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I never thought I’d be the type of person to walk 
into WOAR. The survivor part of me was like this 
whole other human buried deep in my flesh. She 
wasn’t allowed out. To this day, I have trouble 
claiming words around sexual violence: rape, 
victim, traumatic event. It’s all way more 
complicated for me.

I remember seeking refuge in this space: a last 
ditch effort to fix myself. I felt out of control and 
had no handle on coping after years of running 
from my many truths. I was afraid that trauma 
therapy would be the worst amalgamation of 
therapy you see on TV. Maybe an emotionless 60-
year-old straight white woman would greet me at 
the door, stare with dead eyes and expect me to 
hash out excruciating details of my most guarded 
secrets

I imagined it to be worse than reporting, being put 
through a trial, and never receiving justice. But I 
also knew I really needed a change. It’s so hard to 
keep someone hidden beneath you; my body 
ached, my brain was hyper-aware, and my 
stomach sick.

I’m glad I made it here.

I can tell you that trauma therapy isn’t what I 
thought. My WOAR counselor greets me with a 
warm, considerate smile each week. We chat 
about our great fashion choices as we head back 
to her office. When we sit, she’s within arm’s reach 
and let me choose exactly what we do. Her office 
is like a gentle slow hug that lasts the whole 50 
minutes.

Don’t get me wrong, there is a lot of hard work 
happening here, but there is a fundamental 
understanding that my path to healing is and 
always will be on MY terms.

Never has my WOAR therapist pushed me to 
disclose in ways that I didn’t initiate. So much of 
the work here is not the details of trauma itself: it’s 
the living part. That’s the part that I came running 
in the door to save.

I needed help doing the surviving.

 My life is scheduled around my appointments at 
WOAR now. I often rush there: it feels like a gift. 
Once I arrive at WOAR, the girl that was once held 
down in my solarplex, walks with me.

Liberated. She is learning to cope, navigating her 
triggers, trying to build trust, releasing shame, 
forgiving herself, and meets her eyes with a smile 
in the mirror. I’m healing. Which is a statement 
that I was once sure I would never say.

I can rest my qualms with the language used 
around survivors here. Complexities, questions, and 
the in between are welcomed. Surviving intersects 
with all the parts of my life, so it will never be 
wrapped in a clean box. It’s messy, non-linear and 
there are pieces still missing.

I look over at my WOAR therapist each week
(often with a lump in my throat) knowing that she 
may be one of the only people in my life that I 
fully trust.




