
5

Childood Sexual Abuse – caring for yourself and others

1 For survivors
“He cried with a loud voice, ‘Lazarus, come out!’... 

Jesus said to them… ‘Unbind him, and let him go’.” 

(John 11:43-44)

If you are a survivor of abuse, be assured that there are many who 
have suffered as you have. This book tells just a few of their stories 
in which – whatever the differences – you may recognise your 
own. No matter what stage you are at in your recovery; whether 
the abuse is ongoing or buried in the past, know that it is not your 
fault. You have not caused it or brought it on yourself. And no 
matter what your life was like before the abuse, you are in no way 
responsible for what has happened to you.

The stark truth is that you have been abused. Fact! But from here on 
you have choices. You can choose to live as a victim, recoil deeper and 
deeper into yourself and allow the abuser to programme your future. 
Or you can risk reaching out to someone who is worthy of your trust, 
break your silence and painstakingly build a new life from the ashes.

To live your life as a victim is to let your abuser win and run the 
rest of your life. But they have had their say. They have left their 
mark. And their time is up!

Choose life today. Risk a new start, and know that there are a great 
cloud of survivor witnesses all around you who will believe you, 
stand by you and help you back to your feet. So hear the call of 
Jesus to Lazarus addressed to you: “Come out!” and let those who 
love you unbind you and set you free.

“As I started my personal voyage to unpack the childhood that 

I repressed for so long, everything unexpectedly made sense as to  

where some of the traits passed on inside me came from. I was 

worthy of healing my scars and so are you.”
Patricia Dsouza 1

1. Patricia Dsouza, When Roses are Crushed: A True Story and a Survivor's Guide to Recovering
from Child Abuse (independently published, 2017).

https://www.goodreads.com/author/show/17371000.Patricia_Dsouza
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2 Lynne’s Story
“I truly believe that all survivors can go from victim to victor 

and become more than survivors.”

Sarah

Lynne was a happy-go-lucky girl who loved life and made friends 
easily. She was an altar server in her local church, a keen Brownie 
and a fanatical swimmer. Her father walked out on her mum when 
Lynne was a baby but, in Lynne’s eyes that only made her and her 
mum closer.

When Lynne was nine, her mum began a new relationship with 
Jack, a man from work. At first all seemed fine but one night, when 
mum was working late, Jack ran Lynne’s bath for her and stayed in 
the bathroom as Lynne undressed. That’s when it happened.

Jack told her it was their special secret and that if she said anything 
he would hurt mum. Lynne cried herself to sleep that night. She knew 
that what had happened was wrong but didn’t know what to do. 
She loved her mum and didn’t want anything bad to happen to her, 
especially since mum was so much happier since she’d met Jack.

In the morning Lynne got up early, locked herself in the bathroom 
and stared at her sore body in the mirror. For the first time in her 
life she hated what she saw. She went to school but didn’t want to 
play with her friends. The classroom was all a blur. She knew the 
teacher was talking to her but couldn’t hear what she was saying. 
It was as if she was frozen inside and all hot and clammy on the 
outside. Her guts were churning furiously.

Lynne’s teacher noticed that something was wrong but when she 
tried to talk to her at playtime, Lynne bolted out the classroom 
and through the school gate. She was found two hours later, 
uncontrollably distraught, in a local park by a dog walker, who took 
her home.
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Lynne’s physical abuse lasted for five minutes but the psychological 
abuse scarred her for life. The police were involved and Jack was 
arrested and charged. Lynne’s mum told her she had done the right 
thing in breaking the secret, but their relationship has never been 
the same. In fact, nothing has been the same since.

Over the ensuing years, Lynne’s personality changed dramatically. 
She stopped serving at church and never went swimming again. 
For most of her childhood she stayed in her room and would not 
socialise with other children. When she reached puberty she really 
struggled with the changes in her body and made a real effort to 
cover herself up by wearing baggy clothes.

Lynne could not wait to leave home and so when it came time to 
go to college she opted to live in halls of residence some distance 
from the family home. And it was there, in the “safety” of her own 
room, with her own key and an en suite bathroom she could lock, 
that her story began to unravel.

By day she painstakingly negotiated her way around the campus. 
She made a habit of arriving early enough to sit near the exits in 
lectures and seminars and identified a safe space, in the corner 
of the university chapel, to which she could retreat when she was 
overwhelmed by anxiety. But nights were a different story. The 
regular flashbacks and nightmares made her anxious about going 
to bed, and only when she had checked and double checked that her 
door and windows were locked could she assure herself that no one 
could reach her.

At her wits’ end and emotionally exhausted she confided in one of the 
university chaplains. At first, she played it all down – “Something 
happened when I was little, it wasn’t anything major, not like the 
stuff you hear on the telly, but at night it all comes back and I can’t 
sleep.” Through that chaplain’s patience and compassion, Lynne was 
able to feel believed and accepted for the first time in her life. The 
chaplain helped her find counselling and even went with her to the 
first appointment and sat outside. Since Lynne couldn’t face crowds 
and never went to public worship, the chaplain agreed to meet her at 
a regular time each week in her safe corner of the chapel where they 
share the silence, lit a candle and – if Lynne so wished – talked.

At the beginning of Lent in Lynne’s second year, the chaplain 
suggested that Lynne set aside some sheets of A4 paper and 
whenever thoughts or memories came back to mind she could 
write them down unedited. By the end of Lent, Lynne had doodled, 
drawn, scrawled expletives, written fragments of sentences and 
basically poured out her soul over many pages.

On Holy Saturday night, Lynne took that ream of paper along to 
the Easter Vigil – the first public act of worship she had attended 
since the abuse took place – and handed it over to the chaplain, 
who without a word to anyone placed it at the base of the Easter 
fire. Lynne watched in tears as her very own passion story went up 
in flames and was reduced to ashes. That night, Lynne accepted the 
call of God to leave behind all that was dark and deathly and rise, 
not just liturgically, but really rise with Christ to new life.

2. Lynne's Story
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