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8 LIVING WI'TH VOICES
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coupled with my innate sense of justice,

meant that I knew that what my
abu

sers were doing to me was wrong and that I both wanted and deserved
better. I imagined a world where I'would be safe, free and loved. One day [
would escape.
The abuse ended when I was 15 but the consequences of it lived on inside
of me for many years, Despite this, 1 developed a successful career in the
media. I was still hearing voices and self-harming throughout this time bug | |
hid it well. T was adept at inhabiting different worlds and used to keeping |
secrets locked inside me, Those who had abused me threatened to kill me if
I ever rold anyone about whar had happened, so [ remained silent.
ltwas the birth of my firse daughter when I was 25 which eventually freed
me to break the silence. My daughter was much longed for and the day of
her birth is one of the happiest of my life. | gave birth to her naturally and,
for the first time ever, I fel proud of my body and prouder still of the perfect
baby it had produced. It was like 4 wondrous gift had been bestowed upon
me. She was absolutely beautiful, Bu¢ seeing this tiny, vulnerable baby also

and intensified. They .

-~ Ibegan secing horrifying images of abuse, torture and death. I could feel it in
my body. Marks and bruises appeared on my skin like stigmata. My self-
] harming spiralled out of control and I became convinced that someone would

 try to kill me and my daughter. I became in tensely paranoid and was terrified
to leave the house. I felt like | was going mad.
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however desperate I became. So [ devel

on taking life one day at a time. I had a Jist of twenty things to do when
desperate which I kept by my phone in times of crisis. T reminded myself of
previous times when 1 had felt suicidal and what | would have missed if I'd
succumbed to the despair. 1 had mantras that | repeated to counter terror
and that helped me to rebuild my belief in myself. If a voice kept saying to
! me: ‘You are a bad mother’, | would say, ‘I love my daughter and she loves
me’. Or, if a voice kept saying: “You are doomed. You will dic a horrible
death’, I would say, ‘I am safe now and I am free.” T would repeat these words
of power over and over, both in my head and out loud, and, slowly,

to believe them. I stopped having contact with people who u
and slowly developed relationships with those who supported me, both with
friends and, later on, through co-counse

lling. Over time, I created my own
support network. The love and wisdom of both my counsellor
. therapist was essential in guiding

not have undertaken the work wi
| hard labour on my own,
5 ]

It was important for me to find structure in my life with ordinary activities

- which enabled me to take care of myself. Getting enough sleep, keeping my

house clean, listening to music, keeping busy or slowing down when things
- got too much, provided a safe basis to work from. [ also found taking care of
myself physically really helped. Complemen tary therapies like homeopathy
‘that work holistically, taking account of the whole person — mind, body and
spirit — really appealed to me. My homeopath accepted my voices as part of
‘me and not as some problem that needed to be eradicated. More recently, [
have been influenced by new research into psychophysiology and the impact
that trauma has on the body.
Lalso developed my own creative strategies. I began drawing and painting
images that haunced me and painting became my alternative to self-harm. 1
Would use paint and my bare hands to release and illustrate intense feelings
ind, gradually, | stopped hurting myself. I also discovered that singing is a
et release and that it’s hard to listen to voices when you are singing.

Pressing intense emotion like terror, rage and despair was also really
Mportant in helping to release my distress and lessen the intensity of
urbing voices and visions. I did this in many ways both
by going out and dancing with my friends all night

tryside and screami ng on the to
8 an ocean of tears.
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WWhat often fel; like a ch
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T . . ~ 2 5 N ~
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oped ways of keeping safe and focused
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ndermined me

and my
and sustaining me on my journey. I could
thout them, yet I have done much of the

in therapy and

» going to the
p of a mountain, sitting by the sea and
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me. | was able to gain some perspective, which enabled me to make more
sense of what was going on. | began to see patterns and triggers and [ would
ask my voices questions which they would then write or draw a response to,
It was at this point that T first began to grasp that my voices were more than
simply voices. 1 began to realise that T was inhabited by different people,
These ‘voices' had different names and identities. They had defined and
distinct personalities. This realisation was a startling relief. My sense of my
own identity shifted. T moved from being ‘me’ to ‘we'.

My relationship with my different selves changed over time. I wanted to
encourage communication between the different selves and eventually worked
towards a mutual collaboration with them. As far as | was concerned we were
in this together. However difficult they sometimes were | knew that the voices
of my different selves reflected important truths about my experiences. So, if
a voice was threatening me, 1 immediately wondered if they had been
threatened. Through writing and internal dialogues 1 was able to ask my
voices questions which they began to answer. My curiosity and non-
threatening stance was transformatory. Instead of the terror and retaliation
that had previously existed, an atmosphere of safety and acceptance was
created. 1 began to understand that my voices were dissociated selves that
were internalised representations of the world that I grew up in. These various
selves had been born from my experience. Each self was a part of the whole
of me. What they really needed was my unconditional love and support,
much in the same way a loving parent supports a child. I began to see that [
needed to listen to them and understand them and the context in which they
emerged and to greet them with compassion and understanding. I began to
honour them as they had helped me to survive. Slowly we began supporting
and understanding each other and an increasing sense of connectedness and
wholeness grew. Life became a shared project. Gradually, T felt less ashamed
about who I was and began to marvel at how creative [ had been in surviving
such monstrous abuse. I became excited by what my mind had managed t©

invent. At times it felt like I had created a work of art.
It has been an arduous journey, a mission we have dedicated ourselves t0

for many years and recorded in more than 145 journals to date. I plan o
publish an account of my life, as I feel I have an important story to tell about
the human potential to destroy, and create; a testament to the persistencees
the human spirit to survive in the most extreme circumstances. My SUIVM‘B

story is both extraordinary and an ordinary, everyday human endeavoul:

Pathologising the creative endeavours of ordinary people to Survive
raw deal that life has dealt them is not only insulting but diminishes &
achievements we accomplish with so very licde. It also colludes in protecti®
abusers from being held accountable for their crimes. [ know for a fact f%

actually, life’s pretty good! Personally,

“marvel at my own a

greatest truth is love.
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