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lama 
survivor of 
sexual abuse. 
I know now 
that God is 
never absent. 

24 ! be Other Side 

HEN WAS 
sexually molested 

as a child, I never 
asked the ~juestion, 

"Where is God?" Such a 
question implies that God is 
a rescuer, protector, and de
fender of the innocent. As a 
child, I knew no such God. 
Such a God was too abstract. 

For children, the earliest 
God is modeled by parents. 
So when I was being abused 
by my uncle, my spiritual 
question might have been, 
"Where are my parents?" But 
I already knew the answer. 

Midwestern rural life dur
ing the fifties and sixties was 
rigidly patriarchal. As a 
child, I was keenly aware of 
the sexual dynamics of gen
der inequality, though I would have used simpler terms. I knew that boys 
and gi rls were treated differently and that I was of lesser value because I was 
a girl. My fa mily was controlled by a powerful f:Ither whose explosive anger 
kept us quiet. ~ l y mother t::wght by word and deed that females were to 
obey mJies. The church ca lled this subservience "humility'' and sa id it was 
GO<J's wi ll. 

At first, I thought Uncle John 's ideas might be fun . Like most children , I 
was curious. I had "played doC[or" with some of my friends. With u ncle 
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John , however, it was different. He 
insisted even when I didn 't want to 
participate. He was serious, not play
ful. 

I do not remember hu \\· many 
times he coerced me o r how long this 
continued . I o nl y remember he insist
ed I go places with him I dicht want 
to go, though I did . He insisted I show 
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him private and secret parts I didn 't 
\vant to revea l, tho ugh I did. He insist
ed on my .~ eL·ing and touching that 
which I dicln ·t \Vant to see or to uch . 
Uut I did. 

I was taught that a child 's responsi
bility was to ohey adults. :mel that girls 
we re to suhmit to hoys· superiority . 
When Uncle .lohn wanted to explo re 

my body, I clicln't know I could say no. 
I couldn 't say no. I was afraid . 

Wr1ERE WAS GOD when , a."'- a 

child , I needed protection; For :1 ch il cl , 
Goers protectio n is experien l ed 
through the love and protcl'l io n of Iter 
parents. For children mok stecl by their 
11:1re nts , God becomes :1 d1 ilcl moles-
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ter, a power abuser, and a sexual 
manipulator. 

Thankfully, my God was none of 
these. My God was simply absent. 
When I was afraid , there was no one 
to protect me. 

.\Iy father never hugged nor kissed 
me. He didn't touch me except as pun
ishment or during the rare times when 
he would play by tickling me. My 
father was far off-being busy, being 
atlult, being important. I never confid
ed my childhood dreams or wishes to 
him. I received no emotional support 
from him, but then I expected none. 
After all , he was father. God was 
father. 

But what of the love and protection 
of a Mother God who enfolds her 
frightened children in her soft, com
fo rting embrace? Where was the 
.\!other God who holds frightened 
children when there is danger? 

I had such a mother. I could go to 
her when I was hurt or sad, and she 
would hold me and protect me. I had 
known the comfort of her hugs. 

But this God was not available to 
me, nor did I trust this God's loyalty. 
After all, this would be a girl's word 
:~gainst a boy's word, a child's word 
ag;.~inst a young adult's word. And I 
knew too well the gender and age 
hierarchy. And since family was par
ticularly sacred, how could I ask for 
refuge from her own brother? 

.\ly protector mother could not help 
me for another reason-she was asex
ual. On numerous occasions, she had 
been embarrassed by and ashamed of 
anything sexual. She was embarrassed 
when she caught my friends and me 
playing ·'doctor" and mortified when 
she thought we might be masturbat
ing. She disguised her extreme dis
comfort with anger. Even as a child, I 
knew I could not confide my secret to 
her. It would have devastated her. 
.\la ther God w.as powerless in the face 
of anything sexual. Sex was evil. 

There would be no rescuer or pro
tector. I was on my own. How does a 
child protect herself from that which 
' he Joesn·t understand? 

1 f() und myself trying to justify the 
rnole., r:Hio n. Perhaps my uncl e's 
t riends were forcing him to J o this. 
l'erh:rps he wo uld lose :1 bet. Perh:rps 
I had n't rea ll y been clea r eno ugh 

about not wanting to p.rrticipate . 
Maybe it was my fault. 

I KNOW NOW THAT God was 
there with me, helping me ro survive. 
I survived by freezing the confusion, 
the pain, the shame, and the guilt. 
Each encounter with my unde left my 
feelings more and more frozen . I felt 
nothing. 

I survived by learning to disengage 
from my body. I discovered that my 
mind did not have to be present to my 

body's experiences. When he touched 
me in places he had no right to, my 
mind would escape to another time 
and another place. I did not have to 
feel. I did not have to observe o r to be 
present. I remembered linle. I blocked 
most. I survived. 

As I neared my teens, I hecame 
mo re :md more angry. I was a ng~y :11 

my p:rrents , who said they lon :d me 
hut were not :rvaibhl<: to rne . l was 
:rngry :rt the ohvio us double :-rand:rrd 
,,·here boys were heeded and girls 
were s il enced: boys groomed for 
leadership am.! girls reared as serv:r nts 

and assistants . I was angry- at nfy sup
posed inferiority and the compliant, 
unquestioned ohedience expected of 
me. 

In my anger, I rebelled against 
Uncle john. Now when he called me 
to follow him to a secluded place, I 
ignored him and stayed by my moth
er's side, knowing he would not open
ly approach me. When he motioned 
me near, I looked away. Whenever 
possible, I refused to be in the same 
house with him. I avoided him at all 
costs. 

The same God who helped me to 
survive was also in me, giving me the 
inner strength to rebel. Instead of a 
rescuer God intervening on my own 
behalf, there was an inner God 
empowering me, teaching me to say, 
"No! '' 

Though I felt deep guilt at my 
rebellion, I avoided Uncle john until 
he left for a tour of duty in Vietnam. 
When he returned, we never spoke 
again of our shared history, a secret 
known only to us. I did not mention it 
to anyone for fifteen years. 

God was also with me in that long 
forgetting. God helped me block out 
the secret as I struggled to survive 
adolescence and dating. God helped 
me to forget the guilt, the dirtiness, the 
shame. God helped me forget the 
specifics of what Uncle john did, how 
often and where. This forgetting was 
like a cold, hard glacier covering the 
warm, naked earth. It made it possible 
for me to survive. 

It came at a great cost, however. I 
never enjoyed my blossoming sexuali
ty, and my childhood trauma prevent
ed healthy sexual adjustment. Years 
went by-years of forgetting , pretend
ing, feeling nothing. 

Where, then, was God? 
I know now God was loving me. 

God was loving me just as I was-
guilt-ridden, ashamed, hurting, weary. 
God was loving me though I was 
mixed up, frozen, and unwittingly sab
otaging my relationships. 

I r\,\( :\ I'RODL.:CT of :1 culture 
which believes :mything written in the 
13ible is rrurh. \Vhen I discovered th:lt 
1 he Bible s:rid God would not lie ( Ps. 
H9:)5), I didn·r believe it! I fe lt ove r
whelmed by lies: .. P:rrenrs protect chi !-
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dren"; ·· Family will he there for you''; 
"Sex is :.1 beautiful experience"; ·'You 
can trust those close to you. " Jvly expe
riences reflected only lies. In my 
world, no one was tmsrworthy, so 
why \Vould I believe God could be 
trusted? 

So I delved into Scripture, deter
mined to find passages that would 
contradict the psalmist 's assertion that 
God would not lie. I found instead a 
God I had not dreamt of, a God of out
landish promises. I was amazed to dis
cover that God cast my sins into the 
deepest ocean (Micah 7: 19) and 
removed my sins as far as east is from 
\vest (Ps. 103: 12). There was no 
shameful secret that God could not 
and did not forgive . I discovered God 
cared about people with no power 
and loved people with scars , people in 
pain, people whom others had used 
and discarded. People like me (Ps. 
146:5-7). 

It all seemed too good to be tme. 
But if God couldn't lie, then God had 
to love me. 

My life was built on guilt and a 
deep sense of unworthiness. I was 
ashamed of my sexual beginnings. 
Yet if God had to love me--<:>r break 
the promise of complete tmthful
ness--then maybe God did, in fact, 
love me. 

THEN ONE DAY, quite unexpect
edly and to my horror, I began to 
remember. It was as if loving myself 
unconditionally had begun to thaw the 
frozen edges of my memory. 

The trauma had been stored until a 
safe time for its release. I began to feel 
the pain which the little girl could not 
have tolerated. At times I was over
whelmed with guilt, shame, and 
blame. I questioned whether having 
no feelings at all was not better than 
feeling this pain. 

Yet as ·an adult, I understood what 
the litrle girl could not. I could now 
see that l had been victimized. r saw 
clearly the abuse of m:.1le power and 
privilege, an abuse rooted in patri
:trchy \vhich e:ctlted the rnale to a 
pmver pos iti o n ami debased the 
fe m:tle as :1n object. It culminated, 
almost inevitably and pa nicularl y, in 
my being sexua ll y molested. 

Despite the ~earing pain , I had a 

growing dc·sire to remember the sor
did , painful s ituatio n which had 
skewed my ideas of male/ female rela
tionships and sexuality. I longed for a 
healthy sexual identity. f craved new 
definitions for love and power. My 
abuse was a nightmare r somehow 
knew I would have to remember if I 
wanted to eventually wake up on the 
other side. 

The same God who had been with 
me throuf( h the abuse, who had 
empowered me to rebel , who had 
helped me to forget in order to survive, 
was now wa lking with me, accompa
nying my slow and painstaking journey 
through the cold valley of those shad
owy memories. The warmth of God's 
love was melting the frozen glacier of 
feelings. I began to experience some 
emotional and spiritual healing. I ran 
toward it in spite of the pain. 

I knew a nine-year-old's innocence 
and naivete could never be recap
tured, but r believed in the possibility 
of a more authentic sexual identity. I 
believed it was possible to experience 
emotional intimacy and fulfillment. I 
raced tow:trd wholeness. I ran toward 
unconditional love. 

f will never recover the many years 
of denial. I cannot mend rny broken 
relationships. I can never relive all the 
experiences which I w:.1s too numb to 
fully appreciate. r may always battle 
issues of self-esteem and self-worth as 
a sexual person. 

However, God has taught me to fly. 
God has lifted me like an eagle in the 
warm summer sunlight. I soar high 
above the scars of my childhood and 
sing with fsa iah: "They that wait upon 
the Lord shall renew their strength. 
They shall mount up with wings as 
eagles. They shall nm and not be 
weary. They shall wa lk and not grow 
faint" (40:31). XXX 
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Global Awareness Through Expenence 

ELSALVADOR 
November 24 - December 4, 1994 
November 23 - December 3, 1995 

GUATEMALA 
December7-17, 1994 
February 10 - 20, 1995 

Holy Week AprilS- 15, 1995 
Easter Week April 16-26, 1995 

December6-16, 1995 

MEXICO 
November 10 - 20. 1994 

May 9- 19, 1995 
May 26 - June 5, 1995 

July 7 - 17, 1995 
July 19-29, 1995 

November 9 - 19, 1995 

EASTERN EUROPE 
June 12-26, 1995 

contact: G \ l'h' 
912 Market St. 

La Crosse,Wl 54601- 8800 

Phone: (608) 791-5283 

WILL YOU SPEND 10 TO 30 DAYS 
OUT OF YOUR LIFE EMBRACING 

A WORLD THAT NEEDS YOU? 

L 
On a Pilgrimage of Reverse Mission indi· 
viduals experience direct "hands on" in· 
volvement with the poor in places such as 
Haiti. India, Kenya, and the Middle East. 
Frequently, we experience the presence 
of Christ in powerfully new ways as we 
open ourselves to the poor . the oppressed 
and the wounded of the wor ld. 

1994 SCHEDULE 
HAITI January 7 · 16 

HAITI March 25·Apnl 3 
HAITI Auqus15 - 14 

AFRICA/ ASIA Nov 4· Dec 1 w•l h several 
op t10ns of des1onato ons. leng1h & c o sl 

1 Elh lC"! p la . KP n ytt l n d 1a f h atiA nd l 

Interested persons may request deta1led 
trformat •on and appltcattons by 

wr•t•ng or call ing 
Ministry of Money 

2 ProfeSSIOnal Drive, s u.te 220 
Gattnersburg, MD 20.379 

(30 1) 670·9606 
An lnle rn a!lora l ~4 1 Si tOn re •dl90 to 1"'9 

C''ll. . .rcn ol lr'l& Savtour. \Vas•·t. nqton DC 
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