Ring. RING.
RING. RING! It would be frequent, unending, and
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unnerving to the point that the masses might finally
sit up and take action.
If you are not one of us, this writing is as much a plea
for those who suspect child abuse to take tangible
steps and make the ringing stop. Too many people
subscribe to social psychology’s Bystander Effect,
and it's somebody-else-will-do-something mantra.
As a child, I would often wonder why no one helped.
The fact is that supposed someone else rarely acts,
and we stand – or in my case, kneel – before our
abusers alone, in incomprehensible states of horror.
It is a theory of inaction, and inaction breeds
complacency. And complacency breeds irreparable
harm and death.
I shout this and will not "dial it down" for fear there
will be no answer: because, actually, suspected child
abuse is reported, not every 15, but every 9.3
seconds. This is why I write.
***
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As I walked those few miles from school, I
came to know a family along the way who had kids
a grade or two ahead of me, and worth noting: a star
in their window. They would invite me to play, but
again – head hung (my general posture) I had to tell
them I couldn't for the longest time. They did not
know the reason why, but one day, under one guise
or another, I would be blessed to find the time to get
to briefly know them and the environment in which
they lived …a stable environment.
Today, teaching college students composition, I
realize that even as a child, I keenly exercised the
rhetorical strategy of compare and contrast. I
immediately sorted the similarities (if any) and
differences

(many)

between

our

lives

and

circumstances. I was struck by the uplifting goingson in their home; there were crafts and activities to
be done!
“Come in Keith, if only for a few minutes, and create
a plaque with us,” their mother called out cheerfully.
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I was introduced to the French art of decoupage,
lacquering pieces of colored paper to a scrap of
wood, while at the same time, forever adhering the
warm spirit of their home like a healing balm to my
scarred self.
It has just come to me recently, how my resilience to
live inadvertently sought out these houses, these
“star people” as I call them, who would give me the
footing to survive my formative years.
These four children and their parents freely and with
abandon extended an open door to me to explore,
create without care of error, take a pony ride even,
until I would ask the time and startled, hurriedly
unsaddle while they begged me to stay. They were
like angels trumpeting the joys of heaven on earth,
while I – unaccustomed to such music – ran home:
too precocious, too young to reenact the passions of
Christ.
Nearly 3 MILLION children are reported abused and
neglected each year. This is why I write.
***
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I was struck the other day by a news story which
explained how one should not attach the name of pets
to a retribution: as the animals would associate,
emotionally, their sheer being with the harshness of
one’s tone. This, it was purported, would damage the
animals forever.
Why, I often wonder, are there so fewer child-abuse
alerts? The same stands true for children in regard to
harsh words.
“Keith, you should have been a GIRL,” for
example… Why could Mom not have dropped my
name and left it at the collective you? Without my
name attached, I could have more easily rolled her
infinite, disparaging remarks over to the universe at
large, rather than let them etch their way into my
mind, while her tongue recoiled: catching the drool
of her acidic saliva.
I watch people become rightfully enraged upon
commercials for the American Association for the
Care and Protection of Animals (AACPA), yet sit
silent at the mere mention of child abuse.
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I have been known to turn to my wife Anne and ask,
frustrated, “Why is it, people get immediately heated
at the mistreatment of an animal, and turn a cold,
blind eye to the abuse of a child?”
I think they see animals as helpless, unable to take
care of themselves, would be the kind of answer I
might receive.
Don’t get me wrong. I love animals, and we have two
dogs. But allow me to level the playing field.
Children are helpless, too. CHILDREN cannot take
care of themselves, either.
At this moment, there are also animals being given
sweets (my mother’s, perhaps yours) while a child is
having his or her name (me, you, someone close)
attached to a vile string of words slicing through the
air undercut by a vicious blow.
Yes, my Mom treated the family dog better than me.
So what can it be that turns adults against children
and relegates them to less than beasts of the field?
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Six out of ten mothers abuse their children. This is
why I write.
***
In researching, Maternal Narcissism keeps threading
the needle, stitching together the patchwork of
causations culminating in my mom's abusive
behavior. Firstly, her apparent lack of empathy kept
her focused solely on her personal wants (not needs)
to a fatal, psychopathic fault. Other blocks within this
loosely seamed tapestry of excuses center around “a
desire to control, as the abuser feels a lack of it in
most other places of his/her want life,” According to
the U.S. Dept. of Health & Human Services
“Perpetrators perceive their lives as spinning into
chaos. It is typically an anger response, and anger is
often a response to fear, an extension of the flight or
fight response, or a misfiring of it. Anything may be
perceived as a threat. An error made by another
driver. An interruption in a conversation. A dropped
bowl of cereal or spilled glass of milk. An argument
between

siblings.

An

action
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permission. A pulled shirt. A question. Whatever the
spark, it is wrong and must be righted.”

Substance abuse and being on the low end of the
socio-economic ladder are ever-burning embers, too,
stoking the fire of this maltreatment.

In the U.S. alone, a reported 4+ children die each day
due to child abuse. Also, nearly 60% of ALL child
deaths are due to abuse but not reported as such. This
is why I write.
***
Having not entered kindergarten, because my mother
had the legal option to negate it or not (she keeping
me home to be of use to get this or to do that), I
entered fearfully into 1st grade. I so wanted to do
well, but I was already programmed to fear. I simply
did not do anything right, according to Mom. So, I
was sure to fail.
There was a kind of audio machine near my desk
where mentally challenged kids came from a
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neighboring classroom and put on the headphones to
conduct some sort of learning exercise. I did not
know this then; I just knew that their sometimes
differing

appearance,

movements,

and

vocal

qualities scared me.
What scared me, really, I now understand. I feared I
would slip in my lessons and be made to utilize the
machine and return with these other children to their
“special” classroom.
I entered school with a predetermined lack of selfworth; I was absolutely unable to muster any degree
of self-confidence.
Slowly, I rooted myself, but it was difficult. Though,
as mentioned, a writing teacher at the college level
today, I recall sitting at home for Mom’s derogatory
sessions before flash cards as I simply could not learn
my alphabet. It tortured me. Kenny (my "untouched"
twin) had it down, but I would not cultivate learning
for future use. I lived in the present tense for
survival’s sake. My Star People had not yet

53 | P a g e

Removing Chains of Child Abuse

intervened to teach me future tense and the necessity
for learning, for which memory is key

Enter my first Star Person, my slightly older sister
Kathleen, who gently interceded and succeeded in
helping me. For this and seemingly everything, she –
too – was picked out and picked on by Mom. I did
not like the feeling that a bridge was being built
which one day her brutal figure would cross, like the
Ogre of children’s fables, to gobble me up just to spit
my limbs to the ground for fun and frolic. It was this
adult awareness from sufferings I witnessed Momtargeted Kathleen for, which made me grow-up
sooooo quickly. It was the air I breathed, the stale
bread I ate.
In class, I did want to be picked for one particular
honor, though. Sister Martina had a special book of
artwork. She encouraged us during art periods to do
our very best as she would sometimes pick one lucky
artist to have his or her work grace the pages of this
leather-bound, thick-spined tome. This is perhaps a
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first recollection of my competitive nature, which
was another of the lifelines carrying me through my
abusive childhood …for competitiveness is based in
a positive sense of self. Thus, it could only have
existed, at the time, apart but part me, by the grace of
God: I knew in my heart I had what it took to make
it in that book.
One day late in the year, we were called to take out
our Crayons and create a picture of our choice. I
loved the color called Blue Green, a soothing aqua
that transported me somewhere else – though I knew
of no other places but the tight spaces at home and
these rooms at school, where I could stare at other
children and notice their new shoes and pants without
patches. I especially coveted their colorful lunch
boxes emblazoned with the likes of Batman, ScoobyDoo, or “cooler” yet, bands like The Monkees! My
brown bag would have to do.
I would get one, decades later – though – from Anne
as a cheerful affirmation.
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Anyway, that day my artwork was complete. I looked
at it closely, making finishing touches, and I was
thrilled. I felt proud of it. It was on the simple side:
galactic circles of different colors orbiting each other
in a collection of spheres, whereupon I took the
eraser from my pencil and working from the center
outward, blended the colors to create rainbow rays of
light or energy. It felt, even to a boy of eight years
old, to be palpable and alive.

Sister Martina collected them and did the usual,
gratuitous review. “Mary Ellen, excellent job with
shading.”
“Bobbie, you sure do like your G.I. Joe; don’t you.”
“Betty, Flowers like I’ve never seen…”
“Keith… Well Keith, if this isn’t one of the most
interesting uses of coloring I have ever seen!”

I swallowed hard, immediately associating the
choice of the word “interesting” as a chide.
“Class, gather around; you must see the way…”
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And her commentary carried on, resulting in the
announcement that this picture would be added to her
collection (if I would allow) and the request to create
a duplicate picture while the others watched, so they
might learn my technique and try to make one on
their own.
I ran home beaming, copy in hand. I had been picked!
I had made it into Sister Martina’s art book!
I rushed in to show Mom, which meant Kathleen first
and then Mom.
“Why so excited about a bunch of circles?” Mom
asked, dropping my picture to the floor with a kind
of smirk on her lips and a hint of perverse glee in her
eyes. “I don’t know much about artwork, per se.
Now, work… I know about, and I have some for you.
First, get out of that school shirt.”
I turned and went to my room deflated. I was picked
in class for a good, a positive reason. But that was in
the world out there. A world I visited, only briefly.
In the world I lived in, was to always live in until I
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extricated myself at the age of eighteen. I knew
somehow, someway, I was being picked in a
different way, for a different reason. I was a coaster
to a glass of booze. An ashtray to a lit cigarette. A
baseball to a bat. It would all prove true.
This unfathomable phenomenon of picking or
targeting specific children (only Kathleen, then me...
OUT OF 11 CHILDREN) for abuse is mystifying
still today. To revisit our statistic that 6 out of 10
mothers abuse their children, it is also proven that
women are more likely to participate in child abuse
even more than men (which is difficult for society to
embrace due to the simple notion that mothers are
believed to be inherently drawn to nurture and
support). Admittedly, this fact goes against our
societal belief system. As for the long list of reasons
a parent may attach the focus of abuse toward one or
a few children, I assert the following applied to my
situation specifically:
- Absolute inability to bond with a given child
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- Dislike of given personality traits (being perceived
as too effeminate by her), and therefore, seen as
flawed
- Passivity (obedience reaching subservience)
- Abnormal sleep patterns (sleepwalking)
- My being seen as an adversary of a kind, the one
with similar traits who might live the life she
cherished, reinforcing a sense of dread, jealousy
- Unaddressed health and mental issues (my mom's
Alcoholism and suspected Maternal Narcissism)
A parent who targets specific children for abuse has
a hazy sense as to who the child is and represents,
taking out his or her frustrations misguidedly. The
circumstances of his or her very being, esoteric as it
may seem, sets target children up for continual
thrusts of unjustifiable, malicious torture.
The selection of children to abuse does not
discriminate; it crosses genders, as well as all socioeconomic and racial lines. This is why I write.
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***
I had my first drink in seventh grade having just
moved to the neighborhood after our one and only
move. I was with a group of kids, socially
uncomfortable and wanting to make friends,
something Kenny had already done. These were
them; I was just along as an allowance to Kenny. He
…hip. Me …NOT. Still, I was bolstered by his
presence as usual. He always took a protective air
about me.
I remember finding ourselves along a set of railroad
tracks by the high school. Beer made its appearance.
I was encouraged to drink. I don’t remember seeing
Kenny drink, but I generally waited for his cue to do
everything. I did not like the beer. It tasted bad. Still,
as I sipped on it over an hour (afraid to be ridiculed
or to embarrass Kenny), I began to feel my first buzz.
I may not have liked the taste, but the false courage
and lack of caring it gave me, presented an escape I
longed for every waking moment Mom and
everything about her just vaporized out of my mind.
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I was in the now for the first time (or so I thought). I
would, soon enough, find myself seeking this escape
in an ever-escalating manner, though I did not
identify it at the time. I was just a kid.
And escalate it did. A couple of years later, I would
find myself standing outside liquor stores asking
older strangers to grab me a six-pack (of the beer I
use to hate) or a cheap bottle of liquor like Mad Dog
20/20, paving a path to me skimming the liquor
cabinets of classmates’ parents. It didn’t take but a
few more years for me to tap the source directly by
way of my first job as a stock boy at, you guessed it,
the corner liquor store. My search for that feeling of
“normalcy” which eluded me was now to be found in
my new and truest "friend."
He stood watch, his dark and shifty shadow beside
me as I dropped my stash in with the trash and took
it out… only to retrieve it after work. Head first in a
dumpster, legs flailing in search of my reprieve. I
knew it was wrong; I knew no other way.
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At the age of 44, I would find that other way but not
before collecting multiple DUIs and proving myself
a threat to myself and the community, sure to also
prove deadly without intervention (which I received
in 2006 and have remained sober since). In doing so,
I would identify my perceived best friend as a foe.
About two-thirds of those in substance abuse
programs have experienced some kind of child
abuse. This is why I write.
***
The concussions football players receive, and the
long-term health effects of these injuries are,
presently, a hot topic of debate. Though hardly a
player of sports, I live not only with the same
physical manifestations of having had my brain beat
loose, but the additional compounding of emotional
concussions ad infinitum (without the benefit of
outlandish

pay).

This

ingrained,

walking-on-

eggshells scrimmage through life, led to an insatiable
will to survive given my unconscious brushes with
star people and my childish but fervent faith in God.
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This is, perhaps, the one thing I can thank my parents
for sending me to a parochial school. Like a bird to
air, I was later able to escape the darkness to a
newfound spiritual relationship with my Higher
Power that always lit the way, re-establishing a
platform for redirecting my descent downward.
Trending, too, is that child-free-by-choice lifestyles
are acceptable, whereby when my mom and dad got
married, it was a cultural stigma. Still, I think my
mom (more so than dad) should have heeded her
inner desires or been born to marry in more current
times. Not to justify her abusive actions, she did not
have the fortitude to parent. Her attempt was nothing
more than a constant acting out against a system she
felt trapped and imprisoned in. Her lashings out may
have been her own cries for help, a fighting or
pushing back of her inner child (singled out for some
of her own picking on by a gang of social dictates on
the playground of the ’50s).
The irony is psychologists have shown little
scientific data to prove the existence of any maternal
63 | P a g e

Removing Chains of Child Abuse

instinct to want to have children or to support that
women are natural caregivers. However, the instinct
to nurture is considered to be based in genetics. This
makes me wish I had the resources to have known
the deepest wishes/genetic dispositions regarding
motherhood in my parents’ lineage, but – alas – I do
not.
What I do know is Mom was not cut from the cloth
meant to swaddle infants …and this cloth bound my
wrists, causing me to struggle through even the
simplest tasks of life until mid-life (and even still if
gone unchecked). I rolled recklessly like a pinball
here and there, causing virtually everyone to put up
their bumper barricades for fear of being hit by
another

of

my poor

aims

at

relationships;

inconsistent, reckless behaviors fueled by an everincreasing use of alcohol; and own, self-absorbed,
narcissistic behavior. After all, she was my teacher
in this regard.
Today, I continue to work a daily balance toward life:
putting God first, others second, and myself third.
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This principle is at the heart of AA practices, which
are based on the teachings of The Bible. I encourage
you to seek out the support groups/professional
counseling you need. This is why I write.
***
How resilient are you? The hot button in psychology
today, pertaining to abused children, has to do with
this notion of resiliency. For me, I found myself to
be more resilient than perhaps I knew. Yes, I had a
way to scrape by, put forth more than a stiff upper
lip, to live (not necessarily thrive) through years of
abject torment. Still, why did I have the resiliency to
not kill myself, when so many others take this route?
If you are reading this, you, too, have proved more
resilient than you might have thought. As
Hemingway puts forth in A Farewell to Arms, “The
world breaks everyone. And afterward, some are
strong in the broken places.”
The key sign to this strength, studies in resiliency
show, is the ability to “recruit” surrogate caregivers
and adult mentors (my Star People) …often times a
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sibling (Kathleen, who raised me until leaving
home), a coach or teacher (Sisters Martina and
Barbara in the first and third grades, respectively),
the family on the way to elementary school who did
what they could to nurture me, other friends and their
families (a high-school buddy and his parents),
support groups like AA (Thank you – Lynnette), and
– of course – Anne…
Resiliency for me was the ability to take their
vicarious support and love, and cocoon myself,
creating an impenetrable chrysalis through which
Mom could not tear. Through this self-preservation,
I could – as you could – sustain a suspended frame
of mind and body, which God would (in His time)
morph into full-flighted fruition: our clear, skeletal
bodies now unweighted and brilliant.
Notice the necessity for God in this equation (at least,
for me).
Spirituality proved the side stiles to the ladder of my
recovery. And, it is sure to do so for you, if
embraced. This spirituality was the willingness for
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me to open my mind to the unquestioning truth that
there is a Higher Power, beyond myself, who has
always been pointing the way toward my intended
path.
The celebrated psychologist Carl Jung advocated the
necessity of a spiritual component for anyone
wishing to find relief from the causes and conditions
of alcoholism. He deemed it out of the hands of
mortals. Personally, I would also have to extend this
theory to any illness.
This was a difficult reality I would have to work on:
smashing my ego to realize that my will would have
to be replaced by His will.
Still, with all my inner kicking and screaming, His
will was being made known to me: even if
unrecognizable most of the time. I heeded this
message clearly one day at mass,
“And he said unto me, Write: for these words are true
and faithful. And he said unto me, It is done. I am
Alpha and Omega, the beginning and the end. I will
give unto him that is athirst of the fountain of the
67 | P a g e

Removing Chains of Child Abuse

water of life freely. He that overcometh shall inherit
all things; and I will be his God, and he shall be my
son.” – Revelation 21 The Holy Bible (KJV)
My healing truly began when I realized that while my
earthly parents failed me, my heavenly father
claimed me as His son and waited to fill my
emotional and psychological voids.
Resentments are events/feelings continually relived
again, and again, and again. You can stop this
through a personal relationship with your Higher
Power. This is why I write.
***
For years, I tried to write about this but could not.
Now, I can (having become stronger in the broken
places). Writing and healing are undeniably linked.
The University of Texas’ Dr. James Pennebaker
writes in his book: Opening Up: The Healing Power
of Expressing Emotions. “Suppressed thoughts,
emotions, and actions result in illness. More than
purging, writing about trauma affects mental and
immune

functions…

reducing
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depression …with over 70% of those studied
reporting that writing helped them to understand both
the event(s) and themselves better.”
I found this to be true. And this truth did set me on
the path to freedom. I recommend you give it a try.
Take a defining moment in your life, and (at first)
write about it in 150 words or less, like in the brief
scenarios described herein.
Remember that writing:
- Brings out what is trapped within you, lessening its
larger-than-life, debilitating nature (which is – by the
process of writing – broken down into smaller bits
that are more easily examined).
- Frees feelings… you will begin to close the book
on your abuse with each “chapter.”
I encourage you to heal through writing as I do.
This is why I write.
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Out of Pain Came Strength by L. Sherlock

I was born in the 60s and grew up in the United
Kingdom. A middle child of five children before the
age of five, I don't have many memories except I felt
fear all the time and I could not sleep at night. I was
abused by my mum, her stepfather, my stepfather,
and members of the church I grew up in. I've always
known fear as a child. I experienced sexual physical
emotional and psychological abuse. I've never
trusted people fully, and I guess I grew up with no
attachments to a caregiver as a child. Also, I went
through spiritual abuse from growing up in "The
Church Of Jesus Christ of Latter Day Saints"
(Mormons).
I eventually left home at age 18, but had emotional
difficulties because of my childhood, fear and
anxiety that I grew up in and a violent household. It
was like a war zone, never knowing when the next
assault was going to happen, so I never grew up in a
relaxed atmosphere, but more walking on eggshells.
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When my mum had one of her moods, I was not sure
what was going to happen next you know. I was often
glad to go to school. At least it was peaceful there.
Even though I was in trouble in high school, it was
much better than being at home. Often I hated the
holidays, because I never knew what would happen
next.
My mum, though a Mormon, did drink alcohol and I
could find the bottles all around the house when I
came home from school. She also hallucinated at
times and saw things that none of us could see. But
my mum could see especially when she first came
home from a psychiatric hospital. My mum was
admitted a couple of times to a psychiatric hospital
when I was growing up. So, other abusers would then
abuse us more often. My mum never ever kept us
safe. She could not deal with life or her pain and took
it out on her children. I never felt safe as a child, and
was often felt scared of her. I'm 49 years old now,
and I'm still scared of my mum. Children who grow
up in an abusive home, often love their parents and
just want the abuse to stop, but still live with their
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parents. They often are given mixed messages, so a
child never knows where they’re at with the
caregiver.

Often people talk about men abusers -not thinking
that women can abuse you as much as men because
women are supposed to be their caregivers. Gentle
and kind, they gave you life, and so many have
compassion and care but not always. I see that my
mum could not handle her pain and the suffering. As
a child, she also had been sexually abused at the age
of eight by three men. My mum couldn't deal with
her pain and suffering, so she drank and stopped
eating in a way to control her life. I guess having
children made that pain much worse, and she took
her anger out on us her children.
We all lived in fear. None of us ever fought back, and
it was easy just to accept it as it is for me. I fought
back at school being cheeky at the teachers, laughing
in teachers faces, and mainly being disrespectful.
Life was painful, being used and abused often. I felt
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like a rag doll, a piece of meat not really having any
choice just do what I was told.
It was difficult pretending life was fine at school
when all hell was breaking loose at home and
knowing that you couldn't tell anyone. Except you
were trying to tell other adults at school by just
getting into trouble. I was taken into the deputy heads
room for girls at the school. She stood and told me
that my name was going to be put in a black book for
girls. I was devastated here. I was a naughty teenager
and blacklisted. I sat on the second floor of the
sewing room crying. “Can't they see why I'm not a
good student? Can't they see my pain?”
Indifference when I was a child to now, I think
they’re more aware in schools when a child acts up
and is always in trouble. Now they try to understand
the child and get them help or even find out why a
child is acting out.
Sexual abuse made me feel ashamed, guilty, dirty,
humiliated, angry, and sad. It forced me to question
myself and for years I blamed myself, but not
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anymore. It wasn't my fault, it was the adults who
abused me as a child. I went to a group last year and
one of the facilitators helped me understand this.
They helped me understand that I went through an
abnormal situation, and the way I was reacting was a
normal reaction. When I did tell my mum about the
abuse, she said she believed me. Then one day she
changed and told people I wasn't telling the truth. She
did the same thing to my older sisters two years
earlier. I thought that it would be different for me.
That hurt more than anything that she'd been abused
as a child, and she could treat her child like that.
For years, I fought with myself that it was my fault
and I was dirty, shameful, and guilty. How guilty I
felt going into a church, and guilty in the eyes of
God. Abuse does not define me anymore, I've
accepted it for what it was, and I still have to deal
with the memories on a daily basis, and the pain that
I have gone through. The church did not help with
this when I moved to London. It compounded my
feelings of what the church members had done in
another part of the UK when I was growing up.
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Last year I wrote a letter to God asking why did He
do nothing in my pain and in my shame. But I think
slowly He's helping me process the church's part in
my abuse. And though I have forgiven my mum's,
John and mums stepfather Melvin, I haven't been
able to forgive the Mormon church or even talk about
it. There are so many mixed feelings, emotions, fear,
pain, shame, guilt in the eyes of God. I was told that
Jesus wanted this to happen, which has been a real
struggle for me. I was told that I was going to hell
and to the devil. The fear that they instilled in you is
not to talk and never trust the authorities because
you'll go to hell. It has been hard to process and hard
to trust or work with people who are authority
figures.
It was like I was given away. They could do what
they wanted with me. I felt powerless, scared, and
fearful like I was a piece of meat and a rag doll. "Do
what you want with her."
Bible scriptures and Mormon scriptures, I was
indoctrinated as well. No drinking, no swearing, no
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sex before marriage, was constantly told to us
growing up from our home and from the church's
pulpit. Mixed messages can mess up a child's head.
Do not as I do, do as I say that is how it felt, so being
preached at that your body is a temple and you have
to be clean in front of the Lord. Then you were not
clean before the Lord; you were covered in guilt, dirt,
and shame. You felt such a heavy burden in front of
God and Jesus that for years I could not pray in a
church and I used to scrub myself clean to be clean
in front of God. I used to cry out to God, "WHERE
ARE YOU, PLEASE HELP ME!" My answers came
not as a child, but at age 18 when I left home for
good.
I'm 49 years old now and still picking up the pieces
of abuse and domestic violence, but I have hope that
I will come through this with God's love and grace.
For me my faith has helped me a lot, as well as
prayer. I'm still processing my memories and it is
very painful at times, so I do it in baby steps. One
step at a time. Thanks for reading my story I feel tired
now so good night God bless Lynda.
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Survivor by M. Pappas

Living with a history of childhood sexual abuse as
a guy is not something many are willing to talk about.
As men, we are trained to be tough, strong, hide our
feelings, and never ask for help. So many think that
speaking out and seeking help or showing emotions
is a sign of weakness. It’s a stigma that I am doing
my part to break. One in six boys are sexually abused
as a child, and those feelings are with us our entire
lives. It affects every part of our daily life whether
we realize it or not. It’s only by seeking help and
reaching out that we can feel better and live the life
we want and deserve.
This is a bit of my story of what it’s like living with
this past. My hope by reading this is that if you or
someone you know has experienced this type of
abuse or any other type, go get help! Stop living in
fear and shame, there is healing available and caring
people all over the world that want to help and they
understand what you are going through. I know, I
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live with it daily and seeking help was the best thing
I’ve ever done for myself.
What does living with PTSD/CPTSD mean to me?
That’s both an easy question and a difficult one,
mainly because while I could spout off a bunch of
facts about what it is, the symptoms, causes,
treatments, and all that, it’s much more personal to
someone who suffers from it.
Living with the trauma of being sexually abused
when I was a young kid is something that I
suppressed for about 30 years before I finally
realized it was high time to reach out for help. It’s
not something I ever “forgot”, but rather just pushed
aside and compartmentalized so much that I
managed to never consciously deal with it. The little
box in the closet in my head that holds these
memories was pushed to the back and then buried
under decades of other memories.
I started talking to a therapist about the abuse in the
late summer of 2015, and since that time we
discovered that I suffer from PTSD, and with that,
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Dissociation,

Flashbacks,

Anxiety,

and

the

Depression that comes from it all.
One of the biggest problems of living with PTSD
means that I suffer from flashbacks of the trauma.
They usually hit me in the mornings, and average
about five times per week. They vary in intensity but
normally last for a few minutes, presenting various
memories of what transpired at the hands of the
perpetrator. Sometimes the memories are so vivid
and intense that they cause me to literally freeze and
feel stuck, and other times they are just random
visions of the room or other places that the abuse
took place in.
So many people are unable to function after
experiencing these events; they can be out of
commission for hours, the entire day or even longer.
For me though, it’s different, I dissociate while
having a flashback. So, after the event is over, I am
actually ok after a few minutes, and I can go on about
my day. In exploring why this happens, I’ve learned
that my mind is protecting me and only allowing me
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to experience some of the trauma at a time. On top of
that, I’ve learned that I dissociated while the sexual
abuse events were happening to me, so now when I
have

flashback,

dissociative event.

I’m

dissociating

within

a

Literally having traumatic

memories about something I can’t even fully recall
because my mind took me away while it happened.
Other parts of having PTSD mean high levels at
Anxiety. It’s somewhat rare for me to actually be
able to relax, unwind, and enjoy life in the moment
because I’m always worried about something. My
mind doesn’t shut off; it’s constantly thinking about,
well everything. When is the next flashback coming,
why didn’t one happen today, what if something goes
wrong that I can’t fix work? What are we going to do
for a vacation this year, how will my youngest do on
a big test, what if the car breaks down? You get the
picture, right?
Then there’s the Dissociation, the spacing out. I do
that quite often, at home, out and about, hanging out
with friends, virtually anywhere or anytime. I’ll just
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gaze off into nowhere and then come back after a few
minutes. One of the most annoying things about that
is having to reread a paragraph or page of a book a
couple times so I can comprehend it and retain it.
Even writing this article, I will have to go back when
I’m done to make sure I don’t repeat myself.
Another tough thing to deal with is Change, what an
awful thing that is. I don’t adapt well to it; in fact, I
pretty much can’t stand it. I like my structure and my
routine, that’s when I’m most comfortable and
functioning at my best. When life throws curve balls
of any kind, it totally throws me for a loop. Even
something as small as a friend bailing on me at the
last minute and cancelling plans to do something can
send me spiraling down from a normal or even good
state of mind, into depression within minutes.
Now, think about that in the context of bigger life
changes that happen, and you can see how hard
adapting can be at times.
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Lastly, when your mind is constantly thinking, and
you don’t take time to live and enjoy life, you open
yourself up to depression.
The overwhelming sadness and despair can hit at any
time. I get so used to my brain going 100 mph that
when it finally decides it’s had enough for a while, I
shut down and just do pretty much nothing but stay
home and try to self-sooth. I’ll watch TV, listen to
music, play my bass, read, or just lay around doing
nothing.
After reading that, you might wonder how I even
function on a daily basis. The answer is, I just find a
way to “just do it”. I know that sounds cliché but the
fact is, I force myself to get up each morning and
work through my day as best I can. I go to work in
my career as an Engineer, and put on a happy face
because I have to support myself and my kids.
I keep up the façade of being ok around family and
friends because it saves me from having to answer
questions around things I may not want them to
know.
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I run errands, go to appointments, go for walks and
bike rides, and do what countless others do every
day, and live life the best that I can.
The difference is that I’m waiting for the next
flashback, anxiety attack, change in life, or random
memory to strike that will send me into shut down
mode again. I know it’s coming; I just don’t know
when.
Where am I today and what accomplishments and
positives can I take from this journey so far? Here are
a few:
•

I’m

proud

of

the

fact

that

I

started

SurvivingMyPast, and being able to share my
story and impact others in a positive way to know
that they are not alone. They can seek out help
like I have and be who and what they want in
their lives.
•

By seeking therapy, I am learning that it wasn’t
my fault, that I’m not to blame for what happened
to me all those years ago, and that I’m not
permanently screwed up.
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•

I’m proud that I have 3 amazing kids who never
give up on me, love me, and are proud of me.

•

It’s been about 3 years now since my 2nd
marriage ended, but I’m still here alive and
kickin’ (more or less  ). I am living, healing,
have a good job, and working on bettering
myself.

•

I’m honored to be a part of the survivor
community online, and share our stories together
as we help each other. The hope and compassion
of other survivors is just mind blowing.

•

I’m discovering that I have a passion for helping
others and for Mental Health awareness, and I’m
working on furthering my education into a career
change as a Counselor or Trauma Recovery
Coach.

-Matt

Connect with Matt at:
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SurvivingMyPast.Net – My life with Dissociation,
Anxiety, and PTSD as a result of childhood sexual
abuse, narcissistic abuse, and bullying.

• Twitter: @SurvivingMyPast
• Facebook.com/SurvivingMyPast
• Pinterest.com/SurvivingMyPast
• Instagram.com/SurvivingMyPast
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Why Me by A. Emily

I was mentally, emotionally and sexually abused by
my older sister. Sexually when I was in 2nd grade but
others all through my life. Even as an adult she
abused me. She abuses everyone in her life.

Our mom allowed it because of who my father might
be and she hates him, so she hated me as well. My
real mother also abused me. But only after we left
Michigan when I was about six years old. Before
then, I do believe she loved me. But all of her kids
were disposable to her when she had a new man in
her life.

She allowed all of her boyfriends to use my eldest
sister sexually. She tried to offer my sister up to
whom we believe is my father in case he wanted
someone different to have sex with, or if she didn't
feel like it.
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To our knowledge, the sister in the middle was never
done like that. I was also up for auction, so to speak,
at ages ten and eleven to her drinking buddies, and
her future husband Mark. I looked similar to her, and
she told him that if he wanted me instead of her, it
was okay. I didn't have a say in it.

At age 14 when I was on a home visit from my foster
family, she left me with a man she knew was 24. He
kept asking me to sit next to him, and to get
comfortable. I sat across the room wishing to kill
him. When she came back, she was surprised nothing
happened.
I wasn’t allowed to go home with her after my
therapist and foster family found out during an
outburst of anger.
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My Story by Analisa

I got separated from my heart many years ago, as a
young child. At four years old, I was sexually abused,
and my spirit left my body; a small part never
returned. No one knew about my pain and heartache.
Home wasn't a safe place. I was always at fault and
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had to keep quiet and make myself invisible to avoid
trouble.
Writing and creating art gave me a vehicle for selfexpression. With no one to judge or criticize, I was
able to navigate the dramas of my life, which
continued through teen years into adulthood. The
characters changed, but the themes of sexual abuse,
betrayal, and entrapment continued. I blamed myself.
Self-hatred drew an icy cage around my heart, and I
wondered whether I would ever feel again.
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I learned to shut away my feelings and ignore my
intuition in order to survive. My childhood lessons in
switching off and numbing out, provided the
foundation for self-rejection. It led me into some
very dark and dangerous places. Predators leaped at
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the chance of ensnaring a disarmed young woman:
muted, broken, conditioned to please and appease. I
was easy pickings, manna from heaven. I was
trapped in sexual terrorism, the constant victim. My
insides trembled. Uncontrollable electrifying pulses
raged through my body. Train journeys became
trigger number one, inducing internal combustion,
detonating the most terrifying time bomb of all.
Malfunctioning, out of sync, I existed in slow burn
panic attack mode. Trapped inside a polluted shell,
my soul wanted out, but there was no escape.
Alcohol and high doses of herbal sedatives quelled
the terror. I pushed my fitness regime to the limits,
sweating out the adrenalin and breathing in freedom
on long outdoor runs. I lit candles, meditated and
prayed for liberation. Prayed for peace. I scrawled
out my emotions in journals, and nourished my mind
with prose and affirmations, found in books, on
websites. I wrote my own.
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I struggled to hold down jobs, exhausted by
hypervigilance, on full-time red alert for the next
devastating flashback triggered by an office meeting.
I'd sit there like a prisoner on death row, fighting
paralysis and racing thoughts that screamed: run!
When I lost my last job, I guessed the final straw had
been my inability to travel, interpreted as a refusal.
No one in the medical profession could cure my 'rail
phobia.'

There

was

only

one

avenue

left:

hypnotherapy. The blond-haired woman swung
round in her chair and told me I had sad eyes and she
wouldn't be able to hypnotize me until we'd removed
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the dark spirit around me. My whole life had been
sabotaged by it, she said.
A month later, I am clear of the entity. I am also
being taught a spiritual belief system with a small
group of young women who have special gifts, like
mine. We are the Chosen Ones, says the
hypnotherapist, and we must pay attention to the
channeled messages from the spirits of light and
clean up our hearts. Three years later, I discover that
the group (which has expanded) is a religious cult.
My travel problems have been conveniently
forgotten, and I am being bullied by the leader.
Members are pitted against me to coerce me into
conformity.
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I walked away from the group disillusioned, betrayed
and disgusted. I packed my bags and moved to a new
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town where I could feel safe and begin rebuilding my
shattered identity.
Sexual predators continued to find cracks in my
armor, until one day, I got to chat with a lady running
a stall at a mind body spirit fair. Sally was an energy
psychology therapist, and tentatively, I allowed her
to work on my energy field, identifying and
removing trapped emotions around my heart.
Gradually, the ice cage melted, and I found myself
connecting with people on a whole new level. I began
to feel fully inside my body; a wonderfully
grounding sensation of wholeness.
My consciousness ceased its unnerving habit of
drifting about; I could walk outside without
dissociating. I stopped vibrating with the frequencies
of shock, self-loathing and terror.
I found myself. I am an empath; I've been empathic
all my life. I easily connect with other people's
feelings

and

emotions.

I

soak

them

up,

unconsciously. Now, I am learning how to protect
my personal space and say 'no' to anything that
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doesn't feel right, without guilt or fear. I trust my
intuition and no longer feel responsible for
everyone's happiness. I am finally learning to love
myself and put my own needs first.
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Inner Peace by Carol Joseph

First of all, excuse my English because I'm French.
I've was sexually abused by my uncle at the age of
11. We became very close because I had trouble with
my mother and step-father. I'm an only child, so he
picked me up at my house for the weekends so I
could spend time with my cousins. He made me feel
loved as he's my godfather and kept saying how
much he understood me because he didn't grow up
with his own father. And one day it happened, he
touched me, many times. Before going to his house
or before he drove me back to mine. I kept it to
myself, so I could continue to see my cousins. I was
old enough to know it was wrong, but I loved him so
much, and I didn't want him to have trouble because
of me.

I started having nightmares at home because it
happened in my own room and I didn't want to sleep
there anymore. The situation with my mother got
worse. At the age of 14 I went to a foster family,
100 | P a g e

Removing Chains of Child Abuse

where I was abused a second time by the father of the
family. It lasted one year before I left and was strong
enough to file a claim. I suffered depression, many
addictions, hyper-sexuality. No more school, I was
out of control because of course, the foster family
didn't believe me. They threatened and insulted me.
Looking back, this was the worst period of my life.
He hadn't been condemned.

After this experience, it took me ten years more to
file a claim against my uncle, because I knew my
family wouldn't believe me neither. I was still seeing
them, still playing my role of the perfect niece, even
went on holidays with them. But I confronted him,
asking him why, he said he didn't know what
happened with him. I didn't believe him. I could have
had forgiven him if the abuse happened only one
time but I started to see him like my foster father. So,
I filed a claim against him. And again, he hadn't been
condemned. As a survivor, it's really hard to prove
sexual touching.
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So here I am, two families hate me, and it was hard
sometimes, but they couldn't take away my pride for
speaking out, and my inner peace because I did what
felt right to me. I don't feel ashamed anymore. Even
if my cousins, aunts, uncles follow him and don't
believe me, I'm at peace because I know he knows
I'm not lying. My only regret is that I didn't think
about recording him as we spoke about what he did
to me.
And to finish on a positive note, my mother did
believe me, and is now one of my best friends.

Thank you very much for reading my story.
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Hidden Shame by Lisa A. Griffiths

Nobody knows the mask that I wear,
It looks like confidence but smells like fear.
If I could seem perfect than no one would know,
What really happened all those nights long ago.
A little girl, her innocence forever betrayed,
With nowhere to go, she was silent and stayed.
In time the pain was too much to bear,
So, she cried out for help to the closest one there.
Her voice may well have been silent cries,
For this one meant to trust said, "They're dreams,
they're lies!"
That was the day trust died inside, and up went the
walls,
Forever to hide.
Shame was her shadow, it now clings to her skin,
A victim of another man's sin.
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No More by Tammie Ortiz

I

have been a victim of abuse sexually, physically

and mentally since early childhood years. As a child,
I was sexually abused by a family member. I learned
to hide in closets or wherever when alone feeling and
shamed.
At 19 years old, I graduated from high school and
became a nurse. I moved in with my first (love).
Stayed with him for 12 years in all. This man was a
drinker and tended to be mentally abusive to me. For
a short time, I started to drink just to cope with issues
that bothered me and to fit in his lifestyle. Working
two jobs and supporting him and his drinking habit
became stressful as we fought a lot. I quit drinking
when I realized that drinking was becoming a habit
for me as well. After six years, I had my firstborn and
seen the true side of where things stood between us.
He made it clear he did not want to be a dad.
I suffered my first nervous breakdown in the
December of 1997, just after my daughter also
106 | P a g e

Removing Chains of Child Abuse

became a 4-year-old sex abuse victim by her father's
friend. In 1998 I had my second child (unplanned
pregnancy) and still no change of their father's
drinking and arguing with me. I had two more
breakdowns and became agoraphobic hiding pain
inside.
When I finally grew the courage, I left this man to go
into another burning trap. I met my soon to be exhusband when my youngest was five months old. I
endured 14 more years of abuse that was worse than
the other because he was also a very abusive drunk.
I was beaten, had a knife put to my throat, sexually
assaulted on many occasions (forced anal sex).
Hiding from the shame of abuse and hurt became a
part of my life. Isolating me and my babies from
people so they never would see the truth and judge
me for it. Suffering with agoraphobia, PTSD, anxiety
and depression, I have been in and out of mental
hospitals through these years; I never told doctors or
therapist my life at home.
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In March 2012, I suffered the last abuse, betrayed
and raped (including sodomy) by the hands of my
husband. I couldn't take anymore hurt and felt my
children deserved a stronger mom as they became
more and more aware of my abuse. I knew there was
only one way for me to transform my life.
I began studying Christianity, and handed all of my
past for Jesus to take from me. I wrote my eBook to
inspire others not to live the years of abuse I had
lived. I now dedicate myself to reach out and
continue telling my abuse as it helps me just by
knowing I can make a difference in other’s
situations. I don't care if I change one or a handful of
victims to become survivors like I am. I know at
times I may still struggle or fall, but Jesus will keep
catching me when I do.
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Bruised by V. Jones

When I was 4 or 5 years old, I was a victim of child
abuse and domestic violence. One day I went to
elementary school, and the teacher saw bruises up
and down my arm. On this day, I was taken from my
biological parents and placed in the care of the
government. After that, I went into three different
foster homes before finally, someone wanted me.
Now I am 34 years old and studying to be in the
medical field.
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Fostering Hope by RJ Raemsch-Sawyer

Memories or Nightmares?
Individuals cannot specifically identify the moment
that their language and cognitive skills reached the
necessary level of development to process moments
and retain them as memories. Even when youth reach
this level of development, early memories fade and
oftentimes the only remaining detail of a memory is
the response an individual had to an event. As adults,
we sometimes reflect on our first memory, noting
how insignificant it was, or how funny, or even
positive, but what if the very first memory you can
recollect is one of fear and utter sadness? What are
the consequences in an individual’s life when their
first memory is negative? Some individuals may not
be able to recall their first memory, but for me, it
remains vivid and potent. I was about two years old
and had recently moved from Long Beach, CA to
Springfield, IL with my mother. My parents were
together but had not lived in the same home since I
was born, and my mother was the one who was
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always around to take care of me. My first memory
took place in a small apartment in Illinois, but the
irrelevant details of the apartment and the people
around me has faded over time. I was crying and my
shirt was soaked from tears because my mother was
not around. The only person I recognized was my
father, but I was screaming for my mom since she
was always the one to comfort me. My father
demanded that I stop crying because he considered it
a sign of weakness, but my tears continued. Almost
instantly, I stopped crying as my ears rang with his
threat, “Stop crying right now or I will give you
something to cry about!” Why would such a common
phrase be powerful enough to quiet a two-year-old?
What physical response had my father paired with
the phrase before to instill such fear in me? As I grew
older, these questions were answered and became the
framework for my childhood.

In time, the darkened memories created by my father
began to overshadow the moments of happiness, and
it became harder and harder to see light through a sea
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of sadness. I realize now the severity of emotional
and physical abuse caused by my father, but at the
time, it did not seem unnatural to feel such pain.
During my childhood, a day was not characterized
as “good” or “bad,” but instead, it was defined by my
father. Either I had to face his angry fists beating me
for however long he considered appropriate, or I
didn’t. It always seemed I was in trouble and positive
events or accomplishments turned into some form of
disappointment resulting in my father’s “discipline”.
At that point in my young life, I always believed that
I was the one in the wrong, not my father. My
classmates never complained of such punishments,
so I assumed that I was a terrible child and I deserved
such discipline to correct my actions and make me
better. As the years went on, my father came up with
new forms of discipline, using whatever tools he
thought fit the punishment. Some injuries could be
hidden and healed over time, but others left lasting
scars. To this day, my mother swears she did not
know the pain I suffered because of my father and
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that she had no way of knowing since she was always
on the road for work leaving me in his care. But could
I blame her? Who could believe that someone would
cause such harm to their own child?
When I was four, my sister was born, and a few years
later my brother followed. Even at such a young age,
I feared that my father would discipline them as he
did me. For the longest time, I would take
responsibility for their downfalls or shortcomings, so
they would not face the consequences that my father
dealt out for such disappointments. For several years,
this protected my siblings from my father’s hand. My
childhood was not about developing and growing
into adulthood but an effort to protect my siblings
and conceal the pain I was suffering. When you are
constantly belittled and told that you are worthless,
the afflictions you suffer become daily expectations
leaving little room to question the validity of your
reality.
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When Your Home isn’t Home Anymore
When someone is immersed in strife and hardship all
their life, it is hard to believe that things could get
any harder or your circumstances could get any
worse. In all the years that I was abused by my father,
I always imagined the moment I would leave that
house and how things would get so much better.
However, the harsh reality of the expression “be
careful what you wish for” hit me even harder than
my father’s blows.
During school, I was a master at disguising the pain
I suffered at home from my peers and administrators.
I hid the way my father disciplined me because I felt
that once everyone knew the reality of my home life,
they would see me as worthless and disappointing as
my father did. Instead, I strove to be excellent in all
I did from academics and sports to volunteering and
clubs so that no one would question my worth.
Later I told people that I worked toward this level of
excellence to better myself for those around me, but
in truth, I did it to impress my father so he would
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finally be proud enough to not hit me and call me a
worthy son. Repressing such painful emotions and
hardships within yourself is only possible for so long,
and the truth will always reveal itself in time. The
hardest part of lying and covering the truth is that you
never know who is carefully watching as you hide
behind a mask.
At my private high school, teachers were often more
than educators, and they became support systems for
youth who truly needed that extra help. One of my
teachers recognized the subtle changes in my
demeanor on certain days and the anger and sadness
that would leak through my persona at times I was
struggling. For weeks, she carefully watched me, and
one morning after a rough night at home, it wasn’t
difficult for her to spot my swollen discolored eye
that I had feebly tried to cover with foundation. She
began to piece together some of her observations
including my father yelling at me in the parking lot
when he thought no one was watching. She just
needed a verbal confession to confirm what she
already assumed to be true. I am not sure why I broke
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down and revealed myself when she asked about my
situation, but I couldn’t stop the truth from spilling
out once it started. In less than an hour, I was
escorted out of school by professionals with social
services. Be careful what you wish for, right?
My foster care journey seemed as surreal to me as a
chapter from a fictional story. During my time in the
system, I was constantly adapting, not because of
personal growth or development, but to survive the
harshness of the reality I faced. Transitioning from
my childhood home to foster care was not a smooth
changeover, but was abrupt, severe and unforgiving.
When a youth takes on the status of a “foster kid,”
everything changes. My peers no longer called me by
my usual nicknames, but out of ignorance referred to
me as “little orphan Annie.” The most disturbing
truth behind this is not name-calling, but the
misunderstanding surrounding foster youth in
society. Not only did my identity change when I
entered the system, but people perceived me
differently and responded to my situation instead of
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who I was. Peers, family, friends, and even
administrators looked at me with pity and remorse,
seeing my unfortunate situation as the defining
element of my identity. If I were to excel in a task or
an event, people congratulated me for triumphing
over my situation and becoming the victor over the
evil in my life instead of crediting me simply as an
individual with worth and value. Being young,
making mistakes and learning life lessons, which are
all common stages to growing up, were immediately
diagnosed

as

delinquency,

misbehavior,

and

disrespect that had to be addressed and corrected
since it was assumed foster youth had these
tendencies.
For common youth, such actions would not justify
severe punishments because it is part of youth’s
development. As a foster youth, however, it was not
uncommon to be sent to bed with no food, denied the
opportunity to see my biological mother or have all
socializing privileges taken away. To an individual
who was never in the foster care system, I might
seem ungrateful for the fact that I had been removed
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from my physically abusive situation, but the pain I
suffered as a foster youth was just of another sort.
Even though I had been pulled from my home, the
emotional damage my father had done remained and
I faced new challenges more isolated and alone than
ever.
For five years under the care of social service, I never
felt I belonged anywhere, and I had no clue where
my life was heading. During this time, there were
many individuals who took on the role of my
temporary guardian. There were moments of
happiness in those years, but the feeling of despair
always drowned them out making it impossible to
find any source of true contentment. With each
guardian, I would reconfigure myself to fit their
guidelines in hopes of reaching success at the end of
my journey through the foster care system. My
achievements and accomplishments may have been
met with praise, but my guardians also claimed these
efforts as a direct result of their encouragement, thus
proving their worth to the foster care system. I
became this sort of plaque they would flaunt to
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demonstrate their positive impact on foster youth. A
permanent home seemed so unattainable that I set my
mind to focus on flexibility and strength so that no
matter where I was sent next, I would have the
durability to make it until I aged out of the system.

I went through so many different homes during this
journey that many moments in any one place became
a blur, but I do remember the people that took on my
guardianship. Most of all I remember these
placements never lasted and I was pushed on to the
next guardian. I may not have suffered child abuse
during my time in the foster care system, but I
witnessed sexual assaults, suicides, starvation and
many other situations you think you would only see
in horror films. For a system, whose mission is to
arguably provide fundamental protection, I found
myself in far more sufferable and disturbing
situations as a foster youth than those where my
father’s fists were involved.
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When I finally reached legal age, I packed up my few
belongings since I was no longer a responsibility of
the state. Eighteenth birthdays are supposed to be
milestones, but for many foster youth, it is a harsh
day as you put all you have in a trash bag and leave
the only support system you had left. With little
resources and a limited understanding on how to
succeed in society, I began to question why all of this
happened to me. Up to this point, it seems there was
little hope for me, but you must get through the
traumas to triumph. There is an end to the anguish
and hope that can be fostered in all situations.

Hope Will Come
My story does not warrant pity or sorrow, but it is
meant to educate about the realities foster youth face
every day of their lives. Even beyond that, it should
be a testimony that hope can be found in the darkest
of places. In my most desperate moments where I felt
completely alone, there was still hope even if I
couldn’t see it. The weight of the pain you suffer
often oppresses you making it impossible to see the
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light, but these excruciating moments challenge and
strengthen you far more than you realize amidst the
suffering. Some people choose to end their lives
because they cannot find any hope along their path
and the pain seems unbearable. At any moment, I
could have given up on my journey, but I never
would have seen where I am now if I had ended it.
Now, I look in the mirror, and I no longer see a
suffering boy; I see a man who conquered.
People always ask me if I would have changed things
about my life. At many points along my journey, I
would have given anything to just have an average
childhood. But from where I am now, I don’t wish to
change the things I have been through. The pain and
suffering in my life made me stronger and pushed me
to rise higher. I learned how hard life can hit you and
this reality led me to foster my own hope so that I
could take control of my life. Through all the
hardships, I realized that I had the ability to reach out
and help others who are facing similar experiences.
Without my past, I would not be as equipped or
passionate to make a difference for foster youth. I
123 | P a g e

Removing Chains of Child Abuse

know the pain I went through was very real and it
will always be with me, but instead of it taking power
over my life, I choose to use its power to restore hope
to the hopeless and prove that there are no obstacles
that cannot be overcome.

Hope is the beacon of light that can pull you from the
darkness, and we all deserve a ray of hope. This hope
lives in all of us; we just have to be willing to see it.
For a single mother, the love for her child gives her
the hope and strength to push on and pave her way
forward. For the soldier, love for a nation and love
for family is the strength and hope to march onward
into battle. And for the foster boy who moves from
place to place, the dream of a home and the love of a
family is the hope with which he faces each day.

I share my story so that those struggling to find hope
may know that you are not alone and that there are
many people in this world who are willing to share
their hope so that you can find your own. To foster
hope is as simple as to believe in hope’s strength and
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power to carry you forward, but above of all, hope is
the ignition fueling your dreams so that they become
your realities.
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Love Wins by B. Corbett

I was to come to learn that the emotional and
certainly physical pain I endured as a youth was not
as extreme as many. Yet the painful moments in my
childhood were enough for me to tell myself as a preteen boy to never forget the feelings of loneliness,
fear, and being misunderstood. I didn’t know how or
even why, since most people seemed to not even hear
me, but I was going to use the experiences to help
others somehow.
As a boy, it seemed life was stacked against me. Due
to chronic bronchial asthma fed by a host of
environmental and food allergies, I was about the
skinniest kid you could imagine.
I remember times back in the 1960’s, and ‘70’s being
rushed to the hospital by my mother. There were no
ambulances back then in the country. We would
drive the hour drive with me often hanging my head
out the window to try to catch fresh air and force it
into my lungs. I’m not sure how many times I
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thought I would die that way, gasping for breath.
Sometimes in my dreams, I would, and nobody
would notice and walk right past me.
Of course, when you’re a sick kid the world is full of
compassion, right? No way! Bullying started early
and continued through high school. I was always the
kid picked last for everything and the brunt of
seemingly everyone’s jokes. Gym class was a
nightmare that I later learned how to skip by faking
asthma attacks so I wouldn’t be the joke of the locker
room or class that day.
Still, bullies found me. I thought I was the only one,
but I know better now. Ridiculed, kicked, pushed,
hit, tripped and when I was older, tires slashed. It
never ended.
Once in high school, I developed my own secret
weapon. I grew a sense of humor and would laugh at
myself when the bullies came calling. I think it stole
their fun, so they became less abusive and left faster.
But the clown face never changed the worthless
feelings inside.
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Bullying and ridicule happened at home as well.
Verbal and emotional abuse fed by parental alcohol
use was the norm within our socialite home. I had
two brothers and two sisters. Siblings fended for
themselves with their own coping mechanisms. So,
nobody noticed that an opportunist that had been
prowling for a love starved kid had begun grooming
me for preteen sexual advances. It was nowhere near
how bad it could have been, and ended fairly quickly,
but the guilt and shame it caused was like a black
mold growing on an already scarred soul.
My younger sister I could always count on, thank
God. Yet both of us were saddled with depression I
think, even though nobody diagnosed kids with that
in those days. Especially kids of socialite parents
who loved to flaunt themselves. Skeletons had to stay
in the closet rather than risk image problems I guess.
Middle school grades six and seven were a
nightmare. Thankfully, I had a friend, or two or I
know I would have given up. Then at twelve, my dad
who rarely seemed to notice me, died of a massive
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heart attack in his sleep. My room was next to theirs
for formalities sake because of my asthma. I heard
everything that night. It was slow. Monsters in the
dark became even more real from that night forward.
I had hoped to someday earn my dad’s love; now
they had taken him.
As a naïve twelve year old that was listening to his
dad die, I promised myself I would somehow take
care of my mom. I’m not sure about the rest of my
siblings, but I am pretty sure my mom, younger
sister, and I sunk into a black abyss. My mom filled
hers with alcohol and fighting a tireless battle to run
my dad’s businesses and big family. I’m not sure
how I made it through to high school, but I did.
Unfortunately, my old bullies did too, and some new
ones found me.
I recall praying more than once that if God was real
that something would change somehow for my sister
and me. Looking back, I know that I would have
given up in high school had I not experienced a
radical enough change. Sometime during that time of
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fog, my mom started dating a guy. He was pretty cool
and seemed to me that he sure laughed and smiled a
lot. It drew me to him.
He had his flaws, something which at various times
my siblings were sure to point out, but it was
different for me. He noticed me. I didn’t think it was
possible, but he really included me in stuff and
helped me know I was worth loving. In all the right,
healthy ways. His name was Lenny. I respected him,
and for some dumb reason, he respected me too.
My mom and Lenny married when I was fifteen. She
had managed to keep my dad’s businesses afloat.
Since she likely felt guilty over the loss of my dad,
she spoiled us pretty well. But those things never
filled the void within me like Lenny did. He got me
moving by teaching me tennis. He took me places,
and we talked a lot. He made a point of allowing me
to feel special.
I realized what had been lacking in my life when I
began experiencing the caring love of my step dad. I
was carefully and patiently being encouraged and
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empowered by an adult male role model. I was a teen
boy that had a new energy and drive even though the
bullies had never let up much. So, I tried my new
wings in various teen ways. Not always healthy ones
but what did I know.
I graduated high school, and they moved me to
Florida from Illinois to help open a second retail
business with them. They kept the one in Illinois,
where I had started working at around sixteen. Both
parents passed each other in the skies for a while so
they could make sure one was always at the helm of
each store. It seemed senseless, but they knew it
would be temporary because they would “retire” in
Florida. So I gave in and put up with the new home
until the news came from Illinois. My step dad died
from a massive heart attack after a successful hernia
operation.
I was eighteen and felt totally crushed and alone in a
strange state. I remember literally shaking my fist at
God for letting the only anchor in my life be taken
away. He was only there for four years but had so far
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eclipsed anything my natural father or anyone else
had ever done for me. Depression returned like a wall
falling down. But I gathered myself together,
recalled my inner promise to take care of my mom,
and moved back to Illinois to be back with my high
school sweetheart at least.
I moved up through the family business and was
eventually running the business and taking care of
her, in my eyes at least. She had been diagnosed with
emphysema and moved to Arizona while I ran the
Illinois business. Eventually due to a recession, the
business was taken, and I was blamed for its failure
by my mother. She mercilessly reminded me every
chance she had as the business spiraled, while at the
same time my marriage to my high school sweetheart
was failing. Had it not been for my love for my three
children and the care of some online friends I know
I would have given up. I knew exactly how I was
going to do it too.
I got counseling which helped a ton as he focused me
back to my youth to find the roots of my real troubles.
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That counseling and a few good friends I had online
from various states reminded me of my worth. A
friend had led me to faith as a Christian in my late
twenties, once I moved myself past being angry at
God for allowing things to happen to me as a kid, so
that for sure helped too. When the failed family
business and my first marriage were finalized two
days apart in the mid 1990’s, I chose to dedicate my
life to what my stepfather did for me.
All those things combined gave me a burning passion
for abused and hurting young people. I felt my
experiences could hopefully help them before the
pain of their circumstances caused them to end things
too early. I pushed myself to discover how to be that
ray of hope so I could reach down to help them climb
out of the deep pit they were likely in.
A few years later, along with Verna, my second wife,
and soulmate, all of my experiences came together in
a way that only God could have orchestrated. She and
I founded Ark of Hope for Children, a nonprofit
organization with a mission to help abused children.
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At the same time, we adopted five children from
foster care to give us a total of ten kids in our quiver.
A nice round number.
Ark of Hope and Verna’s health took many painful,
yet supernatural turns over those next few years. Our
plans gave way to His plans as survivors around the
country began finding us online through my website
and budding social network. I had put out the call to
any survivor that needed encouragement, and they
began contacting us. Most would say they were safe,
but the home they were in didn’t understand their
needs, so they still felt desperate and hopeless.
That caused us to have Ark of Hope for Children start
Removing Chains, a safe, live chat, survivor support
website we built to mentor kids, as well as adults that
had been victimized as kids in a way I never could
have imagined. God would begin using us to help
survivors all over the world by using the internet. The
same as a few online friends had done for me when I
felt hopeless in my forties, now I could use for the
good of others sometimes thousands of miles away.
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It’s an amazing feeling to know that I can positively
affect the life of a victimized young person. I had
come to embrace my past and build on that broken
foundation instead of pretending it never happened.
I am thankful for my childhood because without it I
never would have become who I am today. Not only
that, but I was being used to remove the talons of
birds of prey out of the backs of victimized young
people and hopefully someday set them free to soar
to heights they never thought possible.
My challenge has now turned to how to infect others
to be able to do the same while finding new ways to
empower survivors. Now through what we expect
will be a series of books filled with short stories Ark
of Hope for Children is empowering survivors young
and old to begin their own process of stretching their
wings.
I am confident that whatever portion of their story
they choose to tell will move you in ways you may
never expect. While most of us are not rags to riches,
so to speak, we are becoming forces to be reckoned
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with. We are survivors that have broken the chains
that once bound us. Once alone in the dark, we are
unifying. Once terrorized through fear, we are now
bringing life through love and unity. Love wins.
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Join Our Army
Ark of Hope for Children is building an army. Will
you join us on the front lines of our army that stands
against child abuse and fights for survivors?
Hope is at the center of all Ark of Hope for Children
does. It is the glue that holds it all together. To a
survivor, hope is the reason to hang on in a world that
they perceive to be only evil.
This makes our challenge become:
•

How can I, as a compassion filled individual,

provide that spark of hope for a traumatized
survivor?
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•

How can a few of us mobilize to turn that

spark into an eternal flame inside a survivor that
provides them the courage to keep moving forward?
•

How can this front-line army of compassion

fan that flame into a fire within that survivor that
empowers them to thrive: building upon their past to
become a lighthouse of strength and courage and
resilience?
•

Please download, sign and hang on your

fridge Ark of Hope for Children’s pledge card to “Be
the spark” for a person victimized as a child by
human trafficking, child abuse or bullying. Whether
you act within your own school, neighborhood or
city, or on the global scale with Ark of Hope through
one of our programs like RemovingChains.org the
time for action is now. We cannot read these pages
and allow one more child or adult survivor to stand
alone.
Visit www.ArkofHopeforChildren.org to learn more
and to join the front lines of our “Army of Hope”.
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Writing for the Soul Workshop™ is powered by
TGIM Digital Publishing. It is a national mentoring
program that uses expressive writing to help
individuals get what’s on the inside …out. This
process allows healing to begin.

The stories we collect while offering Writing for the
Soul Workshop™ gives birth to books like
Removing The Chains of Child Abuse.

According to Dr. James Pennebaker, author of
Writing to Heal, expressive writing in a journal is a
route to healing — emotionally, physically, and
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psychologically. Do you have a story that you’d like
to share in the next release in this series? If so, we’ve
provided space for you to journal. Don’t focus on
spelling or being a good writer. Simply get what’s on
the inside …out. Share your story with the world.
Who knows? It just may set you free and give hope
to others who read it.

Learn more at www.writingforthesoulworkshop.org.
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We all have a story to tell. What’s your story?

__________________________________________
__________________________________________
__________________________________________
__________________________________________
__________________________________________
__________________________________________
__________________________________________
__________________________________________
__________________________________________
__________________________________________
__________________________________________
__________________________________________
__________________________________________
__________________________________________
__________________________________________
__________________________________________
__________________________________________
__________________________________________
__________________________________________
__________________________________________
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__________________________________________
__________________________________________
__________________________________________
__________________________________________
__________________________________________
__________________________________________
__________________________________________
__________________________________________
__________________________________________
__________________________________________

If you would like to submit your story for
publishing in the next book release, email a copy of
your story to submissions@tgimonline.us, or mail
your submission to:
TGIM Digital Publishing
c/o Submissions
1617 Park Place Avenue, Suite 110-TGIM
Fort Worth, Texas 64110

Please note that if you want your submissions
returned to you, please include a self-addressed
stamp envelope.
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