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Information Medium for Parents Against Cruel Therapy

A Daughter Returns

To our loyal friends:  After 11 long years of separation we were reunited with our daughter in September, 2001.  It took another year and a half for her to realize she had been wrong, and several more months to send the following letter.  She has given us permission to share this with you and anyone who might be interested.   To those of you with similar situations, never give up, but open your hearts to any overtures your daughters might make.  Ruth
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To my dear family,

    I apologize for taking so long to write this most important letter.  After much soul-searching, therapy, ego-wrestling and meditation, I have come to be certain that none of the accusations of abuse that I ever believed and/or made against Dad and Mom ever occurred.  I hope you will allow me to explain how all of this happened in the first place.

    Our family has had its share of issues to deal with, and each of us has had our problems.  I had a number of sexually abusive incidents occur as an adolescent and young adult that were very traumatic, that robbed me of self-esteem, and left me filled with shame about myself and my body.  By 1990 I was severely depressed and dissociated much of the time.  In the middle of a board meeting at United Way one day in late May, I suddenly burst into tears.  I raced into the bathroom and sat on the floor for two hours sobbing -- not having a clue why -- as co-workers tried to coax me out.  All I knew is that I was in so much emotional pain that I couldn't continue to live my life that way.  

    I decided to take a retreat, and headed to Connecticut for a week armed only with a notebook and pen.  As I began journaling my feelings, it became clear that I needed to deal with the issues that had been haunting me.  When I returned to Norfolk I began attending group and individual therapy sessions at the local rape crisis center.  It was enormously validating to hear other women's stories and to talk about the things I remembered.  That was great for the things I remembered quite clearly, but over time, as I talked about nightmares and fears as a small child, I was constantly confronted by the other women to "face the facts" that I had initially been abused by my father.  For months I vehemently denied that anything like could ever have happened.  But as my words and fears were thrown back at me, I began to doubt myself and thought that maybe they were seeing a picture emerge that, as they said, I just didn't want to face.  My declarations of intense love and devotion to Dad were twisted around to appear as a co-dependent response to my "abuser."

    I am sorry to say that this kind of validation was common to every group I ever attended.  I can truthfully say that my therapist NEVER attempted to "plant" false memories or suggest anything to me.  But once the idea of repressed memories raised its ugly head, it grew arms and legs and a tail.  It was a process of constant confrontation and badgering to "remember the truth", followed by total approval and acceptance once I was able to remember again.  But through all the intervening years, my inner voice kept confronting me about whether these amorphous "memories" were really real.  Whenever I tried to question their validity to friends or my therapist, I was urged not to go back into denial and I was reassured that it was important to deal with "what really happened."  The therapy, weekend workshops, psychodramas and groups were designed to help legitimate victims go through the healing process.  Unfortunately, the nature and dynamics of such programs (believe the victim above all) make it very difficult for very confused victims to sort through what is authentic and what is not.

    The thought that I was so suggestible that I could convince myself anything like that was true, sickens me.  Everyone likes to see themselves as an honest, good person.  No one wants to admit that they can be manipulated or that they could be capable of self-creating a history that never happened.  It was a running sarcastic joke that all our parents were card-carrying members of the False Memory Syndrome Foundation -- which is reviled by all in the advocacy and victim communities.  The very idea that we -- mainly educated, middle-class, intelligent women -- were accused by our "abusers" of creating false memories was beyond insulting to us; it was merely 

their attempt to discredit us and shift the blame from themselves.

    Even when I reconciled with the family, I still believed that the abuse had probably occurred and that I was just moving past it all into true forgiveness.  A couple of times Dad tried to broach the subject of false memories and I felt really hurt and insulted, to the point of asking Mom to tell him never to use that term again.  But, I wondered, what if it WAS all based on false memories?  For a long time, the idea that I could have inflicted so much pain on the most important people in my life -- all for nothing -- was far too horrible to contemplate.

    But folks, after two years of "what if" and "Oh my God, what does this mean about the kind of person I really am," I am convinced that absolutely none of the abusive memories I ever believed about our parents ever occurred.  The memories of incidents involving other people in my past are crystal clear in my mind and I stand by them.  But Dad and Mom NEVER hurt me and I need each of you to know that.

    It kills me that there is no way to take back the pain, anguish and humiliation I have caused Dad and Mom and my other family members.  Dad and Mom have forgiven me, but I recognize that it may take others longer to do so.  Not only did you have to witness their pain all these years, you have chosen to check your own anger toward me in order to ensure you don't chase me away again.  Well, guys, you couldn't chase me away if you tried.  I promise that if you call me or write me and tell me what you really think of what happened, I will not cut you or the family off ever again.  If you can't confront me directly, I encourage you to write a good long letter and then burn it.  I just think it's important for you to have a chance to express your legitimate feelings about all the pain I have caused.

    The only thing I can possibly to do to make amends is to offer my most honest and sincere apologies to all of you, ask for your forgiveness, and spend what time I have left showing Dad and Mom how much I love them.  If there was more I could do, I would.  I believe that everything happens for a reason, even though those reasons don't always reveal themselves as quickly as we would like.  Although Mom, Dad and I experienced tremendous spiritual and personal growth as a result of all this, I still cannot fathom why this horrific episode ever occurred.  Again, the fact that I am responsible for it galls me, and I have to live with that.

    Thank you for allowing me to explain from my perspective what happened.  Thank you for inviting me back into the fold, despite all that occurred.  Please feel free to share this email with whoever needs to see it.  I love you all.

CJ

Recovered memory therapists and their zombie victims are fond of shouting at us “You’re in denial!” and expecting that to stump us and be the last word.

Let’s come back with “OK, now seriously, let’s dig into that question in an open forum, with some other people around, and then see what kind of punishment is appropriate for me.”

I think if we did that, we would see some furious back-pedaling.  The last thing those folks want is to submit their dopey catch-phrases to rational discussion among open-minded people.
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Then have them visit angryparents.net for an overview.

False Memory Syndrome: A debilitating psychological disease spread by therapists.

Maybe the therapist didn’t say it, but who put her into a group of sickies?

Who provided the sick environment and kept reinforcing the idea of abuse?
1

