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			Eckhart Tolle once spoke about having an aversion to a word in the book he wrote called The Power of Now. I am paraphrasing here: He used the example of honey. It is just a word, like any other. Eckhart says not to get stuck on the level of words: it is just a means to an end. It is like a sign post, it points beyond itself. He said you can study and talk about honey for as long as you like but unless you taste it, you don’t really know it, it is just a label. It may be like this for you when I use the word God. You close down, thinking that you don’t like it, but how do you know if you don’t keep yourself open and allow the presence of God to reveal Himself to you? If you only know the word then it might be worth it to keep an open mind and see what happens, instead of shutting yourself off to any other possibility. 

			I don’t know about you but I have been resistent to trying something new at different times in my life. I have felt shut down, closed off; I was not open to see any other possibilities. I have let the judgment I thought I felt keep me striving to protect myself and doing it my way. I have stopped walking down the path I was on because of someone else’s feelings. I have let what others thought of me measure my worth. What have I lost, what have I given up because of this behavior? It was Me stopping Me from growing, from learning who I truly am. I was allowing the fear of the unknown future to freeze me in time where I stood. At the age of sixty, I have what I consider at least twenty or so good years left. Don’t ignore the longings to explore, to be more, to do more because of the others around you. Don’t let your fear of the unknown stop you from the journey you are about to take. I often have to ask myself the question: What would I do if I wasn’t afraid and then I usually have to go for it! This is our time, it is time to truly live, to set your soul free.

			



	

Foreword

			In the last ten years I have come to the realization that I know very little, mostly labels, that maybe there is more out there than we can even imagine or understand. When I was younger and coming from a Christian home, I was led to believe that meditation and the research of energy were somehow evil. Nevertheless, I wanted to understand how my body worked, and I could sense that I did not have to be afraid. What I was studying was not evil; it just caused fear in people because it was unfamiliar.

			I came across a course called Duality by Jeffrey Allen, who is known as an energy healer and teacher. He was offering a free trial meditation, so I decided to give it a try. The beginning of the meditation was like most others, he asked us to take deep breaths, to feel the earth beneath us, to visualize swirls of energy coming up from the center of the earth, flooding and nourishing our bodies. During the meditation, the facilitator, Jeffrey, guided me to a path. I had a decision to make. Should I write a book? Should I create a course around what I learned on my journey to self-healing? Maybe my healing was enough? Did I even need to tell my story? 

			I like to use an Egoscue pose when I do meditation. I was lying on the floor with my legs up on a chair at a ninety-degree angle, it’s a static back pose, it helps me relax and enables me to meditate longer. I was lying on a yoga mat and I also covered myself with a blanket so that I’d feel cozy, to keep from getting cold and distracted. As I relaxed, I felt as if my body was glued to the floor. I could feel the earth supporting me from below. I came to a fork in the road and the two paths stretched out before me, one for each of the projects I was considering. Jeffrey instructed us to start down one path, visualizing what might happen. I could see myself finishing my book and having a bestseller. I envisioned myself speaking to large crowds about what I had learned. I felt so blessed when people thanked me for sharing my story. Then he brought me back to the fork and I proceeded to do the same on the other path. The feelings were similar and led to almost the same experiences. Then he paused and just let me rest in the experience. I still didn’t know which was the clear path. They both seemed forced, like I was trying too hard. Was this all just another attempt at striving, at doing it on my own, was I just wanting someone to notice me?

			Then Jeffrey said something curious: Notice the third path. I had not noticed a third path, but there it was, off to the side. There were large boulders to climb and steep banks to maneuver, with many hills and valleys. The dark shadows just out of sight on the sides of the path were eerie; they made me feel afraid. He instructed us to start down the third path and experience what it had to offer. I was surprised at the feeling that there was someone else with me. As I looked closer, I realized it was Jesus. He took my hand and together we would approach someone we found along the path. I would share my experience with them, but something was different. Jesus was guiding me. It was flowing out of me without any force. Every person Jesus and I approached would grab my hand and off we would go in search of another lost soul. Our numbers grew as we struggled up the path, helping each other as we continued. 

			By the time the meditation was over I was in full ugly cry mode. I was sobbing uncontrollably; my face was distorted and my chest felt heavy. The sounds coming out of me must have sounded awful, as my teenage daughter heard me from the other room and asked me if I was OK. I had a choice to make. I could keep trying to do it on my own, by planning, striving, and pushing like I always had. Or I could trust Jesus to help me know what I needed to do and what he wanted me to say.

			I would wake feeling energized. The voice inside my head would tell me to get up, read, write, learn. Sometimes, I would cry, reflect, and write for three to four hours at a time. I was trying to produce healing and change in my life. What I didn’t understand in the beginning was that there was a bigger purpose. I knew I needed to pursue healing not just for myself, but for a close family member. She had gone through a similar experience. She was battling the same demons. I love her so much, I needed to be the best example I could be for her, for my children, for my family and friends, but it wasn’t until that moment, there on the path, deep in meditation, that I considered what the story of my healing might mean to others.

			My heart hurts every time I hear about another person trying to commit suicide. My first thought is: Someone should do something, I should do something, but what can I do?When I looked at the average age person committing suicide online it told me fifteen to thirty-four, what could I do that would reach them? I could share my experience and trust that it would allow others to experience what Jesus had to offer. Maybe if I helped heal the moms of the world, it would lead the way for others in their families, having a trickling effect. I could sense it all had to do with stress somehow, stress no one knew how to get rid of. If I were to continue down this path, I would be fighting for myself, my family, my friends and you and I would need to do it with the help of Jesus, because He is the true source of life and healing. I wanted to offer a space where you could express what might have been hard to say before, helping you see things differently and make new, informed choices. My intention is to break forgiveness into such small steps that one of the steps works for you and you can release the trauma from your body.

			



	

Caveat:

			If you are having suicidal thoughts, call someone to discuss your feelings and reach out to a doctor or therapist if you have any feelings of hurting yourself. I love you and I am trying to help by sharing my story. We all need a little help sometimes; don’t be afraid to ask for it. Something great is about to happen. Don’t take the easy way out and choose a permanent, irreversible solution for a temporary problem. Care enough about yourself, your family, and friends to seek out the help you need. Promise me you will reach out to someone or throw the book at the wall if this becomes too hard. If you read things in the coming pages that open old wounds in you, you are free to put the book aside and come back to it when you feel stronger. Give yourself this gift, a chance to heal. Don’t allow fear, your past experiences, mistakes you have made, or the thought that you’ve failed to keep you from living your best life. Go into this book with the expectation that I am here to help you lighten your load.

			



	

The Power Was in My Choices

			My choices are my privilege.

			My choices make me stronger.

			My choices make me happier.

			My choices make me healthier.

			My choices make me wealthier.

			My choices make me calmer.

			My choices make me kinder.

			My choices helped me surrender.

			I have the power to choose.

			The power was in my choices.

			 

			*This is a chant I sometimes use when I am trying to get something done that is taking me some extra effort.

			



	

Chapter 1

			The power was in starting where I was

			I had received a notice in the mail. It was saying that the bill would be going to collections if I didn’t pay. I knew I had written the cheque. I looked and could see that it had been cashed. I decided to call the office to find out why they were sending me another notice—why had they not received my payment? Where had it gone? I am sure that I sounded a little annoyed, as sometimes I forget that it is not the fault of the person on the other end of the line. I was surprised when the lady responded without getting upset. She just said in a chipper voice, “Don’t you just love a good mystery?” It completely took me by surprise, and I laughed. It broke the ice and of course we figured out what happened without anyone having to get angry. Wouldn’t it be great if we treated any problems or struggles, we had in this way? What if we looked at them with curiosity, not with anger, not playing the role of a victim, or jumping to conclusions out of fear. 

			There was power in my curiosity. I don’t know about you, but I seem to have lost the same thirty pounds about ten times over my life. I have tried every diet, I have searched for every new, easy way to get rid of this weight, only anytime I stopped taking action, and let my subconscious run the show, I would slip back into my old habits and the weight would start to pile on again. If weight is not your issue, I am sure you can relate to trying to make a change and looking back and realizing you suddenly just stopped trying and ended up mindlessly right back where you were. Does that sound familiar?

			In my fifties in 2017, I bought some CDs that were about women who had these same issues. The researcher in me thought if I knew why it happened, I could finally create lasting change. In the beginning of the film, they announced that a psychologist named Cloe Madanes would be doing a commentary during the film to help us understand what was unraveling. As the woman from the audience spoke to Tony Robbins, a motivational speaker, Cloe’s voice started to reveal what was hidden from us in the background. 

			She was like me—overweight, wearing larger clothes to hide her lumps and bumps, extra layers so no one would see her. I could tell she was smart; she had a wit about her as she answered the questions about her life. During the conversation, in the background, Cloe revealed that the woman had been molested as a child just like me. She was using the weight to guard herself—could that be what I was doing? That she thought she was less than—wait a minute here. I was not alone in my way of thinking! And yet she would say very smart things, sarcastic things. She also used humour to guard herself and Tony called her on it. He asked her why that smart, funny, lovable person wasn’t in charge more. The one who had such great wit, who seemed so sure of herself. Who was that person? And then he touched her just below her throat and asked her name. 

			It took her a few minutes to figure out the answer. He asked her several times. She looked pressured and anxious. She was standing in front of a large audience; I am sure it wouldn’t have been easy to think straight. I would not have believed it if I hadn’t seen it with my own eyes. Suddenly, she stood up straight, rolled her shoulders back, and held her head high. The color changed in her skin—her face was almost shining, and she was wearing a big grin. She said that person’s name is “Joy,” with a tear rolling down her cheek. She then grabbed the heavy coat she was wearing and threw it to the ground. Tony looked shocked, and he asked her why she did that. She said she didn’t need to hide anymore. He followed her through her life and, seven years later, she was a totally different person. She had lost and kept off the weight—but it was more than that. She was confident and happy. It made me think: What was the person’s name inside of me? I knew she was in there. I had seen glimpses of her throughout my life, but I always seemed to revert to being less than, not living up to my potential. I had to force myself to be and do everything. When I was her, it all came naturally. I knew I was on the right track; I knew I would need to figure out who she was and help her to be the one in charge. 

			A few weeks later I was off to a weeklong business conference and that’s when everything began to change. While I was at the course, the speaker mentioned the same question. He asked us to think about who that person was inside of us, and I became a hot mess. I cried through many of the business sessions. It was clear to me that being molested had kept me from losing the weight, and that my subconscious was trying to protect me in its own way. The same question kept running through my mind: who is that person deep inside you? Why don’t you let her come out more? She is who you truly are, don’t hold back, it is your time to shine. 

			In the middle of the second night of the conference I woke up in a cold sweat. I had never felt this way before. I remembered the dream I was having. I was standing tall, like I was powerful, my hands were reaching up to the sky in a “V,” which is what they call warrior pose in yoga, and I was screaming: “I AM SHERO!” My heart was pounding a mile a minute, and I thought I was having a heart attack. I couldn’t seem to catch my breath or calm myself down. I called down to the front desk of the hotel and they said that the paramedics were on their way. It was 2 am, and I called a few people and finally found someone I could talk to. She helped calm me down while I waited. The paramedics came and placed all their stickers on me to test my heart. The paramedic then asked in a southern drawl, “Ma’am, have you ever had a panic attack?” 

			I was so happy that I was not going to die, that I could continue the course, I did not go back to sleep that night. I left the electrode stickers on the whole day under my clothes to remind myself that I was OK, and that she (Shero) was there to help me, that she had awakened inside of me. I knew God was there too, in the midst of all my struggles. He had put me here, He knew it was time for me to begin my healing journey. This is a picture of me before I got dressed as I left for the morning session with all the tabs from the heart attack test hidden under my clothing.
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			False Alarm: I left the tabs on all day long.

			I have always been a person who likes to sit where I can see. I am just under five feet tall. I have been a pipsqueak all my life. I would get up and stand in line for at least an hour every morning so that I could be first into the auditorium and get a good seat. I would usually save seats for the other people in my group. One morning, a Chinese medicine doctor and I were the first to get in line at the business event I was attending. I was a hot mess for what I thought was no reason. I was falling apart at the seams. During that week, I felt the need to share my story with people. It was good for me to say it out loud. I knew I had a lot of work to do but I also knew where I had to start. I would have to start where I was. I needed to be honest about the part I had played to get myself to this point and take action to make some changes. 

			I had mentioned to him that my Fitbit had told me I had been in fat-burning mode for more than eight hours. He told me that was not normal and then he spun me around and drew a finger down my back, stopping in the center, between my shoulder blades. He told me people hold stress and trauma in their pericardium. It was the sack around my heart. He told me his guess was that it had been there for many years. I was shocked. It was a place I knew all too well, I had had pain there for years only no one could tell me why. He was the first person who explained to me that our past trauma (its negative energy) can be stored in the body. He told me to seek treatment as soon as I got home.

			Later that week, when I got home, I went to see a Chinese medicine doctor. I decided not to tell him what the doctor I had met said. Maybe I would finally get some answers. He started placing the needles and when he placed the needle in the center of my back, it felt like someone had stabbed me with a knife. The pain was so great I had to wiggle my fingers and toes to not let out a scream. It burned as it dissipated. I wonder if that is what everyone does when they feel pain in a massage or acupuncture. Wiggling my fingers and toes distracted me for a moment, allowing me to take a breath, to relax and surrender to it. When I asked him what acupuncture point it was, he confirmed my suspicion: it was my pericardium. I have had work done on that area since then, but it has never been as intense as that day. When I start to feel it hurting in that area, I know I can meditate and ask God to release the trauma my body is trying to store there.

			During the business course each day, I woke to new ideas, my creative juices were flowing. It had been such a great week; I felt like I was finally going to get some answers. I was feeling so good. On the last day of the business course, I slept in. Realizing I would be late, I bound out of bed. What a great sleep. I was allowing my inner person to take charge, I was feeling happy, full of life, worthy, without makeup, not at all concerned about my messy hair. Before, I would never leave the house unless my makeup was flawless, my hair perfectly done, and my outfit on point. I was surprised that none of that seemed to matter to me anymore. I was me and I had the best day ever. I met a friend with whom I had gone to several conferences, and we cried as we reminisced about the week. I realized so many of the women felt the same way I did, that they were not enough. She left for her flight and more of my group came and we spent several more hours visiting. They left for their planes, and another friend I had just met at the beginning of the week, and I spent the next few hours meeting and sharing with new people from the conference. It was funny—random people sat down, and some found it hard to leave when their partner said it was time to go.

			I think they felt the beauty of our souls, of my soul, “Shero.” Don’t get me wrong—the name made me uncomfortable. How dare she call herself that? Nevertheless, that is who she told me she was, and it was time to just go with it, no matter what my misgivings were. It was OK to just be me, to be proud of who I was. I felt like I was glowing. Did you know that when you are truly yourself, you shine, and people will be drawn to your energy without really understanding why? I sat down at that table at 7:30 a.m., and did not leave until 3 p.m. I knew she was here to stay and that it was going to be my greatest adventure.

			It wasn’t until years later that I decided to look up the meaning of hero and I was surprised at what I found. Shero is the female version of hero. Hero comes from the Greek word hērōs, which means guardian, protector, defender, and servant. For me, it means being a servant of something bigger than yourself. A hērōs would have possessed the qualities of a warrior: strength, determination, courage, humility, conviction, empathy, a nurturing spirit, and a servant. It is about being willing to give up everything in order to serve. I felt it at my core. I felt the need to give, to sacrifice, to share God, to be an influencer. To be and do all those things, I had to influence myself. I was not always sure what to do or what to say, but I spoke anyway. I kept moving forward because I knew God was with me and that He would show me the way. Almost every day as far back as I can remember, I just kept thinking, if I was thinner, a little more perfect, more successful, then people would love me. I needed so desperately to feel OK, to feel loved. I wanted to matter to somebody else. If all we did each day was show kindness (love) to the people who crossed our path, the world would be a better place. So many people in today’s society do not receive kindness from strangers very often. I believe we are all in need of someone caring enough to show us we matter. I realized the only way to the significance I thought I needed was to make a significant contribution to something outside myself without asking for anything in return.

			There is a strong person inside of you. When we are restrained by our past, our true self goes into hiding, it was like I had been asleep, the false self, my ego, my subconscious was the one running the show. The false self is the self that conforms to the world. Henry Cloud, a bestselling author and noted clinical psychologist, says: If your false self is in charge it will try to heal you with its own methods. Your false self made up most of these methods between the ages of seven and fourteen. Many are the methods that the world uses when things get hard. What the world offers as quick fixes will numb your mind, and before long, these habits will have turned into bad consequences you didn’t see coming. They are just Band-Aids; they never get to the root of the problem.

			Guilt and shame had sent my soul into hiding. I had guilt from keeping a secret, guilt because I liked the attention on some level. I liked that someone noticed me—they made me feel special. I had shame for doing the things they told me to do, shame for trying it on my sister, shame for my desire turned into shame because I desired to be known and loved for who I was. Shame had pinned me down and I felt like I was gasping for air.

			The right of every person on this earth is to be desired, to be known and loved for who they are. I was only six—I did not have the capacity to understand what had happened. I did not have the wisdom to make the right choices. I did the best I could with what I knew at the time. Your false self likes to take your focus away from the problem. It does not want you to have control. It wants to take the easiest, quickest action to not have to feel anything negative. I felt unworthy, I felt that I was somehow broken and beyond repair.

			In 1988, I had a miscarriage. I was five months pregnant. They called it a blighted ovum. Shortly after it happened, my husband and I moved to a new city with our two-year-old daughter. I was feeling very low. I had gained weight but had no baby and my doctor put me on antidepressants. The first day at my new church someone asked me if I was pregnant or just fat! I should have asked, “Was that good for you?” It was not good for me. It didn’t help my self-esteem, that is for sure. My husband’s family had tried to console me, but they were not huggers and said very little as they didn’t know what to say. They were the type that didn’t talk about feelings. I felt alone, very alone.

Our little family was leaving all the sadness behind us, starting a new life. I felt and sounded like a lunatic when I started telling my husband and anyone who would listen about the strange memories I was having about being molested when I was younger. It was shocking! I remember my babysitter underneath the stairs in my playhouse when I was six years old. I remember we were both naked. She was brushing her pubic hair with my doll brush. Then she had me do the same. Most of the rest I must have blocked out as the next thing I remember was being in the kitchen, crying and her telling me we couldn’t tell anyone, that something bad would happen, which made me cry even harder. Whatever she said made me afraid to tell my parents. She told me that ice cream would make me feel better. Yeah, thanks for that one! She was my favorite babysitter; she had groomed me.

			Her brother also babysat me and that was another story on a different evening. I had so much anxiety. I never knew when they were coming. I remembered a lot of wrestling and a bad smell, rank armpit smell. I hated that smell. Whenever I smell that smell, it makes my skin crawl. Was I trying to save my own family from harm? By not telling I took it all upon myself. I must have been scared that my parents would be so angry they would send me away. I thought they would be ashamed of me, so I kept it all hidden, locked in the deepest parts of my soul. I had no idea the consequences this would cause in my life moving forward. I didn’t want my dad to get mad, I didn’t want my mom to take the blame. It just went downhill from there. She had told me I would feel better if I ate something. I just remember feeling hungry, so hungry. I just kept eating. At the age of six, I packed on thirty pounds in one year.
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			Before and After

			I remember I had tried it on my sister and that my mom had caught me. Funny, I don’t remember my mom asking me why I would do that, or where I would have learned that. She just said something that made me think what I had done was very bad. She made me feel guilty. I remember into adulthood feeling like masturbation was a sin. I’m not even sure where I’d heard that. It probably stemmed from the conversation I had with my mom, so I just ate more. My body still thinks the best way to make me feel good is to eat or drink more. My mom must have chosen not to push the issue, or she just shrugged it off as kids experimenting. Dad would have been very upset. Who knows what the babysitter told me? I have no idea exactly what they said to make me keep my mouth shut.

			It wasn’t until years later, which I will get into in other chapters, that I learned the full story. All I knew for sure in my twenties was I had been sexually abused by a female babysitter and her brother on several occasions. It had been twenty years since I had thought of these memories. I went to a counselor, but under hypnosis, I got so upset that she brought me out. No one told me to do anything else but shove it under the rug and let it go. I don’t know why I didn’t push the issue. Why didn’t I look for a book on the subject? Research was harder in those days. No internet. It was 1988, I was twenty-four, there were no cellphones, the computer was just beginning to surface. I was reading books but thought if I prayed enough, the feelings would go away. Why had I only thought of two solutions going forward? I could have asked the abusers. I knew exactly who they were. They might have denied it. They may not have remembered it themselves. They must have had things done to them for them to do that to me. I’m not sure that it would have made the memories any clearer. They were only snippets, triggers, smells, words, snapshots in my mind. Demanding video-recorded accuracy would not help the situation, so I thought Why try to remember at all? I find it interesting that before all this happened, I met the brother in my early twenties and I remember just not liking him, feeling hatred but not knowing why. Now I know.

			When I phoned and told my parents they just said they didn’t want to disgrace our church. They told me the past needed to stay in the past. What would it accomplish now? It had been twenty years. They told me to chalk it up to kids playing doctor, an experiment. No one wanted a scandal. I bet you have met someone from their generation. Keep your business in the family, you don’t want people to think badly of you, it may cause friction. My mom was all about keeping the peace, so I get why she acted the way she did. They felt it was so long ago. They felt it would cause embarrassment. I realized no one wanted to talk about it, it was an uncomfortable situation. So once again, I felt isolated and alone. My pattern led me away from God. I would take care of myself, take matters into my own hands. I vowed, without even realizing it, that I would protect myself. It felt like I could not trust anyone to have my back. Just like when I had been molested by my babysitter, and I did not tell anyone. I had trusted before and look where it had gotten me.

			I closed my heart to personal and moral blindness. I kept my secret again. It severed my closeness with my parents again. I decided to trust myself, not them, not God. Confusion, horror, shame, sorrow—that was what I faced in those months. I am sure it did not even come close to what my little six-year-old self must have faced. The voices in my head were loud, they knew what to say to keep me prisoner, to keep me trapped and to drive me to keep numbing the pain. My husband at the time, worked out of town, and I ask mom to come but she was too busy. I shoved the feelings down again. I carried the guilt and shame with me as I had no way to release them from my body. No one had taught me that these feelings were restless energy, that I needed to release them; by shoving them down I was blocking them from leaving. I thought that they were part of me, but they couldn’t hurt me anymore. I was wrong!

			As a young married woman with two children by the age of twenty-six, the burden of the miscarriage and the realization that I had been sexually molested, I struggled to keep everything together. To be the perfect wife, mother, friend, Christian. The nagging feeling of not measuring up was always in the background. The thought of failure nipped at my deepest fear of abandonment and being all alone. Not thin enough became not a good enough housekeeper, not a good enough cook, not a financial wizard, not disciplined enough. Not a good wife, not a good enough mother, and the list went on and on. If I felt bad about any of these things and let others know, they categorized me as too needy or opinionated. It seemed that my actions, my perspective was making me even more unattractive. At one point I remember my “Wasband”, said he was not sexually attracted to me anymore because of my weight. At the time I should have said I can lose the weight, but you will take your attitude and actions with you wherever you go. I didn’t see that it was his problem, not mine. I also didn’t see that it was my own perspective that kept me in the loop. Stasi Eldredge, who wrote the book, Captivating, said (I’m paraphrasing): we long for intimacy and for adventure; we long to be the beauty of some great story. But the desires set deep in our hearts seem like a luxury, granted only to those women who have their acts together. The message to the rest of us, whether from a driven culture or a driven church, was try harder! What I did not realize is that all women struggle with self esteem whether they are overweight or not. All women struggle with feeling unworthy whether they were molested or not.

			It is time to start to release some of this from your body. Buy yourself a journal. It doesn’t have to be fancy—the dollar store has them for a few bucks.

			Find a quiet place and write about what happened to you that you think shaped your life. Just let it flow, don’t edit it, this is just to start the process.

			

	

Get out your journal.

			•Write about where you are now, be honest, no one else has to read this.

			•Write about the good you have in your life now. End today with what you are grateful for and let the journey begin.

			•If you don’t want to journal write in the space below.

			•What challenges are holding you back from starting?

			•What small steps can you take today to start where you are?

			Don’t waste this time, get your feelings out. Tell your secret to yourself.

			



	

Chapter 2

			The power was in exploring my superpowers.

			Fast forward to my fifties, the evil one (who I like to call the mean voice in my head) was still there, in my ear, encouraging me to focus on my own self-protection. I kept wondering what the reason was, why I felt like I needed to protect myself at all costs. My ego made a point of focusing on my faults to push me to do better. That didn’t work—I only got more of the same. I kept going back to my made-up styles of relating. I kept up the patterns of sabotage, and my ways of numbing my pain. I was trying to keep the angst from surfacing. It was easier to suppress my emotions than to deal with them. I used all my energy to forget, to deny, to ignore the hole in my heart. It prevented me from confronting the issue. There was no resolution. I couldn’t find peace, I just kept numbing. All my numbing was meeting the need on the surface, but it was blocking my awareness completely. It blocked it from where it was needed most. God was there, but I had been in triage now for four decades, trying to do it alone, saving myself, hiding what was really going on. No one knew the suffering I was enduring. It was almost like it was in the background, inside of me, I just couldn’t put my finger on it. I even think somewhere in my childhood I made up a belief that spending time on myself was selfish. I needed to work hard on just feeling deserving, to just say thank you when someone gave me a compliment. I questioned that the memories I was feeling were even real.

			I was reassured when the book I was reading, The Wounded Heart, by Dan B. Allender, a noted counselling psychologist and author, said: A spontaneous remembering in the midst of normal life was a true memory. That’s exactly what happened to me. What would keep me from wanting to know? Was it fear, thinking things will somehow get worse if I know the full truth. Maybe it would change my sexual relationship with my new husband. It was pretty good right now.

			According to Dr. Bob McLaughlin, PhD from the Texas Psychological Association, if the brain registers an overwhelming trauma, then it can essentially block that memory in a process called dissociation—or detachment from reality. The brain will attempt to protect itself. This caused a lack of connection in my thoughts, being molested messed with my memory and my sense of identity. It is extremely common to experience a case of dissociation in this instance. Sexual abuse of any kind can have profound and long-lasting effects on our mental health. Being molested had an impact on my brain’s function and development. Although not precise, as it is not a scientific term, the idea of “shutting down the right brain” was partially the cause of why I did not tell. At least for a while I lost the ability to explain what had happened. Trauma, especially in childhood, may affect many parts of the brain. It regulates our emotions, you can have memory loss, and it often heightens your stress response, even to the point of getting stuck. As a young child I developed coping mechanisms. My body tried to repress the memories, and it worked for a time. Then all on their own after having a miscarriage they resurfaced in my twenties and kept resurfacing in ways that made matters worse. I tried to change my strategies to cope but in the end it was too hard, and I would just go back to numbing myself.

			While running a restaurant in my thirties, I had the assistant manager comment, “You don’t use your left hand, you might as well tie it behind your back.” I had not noticed this, but in my forties when I fell and broke a bone in my right hand, I had to put a cast on it and strange things began to happen. As I used my left hand, even though it was frustrating as hell, my intuition was growing stronger. I would think of someone, and they would call me five minutes later. It was like I was suddenly connected to each person I thought of in a deeper way. I was onto something here. Our right brain controls how we process what is happening to us, and is responsible for our creativity, our intuition, our emotions, and our visual processing and interpreting of images. Guess what? It also controls our left hand. It helps us give meaning to things that happen. Whoops! Here is where the problem started. I made up meanings that may not have been true. They helped me cope at the time, but they were not serving me now.

			 I decided to do things each day with my left hand to see if I could increase this ability. After all, we are told that creativity can be trained. Once, while painting a picture with my left hand, my right hand suddenly got frustrated. It just aggressively grabbed the paint brush and took over. I guess I was not working fast enough, or precisely enough. The six-year-old in me started to cry.

			This must have been what happened back then. My right brain must have taken over to help me cope. Are you right-handed? Try using your left—it is hard, but you do get better as you practice. Drink your coffee in the morning, use it every other time as you empty the dishwasher, brush your teeth with your left hand, and watch as you see things begin to change. I was working through a book on healing your inner child and she had us draw and write with our left hand. I was surprised at what came out. Here is a picture of one of my sessions.

			[image: ]

			Healing my inner child using my left hand

			I was surprised at how well she could draw. I am learning to listen to my six-year-old self, to pause and ask her what she needs when I feel triggered.

			 Is it possible that using my left hand will help my brain grow and change so that I can accept new beliefs and make new meanings more readily? It was worth a try. I believe it helped as I now see things differently. I think it helped me forgive and let go.

			It is interesting to me that my mom, who had dementia and lived into her late eighties, never uses her left hand. She also has lost the ability to raise her arms at all. Had she carried all her tension in her shoulders throughout her life? Had she carried her burden, keeping the peace at all costs, not saying what she needed to say for so long that her body became tight, that her body ceased up because of all the tension she didn’t release? Many of the books I have read lately, have commented that we can have accumulated pain from trauma stored in our bodies. It comes from not releasing the energy associated with a past trauma or from chronic stress. It stays there in our body in the form of negative energy. I believe this to be true as in the last ten years of my father’s life things got harder, only my mom didn’t know how to tell any of us things had changed. She just kept thinking she was having a heart attack. We would call for the ambulance and they would complete all their tests but could find nothing. She loved him so much, she didn’t want any of us to think badly of him, so she didn’t say what she needed to say and took it all upon herself. Hence, the onset of dementia and pain, so much pain. She was on morphine, prednisone, and extra-strength Tylenol all at once plus many more, and she still didn’t find relief. Is this somehow linked to her not using her hand? When I say use both hands, she does without any difficulty, she just seems to not think of it. It just sits there on her lap, like it is disconnected from her thoughts.

			I had no idea that suppression of the past requires such enormous energy. The symptoms of chosen forgetfulness are chronic and destructive. No one knew how destructive I was being to myself—it was all done behind closed doors, eating, drinking wine, not exercising, the awful thoughts in my head, so many unproductive hours wasted. I was like a duck in the water; I looked calm on the surface but was paddling like hell underneath. The saying was thought to have originated in 1937, in an article written by U.S. columnist Raymond Clapper, although the Japanese also coined the phrase in 1934, calling it “duck diplomacy.” I could relate to the saying and was startled when it randomly came up at the business conference when my soul told me her name. I guess I must have been searching for the name Shero as it was his last name (Fred Shero). He was nicknamed “The Fog,” and was a Canadian professional ice hockey player, coach, and general manager. He was famous for the quotes he liked to use to inspire his team. I shouldn’t have been surprised back then; in the flow state I was in, all things seemed to be connected.

			How had my parents not noticed the change in me after it happened? Were they turning a blind eye? Maybe they didn’t notice because they had their own crap to deal with. As far back as I can remember I had always taken matters into my own hands. This strategy just kept me running in circles, never getting anywhere, doing the same things, and expecting a different answer. In my fifties I decided to do the one thing I had not tried. To run to Him (God), I prayed, telling Him my life was now in His hands. I had no idea it was a deeper spiritual connection that I was missing, and that I had lost connection with myself, with my body. I didn’t know what that meant at the time, but I knew I couldn’t keep doing the same thing expecting a different answer. Something had to change, and it would have to start with my choices. My actions needed to help me learn to love myself, I had to learn how to release the trauma I was carrying in my body. I had to find a way to change my focus away from allowing my past to continue to guide me, to hurt me. I had to learn to make new choices, to take new actions.

			I imagined my journey was about freeing myself from self-inflicted pain, about pursuing what I wanted, and not letting anyone have influence over my life. In the psychology industry, the practice of self-healing is big business today. I knew the real answer would be more difficult, but I had tried to do it on my own for fifty-four years and had not gotten very far. Even though I knew there would be suffering involved, I felt I would have to be OK with being uncomfortable for a while. Just like having a baby, I knew there would be struggles attached but the present at the end was worth any amount of pain I had to endure. I was bringing something new and unique into existence; this same potential lies in each of us. The act of childbirth is a great example of the hidden strength, the resilience in humans to endure, to grow, to change, and to evolve into something entirely new. Each birth is a combination of the magnificence of nature’s way and the divine coming together to help us experience the power of possibilities.

			Ironically, my greatest hope was in facing how bad things really were, difficulty in my relationships, junk food, alcohol, finance, health, overspending, and too much travel. I was finally willing to admit the worst. I was able to laugh in the face of evil. OK, maybe I wouldn’t go that far. LOL. I knew in the end evil does not win. The pursuit of knowing God was the answer. It is not like I wasn’t a Christian; I just think I would only call on Him when things got tough. Then once I was on a roll, I would just say: Thanks, I’ll take it from here! I had never chosen running to God every day, all the time, to keep turning toward him, even when things were good, to respect his flow. It was like I had seen a U-turn and decided to go in the opposite direction.

			I was in this beautiful state of flow. God was showing me things to try, where to go, people to meet, things to read. I would often have a thought, try something, and then read it in a book after I had already tried it. That reinforced that I was on the right track. I found it interesting that what I needed to read was a bunch of books that I had acquired over the last twenty years. Some had been given to me by my father five years before he died in 2018. Some I had picked up because someone had told me they thought it was a good book. So many of the books, I had only read the first few chapters of, and life had gotten in the way, or I had become bored and just put it back on the shelf. I was in the midst of a course on producing a mastermind on line and they asked us to write down what our superpowers were. I did not know what to write about myself. It is a strange feeling when someone asks you that question, and your mind draws a blank. I realized it had something to do with me not being able to take a compliment, I wasn’t able to list my best qualities. It felt like I would be bragging.

			My father had a hard upbringing with an angry, sometimes violent father. He often found it hard to express how he felt about us. In his fifties he went back to see his father shortly before he died, and he realized although he had not hit us, he had treated us the same way he had been treated. He forgave his father, learned from his mistake, asked us to forgive him, made a new choice, and took a different action. He became a great card writer. When you got a card from him you knew it would be filled with all the qualities he thought were great about you. A few days before he passed away, I was thinking about what I wanted to say to him before he died. Sadly, I had to admit that when I look back, I often skimmed them over, I didn’t even read the whole card. I did not know what I had in those cards, I did not even save them. In that instant I finally understood the reason why. I had not believed what he was writing.

			How I longed to be able to look over the lovely cards he had written again. I felt devastated and ashamed that I had not saved them, that I had not read what he had carefully, thoughtfully prepared. While I was going through all the paperwork that he left in preparation for his passing away I found small notes in many different places. Love notes, a gift to all of us. He had written out what he loved about each of us on three-by-five cards or small note paper and left them in multiple places as if he wanted us to know that he meant what he said. I had a good cry that day as I sent them out to all the people he wrote about. I even sent the one he wrote about my wasband. (Nicer word for Ex-husband LOL). Here is a snippet of some of the love letters he gave me and my family.

			[image: ]

			My father’s love letters

			

	

I knew my parents loved me, that was never in question. They tried their best to help me when, at the age of six, I put on thirty pounds in the one year. I did not tell them what happened, so they had no idea what I was trying to deal with on my own. They tried to keep me from having seconds, they tried to make me have fewer snacks, and they got me hooked on diet soda. I guess it was what they thought was the right thing to do back in the day. They did not try exercise as at that time they didn’t think girls belonged in sports. All their messages led me to believe if I was not thin, I was not enough. It was a belief I made up because of how I interpreted their actions and words. It became my perspective. I have carried that with me my whole life. Even when I am thin my brain sees me as fat or thinks things will be better somewhere in the future when I am thin. It didn’t matter how much I lost, how good I looked, it was never enough because it was not about the weight.

			Keeping that secret made me stop looking them in the eyes when we talked and somehow it became everyone’s eyes not just theirs. Did they notice I was not looking into people’s eyes? When I did not look them in the eye, we did not have the same connection. People would see me as weak; I would not build the rapport that would win them over. In my adult life there were times when I still felt that way; some days it felt hard to call people back in my work. I had a severe fear of rejection. I didn’t know I was rejecting myself, I had so much contempt, not being good enough made me second guess everything I did. This was just a ridiculous belief that is not true! It was a lie created to keep me down! I had made myself lower than everyone else without even realizing it.

			I still didn’t really know what my superpowers were so I decided to ask the question on Facebook to my personal friends to see what they might be able to tell me. They were kind and told me of qualities that they liked about me, but it was not until one friend messaged me about the test called Clifton Strengths that I understood what my superpowers were. Don Clifton developed the course and book. He was an American psychologist, educator, author, researcher, and entrepreneur. Here is the link if you are interested: www.strengthsfinder.com. If you decide to order the book Strength Finder 2.0, at the back of the book it gives you an access code to do the 2.0 assessment at no extra cost. Don’t buy the book used if you want the free code as it is only good for one use.

			It was well worth the money, as it helped me discover my natural abilities. It put my natural abilities into words, I had not realized that people who find work and purpose in their natural abilities are three times more likely to prosper, to find fulfillment and happiness. They are six times more engaged in their job and have 12.5 times greater productivity. Apparently, it increases their positive energy, they have less stress, they are more confident, they achieve more goals—the list was endless.

			The greatest reason for this is that the ability comes naturally to them. It is easy to build on because they enjoy it so much, it gives them pleasure and fulfillment. It also showed me how unique I was, how unique we all are. I had been taking these qualities for granted. I had no idea that they were the secret to my success. That they were part of my secret sauce! My superpowers.

			I was surprised to learn that our natural abilities are like a fingerprint. The sequence of a person’s themes is unique to him or her. The odds that two people have the same five signature themes (natural abilities) is one in 278,256. The chance of people having the same natural abilities in the same order is one in 33,390,720. That’s thirty-three million!

			On top of that, human nature is far more complex than the five words we receive from the test. We are all unique with our different backgrounds, environments, and life experiences. The saddest part is that we tend to focus on our shortcomings and weaknesses; somehow, we think that if we continue to make ourselves feel like shit, eventually, we will change. The truth is our weaknesses most likely will never develop into strengths; however, our strengths’ development is infinite. The best advice is not to focus on your strengths and ignore your weaknesses, but to focus on your strengths and find ways to manage your weaknesses.

			Doing this test made me feel good about myself. It made me think about my own circumstances and my choices. It helped me realize how unique I was, that there is no one exactly like me. I did the full order of thirty-four characteristics because I was curious. If you decide to give it a try, don’t just pick the middle answer or it will not be accurate. Don’t wait too long or you will miss the question all together. Just click on whatever comes to your mind first, as soon as possible. For me, the next step was to figure out how to use these natural abilities to help myself.

			It was such an eye-opening experience. Go figure, my best quality was I like to restore things, then came learning—yup, that is me. I love to learn things, to study things, and to use what I have learned to help others. Third was input, which means I like to archive sayings and ideas, journal, and then come back to and use them later. Fourth was relator, I am sure this one came into being because of all my struggles, learning the lessons I did along the way made me who I am today, relatable. Fifth was positivity. I love this about myself; even in a bad situation, I got this quality from my mother. She used to say her dad would tell her, now come on, we aren’t going to ruin a whole day because of a few bad minutes. She was full of beauty and grace. I look for what is good, what is beautiful. This one is partly because I have chosen to get involved in what I focus on. Seeing these qualities line up, describing me in a way that I had not thought of before, showed me I was where I needed to be, telling my story, leading the way for others to heal.

			I hope you will try this test and share your results with someone I think this was the first step to my loving myself. I did not make these qualities up; I knew they existed. I just didn’t realize they were my strengths. I had been taking them for granted. Learning to build on these strengths was a self-confidence boost. There was beauty in my ashes. God was designing a mosaic. I had found the first piece of the abstract puzzle. I had no idea that my natural abilities also had something to do with the beauty I possessed.

			It is time to be present in this moment, just as you are, to be you. Be proud of who you are and acknowledge other people by celebrating their differences! There is a beauty inside of you, a beauty that is all your own. You must search for it, you must ask God to reveal it to you, to reveal Himself to you. Buddha said: One candle can light 1,000 candles without diminishing its own light. It’s time for you to learn to shine your light.
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