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3 Stories of how the 
power of writing can 
help heal



Note to Readers,
I cringe when I hear people say that magic doesn’t exist. Why? Because it absolutely does exist. I truly believe 

that words and stories change the world. I don’t think there’s anything more magical than that.  

It’s taken me a long time to make the connection, but when I realized that so much of my healing came out in 

pages, it all made sense. All the writing I’ve done in my lifetime has been part of my healing. Sometimes, it was  

in the form of a personal essay—!e day my dad cried— for a creative writing class in high school. Sometimes, it 

was in dusty journals with raw and gritty and so-unbelivably-authentic thoughts. For a while, it was projecting 

what I wasn’t ready to own through fiction. Lately, I’ve been finding my healing in work like this: personal 

writing, helping and learning from people like you, who have a story to tell.  

Your stories and your words, they matter. If you’ve been silenced or shut down for using your voice — remember 

that your writing, in whatever form it takes, is valid.  

And it’s more powerful than you know. 
I have witnessed the power words can have on individuals and their healing. The proof is in the stories we tell to 

ourselves. The truths we force ourselves to face through the page because at least that’s easier on the heart than 

facing it  head on. The two amazing women who graciously allowed me to use their stories here are living proof. 

I’m living proof.  

I sincerely hope you find these stories of hope, survival and recovery as inspiring as I do.  

And if you want to know how to harness that power yourself, check out the o!er at the end. 

XOXO,
Jade Eby



Writing to Heal
BY JADE EBY

I’ve been writing for as long as I 
can remember. From the very first 
time I read a sentence that hit me 
in the gut, I knew without a doubt 
just how powerful words can be. I 
yearned, even at a young age, to 
evoke that same kind of power 
from my own words.  

But for most of my life, I felt as 
though I was chasing an 
impossible goal. I wrote… but 
nothing ever struck me as 
powerful. As an undergrad in my 
creative writing courses, I tried 
desperately to impress my 

instructors with 
my words – 
hoping that 
they would see 
the power in 
them that I 
couldn’t. I 
became 
convinced that I 
wasn’t one of 

those writers – the kind that 
commands your attention, 
touches your heart, and 
penetrates down to the bones.  

Then again, I was under the 
impression that in order to feel 
the power of my words – they had 
to be read by someone else.  

Turns out I was very, very wrong.  

When I began researching and 
developing a writing workshop for 
trauma survivors, I pulled out 
some of my old, dusty journals. 

Pages and pages of smeared 
pencil and ink lived inside those 
notebooks – but so did something 
unexpected. As I read through the 
pages, I saw the teenage me. The 
young adult me. I read without 
judgment and felt every ounce of 
the pain that I put down on those 
pages and that’s when I realized 
that my words did have power. 
Because they were words and 
sentences and scenes that 
belonged completely to me. The 
words in these journals were 
never meant for anyone but 
myself and as such, I was honest 
to the core. I didn’t know as an 
angsty teenager that I was using 
writing as a therapeutic tool – a 
way to cope with the chaos in my 
life.  

I’m grateful I had the foresight to 
keep these journals because all 
these years later, I see it so clearly. 
These journals map out the 

“I have come to believe that we can change 
the world through writing deeply and 

openly.” 
Jennifer Cross

https://amzn.to/2Xj78dA
https://amzn.to/2Xj78dA


formative years of my life. The 
pain and anger. The deep sense of 
feeling like an outsider. The 
newness of falling in love. The 
heartbreak of unrequited longing. 
It’s all there in those pages.  
After this revelation about the 
journals, I became curious about 
the writing I did outside of those 
journals. I thumbed through the 
giant book of essays and papers 
I’d written for college. Most of 
what I found was contrite, 
predictable, and not at all 
powerful. They were written for a 
purpose, an end goal, a particular 
reader in mind. 

I thought maybe I’d lost the ability 
to write powerfully. Maybe all my 
writing classes had knocked the 
power right out of me. 

But then I found the stack of 
loose-leaf paper that was wedged 
between my “Thematic Analysis 
of Bleak House by Charles 
Dickens” essay. 

Turns out, they were warm-up 
exercises for one of my creative 
writing classes. Again, not meant 
to be turned in or read by anyone 
but me. And there it was in all its 
beautiful glory. Sentences that 
made me shiver when I read 
them. Not because the sentences 
were beautiful or lyrical or good. 
But they were powerful. Because 

the root of all powerful and 
meaningful writing is connection 
and truth.  

This is one of the passages I 
wrote that stuck out to me the 
most.  

Assignment: Set a timer for 20 
minutes. Listen to the sounds 
around you. Write about the 
sounds, but more importantly, 
write about what those sounds 
mean to you. How do they make 
you feel? 

I am alone in a dimly lit room. 
!ere's a buzz from the air 
conditioning unit outside my 
window but it doesn't bother me. 
Rather, it's soothing that it's 
consistent. It's too quiet when it 
turns o". It's a Saturday in mid-
August. School is back in session. 
!ere’s a group of people out in the 
courtyard playing volleyball. Or at 
least pretending to play volleyball. 
!ey laugh and the hair on the 
back of my neck stands up. Pop 
music blares from their radio and if 
I close my eyes, just for a second, I 
can see myself amongst them. 
Laughing at stupid jokes. Flirting 
with the one with tanned skin and 
sandy blonde hair. Yes, I can see 
myself amongst them, with hair 
that’s a bit more glossy. A stomach 
that is taut and slim. A face that 
begs someone to notice. But the 

second passes and when I open my 
eyes. I am alone in a dimly lit room. 

When I look at that passage today, 
I see a scared, insecure, and 
lonely young woman. I feel the 
grit and bitterness in her voice. 
The yearning to be noticed. To be 
included. I feel that tug of 
inadequacy for the me that wrote 
those words.  

As illustrated, writing for yourself 
has the capacity to transform 
words from letters on a page to 
something very powerful and 
healing. But what I know now is 
that this approach to writing 
doesn’t have to be a solitary act. It 
doesn’t have to be discovered 
years later with an afterthought 
of “too little too late.”  

There are instructors and 
providers all over the world who 
have learned how to incorporate 
this approach to writing to help 
others heal. 

Today, if I were to work with 
someone like the teenage me, I 
would not let her leave our 
session without realizing how 
powerful her words are. How 
brave it was for her to put those 
intense words onto paper. I would 
have asked her to dedicate 
another session to these truths of 



hers because underneath the 
words, I see healing.  

The point of this personal story is 
to show that entering into a 
relationship with words for a very 
specific reason, in a very specific 
way can lead to powerful 
recovering. To illustrate what this 
type of writing can look like in 
practice, I asked one of my  
Expressive Writing Workshop 
students for permission to use 
her passage here.* 

The session's rules were very 
simple: Think about a memory 
from your childhood. Something 
that sticks out over all the other 
memories. Feel free to write this 
passage however you feel serves 
you. Write for 20 minutes. Do not 
worry about grammar or 
sentence structure.  

We got home from the creek right as 
momma slammed the door. My 
brother, Brian ran after her, 
tugging at her dress. Mama's boy. I 
didn't bother because I knew what 
the slamming door meant. Mama 
pushed Brian away from her and 
yelled at me. "Take your brother 
inside. I gotta go.” 

“Go where?" Brian asked her. 

I don't know if mama answered 
him, but if she did, I can't 
remember what she said. !ere's 
was always someplace new she was 
headed. She'd be gone a day or two 
or even a few weeks but she'd be 
back. She always came back. 

Inside, the walls shook as the sound 
of Patsy Cline’s crooning attempted 
to cover up the damage of my 
father’s fists. 

"Dad?" I squeaked out. I wasn't sure 
which version we'd get tonight. On 
the nights mama left, it was a toss 
up. Sloppy and drunk or mean and 
sober.  

"Not good enough? Not enough my 
ass. I knew I shouldn't have..." he 
sputtered as he took her 
undergarments from the 
drawers. 
Brian had crept up behind 
me and tightened his hand 
around a wad of my t-
shirt.  

My father turned around, 
stepped forward and 
though Brian and I 
flinched and waited for the 

sting of his hand smacking our 
cheeks, we were instead pulled into 
my father's arms.  

"I think she's gone for good. I lost 
her…” 

I don't remember what else he said 
because it was the first time I didn't 
struggle to get out of my father's 
embrace. 

My eyes welled when I read that 
passage from my student. I have 
no idea if it's a true memory or 
not, but that's not the point of 
expressive writing. The point is 
what comes after the writing.  

I give a short survey after each 
session to gauge how the student 
is connecting with their writing 
and the particular sessions. This 

*Note that this expressive writing session was part of a larger Expressive Writing Workshop that I host. This is 
a session that comes in the middle of the workshop, so it's not a session topic I recommend starting o! with 

OR without some instruction on how to utilize the session to move forward in recovery context.



student's post-writing session survey surprised me 
because it was clear that this was a painful memory for 
her, but she wrote through it and came to some clarity 
throughout the process. That’s the exact point of these 
writing exercises. 

It’s important to note that recovery doesn’t happen 
overnight, and it doesn’t happen with just one or two 
writing sessions. Expressive writing, when done 
consistently and with oversight, can be profoundly 
useful in recovery. As with most things – it’s a tool to be 
used when and if someone finds it helpful. 

Want to try it out for yourself? Here’s a starter 
expressive writing prompt to try out: 

!ink about someone in your life that you haven’t been 
completely honest with. What held you back from being 
honest with this person? What did you not say? What 
did you say instead? If this person were standing in 
front of you right now, would you tell them the all the 
things you want to say? Start your timer for 20 minutes 
and write the answers to these questions. Don’t worry 
about grammar or sentence structure and don’t stop 
writing until the time is up. 

How did it feel writing during that exercise? Were you 
honest? Did you shy away from the truth? Did you dig 
deep and write down things you were furious about? 
The magic of these exercises really comes to light 
during the post-writing session, when you can look 
back at what you’ve written and identify patterns or 
themes. Tidbits of insight into your subconscious or all 
the things you’ve felt but suppressed.  

So, go forth and write. In the words of one of my 
mentors, Jennifer Cross:  

“Write the rage. Write letters that will never 
get sent. Say everything you wanted to say, 

everything you did say, everything they 
should have been able to hear you say.”

Jade Eby is a published author, and a Certified Trauma 
Recovery Coach, who specializes in empowering family 
members of o!enders to work on their recovery and stop 
the cycle of intergenerational trauma. 

Her work with trauma survivors, other coaches, and 
writers inspired her to launch her own consulting firm, 
Purrfect Consulting. 

You can find her at these places: 
FB: jadeebycoaching 
Twitter: jadeebycoaching 
Instagram: jadeebycoaching 
Medium: You Can Too

http://www.jadeebycoaching.com
http://www.jadeebycoaching.com
http://www.purrfectconsulting.com
https://www.facebook.com/jadeebycoaching
https://twitter.com/jadeebycoaching
http://instagram.com/jadeebycoaching
https://medium.com/you-can-too
http://www.jadeebycoaching.com
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When I was a little girl, some of my happiest memories 
were tremendously simple 
yet incredibly loving. My 
Grandpa lived about eight 
hours from us, so I didn’t 
get to see him very often. 
When we would visit, the 
house always smelled like 
something yummy was 
cooking, and I’d sit in my 
Grandpa’s den on the 
cracked leather couch 
which was softened from 
age and so large to my tiny 
frame that I was 
swallowed up in it. While 
he was at work, I would 
take my doll and play 
house in the cedar closet 
which held his ice cream 
colored cardigans with the 
alligator on them. When 
he came home from work, I waited until he greeted 
Grandma and then he would come in and read the 
paper in his favorite chair. I’d climb up in his lap and he 
would twinkle at me, and I would fish around in his 
shirt pocket where there were always two pieces of 
candy. While I sucked on the first one, he would read 
the funnies out loud to me. Then he’d move onto 
current events and talk about people in places I had 
never been or heard of, and what they were standing 
for, how they lived, how fortunate we were to not have 
to walk a mile a day to bring dirty water to our family. 

He would tell me that each person had unique gifts to 
give to others but first, they 

had to use their voice to 
state their truth. His eyes 
bright, he’d say “Never let 
your truth be diminished 
or your voice go 
unspoken, little one, you 
have something to say.” 

For a long time, I didn’t 
know where my voice was 
in the vastness of my 
jumbled thoughts and the 
untangling of 
developmental trauma. I 
would think about what 
my Grandpa said every so 
often and stomp down 
that small voice inside, the 
shame of not having my 
voice be ‘good enough.’ I 

journaled endlessly, pouring out thoughts onto the 
paper but never told anyone. The challenge of working 
through that seemingly endless chaos and letting my 
words and thoughts out to help others seemed 
impossible. I stood on silent principles and my vocal 
cords were hoarse with unexpressed angst. There were 
so many times in my life that writing had been cathartic 
for me, but I couldn’t share it; the creation of 
something messy yet beautiful. I needed a rebirth 
before I could pass through an outgrowing of my fear. 

I Have Something to Say, So Do You
BY JENNIFER KINDERA



In my early twenties, I entered 
therapy for the first time and 
landed upon a wonderful woman 
named Donna, who had the 
kindest blue eyes I’d ever seen. 
She gave me journaling 
homework, books to read, and 
thoughts to ponder. She said, I 
hear you. I hear your voice and it’s 
safe for you to state your truth. The 
slant of my writing changed, the 
pen had new ink, my paper was 
crisp and heavy. At times it was 
tear-stained and fragmented, but 
I kept persevering. It felt like my 

best friend who would never let 
me down, heard me and kept me 
focused on being true to myself. 

I didn’t have a term for this kind 
of writer’s block. I was writing. I 
just couldn’t share what I was 
writing. One day I sat down to 
journal and out poured a blog 
about my inner child work. That 
little girl, who had been stuck in 
time, frozen from the word ‘go,’ 
brought her voice to the surface. 
She had been blocked. I had been 
blocking her. 

But that blog post freed my voice. 
It allowed my little girl to write, 
and by letting her take the reins, 
it opened up the parts of my voice 
that were silencing the rest of me. 
The first time I published a piece 
and it helped others in situations 
like I had been in, and they wrote 
about their pain—used writing as 
a window to discharge hurt and 
tremors—I felt rejuvenated and I 
knew restoration was happening.  

I have something to say. And it is 
worthy and messy and beautiful. 

And you have something to say 
and it is bold and as amazing as 
you are. Don’t let the hurts, 
shame, and pain of the past stifle 
your voice, dim your spirit, and 
hold you in fear. 
Never let your truth be 
diminished or your voice go 
unspoken. You have something to 
say, little one. And here is the 
piece that started it all.  

My Little 

Today I want to talk about my 
‘Little.’ My Little is basically my 
inner child at di!erent ages and 

how she was stunted in her 
growth at the time, due to 
developmental trauma and why 
the importance of recognizing 
her and her needs is so 
instrumental in my healing 
journey of trauma recovery. 
Human beings all have an “inner 
child,” which is defined by 
therapists as that part of our 
identity that is free-spirited, 
spontaneous, and creative, while 
being driven to instantly gratify 
their wants and needs. If you 
spend time with a two-year-old, 

you can readily see their inner 
child, full of the verve of life in 
the moment while telling you 
directly what they want and how 
they feel. On the flip side, they 
can express their negative 
feelings with illogical outbursts 
or be tenacious in striving for the 
object of their immediate desire. 
As children develop into adults, 
the inner child fades more and 
more into the background 
through adolescence and into 
adulthood. 

My earliest memories center 
around my mom, which is pretty 

“Never let your truth be diminished.”



normal considering that our 
primary relationship is the focal 
point of most kids’ lives. What 
was dysfunctional in my world 
was in having a narcissistic 
mother, the constant message 
was that she was perfect and I 
was flawed. When I was about 
four years old, I remember trying 
to plant flowers. I dug up some 
tulips with my little blue plastic 
shovel and yellow pail and I 
moved them to another 
flowerbed, wrecking them in the 
process. I got my frilly dress all 
muddy and went into the house to 
get my mom to show her the 
flowers. She hit the roof, ripped 
my dress to get it o! me and sent 
me to my room, locking me in 
and telling me that little girls 
didn’t get dirty. I ruined my dress 
that she had spent good money 
on, so clearly, I was “bad.” My joy 
in showing her the wilted flowers 
died, and fear and shame took its 
place. The messages became: 
“don’t try anything new,” and 
“you are shameful and 

unworthy,” and “good girls don’t 
get messy.” From that point 
forward, getting messy was 
avoided at all costs, trying new 
things was intensely frightening 
and I never felt able to succeed at 
doing new things, because I 
wasn’t worthy; if I couldn’t 
master it right away I didn’t try at 
all. My inner critic has carried 
that message to this day because 
my Little had been condemned 
and controlled. 

How do I reach that little girl 
inside who was hurt that day and 
stopped trying to live in the joy of 
spontaneity? How do I nourish 
my Little’s needs? On this journey 
of trauma recovery, I found for a 
long time through therapy that it 
felt forced and fake to ‘talk to my 
inner child,’ it felt like I couldn’t 
reach her. That time and place of 
joy and innocence were long 
gone. When my therapist told me 
to tell her that I loved her, that 
she was safe and beautifully 
unique, it didn’t feel authentic. 

And then one day, she showed up. 
Early in my journey, I had a 
wonderful therapist who said, 
“Well why don’t you start 
gardening again?” My inner critic 
responded with, “Well I won’t be 
able to grow anything of course 
and then I will fail because I am 
after all unworthy.” But I decided 
to try. I bought some tulip bulbs 
and I planted them. I used my 
daughter’s plastic shovel and 
bucket. I watered and tended 
them and every time I did, I felt a 
little hope that something would 
grow. And after a bit, small green 
stalks started to pop up in the 
flowerbed. Pretty soon they were 
beautiful full-grown tulips. I was 
positively giddy with my tulip bed 
and so I tried another flowerbed 
and then another and…well you 
get the idea. 

It was soul satisfying. 

My eyes saw the flowers, not 
through my adult eyes but 



through the eyes of my Little. 
Positive, nourished, and loved. 
My tulips loved the earth and sun 
and water, and I loved them. They 
were beautiful and I felt beautiful 
inside too. She felt comforted and 
so did I. We walked through the 
process together and I realized 
that maybe my role with my Little 
now was one of comfort. I could 
comfort her, but in reality, she 
nurtured me. She and I could do 
it together and maybe the flowers 
would grow and maybe they 
wouldn’t, but it was okay to try, 
no matter the outcome. I could be 
proud of her for just trying one 
more time and she could hold my 
hand in the process. 

I had reconnected with my four-
year-old Little. More importantly, 
I had started to nurture her, 
which was something she had 
gone without for a long time. 
Opening my heart to her was a 
tremendous gift that I had been 

denying myself. She brought 
unconditional love to the table, 
something I had never given me. 

My little is ageless and will always 
be part of who I am as an adult. 
Her voice may have been stifled, 
and she may have been stepped 
on, told how to feel, hurt and 
damaged by physical abuse and 
emotional neglect, but she has 
been trying to reach me since the 
dawn of me. Her joy, her 
innocence, her laughter. 

When I connect with her, she 
brings her joy to me. That sparkle 
in my eye is all her, I just have to 
recognize my need for her in my 
life, as an adult and try. Try by 
doing something di#cult. Try by 
not listening to the inner critic 
who says I will fail. Try by not 
believing the lies that my abuse 
taught me. Honoring my Littles 
shifted my perspective from 
perfectionism and unworthiness 

to acceptance and self-
compassion. She knows nothing 
of limitations or expectations and 
loves completely. She celebrates 
that I am not my abuse, I am that 
little girl who joyfully plants 
flowers and watches them bloom 
on a sunlit day. 

Jennifer Kindera is a trauma 
survivor who has been  walking the 
path of recovery for over 20 years.  

As a Certified Trauma  Recovery 
Coach, she works with survivors of 
developmental trauma and  re-
traumatization, and is able to bring 
experience, hope and empathy to 
her clients. You can find her at 
these places: 

Website: Jennifer Kindera 
Coaching 
FB: jenniferkindera 
Twitter: jenniferkindera 
Instagram: jenniferkindera 
Medium: Jennifer Kindera
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I watch a light dusting of snow 
come down on this idyllic winter 
afternoon. Even though we’ve 
been on a stretch of gloomy, sun-
deprived days, the opportunity to 
curl up and tend to some writing 
projects allure me. I feel a tug of 
inspiration. There are no 
appointments or projects outside 
the house today for which I’m 
grateful. The dogs are snuggled up 
near me, one at my side, one at my 
feet and are content, full, and 
warm. My husband is happily 
creating in his studio and my 
grown daughter is busily occupied 
with her life on the other side of 
the city. I can’t locate any apparent 
danger. Safety of myself and loved 
ones...check.  

I scan the room and everything 
seems in order. The doors are 
locked and my home appears 
secure and safe. The curtains are 
drawn enough to keep anyone 
from looking in and startling me. 

I’m snug in my couch, my back to 
the wall, facing the entry to my 
home. I know what I’m doing even 
as I’m doing it. Hypervigilance 
calmed by assessing my 
surroundings… Check.  
  
I sit with myself for a moment to 
ensure that I am centered and safe 
enough to begin the journey 
inward to visit the inner world of 
the child that holds the stories. 
I’ve eaten today and have had a 
decent night’s sleep. No triggering 
memories or events have surfaced, 
I feel grounded and connected to 

reality, present in the moment. I 
think I’m good to go. Assessment of 
self …. Check. 

Feeling somewhat reassured by 
my physical and emotional safety 
checklist, I pop open the laptop 
and see if she’s willing to talk. 

The reality is that I have an article 
to complete. In fact, I have several 
submissions to compose and a 
book to finish that is 70,000 words 
in and 9/10ths done. I’m looking 
forward to knocking some of this 
work o! of my to-do list. 

Writing as a 
Trauma 
Survivor 

BY LAUREL LEWIS



As I begin to review my material, I feel the familiar 
stir. At first, I’m just unsettled, then it seizes me. My 
heart picks up its pace and I feel my anxiety 
mounting, not with what I’ve discovered to be a 
traditional writer’s block but with a terrorized 
struggle between my little one and the adult “me.” 
The adult wants to meet the deadlines, actively 
participate in various writing projects and continue 
the advocacy for my cause yet the little one who 
holds the details of my stories begins pulling back 
the reins something fierce right now. She’s telling 
me something but I don’t exactly know what it is. 
The capitulation is activated. 

I’ve encountered this conundrum before as I’ve 
attempted to balance between the intoxicating 
freedom of allowing my voice versus the terror of 
actually parting with information that I’ve held 
captive for decades. Information that has brilliantly 
saved my life while simultaneously keeping me 
safe…yet stuck in so many ways. A paradox for sure.  

I’ve discovered a powerful and innate desire to 
connect to the smallest parts of myself silenced by 
trauma and shame. I want to know her, I want to 
hear her dark secrets, I want to desperately reunite 
with her. And over the years since recovering my 
repressed memories, I’ve done exactly that. But 
right now, I can’t get her to talk, let alone whisper to 
me.  

As a survivor, I long to tell my story for reasons that 
go beyond the simple recollection of my history. I 
have a fundamental need to create a coherent 
narrative of my past. Trauma has fragmented, 
repressed, and distorted my core memories and 
history. It has lied to me viciously, telling me I’m 

worthless with no right to even utter a word of what 
has happened to me. It tells me to shut up in the 
most violent voice and remain quiet to preserve the 
pathology of its existence. It has stolen my past and 
I want it back.  

It’s hardwired in my recovery process to be able to 
give voice to the muted child and reclaim my 
narrative. In a sense, survivors desire to purge what 
little we do know AS we attempt to discover what we 
don’t know. Each and every time, we must return to 
the scene of the crime, hoping for the best. The 
conflict of wanting to purge the story while 
revisiting it creates great anxiety because in the 
unearthing comes the intense jarring of being 
“there” again. Exhuming our stories challenges us 
intensely and takes us to places that we vowed to 
escape. We must straddle two planes of existence, 
the "now" versus the "then" and be grounded enough 
in ourselves to know the di!erence. 

It’s an incredibly tricky process. In an e!ort to 
excavate the missing elements of our memories and 
snap together the pieces of the past, we must think 
about the very things that are unthinkable IF we can 
remember them at all. 

So how do we accomplish the unearthing process 
when often our trauma occurred at a young age or 
perhaps even a preverbal time in our lives? How do 
we form the elusive coherent narrative from 
flashbulb moments, create a linear timeline from 
disordered and fragmented emotions or moments 
encoded and imprinted with so much fear that it 
feels impossible? Is this even possible as we attempt 
to access a time when we most probably lacked 
words to match our feelings and experiences or 



when often attachments were distorted or non-
existent?

My solution is broad as it is incomplete.  

Over time, I’ve shaped an emotional safety plan to 
hold me steady as I venture into the very place that 
flipped my world upside down, a place that 
imprinted upon my vulnerable nervous system a 
trauma that compromised my neuro-physiological 
wiring for a lifetime. 

It’s a work-in-progress, a delicate dance comprised 
of her beckoning “listen to me” as I step toward her 
while she simultaneously pushes away. It ebbs and 
flows, shifts and changes...sometimes it works and 
sometimes it doesn’t. 

Sometimes I lean in harder with some solid 
reassurance that we are strong now, that I know 
what it takes to protect her and keep her safe. I tell 
her how much we’ve grown and have mostly 
mastered our day-to-day functioning, that this is a 
journey we are capable of making together. I 
console her with the fact that she will never be 
alone in this odyssey again and that our discovery 
will be more a “recalling” process instead of a 
“reliving.” 

She relaxes and says she’ll think about this. The 
anxiety lets up for a moment and I feel the shift of 
my nervous system to a more decelerated rate. I 
feel some satisfaction in the knowledge that we 
made progress but a twinge of disappointment from 
unfinished work. But I know we are done for the 
day. I read her body signals well and am getting well 
versed at the dance.  

The snow has let up and there’s still time for a short 
walk before the grey skies go dark. Jack the dog is 

excited as he sees me put on my boots and coat, 
grabbing the leash. We crunch through the snow 
feeling the cold air on my face and I promise the 
little girl that if she has any words for me, I am 
listening.

Laurel Lewis is a survivor of childhood sexual 
abuse, violence and tra#cking.  She is a retired 
nurse, social worker and Certified Trauma 
Recovery coach.  Laurel began writing 
ferociously after regaining her repressed 
memories at age 50 and hasn't stopped since. 
She writes under the pen name of "Rescuing 
Little L" to honor the child that survived the 
trauma and held the stories until it was safe to 
recover them. She's committed to serving abuse 
survivors and raising awareness for the need 
for trauma informed care.  

You can find her here:  

FB: https://www.facebook.com/littlel.author 
Twitter: @RescuingLittleL 
Amazon Author Page: amazon.com/author/
rescuinglittlel 
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DID YOU FIND THESE STORIES 
INSPIRING?

Join the next Write to Heal: Expressive Writing Workshop →
A 4 WEEK WORKSHOP THAT SETS YOUR EXPRESSIVE 
WRITING PRACTICE IN PLACE AND ALLOWS YOU TO 

HARNESS THE POWER OF WORDS TO HELP YOUR RECOVERY. 
READY TO MAKE SOME MAGIC?

https://www.jadeebycoaching.com/writing-to-heal-sales-page
https://www.jadeebycoaching.com/writing-to-heal-sales-page

