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Note to the Reader 

 

This book is based on personal experiences, reflections, and  readings  from  the  fields  of  personal  development  and applied  psychology.  Its  purpose  is  to  offer  perspectives, ideas,  and  exercises  that  may  support  the  process  of reflection and self-awareness. 

The  content  of  this  book  is  not  intended  to  replace psychological counseling, psychotherapy, or any other form of professional specialized support. Readers are encouraged to  seek  help  from  a  qualified  professional  when  facing difficult  situations  or  challenges  that  require  professional assistance. 

The exercises and suggestions presented in this book are offered  as  tools  for  reflection  and  personal  growth.  Every person is  different,  and the way  these ideas can  be applied will depend on each individual’s context and life experience. 

Readers  are  encouraged  to  use  these  ideas  with discernment,  to  respect  their  own  limits,  and  to  allow themselves the time needed to discover what works best for them. 


Introduction 

 

Most guides about abuse focus on how to leave a toxic relationship.  This  advice  can  be  helpful,  but  for  many women—and  sometimes  men—leaving  immediately  is  not possible. Fear, family responsibilities, limited resources,  or social isolation can make this decision extremely difficult or even impossible at the moment. 

This guide offers a different perspective: how to survive psychologically and emotionally when leaving right away is not an option. It is a guide about inner protection, managing emotions, creating daily routines, and developing resilience even in the midst of chaos. 

This  book  does  not  promise  that  the  environment  will change  overnight.  Instead,  it  offers  practical  tools  and concrete  steps  to  help  you  preserve  your  mental  and emotional well-being, to avoid losing yourself, and to remain strong  in  the  face  of  abuse.  The  goal  is  not  only  physical survival,  but  also  regaining  control  over  your  own  life  and emotions, even when external circumstances remain toxic. 

This  book  was  born  from  my  life  experience—from pain, fear, and obstacles, but also from the desire to survive and to create a safe space for myself and for those I love. 

I lived for many years in an abusive environment, but I discovered that the strength to survive does not  come from physical force. It comes from caring for the soul, the mind, and  the  heart.  It  comes  from  the  inner  resources  and  daily routines  that  can  keep  us  balanced  even  when  we  cannot immediately change the environment around us. 

It was not easy to raise children in a family marked by abuse  and  hardship,  to  continue  my  studies,  to  work  with students, to rescue dozens of abandoned animals, and to rise again after moments of deep despair. Yet every small step, every  breathing  exercise,  every  gratitude  ritual,  and  every decision not to absorb the negative energy around me helped me remain whole and continue to grow. 

Each chapter will guide you in building an inner space of safety, developing your inner resources and resilience, and taking small but meaningful steps that can bring clarity and protection. 

This book is not only my story. It is a guide for anyone who  finds  themselves  in  a  difficult  situation  and  feels  that they cannot immediately leave a toxic environment. 

Within these pages you will find: 

• simple methods for emotional release and conscious breathing 

• daily rituals of gratitude and protection • psychological strategies for dealing with manipulation and abuse 

• practical advice based on my life experience and my studies in psychosociology 

This guide is for you if: 

• you feel trapped in an abusive environment and cannot leave immediately 

• you want to protect your mind, emotions, and energy on a daily basis 

• you are looking for realistic and practical tools, not just theoretical ideals 

This  is  not  an  easy  path,  but  survival  is  possible,  and every small step matters. If you have the patience to follow the  ideas  in  this  book,  you  will  learn  how  to  protect  your mind and your heart, create moments of calm and peace, and build a life in which you feel safe and in control. 

I invite you to walk alongside me on this journey and to discover  together  how  we  can  remain  strong  and  at  peace with ourselves even in the most difficult moments. 

This book does not have to be read in a rigid, beginning-to-end  manner.  Some  chapters  are  closer  to  personal storytelling,  while  others  are  more  reflective  and  include exercises that can be explored at each reader’s own pace. 

Some readers may recognize themselves in these pages, while  others  may  discover  ideas  that  help  them  better understand the dynamics of difficult relationships. 

The  exercises  in  this  book  are  not  obligations  or universal  solutions.  They  are  invitations  to  reflection  and self-awareness. Each reader can choose what resonates with them and return to certain exercises whenever they feel the need. 

Sometimes,  simply  asking  a  new  question  about  your own experience can open the door to a different perspective. 

 

With warmth, 

Angela 




The Beginning of the Journey 

 

"What  may  seem  like  a  beautiful  beginning  can  sometimes hide a lesson we will only understand much later."

 

I  was  born  in  a  mining  town,  into  a  family  with  four daughters, occupying that seemingly neutral position of “the third,” which does not attract the attention given to the first child, nor the protection offered to the youngest, and which, without seeming important  at  first,  becomes a space where you learn quite early to  adapt,  to  observe, and to  find  your place without asking for it directly. 

This  position  is  not  just  a  detail  of  context,  but  the beginning  of  an  inner  structure,  because  in  the  absence  of constant attention, the child does not disappear, but learns to regulate herself according to others, developing an increased sensitivity to the surrounding environment and, at the same time,  a  subtle  distancing  from  her  own  needs,  which  most often remain unexpressed.  

The first clear memory I have is from when I was about three years old, when my parents brought my youngest sister home. We lived in a small apartment with two rooms. For a family with four children, it was not much space, but for me, at that time, it was my entire universe. 

The  house  was  always  full  of  movement  and  voices. My parents were simple people who gave us what they could under the conditions of a life that constantly demanded a lot from them. Their love was not absent, but it was not always visible  in  the  forms  a  child  needs  in  order  to  truly  feel  it. There is a profound difference between loving and being able to  express  that  love  in  a  way  that  can  be  emotionally received. 

Today  I  understand  that  each  of  them  gave  as  much  as they  knew  and  were  able  to,  depending  on  the  models, experiences,  and  information  they  had,  without  always having  access  to  other  reference  points  or  a  different understanding of emotional needs. 

My  parents  were  protective  people,  and  I  do  not remember ever lacking their care, but each of them showed it  in  their  own  way.  My  mother  was  a  woman  often overwhelmed by responsibilities, and her presence, although constant,  was  not  an  affectionate  one  in  the  warm  and expressive sense—not because she did not feel, but because sometimes life consumes exactly that part of you that could show  what  you  feel.  She  was  not  the  kind  of  mother  who offered many hugs or tender words, not because she did not love  us,  but  because  life  sometimes  weighed  on  her  more than she could show. 

My father, on the other hand, was warmer. He worked in the  mine  and  was  the  only  one  bringing  money  into  the household, and although he was tired from the hard labor, he still  managed  to  convey  closeness  through  simple  but meaningful gestures—those small moments in which he gave you his time. 

I  remember  very  clearly  the  evenings  when  he  came home from work. Many times I would wait for him, and as soon  as  he  walked  through  the  door,  I  would  bring  him  a small  stool to  rest  his  leg on.  Then  I  would climb onto  his knee, and even if he was tired or hungry after a long day of work, he would share his food with me, feeding me with a patience and gentleness that I could feel without the need for many words. 

For  a  child,  however,  these  differences  are  not consciously  analyzed,  because  the  mind  does  not  form logical conclusions about the absence or presence of love, but rather extracts sensations and builds beliefs. 

When affection is  not  expressed consistently, the child does not come to believe that she is not loved, but rather that she must do more, be better, deserve more—thus developing, without  realizing  it,  an  inner  mechanism  through  which personal worth becomes conditional. 

This is one of the most important psychological processes formed in childhood, because it is not what we are told that shapes us most deeply, but what we repeatedly experience. 

The  brain,  in  its  attempt  to  create  stability,  turns  these experiences into patterns that will later influence our choices, reactions,  and  relationships,  without  us  being  aware  of  the connection between past and present. 

In  my  case,  this  adaptation  also  manifested  as  a  deep need  to  protect  and  to  save,  something  that  on  the  surface may appear as empathy or sensitivity, but which, at a deeper level,  often  hides  the  desire  to  validate  one’s  own  worth through usefulness—through being able to do something for someone else, to help, to matter. 

My father liked to read. He would go to the town library and borrow books that he brought home; we would read them together, and then talk about them. For me, those moments were  a  world  of  their  own.  On  Sundays,  we  liked  to  play chess or morris—it was our time, and sometimes he would say with a smile, “you are daddy’s little boy.” Maybe that is why I was more tomboyish—I liked climbing trees, running, exploring, and inventing games with the other children. We didn’t have many toys, but we had imagination. I would make dolls out of clothes or invent all kinds of games with simple things. 

From a young age, I had a soft spot for animals. Many times  I  found  abandoned  baby  animals  in  the  trash,  and  I would  try  to  save  them,  give  them  milk,  and  take  care  of them.  My  parents  didn’t  allow  me  to  keep  animals  in  the house, so I would leave them near the building or in places where I thought they would be safe, but unfortunately, many times when I returned, I found them dead. 

For  a  child,  these  moments  are  painful.  I  didn’t understand why I couldn’t save them, but every time I found another abandoned animal, I tried again. 

Without realizing it, this experience turned into a pattern. I felt that mix of sadness and helplessness, but I didn’t give up, because the mind tends to return to places where it has not managed to close an emotional experience. 

This  is  how  we  sometimes  end  up  repeating  similar situations,  not  because  we  don’t  see  the  difference,  but because, at a deeper level, we are trying to achieve a different outcome, hoping that this time it will be different. 

Looking  back  now,  I  realize  that  the  desire  to  protect vulnerable    beings    has    always    been    within    me. At  school,  things  were  different,  because  there  was  a  clear system  of  validation,  where  results  were  recognized  and appreciated. For me, this became one of the few areas where I  felt  I  had  control  and  could  be  seen—not  necessarily  for who  I  was,  but  for  what  I  did,  which  reinforced  the  same mechanism. 

At the same time, socially, I developed a personality that appeared  confident,  sociable,  and  even  rebellious,  which gave  me  a  place  in  the  group  and  a  form  of  visibility. In reality, it functioned as a layer of protection, because often what  looks  like  confidence  is  actually  a  strategy  to  hide insecurity.  In  the  absence  of  others,  this  mask  no  longer serves  a  purpose,  leaving  room  for  exactly  those  emotions you were trying to avoid. 

At school, I liked to learn. I had good results and often received first, second, or third prizes. I read a lot, sometimes even at night, by the light of a lamp, so as not to use too much electricity. 

My  parents  made  sure  we  had  what  we  needed  for school,  but  they  were  not  very  involved  in  our  lives  as students. They went to school only when they were called (to parent  meetings)  and  did  not  talk  much  about  what  was happening in our lives as students. 

In  a  way,  my  path  at  school  was  more  of  a  personal struggle. I wanted to get good grades and worked hard for it, not  necessarily  because  someone  demanded  it  of  me,  but because I felt within myself the desire to succeed, to be seen. 

Although  my  parents  tried  to  provide  us  with  the conditions  needed  for  school,  they  did  not  take  part  in  my activities.  At  school  celebrations  or  performances  where  I was invited to recite or play small roles, the hall was always full.  Yet  I  would  constantly  search  the  audience  with  my eyes. I never saw those familiar, dear faces I was hoping for. 

Over time, I came to understand that it wasn’t because they didn’t care. Life was simply too difficult for them. My father came home exhausted from the mine and often went out  to  paint  apartments  for  extra  money,  while  my  mother was  overwhelmed  by  the  responsibilities  of  the  household and caring for four children. 

Even  so,  these  experiences  left  within  me  a  strong desire—the  desire  to  be  seen,  appreciated,  and  loved. Without  knowing  it  at  the  time,  this  need  would  go  on  to influence many of my choices in life. 

In  my  family,  I  don’t  remember  there  being  major conflicts.  My  parents  didn’t  argue  often,  or  if  they  did,  I wasn’t aware of it. Sometimes my mother would get upset if my  father  came  home  late  from  work,  but  such  moments were rare. 

Instead, the place where I grew up was one where many people  found  support.  Sometimes  women  who  had  been beaten by their husbands came to our home, having run away and needing a place to stay for a while. Other times, people came seeking help or borrowing money. 

Even though we were not a wealthy family, my parents always found a way to help. Without realizing it at the time, it  was  in  that  home  that  I  learned  my  first  lessons  about compassion,  solidarity,  and  the idea  that  sometimes  people simply  need  a  safe  place  where  they  can  be  received  and heard. 

Today, many years later, I realize that that small house was not just the place where I grew up. It was the place where I began to learn what kindness means and the strength it takes to offer help even when you don’t have much. 

A  seemingly  minor  moment,  but  one  with  a  deep impact, was when someone in my family made fun of what I was writing. That gesture, although simple on the surface and not meant to hurt, was perceived by my mind as invalidation, triggering  a  protective  reaction  of  withdrawal.  In  such situations, we don’t give up what we love—we give up what exposes us and makes us vulnerable in front of others. 

Years later, I understood that such moments are not just isolated  events,  but  points  where  deep  beliefs  are  formed about  expression,  worth,  and  safety—beliefs  that  remain active for a long time, even when the context has changed. 

In adolescence, this inner structure was also reflected in the  relationships  I  chose,  because  what  I  called  love  at  the time  was  often  a  combination  of  attraction,  emotional intensity, and familiarity. 

As I grew, I became a sociable and somewhat rebellious child.  I  liked  being  at  the  center  of  the  group,  surrounding myself with popular classmates, laughing a lot. I made jokes and, sometimes, I laughed at those who were not part of our group. 

In high school, I was already dreamy and playful. I had a list of boys I liked. I jokingly called them “Cutie 1,” “Cutie 2,” “Cutie 3,” and so on. 

Sometimes I did everything I could to meet them or start a conversation with them. But when one of them suggested we meet, I often didn’t go anymore. It was a game between curiosity, shyness, and the desire to be liked. 

One of those boys, however, would change my life. He was  a student  at  the same high school,  one  year  older than me.  On  my  list,  he  was  “Cutie  2.”  During  a  break,  in  a childish yet bold gesture, I tripped him in the hallway. That was my way of starting a conversation. Later, I invited him to a school gathering with music and dancing, and that’s how our  story  began.  For  me,  it  was  an  adventure,  a  new emotion—that  intense  feeling  you  experience  for  the  first time at that age. 

He was more reserved than I was. He had a sad, piercing gaze, with blue-green eyes that drew attention. Compared to my sociable and playful nature, he seemed more mysterious. When  I  told  my  parents  about  him,  their  reaction  was immediate  and  firm.  They  did  not  want  to  accept  the relationship. The reason was simple and very clear to them: he  came  from  a  family  where  the  father  was  alcoholic  and violent, and his mother had been a victim of physical abuse for many years. My parents were afraid that I would end up living the same reality. 

At that age, however, their words did not have the power to stop me. For me, what I felt was more important than their warnings,  and  so  we  saw  each  other  in  secret. The  stronger  my  parents’  opposition,  the  more  intense  the relationship seemed. It is a mechanism many young people experience:  prohibition  makes  the  emotion  feel  even stronger. 

Years later, I would come to understand that sometimes parents can see things that we, caught up in emotions, fail to notice. But at that time, I was just a girl in love who believed that love could solve everything. 

Thus,  I  entered  a  relationship  that,  at  the  beginning, seemed like a high school story, but over time became much more than
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