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Content Warning
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This collection of poems reflects my journey of healing and thriving after enduring childhood sexual abuse. As you read, please be mindful that some poems may evoke strong emotions. I encourage you to approach this collection with care. Your well-being is important—take breaks if needed, and feel free to skip any content that feels overwhelming.

If you experience distress while reading, I encourage you to reach out to a trusted person or mental health professional. For additional support, please refer to the Resources section at the end of the book.





To Swami Dayananda Saraswati:

A Song of Gratitude


I came to study Vedanta

wanting to be free

and when my heart was breaking

you stood by me.




I had never met anyone

so honest, so kind

your compassion and care

restored my mind.




Even when I was at my worst

you were calm and clear

your patience and wisdom

lessened my fears.




No matter the distance

you took my calls

offering your support

every time I’d fall.




I was plagued by doubt

drowning in despair

and you revealed my worth

with such tender care.




You broke down my walls

taught me to listen

helped me to grow

to trust my intuition.




Oh, how I wish

you were still here to see

the freedom and joy

that now lives in me.




Thank you, Swamiji

for the gift you gave

your wisdom and guidance

made me brave.




You believed in me

when I couldn’t find my way…

because of you

I cherish who I am today.







Introduction
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I never thought I would find the courage to share my story. For years, I suffered in silence, convinced my secrets would be buried with me. But one day, while watching American Idol, a contestant’s simple yet profound words struck a chord deep within me: “Everyone has a story; you just have to be a survivor of your story.” In that moment, I realized I had not only survived but was thriving despite everything I’d been through.

That day marked a transformative moment in my life. I told my childhood friend the secret I had kept hidden from almost everyone: I’m a survivor of sexual abuse and was sold as a child.

Speaking my truth freed me in ways I never could have imagined. A wall within me began to crumble, and as I expressed the emotions that seeped through the cracks, the heaviness I had carried for so long transformed into a serene lightness.

My life has been a journey marked by both pain and privilege. While the pain of my past runs deep, I feel privi-leged because my longtime companions—shame, despair, and self-doubt—no longer weigh me down. Gone are the days when fear, mistrust, and judgment—both from others and myself—dominated my life. At sixty-six, I’m finally at peace and more content than I ever thought possible.

When I began doing the work to resolve my past, it felt like I was trapped in a dark tunnel, groping through dark-ness and losing my footing at every turn. I longed to find someone who had been through something similar and emerged on the other side. I needed reassurance that heal-ing was attainable. Today, I’m honored to be the example I once needed.

This collection is my testimony to thriving after surviving. Through these poems, I offer an honest account of my journey towards self-acceptance. My goal is not to act as a guide but to extend a hand to fellow survivors who, like I once did, live with shame and fear of judgment.

My message is simple: healing is possible. We are not defined by our past. What happened to us does not have to dictate who we are today. Facing trauma is both challenging and courageous, but it can lead to inner freedom and peace. I’m living proof that such liberation is possible, and I sincerely wish the same for every survivor. I hope my poems inspire you to embark on your own healing journey and discover the strength and resilience that is an inherent part of you.
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Despair’s Cry


A deep sorrow

grips my soul

a relentless ache

takes its toll.




My mind teeters

on the brink

like a ship in a storm

about to sink.




Into the silence

I scream in vain…

tears falling

like torrential rain.




Pain pierces

through to my core

I’m completely broken

sprawled out on the floor.




I must find a way

to lift this weight

before despair

dictates my fate.







Into the Void


Sinking into darkness

silence all around

lost in its vastness

only emptiness abounds.




No hope…

the hollowness chills my soul

I’m beyond the point

of being consoled.




No tunnel, no light

just black, binding pain

a deep-seated grief

etched in my brain.




No end in sight

no more fight…

just a fading ember

swallowed by night.







Storm Within


The rage I couldn’t show

lay dormant

smoldering below.




Bursting forth

loathing

a fiery force.




Without warning

thoughts

began swarming.




An avalanche of emotion

my mind

a turbulent ocean.




Storm passed

heart

downcast.




Deeply dismayed

by choices

I made.
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