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PROLOGUE

I know what I really want for Christmas. I want my
childhood back. Nobody is going to give me that.… I know it
doesn’t make sense, but since when is Christmas about sense,
anyway? It is about a child of long ago and far away, and it
is about the child of now. In you and me. Waiting behind the
door of our hearts for something wonderful to happen.

—ROBERT FULGHUM

As I walked among the participants in my workshop, I was struck
by their intensity. One hundred people, in groups of six or eight,
�lled the room. Each group was self-contained, its members sitting
close together and whispering to one another. This was the second
day of the workshop, so a good deal of interaction and sharing had
already occurred. Still, these people had been total strangers when
they began.

I moved nearer to one group. They were listening with rapt
attention to a gray-haired man. He was reading the letter his inner
child had written to his father.

Dear Dad,
I want you to know how you hurt me. You punished me

more than you spent time with me. I could have endured the
welts and cuts, if only you would have spent time with me. I
wanted your love more than I could ever tell you. If only you
would have played with me or taken me to a ball game. If only
you could have told me you loved me. I wanted you to care
about me.…



He put his hands over his eyes. The middle-aged woman beside him
began tenderly stroking his hair; a younger man reached out to take
his hand. Another man asked if he wanted to be held; the gray-
haired man nodded.

Another group was sitting on the �oor with their arms around one
another. An elegant woman in her seventies was reading her letter:

Mother, you were too busy with your charity work. You never
had time to tell me you loved me. You paid attention to me
only when I was sick or when I was playing the piano and
making you proud. You only let me have the feelings that
pleased you. I only mattered when I pleased you. You never
loved me for myself. I was so alone.…

Her voice cracked and she began to cry. The wall of control that she
had carefully maintained for seventy years began to fall with her
tears. A teenage girl embraced her. A young man told her it was
okay to cry. He praised her for her courage.

I moved to another group. A blind man in his mid-thirties was
reading a letter he had written in braille:

I hated you because you were ashamed of me. You locked me
in the garage apartment when you entertained your friends. I
never got enough to eat. I was so hungry. I knew you hated me
because I was a burden to you. You laughed and ridiculed me
when I fell down.…

Now I had to move on. I was feeling the residual anger in my own
wounded inner child, and I wanted to cry out in rage and
indignation. The sadness and loneliness of childhood felt
overwhelming. How could we ever recover from so much grief?

Yet, by the end of the day, the mood had changed to one of peace
and joy. People sat together; some held hands; most were smiling as
we did the closing exercise. One after another they thanked me for
helping them �nd their wounded inner child. A bank president who
had been openly resistant at the start of the workshop told me that



he had cried for the �rst time in forty years. As a child, he had been
cruelly beaten by his father, and had vowed never to be vulnerable
or to show his feelings. Now he talked about learning to take care of
the lonely boy inside him. His face had softened, and he looked
younger.

At the beginning of the workshop I had urged the participants to
put their masks aside and come out of hiding. I had explained that
when they kept their wounded inner child in hiding, that wounded
child contaminated their lives with temper tantrums, overreactions,
marital problems, addictions, toxic parenting, and damaging and
painful relationships.

I must have touched a nerve, for they had really responded. I felt
both excited and grateful as I looked at their open, smiling faces.
This workshop took place in 1983. In the years since then I have
become more and more fascinated with the healing power of the
inner child.

Three things are striking about inner child work: the speed with
which people change when they do this work; the depth of that
change; and the power and creativity that result when wounds from
the past are healed.

I began my inner child work more than twelve years ago, using a
rather makeshift meditation with some of my therapy clients. But
this meditation achieved some very dramatic results. When people
�rst made contact with their inner child, the experience was often
overwhelming. Sometimes they sobbed intensely. Later, they said
things like “I’ve been waiting all my life for someone to �nd me”; “It
feels like a homecoming”; “My life has been transformed since I
found my child.”

Because of this response, I developed an entire workshop to help
people �nd and embrace their inner child. The workshop has
evolved over the years, due mostly to an ongoing dialogue with
those who have participated in it. This is the most powerful work I
have ever done.

The workshop focuses on helping people �nish their unresolved
grief from childhood—griefs resulting from abandonment, abuse in
all forms, the neglect of childhood developmental dependency
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