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CH A PTER 1

The Author and His Inner 
Critic Experience

When one door of happiness closes, another opens; 
but often we look so long at the closed door that we do 

not see the one which has been opened for us.
—Helen Keller

I Dream of Africa

AS AN EIGHT-YEAR-OLD boy, the spring seasons in Salt Lake City, 
Utah, were particularly memorable. Pink and white blossoms from 
our cherry tree were in full bloom. Bursting with the smell of jasmine 
f lowers, our backyard was soaked with its aroma. From an artist’s 
palette, the array of springtime f lowers painted the open fields on the 
other side of the fence next to our house. Yellow chrysanthemums, 
lavender lupins, orange bursts of daisies, and the creeping buttercups 
were some of my favorites. There was harmony in the air from distant 
mowers cutting lawns for the first time after a long, cold winter season.
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Some of my most memorable times were playing with my baby 
sister in the front yard on our Big Wheels. In the morning, before we 
headed out for our Big Wheel adventures, we would have our dose of 
Saturday morning cartoons. There I was, in my favorite red and blue 
Spider-Man Underoos, sitting downstairs on our brown shag carpet.

After breakfast, my little sister would bring her favorite doll 
downstairs, sit next to me on the beanbag, and ask, “What are you 
watching, Bee-bomb-bow?” That was how my little sister would say 
my African name because she couldn’t pronounce Odhiambo.

“I’m watching that funny rabbit,” I explained. In one episode, the 
main character would take a trip to Africa. We laughed wildly at what 
seemed to be a harmless and hilarious cartoon. My imagination would 
then run wild in our backyard. I often took my GI Joe and Transformer 
toys on imaginary trips to the distant lands of Africa. They would face 
the mighty lion and other fierce animals of the African landscape. I 
made a superhero cape out of my sister’s baby blanket and f lew to 
our treehouse in our backyard. Up there, I imagined overlooking the 
landscape of the Serengeti. I imagined the silhouettes of the acacia 
trees and plumes of dust from the migration of the wildebeest. I saw 
an enchanted land of wonder and mystery.

My Inner Critic: Where Am I Going? Where Did I Come From?

As a youth, I felt a burning desire deep within to understand another 
part of myself in relation to the African Continent. Into adolescence, 
I wanted to be proud, but I didn’t know how. I learned a little from 
movies that I saw as special features on television, such as Roots and 
Shaka Zulu. This was my first exposure to a small part of African 
culture.

I was taught a bit about Africa in middle school and high 
school, but I never quite understood the reason why the learning 
surrounding this dynamic continent was minimized in mainstream 
education. I have a clear recollection of reading about Africa in our 
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assigned textbooks. As I was sitting at my desk, I remember little 
discussion, learning, or time devoted to the “Dark Continent.” It was 
troubling to me that we spent such a miniscule amount of time on the 
antiquity of this country. We studied Africa brief ly and then quickly 
moved on to the European Empire, its colonies, and its inf luence 
on modern-day culture. Africa was a blur. Why is this? I wondered. 
This left me feeling frustrated because it gave me the impression 
that Africa was insignificant along with the native peoples of that 
land. They were dispensable. A commodity. A resource. Were there 
any inf luences on literature, art, poetry, technology, architecture, 
science, and math? This felt deeply dismissive, frustrating, and 
insulting. When I left the classroom, I remember feeling angry and 
embarrassed. I did not want to look at my other classmates because 
I simply felt ashamed.

In The Souls of Black Folk (1903), W. E. B. Dubois described a 
phenomenon called “double consciousness.” It is the fallacy of seeing 
and judging yourself through the eyes of another. He would describe 
how the American Negro would see himself or herself through 
the eyes of their white counterparts and judge themselves off of 
that psychological measuring tape. They could never live up to the 
standard because they would be limited by the thoughts, opinions, 
prejudice, and bigotry of another. Dubois went on to talk about the 
splitting of the psyche:

Two souls, two thoughts two unreconciled strivings; 
two warring ideals in one dark body, whose “dogged” 
(def. tenacity or not giving up easy) strength alone, 
keeps it from being torn asunder.

I have discovered the phenomena of the double consciousness is 
universal to all. Think for a minute about the people who you might 
be seeing and judging yourself through their eyes. This might give 
rise to various feelings inside you such as anger, anxiety, depression, 



m o n t r i e l  v.  J A m A r i ,  l m f t

 4 

irritability, and confusion. In essence, you are feeling like you are 
being controlled.

This double consciousness took hold of my thoughts and gave 
rise to the inner critic in several ways. At that time, many disparaging 
negative beliefs began to emerge and move to the forefront of my 
thoughts and behaviors:

• Black Americans are different.
• Black Americans were fighting a losing battle.
• I questioned whether Black Americans unique physical, 

cultural, emotional, spiritual, and intellectual qualities had 
significance.

• Black Americans seemed powerless to change their fates and 
futures.

The frustration I felt began to affect me in more ways than one. The 
frustration turned into anger, and the anger gave more power to fear. 
I developed an inferiority complex. This inner storm of fear, anger 
and inferiority began to take shape. Over time, I became aware of its 
destructive nature. I did not want to contribute to or be a casualty of 
the psychological damage it was causing within.

I came to a crossroads and needed to make a decision. In the eye 
of the storm, I had some clarity on what direction my life would go. 
That was when the veil began to lift. I came to a few realizations about 
the forefront of effective change. I needed to see Africa for myself. I 
felt a deep soul connection to Africa. I knew there was unfinished 
inner critic business that needed to be reconciled. It was my decision 
to understand my African culture, lineage, oral history, folklore, and 
meaning as I began my journey to silence my inner critic.

The Country Girl and the Foreign Exchange Student

My father came to America in the 1970s as an eighteen-year-old 
foreign exchange student on a scholarship. He was from Mfangano 
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(Ma-fan-ga-no), an island on Lake Victoria in Kenya, and my mother 
was from Carthage, a rural town on the east side of Texas. They met 
on the Chico State College campus and began dating after much 
persistence from my father. They would have three other children 
besides me. Unfortunately, their relationship did not last, and they 
parted ways when I was very young. I had some memories of my dad 
before the breakup, but there are only bits and pieces.

During my adolescent years, I developed a deeper curiosity of 
who my father was and where he came from. I knew something was 
missing, and it was pulling me toward an understanding. It was almost 
as if a circle needed to be completed or a void within needed to be 
satisfied. I needed to understand my idea of maleness and know how 
to act as a young man. I was envious of my peers who had their dads 
there to support them on father-son day.

I also felt that there was something more powerful and more 
salient than understanding who my father was at that time. There 
was a deeper soul connection to something that was greater than 
my relationship with my father. I still believe his forefathers were 
calling me back home to Africa to discover who they were, to hear 
their voices, and to walk on the black sandy beaches that they walked 
on before they set sail on their fishing excursions. I felt that it was 
important for me to walk the same mountainside that my father did 
when he went to school and that his father used to travel to meet with 
other elders to discuss the affairs of the people. They were calling 
me to walk down the beaten path through the beautiful island of 
Mfangano. Until then, my soul would be left wanting.

My mother and my aunt Sarah (my father’s cousin) were two of 
the greatest inf luences on me going back home to see the people. My 
aunt would tell me stories in vivid detail of how brave my grandfather 
was. How he went to face the mighty boa that attacked a young 
child as he was coming home from school with a makeshift spear 
and shield made from a rusty abandon car bumper. He was recruited 
into the English army and survived the war. He donated land to the 
community for subsistence farming. These stories were part of the 
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legacy he left behind. My aunt would say that the stories could only 
go so far and that I needed to experience and author my own story. I 
needed to go and claim the land my grandfather gave to me as part of 
my birthright. I needed to leave behind a legacy for my children, the 
people of Kenya, and the people I work with in my private practice as 
a therapist. This would be part of my story. It was not just about the 
land; it was about my connection to it. I needed to claim who I am as 
a person—not what was told to me through the media or in textbooks. 
I needed to see with my own eyes, and my soul needed to experience 
it on a firsthand basis.

I received my passport and my Kenyan visa in the mail. When I 
saw the iconic shield and spears of the Kenyan f lag, I felt a great sense 
of pride and excitement. I knew it was going to happen. I had saved up 
some money a little bit at a time. It was not easy because I was paying 
my way through college. When I finally saved enough money, I bought 
my ticket to Africa.

My Kenyan family was elated. They felt a great sense of pride 
that I would take it upon myself to go home and see the people. Upon 
hearing the news, my grandfather could not wait for me to come and 
see the birthplace of my father. It was a unique experience because 
I am the firstborn and my father is also the first born, and there is 
a special relationship that happens within African culture with the 
firstborn male child. I am also the firstborn of all the Kenyan cousins; 
therefore, I have inherited a responsibility.

My Journey to Africa

Africa has been loved, feared, and misunderstood throughout the 
centuries. It has been ravished by famine, war, pestilence, and 
intertribal conf lict, and it has been conquered by imperialistic 
foreign countries. Many of these countries came to Africa to take 
the resources and the bountiful wealth that the land has to offer. The 
indigenous people, particularly on the east coast of Africa, were part of 
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this bounty. To this day, Africa is controlled by governments that are 
not necessarily for the people. They are more interested in personal 
financial gain and comfort. This reality is evident by the disparity 
between the rich and the poor and the haves and the have-nots.

In the absence of my familial connection with Africa—and 
with all these disparaging realities—why is my heart drawn to 
this continent? African history is filled with a fascinating array of 
mythology, folklore, rituals, and customs in written form and the 
more common oral traditions that are told by elders to their sons. 
Essentially, these traditions are taught through the generations to 
those who are willing to listen and learn and be passionate about 
preserving these teachings.

These powerful aspects of African culture are the fabric that has 
uniquely weaved together an understanding of my inner self. During 
my travels to Africa, I was looking up into the starry heavens one 
night, and I was taken by the expanse of the universe and our place in 
it. I came to the realization that the observance of one’s ancestors is 
very much ingrained in the rituals, traditions, and language that are a 
necessary part of any cultural practice. Culture shapes identity. The 
language of the self and a sense of purpose give rise to understanding 
the self in relation to others through the lenses we use to see the world.

I don’t believe that my realization is a necessary component 
for everyone to have. Everyone’s journey is unique to themselves. 
However, I do believe that the journey is what is important. It gives 
insight and clarity to some of our inner beliefs and outward behaviors. 
We might give in to struggles we are experiencing on the inside of 
us. Thus, causing a disruption in how we are viewed, perceived, and 
experienced by others. Our filters do not always allow us to see that 
some of our behaviors and beliefs come from our parents.

My journey to the distant lands of Africa guided me down a path 
that helped me discover a part of myself that strengthened my style of 
psychotherapy. It was a deeper curiosity of who my dad was, and my 
desire to connect with his side of the family drew me to the idea of life’s 
meaning, the greater good, the value of helping others, altruistic value, 
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and a connection to God. I knew that this connection, understanding 
of the inner self, and connection to people from all backgrounds 
needed to happen if I was going to be fulfilled as a psychotherapist.

Off the Plane

It was a surreal experience. As soon as I got off the plane, I felt at 
home. The language of the people fell on my ears in a natural poetic 
cadence. It was the language of my soul. I felt my inner critic begin 
to quiet itself. Why was it becoming silent? Was it because I chose 
to challenge the critic with courage, confidence, and faith? Was it 
because I challenged myself to face my doubts and fears?

One of the things that was very helpful during my pilgrimage 
to Africa was the fact that I had done something for myself. It was a 
challenge. I remember the fear of the unknown. I wondered if I would 
be truly accepted. Being so far from home, what would happen if I 
was stranded? What about civil war or civil unrest? I did not have 
the answers for these valid questions. I just did my due diligence by 
studying the social climate of Kenya. I leaped out in faith and trusted 
the draw that I felt within. I didn’t let the fear consume me or the 
disbelief change the direction or alter the course of my path. I felt that 
it was a higher calling, and I answered it.

Where is your life path calling you? Where do you find something 
that needs to be fulfilled within you? Are you allowing the inner 
critic to deter you away from your destiny? From your wholeness? 
Nobody can walk the path for you; it is something that you have to 
walk yourself. Many people become afraid, and through disbelief, 
they become paralyzed with fear. They do not want to venture out on 
the path that is before them. This causes many difficult dilemmas that 
fuel unrealized dreams: complacency, mediocrity, stagnation of the 
soul, excuses, and feeling like a victim. This lends itself to reoccurring 
themes that I have seen in many of my clients: regret, anger, bitterness, 
uncontrolled fear, guilt, blind arrogance, living in the shoulds, and 
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esteem issues that make it increasingly difficult to look into the 
mirror. Allowing these themes to work within your subconscious 
mind gives the negative inner critic a position of psychological power.

I looked out the airplane window as we began our descent and 
saw the setting of the African sun over the horizon. I remember how 
big the sun appeared. It looked like liquid gold was being poured out 
over the vast savanna. A refreshing newness and connection to Africa 
seemed to transcend all my fears. The antiquity of this continent 
left me with a resounding soul connection to the birthplace of my 
ancestors.

We touched down at Jomo Kenyatta International Airport. 
Carrying my luggage with me, I met with my aunt Serina, who 
happened to work in airport as a supervisor, and she made the process 
of stamping my passport and walking through customs less anxious. 
She was so excited to see me that she allotted time away from work and 
waited until my plane landed many hours before the scheduled time 
of arrival. She greeted me with a genuine anticipation, “Ethe Nade” 
(How are you doing? in Luo). She joyfully escorted me through the 
various security barriers.

Uncle Ellie, my father’s second youngest brother, took the 
fourteen-hour trip from Mfangano Island to the Nairobi airport. His 
English was good, but he wished he could speak better so he could 
clearly tell me how happy and proud he was to see me. My uncle 
Kwasi lived in Nairobi, Kenya, and was a finance director for the 
local government. He is a family man and living in an upper-class 
neighborhood. Ellie and I stayed at Kwasi’s house for a couple of days, 
and we ate traditional African food that his wife prepared for me. The 
next day, Kwasi set up transportation for us to the island.

The trip from Nairobi to Mfangano passed through the highlands 
and the African savanna. Going through various small towns along 
the way, I had the chance to see what life was like for the native people 
across the land. I was bewildered by government-issued luxury cars 
traveling through slums and paying no mind to the suffering children. 
It was clear to me that greed, mismanagement of funds, and the 
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dictatorship were inf luencing the affairs of the government. Society 
was swallowed by corruption and was in shambles. Most people were 
dependent on agriculture. Along the road, vendors were selling fresh 
fruit and vegetables. Most of them were trying to make living on the 
few shillings they received from tourists and locals.

My uncle Ellie and I enjoyed a buffet at a small restaurant 
in Kericho, a big town in the highlands west of the Kenyan Rift 
Valley. The town was known for its lush forest, agriculture, and tea 
plantations. Ellie ordered the same thing each time we stopped to 
eat: a chicken-based soup, the local staple of ugali (a cornmeal cake), 
and a Coke. It was a special treat for him to eat with his nephew 
from America. He took great pride in letting everyone know about 
me with his head held high and a smile. I loved spending time with 
him. He was my companion during my trek through Africa. I was 
amazed by how many people he knew along the way. He had a meek 
spirit and was a well-loved pastor who was very kind to the people in 
his congregation. He brought a sense of comfort to people he had a 
relationship with, and I could tell that they trusted him. He seemed 
to be especially popular with the college-aged kids. They would 
hang out around his house and ask difficult questions about life and 
the Bible. He had a good understanding of the welfare of the people 
and was well connected to the heartbeat of village life on the island. 
His connections fascinated me. I saw many similarities between us 
in our approaches to building rapport and working with people. A 
dear friend once said something to me that hit me on an emotional 
level. She reminded me that since he would be gone someday, it was 
a time to cherish. She went on to say, “It was good that you gave 
him the opportunity to venture out and experience life together 
with you and that you took the time to enjoy these moments with 
him because in this life nothing lasts forever.” I learned as much as 
I could from him.

We finally approached Mbita (M-Beat-Tah), which was a small, 
bustling town on a small peninsula on Lake Victoria. Merchants 
lined the dusty streets. The murmur of commerce was mixed with 
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the baying sound of goats and cattle. As my uncle haggled with the 
boat captain on a reasonable price, we hopped aboard a pink and blue 
pastel-colored boat. Sitting between a goat and a big bag of rice, I 
couldn’t help but to feel slight nervousness in my stomach. I knew the 
boat was overloaded with people and commodities. I prayed, “Please, 
God, don’t let this boat break in half in the middle of the lake!”

My uncle must have seen the apprehension on my face. He looked 
at me, smiled, and said, “Don’t worry.” When someone tells me not 
to worry like that, I usually check my back for a “kick me” sign! I 
managed to let go, relax, and trust his words.

As we headed off, I was excited and curious. I was mesmerized by 
the sunlight that danced off of the waves. The boat was slow, but it was 
strong and sturdy. As we passed President’s Barack Obama’s father’s 
island, we came to a majestic scene that I could not imagine. I had a 
picture of what I thought the island would look like but none like what 
I seen with my own eyes. The giant fig trees that lined the island looked 
like they were from prehistoric times. Lush, green foliage and exotic 
animals inhabited the land. Large groups of native vervet monkeys 
could be heard in the trees or walking down paths. Black-chested 
snake eagles were feeding their chicks in their huge nests. Otters, 
weaver birds, giant monitor lizards, and other creatures inhabited 
the diverse island, making it one of the most unique ecosystems in 
the area.

As the boat sailed past several massive boulders with exotic birds 
nesting on them, I saw the home of my ancestors for the first time. It 
was like a religious experience. “There it is!” The locals call it Pinedala 
(the motherland).

About fifty yards from the shoreline, I could see people waving 
from the beach. The short woman in the front was my grandmother 
Dani. As we docked, she took my hand and greeted me in her native 
tongue. She didn’t speak much English, but I could tell she was very 
pleased to see me. She took my hands and said, “Welcome home.” I 
was greeted by my grandfather Janedus, my father’s youngest brother, 
Ogango, and several of his kids.
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The Village Life

The friendly village was a small agricultural and fishing community. 
Tropical foliage surrounded the open plots of farmland. As we 
meandered down to the trails, everyone knew everyone else. I 
understood some of the conversations in our native tongue. My uncle 
would say, “He is the son of Atunda.”

The villagers replied, “He has honored his father and grandfather 
by coming to see the people.”

As we traveled toward the mountainside, my uncle pointed out 
acres of land that belonged to the family, which my grandfather 
inherited from his forefathers. We traveled to the east side of the island 
to visit the rock art (Kwitone). These fantastic geometric paintings 
were made by Twa hunter-gatherers between two thousand and four 
thousand years ago. Up until the 1980s, it was a site for folklore, rain 
worship, and connecting to the ancestral spirits. I learned that people 
wanted to understand their connection to the universe and the land 
that they inhabited. Their form of spirituality was connected to their 
livelihood and survival. They depended on the seasons and the earth 
to provide for them and their families.

As I walked into the cave, I saw spiral shapes and images that 
looked like the sun and the moon. I wondered if it was a way of coping 
with unseen events and trying to understand profound subjects 
such as life, death, and God. I don’t think anyone has the answers to 
those questions except the Artist. The closest we can possibly get to 
understanding the intent of the Artist would be from the descendants 
of those people and those who seek to preserve this important part of 
human understanding.

The next day, my grandmother greeted me with porridge. The 
simple dish was made from a sweet millet. After breakfast, my 
grandmother wanted to take me for a walk. We journeyed through 
the mountainside and down some trails I was surprised by how 
strong she was. She couldn’t have been more than five foot one and 
was just under a hundred pounds, but she was full of life. She held 
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my hand as we went through what seemed like an obstacle course. 
I remember being overtaken by her small strong wrinkled hands. I 
remember thinking that these were the same hands that held and 
raised my father as a child. As we trekked through the countryside, 
she showed me where my father traveled when he went to school. It 
just so happened that we met his teacher along the way. They talked 
about the old days and what kind of student he was. He said, “You did 
a good thing, Odihambo! You came back to see the people! You have 
made your grandfather proud!”

On the path, we also met up with my grandmother’s sister. We 
were invited to have lunch and tea in her small dwelling. Dani was 
so proud to show everyone her firstborn grandson from America. 
Dani’s sister said, “You did a good thing coming back home to see 
the people!”

The next morning my grandfather would take me to a plot of land 
next to their house. He pointed where it would begin and end. He 
told me that this would be my land. I promised my grandfather that I 
would return to Kenya to build my traditional home on the piece of 
land he gave me but for now I would build a fence around it. He rose 
before daybreak to burn a great portion of the shrubbery to open up 
the space. My grandfather was so excited that he started at around 
three o’clock in the morning.

My uncle Ellie and I took the boat ride back to the Mbita to buy 
some cedar posts and barbed wire. I hired a college kid who was 
looking to earn some extra money to pay for his textbooks to help. 
As we began the work, my grandfather sat on a rock with his staff and 
watched the fence being built. He felt a great sense of pride as he saw 
the tradition being passed down to the next generation.

The Story of My Lineage

One night my grandfather and grandmother were sitting together on 
one side of the wall. My cousins were sitting at the opposite end of the 
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room on a grey colored couch with the cushion missing. I will never 
forget how the room was illuminated by a kerosene lamp and how our 
silhouettes danced on the clay walls behind us. We had just finished 
eating a fish stew that was pretty outstanding after my stomach got 
past eating the little fish eyes staring back at me.

As we finished the meal, I asked my uncle Ellie to ask my 
grandfather about our ancestors. My grandfather thought for a 
moment, looked intently at me, and smiled. Ellie took a couple of 
pages from my journal and began to write. My grandfather gave me 
our family history going back three or four hundred years of all the 
names of my forefathers in detail.

He began by explaining in a calm voice that our ancestors 
originally came from Egypt and traveled down the Nile River. They 
traversed through Uganda, Sudan, into Kenya, and they eventually 
they settled on Mfangano Island. My grandfather said, “This is where 
you come from, and this is the history of our people.”

It was transformative. A quickening within my soul connected 
me to something that was greater than all the obstacles I had to 
endure and the difficulties and challenges I had yet to face. It 
transcended all the racism I had experienced in adolescence. It gave 
me a sense of why I was there and that nothing I had been through 
was not without reason. There was purpose. It connected me to 
something eternal. It felt like something that had been written by 
the hand of God. It became clear why ancestry was so important 
and meaningful to me.

The inferiority of the inner critic had become a distant memory, 
a forgotten whisper. It tries to resurrect itself from time to time, but 
I have this newfound truth. It was not completely gone—and there 
was still work to be done from the years of being told who I was—but 
I had a greater understanding of my inner self.

With education, a greater understanding of the self, spiritual 
beliefs, and trusting in my own capabilities, my self-esteem, self-
concept, and self-confidence grew. I believed I could accomplish 
anything I set my mind to do. It made sense. I realized that those 
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who had died in conflicts to make a better life for future generations 
were a part of me…right now!

I realized I am a product of the people who made it through 
slavery, who fought for freedom and the civil rights from my mother’s 
side and my father’s rich heritage set me on the path of learning who 
I am. This was a crushing blow to my inner critic!

The Final Goodbye

The first trip came and went. The second trip came after my 
grandfather sent word that he wanted to see me. My grandmother 
had passed away. It was time to go back to Mfangano. My grandfather 
was resting in the bedroom. He was not the same physically strong 
man I’d met on my first trip. After sixty years of marriage, it seemed 
like a part of him was gone. Dani had been laid to rest to be with her 
ancestors.

I said, “Grandpa, it’s time for me to go back.” He looked at me and 
began praying as Ellie, myself and the young college student, held 
hands. He started to cry, and he asked me to “stay forever.” I told him 
that I would be back just like I had promised. He cried and prayed 
two more times.

Ellie told me it was the first time he had ever seen my grandfather 
show that type of emotion. A week later, my grandfather passed away. 
Everyone was proud that I had a chance to fulfill my grandfather’s 
request before he crossed over to meet his ancestors. I felt a calling to 
pull back the layers, discover my ancestors, and understand how they 
inf luenced my inner critic. The circle I had been looking for was now 
closed. I could carry on the legacy I learned from my grandfather and 
my experiences on the island.

As you will come to understand in this book, part of your 
narrative is unique to you. Perhaps you don’t know who your 
parents are. Perhaps you grew up in foster care or an abusive home. 
Nevertheless, the way you choose to seek the truth and find an 
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understanding for yourself belongs to you. You are the author. The 
pen is in your hand. You have to be brave enough to write a story that 
is different from what people have told you. Your journey is waiting 
for you to discover it.
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CH A PTER 2

The Inner Critic

Empty your mind, be formless, shapeless—
like water. Now you put water into a cup, it 

becomes the cup, you put water into a bottle, 
it becomes the bottle, you put it in a teapot, 
it becomes the teapot. Now water can flow 

or it can crash. Be water, my friend.
—Bruce Lee

What Is the Inner Critic?

THE NATURE OF the inner critic can be difficult to understand. 
Where does it come from? Why is it so pervasive? Why is it so elusive? 
Why does is it seem to be like a whisper in the wind—a f leeting 
thought pattern that we will miss if we do not pay close attention to 
it? Why does it have such an immense impact on our lives? How can 
a thing that can neither be seen nor touched be so powerful? Why 
can it change the courses of our lives? The inner critic exists outside 
diagnosable mental disorders such as schizophrenia and depression. 
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It is not some type of psychological phenomenon that requires 
medication or long-term therapy.

The inner critic is the voice we hear from time to time. It can be 
helpful in some ways, but it can also be destructive and hurtful. It is 
the voice that quietly warns us when we are about to do something 
foolish. It is the voice that pushes us toward excellence when our will 
fades. The inner critic is the quiet guide that gently leads us. It also 
feeds on our failures and mistakes. Persistent negativity can create an 
inferiority complex or fear. It can also turn us into monsters.

The negative form of the inner critic is not gentle. It feeds on 
embarrassment, failure, unhappiness, and fear. It turns them into a 
dark force that drags us beneath the f loor—unless we take actions 
to stop it.

Negativity becomes a cycle when we allow the dark form of the 
inner critic to take precedence over the good form. One failure can 
become the source of several other failures. “You failed your nursing 
program’s final exam; therefore, you will never become a nurse. 
Therefore, you can never become a good mother. Therefore, you will 
never be able to achieve the level of financial and career growth you 
dream of. Therefore, you will be an average person, earn an average 
income, and live an average life” The failure of your final exam can be 
regurgitated within your subconscious, fed into your mind, and make 
you think and act like a failure.

Many people let a failure in one area of their lives lead to failures 
in other areas. A man who has failed in his first two business attempts 
and has lost investors’ money will unwisely allow this failure to enter 
his marital life. The business failure will turn him into a bad husband 
and father. The negative inner critic is at work in men and women with 
this type of life pattern.

The inner critic can inf luence the quality of our lives and how 
we view ourselves. It can push us toward achieving our goals and 
inf luence our life decisions. Sometimes, the voice can be helpful, 
motivating us toward success and the achievement of our dreams, 
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goals, and life ambitions. At other times, it can be a negative force that 
says, “You cannot achieve this or do that.”

The voice of reason and good is sometimes termed the conscience. 
The conscience speaks subtly when we are about to steal or lie. It 
speaks when we are unkind to others. It speaks when we spend time 
partying instead of reading. It speaks when we take a bribe. It speaks 
when we are about to do something we should not be doing and when 
we ignore something we should be doing.

A conflict is often created in our minds between the voice that 
pushes us toward happiness and the voice that pushes us away from 
happiness and fulfillment. This conf lict is like the devil on one 
shoulder and the angel on the other shoulder. They are both telling 
you what you should do. Even though they are heavy inf luencers, the 
decision is ultimately yours.

The goal of this book is to help you understand where this voice 
comes from, its level of inf luence on your life, and how to quiet 
the negative voice and heighten the voice that pushes you toward 
happiness, success, and fulfillment.
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CH A PTER 3

Where Does the Inner 
Critic Come From?

THE THEORIES OF consciousness, subconsciousness, and 
unconsciousness have been discussed for ages by philosophers, 
mathematicians, psychologists, scientists, and many more.

In The Sophist (360 BC) Plato argues that there are three parts 
of the psyche: the appetites, the spirited or hot-blooded part of the 
psyche, and the mind, which he calls “the nous.” The appetites are 
simply our desires and pleasures and the things we find comfort in. 
He also refers to the appetites as the physical satisfactions that human 
beings possess.

The spirited or hot-blooded part of the psyche is the motivator for 
overcoming obstacles in our lives. It is the part of us that can take on the 
challenges we face on a day-to-day basis. We see this in athletes such as 
Michael Jordan’s will to win at any cost or Muhammad Ali beating his 
opponents through psychological warfare, hard work, and raw talent. 
The “sweet science of boxing” gave him the confidence to believe that 
he was unstoppable and that he was the “greatest of all time.” This 
is the power that is within us to persevere through all odds. It is our 
willingness to take on challenges that seem to be insurmountable.
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The mind or nous is the conscious awareness that we have deep 
inside of us. It is the part of us that is rational; the nous analyzes 
situations before acting upon it.

In Psychology, Sigmund Freud, in his psychoanalytic theory of 
personality, referred to the conscious as everything that exists inside 
our awareness. The subconscious refers to that part of consciousness 
that we are unaware of. It is the information we are not actively aware 
of at the moment, such as things that are heard, seen, or remembered, 
but it can inf luence us nonetheless.

The unconscious mind refers to the part of the mind that cannot 
be known by the conscious mind, and it includes socially unacceptable 
behavior, traumatic memories, and painful emotions that have been 
repressed.

Carl Jung, the Swiss psychiatrist and psychoanalyst, in his 
arguments about the subconscious explains the limit to what can 
be held in conscious focal awareness, an alternative storehouse of 
one’s knowledge, and prior experience is needed. This alternative 
storehouse is often referred to as the subconscious.

Closely associated with the conscious is the preconscious mind, 
which is the part of the mind that includes things we are not thinking 
of at the moment but can be quickly drawn into consciousness. For 
example, you do not walk around thinking about particular memories 
of kindergarten or first grade, but if you are asked, you can draw 
details of it from memory.

I remember seeing a documentary on Tiger Woods. When he 
was just a young boy, his father was teaching him how to swing a golf 
club in the basement of their home. Little Tiger was sitting on the 
stool with his legs dangling as he looked intently at his father’s swing. 
Earl swung, hitting the ball into a makeshift canvas that he made to 
capture the impact of the ball. The club did not make good contact 
with the ball thus pushing the ball to the right. Earl asked Tiger what 
he thought of that swing. Tiger looked at him sheepishly and just 
smiled. Earl smiled and said, “Yep, that was a boo-boo!” Later in his 
career, Earl would say, “You know, sometimes we don’t give our best 
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swings, and it doesn’t go as planned, but in life, we have to just keep 
on swinging.”

At some point in life, we will face overwhelming obstacles. 
Sometimes, it will be a choice that will greatly inf luence our fates. 
During times like this, we often hear words from the past in our 
minds’ ears—words like the ones Earl told Tiger. During hard times, 
these words are ingrained within the subconscious mind. When Tiger 
swings and fails, he will remember the words of his father deep within 
his being: “You know it wasn’t the best swing, but we just have to keep 
on swinging in life.”

To answer the question of where the inner critic comes from, it 
can be argued that it stems from experiences and memories that are 
found mainly in the subconscious and even the conscious minds. Our 
consciousness cannot actively store all the information we come across. 
Some of this information, like childhood memories or social security 
numbers, are left in levels of the preconscious, and this information 
can be easily retrieved with a little bit of work. Others like forgotten 
childhood memories, are held in the subconscious mind. For example, 
a father’s words might remain in a person’s subconscious for decades. 
The conscious mind might not remember his father’s words verbatim, 
but the words can still inf luence a person’s decisions, actions, and 
inactions. When Tiger faced divorce, infidelity, and injuries, this may 
have challenged his beliefs in himself. It was perhaps the words of Earl 
that guided him to overcome these significant challenges and achieve 
what no others golfer has achieved given his set of circumstances.

The research into the brain and the mind is wide, but we all have 
a voice within that can draw from positive and negative experiences, 
relationships, communications, successes, and failures. Our pasts can 
inf luence who we will become and what decisions we will make.

In understanding where the inner critic comes from, we must 
consider the different factors that exist within our existence and look 
at how these factors can generate the voice (the inner critic) that often 
subtly tries to guide us. These are the external factors of relationships, 
environment, communication, childhood, and the self.
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Relationships

People often affect us more than we care to think they do. Sometimes 
these effects are not visible. We are behaviorally affected deep within 
our preconscious, subconscious, and unconscious minds. Even 
though these effects are not always visible, we can trace them through 
some of our behavior patterns. To put it simply, we are shaped by the 
inf luences of others; whether it is in a positive or a negative manner, 
we are still inf luenced by them.

I remember walking with a friend and associate on a college 
campus. We were talking about books, and the word “library” came 
up. I happened to say “li-berry,” and he then turned to me and said, 
“It’s library.” I felt so embarrassed. From that time forward, I was 
conscious enough to pronounce the word “library” correctly. In my 
subconscious mind, I had insecurity about my English. I worked really 
hard to try to speak it properly. It was not easy to accomplish this goal 
while growing up in a poor neighborhood. I had not been exposed to 
correct diction of the English language. I knew that I would be at a 
social disadvantage if I didn’t have proper grammar because we are 
typically judged by the way we speak in social settings.

I remember wishing to have the exposure that other kids had 
growing up. I was determined to turn a wish into an action. We 
have to remember that wishes are f leeting and are not totally useful 
in the real world. You can wish for something for your entire life 
and never see it come to pass. In fact, this way of thinking leads to 
disappointment and regrets. Putting a wish into action by working 
on short, long, and daily goals makes our wishes become realities. 
The negative side of the inner critic does not want us to do this for 
ourselves.

I began to listen to great orators like John F. Kennedy and Dr. 
Martin Luther King Jr. I listened to countless debates between people 
with differing opinions and theories on controversial topics. I listened 
to people who had beliefs that were different from mine, and I looked 
at how they reasoned and put together their arguments to defend their 
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positions. I became interested in philosophy and the great thinkers of 
the past. Even when I did not understand everything they were saying, 
I did not give up on trying to learn and process the information. I 
think people get discouraged and then give up when something hard 
to understand comes their way.

The mind needs to be challenged in order for true, lasting growth 
to take place. In church, I worked on writing sermons and looked 
at myself in the mirror as I was speaking—sometimes getting up at 
three or four o’clock in the morning to practice. I would self-critique 
my hand gestures and body movements as I began to deliver my main 
points to the imagined audience. During this time, the voice of the 
negative critic would say, “You’re fumbling over your words. They are 
going to think you’re dumb,” but the voice were quieted as I gained 
more confidence because I did the opposite of what the negative 
voice was telling me to do. The more I put forth valiant efforts to 
get better, the better I became. Along the way, people encouraged 
me, and that became a motivating factor for me to keep on going. I 
was able, through hard work, to speak in front of hundreds of people 
at a time. Many people were helped by the messages of hope and 
encouragement. If it had not been for that one embarrassing moment 
with my friend on that college campus, I would not have had the 
same amount of dedication to challenge myself to be better at public 
speaking.

An Encouraging Word along Our Journey

In church, I remember a tiny elderly black woman. Mama Dixon 
couldn’t have been taller than five feet one, but she was a powerhouse 
of a woman. She wore a little black round hat, pointy rimmed glasses, 
and a simple black dress to match her black shoes. She sat next to the 
wall heater during Sunday school service to keep herself warm. I was 
just a young boy at the time, and I loved to be around elderly people, 
her in particularly.
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I went through some hard times in my adolescent years. It was 
difficult to talk to people about the hardship I was going through. It 
was almost as if Mama Dixon had insight to what I was experiencing 
at the time. She would call me over from across the church, look me 
in the eye, smile, and say, “Son you just keep being encouraged. God 
has something special for you! Don’t give up!”

Long after her peaceful death, her words of faith still rang true 
deep within me when times were difficult and challenging. I believe 
the true voice and hand of God include passing along an encouraging 
word, to the down and out and planting the seed of inspiration in 
others who feel like they are alone in life. We are not remembered by 
how much we acquired during our lifetimes; we are remembered for 
the lives we have changed for the better.

Who in your life encourages you? What are the words they speak 
to you? What words are planted in your heart? We all need someone 
who can help us find the personal growth we are looking for. We are 
social creatures, and we need good people around us to objectively 
validate, critique, and advise us on the actions we want to take. Having 
someone close to you who can offer support and encouragement is 
important for self-fulfillment. Research has shown a direct correlation 
between a decrease in depression with diet, exercise, and being socially 
active with positive people.

The Challenge of the Inner Self

What personal insecurities do you remember in your life? Think 
about it for a moment. Do you still remember the sight, sound, smell, 
and colors of that experience? It is difficult to divorce ourselves from 
these memories and the relationships of the past that have shaped 
our self-esteem and self-concept. Many of the choices we have made 
in life are the direct result of how people thought about us. How 
profound is that! Their insecurity, resentment, anger, jealousy, 
abuse, and fears were projected onto our lives. Let that sink in for a 
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moment. Their “unfinished business,” as one psychologist puts it, 
have deeply impacted us. Their thoughts and experiences were the 
motivators for how they have chosen to parent, guide and as a result 
shape us.

The unanswered questions deep within us might arise from these 
early experiences: Why did they not want me? Why did they leave me? 
What did I do to them to warrant such hatred toward me? Typically, 
issues of abandonment stem from the experiences that we had with 
our caregivers. They often haunt our relationships and contaminate 
the idea of true happiness with the person we desire in our lives. 
Some people will choose a partner to fill a void within them, putting 
undue pressure on the individual and the relationship. This leads to 
significant problems down the line as the relationship matures from 
the honeymoon period to facing true challenges. We cannot hide from 
ourselves. We cannot cover up the unfinished business within us and 
expect another person to heal us. We will later on in this book discover 
ways of managing this inner conflict.

These negative themes of insecurity give no place for rational 
thought. It becomes an inner struggle that we are in a constant tug-
of-war with. This leads to the irrational beliefs and feeling like you 
are never going to be happy, that you don’t deserve happiness, or that 
you are never going to be good enough. If we do some investigating, 
we will find these negative schemes, themes, or belief patterns date 
back to generations before us or recent events where we wish we had 
made different choices.

Jim Kink a man who struggled with attention deficit disorder, as 
a young boy, overheard a teacher saying to another faculty member, 
“Oh that is the boy with the broken brain.” Imagine the impact that 
this would have on a nine-year-old child! I want you to think back 
to a moment when you heard a negative label or story about you. 
How did this affect your self-confidence? How long did you carry 
this message with you? How has it affected your relationships with 
others and the choices you have made in your life? Does it affect 
you today?
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The Story of the Chicken Man: The Challenge of Stuckness

Les Brown told a story when he was a congressman in Ohio. During 
his lunch breaks, he would go out in front of the Capitol to watch 
people as they walked to and from their respective departments. Les 
recalled one person everyone saw in the square area each day during 
breaktime. The children and adults thought he was humorous and 
entertaining. They would laugh at him and his antics. He was known 
as “Chicken Man” because he had a feather in his hat and dressed like 
a chicken.

Chicken Man would drive through downtown at lunchtime with 
a chicken on top of his car, occasionally blowing his horn and blinking 
his lights. He also walked downtown pushing along a baby carriage 
with two baby dolls. He also carried a picture of a woman holding 
two dolls. When anyone approached, he would screech out a sound 
just like a chicken. Most people would laugh at Chicken Man, not 
knowing his story.

Chicken Man woke up one morning to an alarm at three o’clock. 
His house was engulfed in f lames and smoke. Chicken Man panicked 
and jumped out of the window. He heard his wife and children 
screaming for help. He ran back to the door to go in, but the f lames 
were too hot. He desperately tried to get back in, but despite all his 
might, he could not. Soon, the cries for help stopped. His wife and two 
little girls perished in the house fire.

When Chicken Man’s brother-in-law learned that his sister and 
little nieces had died in the fire, he grabbed Chicken Man and began 
beating him violently. In utter agony, through his tears, he yelled, 
“Why didn’t you save my sister! You’re a chicken! Why didn’t you 
save them, you chicken! You saved yourself! You’re a chicken! You’re 
a chicken!”

When people pulled the brother-in-law away from Chicken Man, 
they asked, “Are you alright?” Chicken Man looked at them and began 
to make the sounds of a chicken. Chicken Man no longer had the use 
of words. He never spoke again. The tragedy was so severe that he 
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became stuck. Chicken Man would only make the sounds of a chicken 
from that point forward. It was a classic example of posttraumatic 
stress disorder. No one knew why he made the sounds of a chicken 
or why he traveled about with dolls and a picture of a woman holding 
dolls.

There is always a bigger picture and a greater story behind what 
we see on the surface. This man who people laughed at and thought 
was crazy or entertaining had a bigger story behind his behaviors. 
He was stuck in the tragedy that happened to him. He was drowning 
in extreme guilt, and his mind began to script a darker story of who 
he was. His brother-in-law was the catalyst for changing his mind 
patterns.

What do we come away from this story with? Possessing an 
understanding and knowledge of why and where the trauma comes 
from gives us a greater sense of control over our own lives. When we 
become aware of the origins of our belief systems—whether positive 
thoughts or negative ones we have the potential to become the 
master of our own thoughts and behaviors. We are the gatekeepers 
of our well-being. We are challenged at times by the trauma we have 
experienced, but it need not control us or dictate our life choices 
negatively.

We are the authors of our own stories—at all times. We no longer 
have to cater to the changing tides of someone else’s interpersonal 
f laws and baggage. We don’t have to be the beneficiary of our 
caregivers’ perceived beliefs about who we are. At this time, you are 
whole.

The negative inner critic would have you to believe that you need 
more in your life. This thought is the compounding effect of our past 
experience; it will lead us to believe that we are broken or insignificant 
and that our voices does not matter. We might have been told this 
untruth via the voices and actions of our caregivers or other people 
who had a profound effect over our developing years and perhaps in 
the present moment. These factors will have us reaching for an idea 
or an illusion of happiness and not true happiness.



t h e  i n n e r  c r i t i c

 29 

Metaphorically speaking, this is the nagging itch in the center 
of our backs that they refuse to scratch for us. We tell ourselves, “If I 
can just make a million dollars, then I will be happy and people will 
respect me.” “If I can just show him my value, then he will respect, 
love, care for, and accept me.” “If I can just graduate from college, 
then I can show my dad that I am not dumb.” The logic behind this 
pattern of thinking seeks to fill a void, mostly out of fear, insecurity, 
and wanting to be validated. There is nothing wrong with the desire 
to become a millionaire, the desire to be loved by someone, or pushing 
yourself toward excellence. The problem arises when we seek the 
validation of other people through a perceived desire of someone else 
and not our own. This relinquishes our control over our lives and 
indirectly gives away our power to another person. There is a subtle 
difference between striving for self-improvement and the idea of 
trying to fill the empty void in our lives.

We often find ourselves wondering why. This question is a natural 
progression of thought as we try to make sense of the abuse that was 
inf licted upon us at an early age and even now. As hurtful as these 
memories are, we do not have to live in the pain; we don’t have to live 
in insecurity and uncertainty.

It is important for us to make a conscious choice to live, think, and 
behave differently. We do not have to be persuaded by the pressures of 
the negative inner critic as it attempts to get us to believe something 
about us is missing, but this is not true. This takes work, and it is not 
an easy thing to be free from the captivity of the past and to make 
lasting change in our thought patterns and behaviors.

The Case of the One-Eyed Blind Man

The one eye is a metaphor for our consciousness. When our 
consciousness is blinded, our way of seeing the world is skewed 
and even limited. We see only one way, much like black-and-white 
thinking. Our lives are shaped and colored by our past experiences 
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and highly inf luenced by the ways our parents raised us, their personal 
cultural mores and beliefs, how they communicated with each other, 
and our attachments to our caregivers. This gives us a type of bias 
as we navigate the world. The conflict is that the bias is not always 
correct.

A client has granted permission to share his experience, and his 
name has been changed to protect his privacy. The title of this case 
scenario is significant. It was specially chosen to best capture Jim’s 
experience with childhood trauma. This trauma caused him to be 
blind to behaviors that created great pain within himself and others.

Jim entered my office for the first time somewhat suspicious of 
therapy. From the moment I met him, I could tell Jim was guarded. 
I did feel a certain connection with Jim as I was able to receive and 
accept him for who he is. I could see his potential and the pain inside 
him. This dark corner within him was filled with dust and had not 
been explored. It was covered in fear, doubt, uncertainty, and lack of 
trust of the people and the world around him.

Dr. Carl Rogers said that the best way to exemplify empathy with 
the person sitting across from you is to receive the whole person, 
which he calls unconditional positive regard. I started to pick up on 
Jim’s nonverbals as he sat in the chair. His would glance off to the 
right, look down at times, and avoid eye contact. Jim would ask a few 
questions about myself and where I came from. As he began to feel 
more comfortable, Jim naturally began to talk about his story.

Jim’s mother was an alcoholic. She struggled with her sexuality 
and experiences with men. Her six-year-old son would be the object 
of her anger, often representing the men who had violated her. When 
he talked back to his mother, she reached into a drawer and picked up 
a hammer. In her rage, she threw the claw end of the hammer at Jim’s 
tiny body. The hammer barely missed his head and struck the wall 
behind him. In deep fear, he ran and hid under his bed. With tears 
running down his face, Jim asked, “Why?”

This question would follow him into his adult years, slowly 
building up anger, resentment, and distrust of others. He described a 
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switch that he felt inside. He was never the same after that experience. 
He sat in my chair cold, indifferent, and taking occasional glances 
up at me. He began to talk about his destructive behaviors of alcohol 
abuse and the pain he felt from time to time in his liver. It was a 
challenge to connect Jim with his feelings. I knew it was necessary for 
him to connect with the hurt, pain, and feelings of abandonment if 
he was to progress forward in his life. These feelings were suppressed 
deep within him and overshadowed by thoughts of violence and self-
harm. The question of why lingered, haunted him, and followed him 
into relationships with those who truly loved and cared for him. It was 
easier to push those people away because he could control the trust. 
He didn’t have to risk being vulnerable with others.

His story of abuse continued into foster care, and he had poor 
attachments with his caregivers. He was eventually kicked out of 
foster care because his stay could not be funded any longer.

Jim found himself getting into trouble and having deep resentment 
in his heart. He projected his anger onto others. As a result, he was 
often in fights and resorted to violence as a way of coping with the 
fear of abandonment.

The inner critic would have Jim believe that he had no value. That 
people would eventually leave him. That there was nothing to live for. 
His experience would blind him to the reality that he did have value. 
His life was worth living.

Jim found one counselor during his stay in foster care who was very 
helpful and who changed the course of his life. He provided guidance 
Jim had never known and a new perspective, and Jim began to feel the 
power of trust and what it felt like to experience unconditional love.

Later in life, Jim would find solace in alcohol, often drowning 
his pain in drunken stupors. Jim’s blackouts caused him to forget his 
abusive behavior toward his wife.

What do we come away from this story with? The one-eye 
blindness in Jim’s story encompassed several major tenets. First, he 
was seeing the world from a defeated perspective. He learned this 
perspective of the world from his mother. Essentially, he was modeling 
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her coping mechanisms. He was echoing her story, which said, “I can’t 
trust anyone.” He learned to falsely believe that anger was the answer 
and that he was unlovable.

Jim’s experience shaped his mind to the extent that he began 
to believe trust and attachment to others is something he did not 
deserve. He suppressed his desire to connect with people in order to 
protect himself from feeling the pain of abandonment. This kept him 
from being vulnerable with others who had no intention of harming 
him. This created a barrier between himself and others, and he could 
not create meaningful relationships.

The inner critic would manifest in ways that created distance 
between Jim and mindfulness, making it difficult for Jim to stay in the 
present. This would lead him down a path of constantly making the 
same emotional errors and never learning from them.

Ref lecting on Jim’s behavior, when we see others hurting, 
including ourselves, why do we continue with the behavior? We 
do this as part of an unconscious defense mechanism to avoid 
suffering. We subconsciously detach from painful experiences. Our 
willingness to suffer would actually allow us to truly learn from 
painful experiences.

We end up cheating ourselves out of experiences that would allow 
us deeper insight of who we are as self-sufficient human beings. Pain is 
a great motivating factor for us to learn about the real world and how 
we ought to navigate through it. In Jim’s case, he was stuck in the past 
and was haunted by memories of people who hurt or violated him. 
The ghost should have been exorcized out of his life, but it remained 
lurking in the halls of his inner house. Like a poltergeist that terrorizes 
the family from time to time with its ominous presence, the past 
can haunt us and paralyze us with fear. Many people try to drown 
their fears with alcohol, sex, drugs, or work. People in Jim’s life were 
witnessing how his ghost was haunting him by his behavior and 
attitudes toward life, family, and himself.

The accompanying anger that he expressed toward his family and 
society made it difficult to love and to be loved because of the fear of 
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being vulnerable and the lack of trust. The veil of darkness was slowly 
being pulled from Jim’s eyes, and he was willing to work through the 
past and be present in the here and now. By no longer suppressing the 
hurt from the past, he could see where his anger and suicidal thoughts 
were coming from.

He could begin to heal as he talked through the issues of abuse. 
His mind naturally unraveled the complexity of emotions and rational 
thoughts. He was discovering the value of his supportive wife and 
children. As he was becoming emotionally available to his wife, they 
were bonding in a new and meaningful ways. They discovered fun 
and spontaneous sex, raw laughter, safe communication, and precious 
moments of feeling heard.

His children, particularly his older one, now trust Jim as a father. 
She can open up, communicate freely, and feel safe when discussing 
her feelings. He listens more than yells. Jim is setting an example of 
how to communicate with his family in a loving, meaningful manner. 
This takes hard work and consistency. We are not going to achieve 
these results by being inconsistent. We will not achieve the goals 
we set out to complete in life if we neglect to do the work it takes 
to venture down the path that includes hurtful experiences. These 
experiences are our teaching and the way through which deep healing 
happens. Some might argue that we need not look at the past. In some 
cases, this maybe be true, but if the past is seeping through in a way 
that hinders your life, it must addressed.

The eye of your conscious might be covered by fear, uncertainly, 
insecurity, and fear of abandonment. This is the thing we learn from 
or suppress. It is through this lens that we see the world. Many people 
are blinded by the veil of the past that covers our inner eye. In this 
perspective, we cannot see opportunity, our resilience, and the people 
who truly love and care about us.

Family meetings and a deeper connection with his wife increased 
intimacy. His new connection with his daughter kept her from being 
bullied. Seeing the change in their father, his kids were proud and 
wanted to be around him.
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The Fear of Vulnerability

Life experiences, my private practice, and working with others 
helped me realize that many people are terrified of the idea of 
feeling vulnerable. As a result, they exhibit behaviors that protect 
them from experiencing vulnerability. This does not help them in 
their relationships with others because the lack of vulnerability is 
the opposite of intimacy. Clients have expressed their concerns that 
their significant other is cold, distant, unresponsive, and unwilling 
to meet their emotional needs. It is virtually impossible to be in a 
loving relationship without being vulnerable with the person you are 
involved with.

Let’s explore this basic human need of vulnerability. What does 
it mean to be vulnerable? Most people associate this with a type of 
weakness or an act of surrendering one’s power to another.

There are times when I feel vulnerable. I recall leaving one-sided 
conversations feeling defeated. I would wonder why I was feeling such 
a tremendous load after talking with some people. I felt worse having 
spoken with them—and sometimes just being near them—than I 
did before I started talking with them. I realized I was internalizing 
their negative energy and unprocessed issues. They projected their 
unresolved and/or unfinished business on me and those around them. 
That was a breeding ground for the inner critic, which fueled my 
insecurities, and that took years to overcome. I became lost in self-
doubt as a result of the criticism of others. The criticism would lead 
me down paths of uncertainty, and it often affected my inner dialogue 
and my personal narrative.

The irony of this experience is that I would not have traded it for 
anything! It made me who I am today. It was a fantastic opportunity 
to learn the greater part of myself. I could not have gained that insight 
without the coinciding emotional trauma. It changed me.

As you discover yourself, it is important to make the choice of how 
you are going to receive this negative energy. Will you use it to your 
benefit—or will you choose to allow the negative energy to defeat 
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you? Who were your inf luencers? How did they affect your beliefs in 
yourself? How did they shape the way you see the world?

Why Vulnerability Makes A Difference?

• It builds trust.
• It builds a greater sense of empathy.
• You accept the person using unconditional positive regard.
• You open yourself to love.
• It builds resilience in the relationship.
• It builds a greater connection to God or higher power.
• You become more forgiving of yourself.
• You are more honest about what you believe and feel.
• It utilizes a nonjudgmental stance.
• It keeps you from hurting others.
• You are free to work on personal issues together.

In subsequent chapters, I discuss the theory of unfinished business in 
therapy. The unfinished business theory teaches you how to interact 
with family, friends, work, business, and yourself. This is the core 
aspect of what gives life to the inner critic. If left unresolved, it leads 
to emotional distress and the dissolution of close relationships.

The Case of the Girl with the Silent Voice

I often come across the phenomena of silencing. Silencing occurs in an 
abusive relationship with caregivers or abusive spouses or partners. 
This happens when one feels as though their voice is not valued. It is 
the constant belittling of being told that what we say is stupid or dumb. 
We are laughed at for voicing our thoughts or opinions. We are told to 
be quiet. This script is repeated in the subconscious and becomes the 
manual of how we construct our lives. This has a tremendous effect 
on self-esteem. I worked with a young lady in my practice. She came 
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into my office in tears because of the constant berating by her father. 
This sweet young girl was full of promise and wonder.

To protect her anonymity, we’ll call her Cheyenne. Child 
Protective Services was a part of Cheyenne’s life beginning at a young 
age. She was sexually abused by her father and other men who came to 
the home. Her mother was heavily addicted to drugs and emotionally 
unstable. Cheyenne felt no semblance of love, security, or protection 
from her mother. Wild parties were a normal occurrence, especially 
on weekdays.

As one would expect, the effect of this home situation were 
emotionally devastating in several ways. It also impacted her school 
performance, and she was diagnosed with ADHD. Cheyenne’s 
homework was rarely completed. She often went hungry, and the 
refrigerator was empty. Mostly, she survived on a diet of Coca-Cola 
and Hot Pockets. She had a vivid memory of standing on her tippy-toes 
to put a Hot Pocket into the microwave by herself. Her mother was 
sleeping on the couch from the previous day’s drug binge. Cheyenne 
slept on the cold f loor of the mobile home with one soiled blanket that 
reeked of human and animal urine.

As, she grew into puberty, her father began to eye her. He made 
frequent visits to her bedroom at night. She clearly recalled being 
terrified as she heard her father’s footsteps as he walked down the 
hallway. The sound of the door slowly creaking open as her father 
entered her room echoed in her mind. His ominous silhouette in the 
doorway was stained in her memory. She hid her head beneath the 
pillow, closed her eyes, and prayed for God’s help. “Go away! Please, 
not again. No more, please!” Her cries for help went unheard. Tightly 
curled up in her tiny, cold bedroom, her father lay down behind 
her. Her fragile heartbeat, pounding wildly, was deafening to her 
inner ear.

The innocence of her childhood was stolen because of these 
horrifying nightly visits from her father. That her prayers as a child 
were left unheard would ultimately affect her relationships and her 
faith in God as an adult. She began to question God’s existence. She 
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thought, If there is a good God out there, how could he allow this to 
happen? Cheyenne’s journey led her down a path of skepticism and 
conflicting beliefs. Deep down, she believed in God. As a result of 
her childhood, she began to teeter between agnosticism (neither faith 
nor disbelief in God) and atheism (disbelief in the existence of God).

When she could no longer suppress the pain, she sought out 
therapy. With the courage to venture into the dark areas of her 
life, commitment, and hard work, Cheyenne was able to confront 
the shadow demon that was her father. For years, the vision of his 
dark silhouette standing in the doorway haunted her. Through her 
consistent efforts, her father’s sins would no longer have a grip on her. 
Cheyenne reclaimed her own self-worth.

Today, Cheyenne holds a steady job. She coexists in harmony 
with the world around her and is no longer controlled by anxiety and 
fear. Work and family relationships continue to improve even with 
life’s occasional ups and downs. She learned how to drive, received 
an education in money management, and began saving for her future. 
She is so proud to be able to set aside rainy-day money and retirement 
funds.

In therapy, she sets long-term goals of six months and beyond, 
short-term goals of zero to six months, and weekly and daily goals. In 
her journal, she writes about her narrative (also a powerful means of 
healing). She becomes the author of her new story. Through writing, 
she can process her thoughts, feelings, and emotions in a healthy 
way. She is now giving voice to the innocent, fragile girl in the mobile 
home.

What is your life story? What compels you to make decisions in 
your life? Are you allowing the negative inner critic to govern your 
action and beliefs? Are you giving space to the positive critic and 
allowing it to have you reframe the way you view the world and your 
circumstances? None of the practices that are taught to you in this 
book are easy. I don’t believe there is an easy way of dealing with the 
inner critic. In order to meet the challenges of life, we must go through 
the personal work. In practicing the rigor of working through the 



m o n t r i e l  v.  J A m A r i ,  l m f t

 38 

trauma of silencing, we can rescript our stories and eventually silence 
the negative inner critic—just like Cheyenne did.

Looking into the Past

Why do men often turn out to be what they hate the most in their 
fathers? A man who was locked in an unhealthy and abusive relationship 
between his father and mother will often grow up to become an abuser 
like his father. Growing up in such environment, even though he hated 
and most likely still hates his father for physically abusing his mother, 
he still goes ahead and physically abuses his own wife.

At times, we slowly incorporate attitudes and behavioral patterns 
of the people we have relationships with. We soak in their principles, 
absorb their ideas, and adapt their quirks. Even when we hate what 
they do, that hatred can become a bond that defines the relationship 
we have with them. If I do not like alcohol but have a friend who is 
an alcoholic, our relationship might make me feel empathy toward 
people who like alcohol, deepen my disgust for alcohol, deepen my 
disgust for my friend, or turn me into somebody who likes alcohol. 
The list goes on and on.

There are myriad outcomes in any relationship, and more than 
one outcome can happen. The example only stated four possibilities, 
but there are more—and they sometimes do not occur alone. I can 
hate my friend for being an alcoholic and letting alcohol ruin him and 
still have a level of empathy toward him. My disgust for alcohol might 
heighten, yet I will find myself secretly taking a couple of shots every 
Friday. This inner personal conf lict might come across as hypocrisy, 
but there is a deeper meaning behind this behavior.

The effects of relationships do not only occur in the conscious 
realm where we know that a particular person’s habit is inf luencing 
us. The effect can occur in the subconscious realm where we do not 
know why we do what we do. The inner voice draws energy from our 
relationships—good and bad—and subtly feeds us the same energy.
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There are instances of the inner voice coming from subconscious 
knowledge. Some people instinctively know how to keep a happy 
home. They do whatever it takes to keep their families united. They 
spread love. They get married and stay married. This instinct can 
come from an inner critic, and the inner critic or voice can stem 
from an experience or experiences when they were barely teenagers. 
Maybe they visited an uncle for five months and witnessed the love 
that existed between father, mother, and children. They saw the 
happiness that comes from patience and understanding between 
couples. Maybe a loving marriage was what they lived within as kids. 
The experience that comes from such a relationship ends up existing 
in their subconscious minds and generates a yearning for a happy 
home. The knowledge becomes the inner critic that subtly tells them 
to apologize to their spouses when they are wrong. It cautions them 
when they are taking an argument too far.

Equally, a childhood experience in a rough neighborhood 
might turn into that voice that will encourage or motivate a person 
to be violent. Let’s say in your formative years, you grew up in a 
neighborhood where you witnessed violent fights every day and were 
personally involved in scores of them. Now, you are an attorney, 
married, with kids, and living in San Francisco. As you are driving to 
work, a careless driver brushes your car and breaks the side mirror. 
Instead of apologizing, he gets rude and blames you for the accident. 
The inner critic can jump in and begin to tell you different reasons for 
why you should punch the guy in his face.

Another voice can jump in and give you reasons why you should 
not. The irony behind this example is that a man might have the social 
restraint in public but have a very different set of attitudes, rules, and 
behaviors at home with his wife and kids. He could be under control 
in the courtroom and be out of control at home. His wife and children 
are subject to the rage and anger he learned from his parents or the 
inner city he was raised in. Outside of the home, people might assume 
he has the picture-perfect family and is an ideal husband, but the real 
tornado of violence is enacted inside of the four walls of their home.
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Negative and positive relationship experiences exist within the 
subconscious and might become a source of the inner critic telling 
us what to do.

Environment

The inner critic comes from both the near and the distant past. The 
voice of positivity and negativity can draw strength from the memories 
of yesterday or a twenty-year-old memory.

Environment inf luences us heavily. We must be careful of the kind 
of places we decide to get stuck in. A bad marriage is a bad environment 
for kids. In many cases, war is a bad environment for progress. Crime 
and drugs present bad environment for their inhabitants.

If you take a look at your life, you will see inf luences of the places 
or environments you have been and the events you have witnessed. 
Childhood, high school, college, work, vacations, hospitals, and 
families present different environments with different levels of 
inf luence on our lives.

Some environment and experiences cannot be classified 
into good or bad just as the inner voice doesn’t always have to be 
good or bad. Our past and present environments can inf luence 
our decision-making speed, our gut, trust, precepts, beliefs, and 
obligations.

An Environmentally Influenced Inner Critic

Jack grew up in a home where his father was a constant provider, and 
his mother played a supporting role. He went to a good private high 
school, and so did his brothers. He graduated as his high school’s 
valedictorian. After college, he earned his MBA and got a good job 
with an airline company. Within two years, became a junior executive, 
met Melissa, and fell in love. They got married, and would soon 
become a senior executive.
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The story should have ended with a happily ever after—if it wasn’t 
for the recession that hit the country. The airline industry was hit the 
worst. Mergers and acquisitions followed suit. Layoffs came to the 
senior executive positions, and Jack was laid off.

Six months later, he was still unable to secure employment worth 
his skills and certificates. Melissa had no problem with the situation. 
Her job was solid, and the pay was just as high as Jack’s had been. She 
paid the bills and covered most of their expenses.

Jack became very uncomfortable with the arrangement. His ego 
as a man was hurt and burnt every single day he could not provide. 
He snapped, became unnecessarily irritable, and even turned rude. 
He sulked in his balcony night after night, eating and smiling as little 
as possible.

Some men have no problem with shifting from the role of 
providing for the woman, but Jack grew up in an environment where 
the man played a primary role in providing for the family’s needs. 
When he shifted to a background role, the inner voices said, “Jack, you 
are the man. You need to get a job. Melissa is beautiful. If she doesn’t 
get the proper care, she might cheat on you. Dale just bought a car for 
Anna. What did you do for Melissa?”

It is easy for the ego to be bruised in that type of situation. 
In this example, it was the recession. We cannot control the ups 
and downs of the stock market. We cannot control whether we go 
into another depression. It’s difficult for many of us to come to the 
realization that we cannot control everything in our lives. This is 
the inner struggle.

The idea of losing control gave rise to the inadequacy Jack 
experienced within himself and his relationship with Melissa. 
Inadequacy, uncertainty, and the belief that he was not good enough is 
new to Jack. The feelings opened up his vulnerabilities. Jack’s life had 
been mapped out for him, but his dreams and desires came to a halt 
during the recession. The anxiety gave way to feelings of inadequacy 
and his perceived thoughts of being a failure. It was difficult for Jack 
to see clearly and think objectively about his current situation.
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One of my professors said, “It is difficult to see yourself when 
you are in the picture frame.” Jack was in a whole new reality, and 
thriving in a new reality depends on a couple’s decision to evolve or 
remain frustrated. The important thing for Jack and Melissa was to 
communicate their needs. When couples do not communicate their 
needs, the negative inner critic will rear its ugly head and override 
good judgment. This will cause unnecessary arguments that have 
nothing to do with the core problem. Uncertainly creates feelings of 
helplessness. When left untreated or ignored, in some cases, it leads 
to divorce.

The Parable of the Grasshopper and the Crow

An African proverb says, “A fight among grasshoppers is a joy to 
the crow.” Think about that for a minute. What does that mean to 
you? When we fight among ourselves, we become weaker as a team 
and are vulnerable to outside inf luences. In this metaphor, the crow 
represents the enemy within or outside of the relationship. Unhealthy 
arguments lead to resentment and distrust and give outside inf luences 
an opportunity to attack the relationship.

Outside and inside inf luencers could be an affair with 
another woman or man, old habits, or addictions that have not 
been resolved. The crow could come in many forms. The crow 
likes to feed on insecurity and uncertainty in the relationship. 
We make the mistake of treating symptoms of uncertainty and 
insecurity with alcohol or other vices to escape stress within the 
relationship or escape what is going on within us. I’ve seen it time 
and time again. How did you let the crow into your personal life? 
As a couple, when did you let down your defenses? As a couple, it is 
not too late to fortify your walls and keep the crow out by utilizing 
effective communication skills, repairing trust, acknowledging 
your wrongs, putting good energy back into the relationship, and 
creating a system that is founded on love. This systemically creates 
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the scarecrow effect that protects the fabric and sanctity of the 
relationship.

Communication

Your way of communicating, however short or long, can have great 
inf luence on the way the inner critic will inf luence you. Who do you 
talk to? What kind of thoughts do you invite into your mind?

There is this story I heard a long time ago. In China, there was a 
purge against Christians. Among the imprisoned Christians, three 
believers refused to renounce their faith despite all the torture they 
put them through. Finally, the prison warden had had enough. He 
informed his superior that he would put the three men to death first 
thing the following morning. His superior asked him not to. Instead, 
they were transferred to an unknown room, and a record was played 
repeatedly every minute of every day. The record contained atheistic 
and anti-Christian proclamations. The three Christians, who didn’t 
renounce their Christian faith after years of torture, did so in less than 
a year. They renounced—not under duress but under the power of 
communication and repetition.

Some people say, “Men are moved by what they see, and women 
are moved by what they hear.” I feel that the saying is wrong. I think 
both men and women are moved by what they see and hear. Ever 
heard two military buddies talking? Their form of communication is 
wrapped in their military culture. Their behavior is a direct result of 
this form of communication and repetition.

There are two types of communication. We have verbal and 
nonverbal communication. Verbal communication is also called 
oral communication with information being passed from a person 
to another via words. Healthy communication is a two-way street. 
Communication naturally isn’t complete if the person you are trying 
to communicate with does not understand what you are saying. This 
does not mean that ineffective or incomplete communication cannot 
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affect the way someone views themselves, the other person, and the 
relationship. Being clear, concise, and assertive holds power when 
communicating your feelings and thoughts to the other person.

Some people struggle with communicating their feelings because 
fear dominates their decision to communicate their needs. They are 
fearful of what the other person might think about them. They are 
fearful of losing the trust of the other person. They are fearful because 
they believe that the person they care for will get angry, offended, or 
turned off and decide to walk away from them, furthering their fear 
of abandonment.

Let’s see this attempt at communication between Jim and Jane.
Jane says, “Jim, you never spend enough time with me. I feel like 

I’m alone most of the time. When we do go out occasionally, you seem 
like you’re just so distracted that you’re not really here.”

Jim says, “I don’t know how much you really want from me, I’m 
doing the best I can. This house costs money. The kids’ school costs 
money. I have to work as much as I do to provide for the family. I don’t 
think you really appreciate the hard work I put in for the family.”

This case is a pretty classic form of miscommunication of needs 
not being met between both parties. Jane is feeling alone in the 
relationship even though Jim is physically present. Jim is feeling like 
he’s not being appreciated for the hard work he puts into taking care 
of the family.

It is important to see that it is not a matter of being right or wrong. 
This situation has everything to do with the feelings of one another.

From Jim, the crow in this instance, would invite unappreciation, 
and from Jane, the crow would invite feelings of loneliness and 
neglect. As the negative inner critic begins to speak to the couple, 
feelings of uncertainty arise. The crow summons various enemies 
to unravel the fabric of the relationship—it could be addictions, 
outside relationships, or other substances—to cover the real pain 
that has surfaced between the couple. The presence of outside 
inf luences can result in definite consequences that increase feelings 
of insecurity.
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When the Crow Wins

Jim and Jane are engaging in destructive forms of communication. We 
have the accusatory form, which points out the blame unto another 
person. It is pointing out what the person isn’t doing right. This 
communication style doesn’t lead to a greater experience of intimacy 
within the relationship; instead, it draws people away from each other 
and into the dark corners of old insecurities in their subconscious 
minds. Without effectively processing problems through positive 
forms of communication, by being clear, concise, and assertive, it is 
inevitable that old issues will come back to haunt the relationship.

How can Jim and Jane begin to process problems within the 
relationship without pointing blame at the other person? Let’s look 
at their forms of communication. When Jane says, “You never spend 
enough time with me,” this is accusatory language that puts pressure 
on Jim to perform more in his overwhelming schedule. This causes 
Jim to become more resistant, frustrated, angry, and resentful; in 
many cases, men retreat into their holes or man caves. This poses 
another problem that creates psychological warfare between the 
couple.

Men often punish their significant others through passive-
aggressive behavior. I call this “silencing and distancing.” This 
silencing can be unthinkably cruel. It creates a thick, invisible wall or 
force field that puts a heavy burden on the relationship. By silencing, 
Jim ignores Jane completely. This communicates to her that he is 
not acknowledging her or purposely ignoring her presence. He’s not 
validating her complete person, presence, spiritual being, or emotions. 
This form of punishment leaves her feeling uncomforted, unprotected, 
venerable, left to endure pain alone, and abandoned.

Jane begins to think that he truly doesn’t care about her, has no 
desire to be intimate with her, no longer finds her attractive, doesn’t 
care about the well-being of their marriage, and is unforgiving. The 
intensity of the silence creates a feeling of walking on eggshells or 
pins and needles.
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The house no longer feels like a home; it is a prison camp. It is easy 
for the love to be lost in this instance. Love becomes a distant memory 
as they become strangers to one another. They might stay with each 
other for convenience—for financial reasons, for the kids, or the hope 
that the other person might change.

When a woman is silent, this is a code red! Her emotional door 
begins to close—sometimes more quickly than one would expect. She 
becomes cold and distant, going about her normal routine without Jim 
in mind, washing the dishes, doing laundry, and maybe even making 
dinner for both of them, but her emotional attachment toward Jim 
is dying. Jane thinks their whole marriage was a farce or a lie. Inside 
of her, she has already grieved the loss of her relationship and moved 
on. It is a strong possibility that she is preparing herself for departure. 
Her mind has changed, and there is a shift away from any thought of 
reconciliation. Most men don’t even see it coming until they come 
back from work to find an empty house. The crow has eaten the 
grasshoppers!

Language Shifting

Language shifting helps the communicator and listener work through 
issues that help to resolve the problem. The beauty of language shifting 
is the fact that you do not have to be at odds with each other to use it. 
Language shifting helps to communicate true feelings by being clear, 
concise, honest, and assertive. By incorporating these ingredients 
into your language, you will direct issues that you are having with the 
listener away from the person and toward the problem, help create a 
greater sense of intimacy, properly assess and weigh the intentions, 
mind-set, thoughts, opinions, and current feelings of the listener, 
and build a greater sense of self in relation to your self-concept, self-
respect, and self-esteem. This is the core of language shifting. You can 
begin to build on this foundation and make it yours once you have 
these basic principles down. Let’s look at Jim and Jane once again.
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If Jane were to say, “I feel lonely because your time is taken away 
by work,” it would take the pressure off of Jim to perform more. This 
form of communication is not accusatory. The very way that she is 
expressing herself to Jim allows Jane to communicate her feelings 
effectively by simply utilizing “I feel because” statements. I get many 
clients who feel that this way of communicating seems awkward and 
unnatural. Nevertheless, this is the very reason why many of them are 
coming to therapy because of the breakdown in their communication 
style.

Many are uncomfortable with connecting to their feelings and 
expressing them to the other person. Some have the belief that this is 
a form of weakness to express their feelings to the other person in this 
manner. Some were raised to communicate through anger, passive-
aggressive behaviors, sarcasm, ignoring, or silence. None of these 
forms of communication help resolve the problem; on the contrary, it 
exacerbates the problem to the point of frustrating progress between 
the couples, the family, or the individual. When you practice this style 
of communication, you will begin to make it yours.

When Jane says, “I feel all alone in this relationship because 
you’re so busy with work.” it communicates that the problem is the 
problem—not Jim being the source of the problem. The issue here 
is the management of Jim’s time with his family. The problem is 
something that is fixable— not Jim needing to be fixed. They can 
work together to resolve this issue in a cohesive manner.

The way Jane is communicating will help show Jim how important 
he is to her. This shows him how precious their time together as a 
couple is. In this scenario, communicating her needs in this form takes 
away blame and helps promote growth and intimacy within their 
marriage. It establishes assertiveness with Jane, builds self-esteem, 
gives her a stronger voice, and shows that her words matter.

In healthy communication, Jim would say, “What I am hearing 
from you is that you feel lonely because more of my time is taken away by 
work, and this bothers you.” Jim is acknowledging Jane’s feelings. This 
is showing her that he is listening and acknowledging her experience. 
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This tool is powerful with men because many men are accused of 
being insensitive. They try to fix the situation instead of understanding 
feelings. When men explain away the problem or give reasons why this 
or that happened, it communicates that they do not care about her 
feelings and only cares about being right. The irony about this way of 
communicating is that he might be logically correct but emotionally 
wrong. By shifting their communication style, they both get their needs 
met in terms of Jim feeling appreciated and seeing how important he 
is to Jane. Jane would receive more precious time with Jim as they are 
working together on the problem of time management.

Jim and Jane could have easily been carried away in a destructive 
form of communication through blaming each other. This would have 
left them in a cesspool of stagnation, bitterness, and resentment. Blame 
and grudges are like cancer. The more they are left untreated, the 
more they proceed down a path that is terminal. Using “I feel because” 
statements is the way the brain understands and processes the feelings 
of the other person in arguments or disagreements without getting 
offended. Practicing this style of ref lective listening will eventually 
become more f luid. You will find it easier to communicate with others 
without repeating the same problems.

It is important to note that it would not have made sense for Jim 
to argue against Jane’s feelings of loneliness and neglect by telling 
her why she should not feel this way. Those feelings belong to her. 
By coming to an understanding, through ref lective listening, they 
increase the intimacy they are yearning for in their marriage. The 
narrative of their marriage will begin to take on a positive storyline 
that does not involve criticism. They can look back on the chapters of 
their lives together and read it with positive affirmations.

Negative People

At some point in your life, I’m sure you have met people who only 
have negative things to tell you. They are unhappy with everything 
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and want you to be unhappy. It seems like they never have anything 
positive to say. They are happy with receiving attention from others 
through the sickness of negativity. It is true that misery loves company.

Negative verbal communication settles in our conscious and 
subconscious minds. Positive communications also settle in our 
minds. How much negativity have you been listening to lately? How 
much hatred, spite, pride, violence, and darkness do you allow to enter 
your world. Negative communication generates negative thought 
patterns and a negative inner voice. Positive communication generates 
positive thought patterns and a positive inner voice.

Childhood

The formative years are some of the most important years in life. 
Childhood can be defined as the period between birth and adulthood. 
The beginning of adulthood varies across nations, but adulthood 
typically begins between fifteen and eighteen. In the United States, 
adulthood begins at eighteen.

We are born without a choice of parents, language, environment, 
community, or country. We grow up with the languages of our parents 
and siblings. As toddlers, we are fed, spoken to, thrown in the air, 
cuddled, bathed, and cleaned by people who first are strangers, then 
later, become those we call family. We hear conversations and witness 
events we might not remember. Slowly, we begin to form attitudes. We 
see Father eat, and we know that food should be eaten with a spoon, 
fork, knife, or hand. We hear Mother sing, and we know melody, 
sound, rhythm and rhyme. We see numbers and letters and join them 
to make meaning out of the union. We begin to understand joy, pain, 
failure, fear, violence, and maturity.

As we grow, our choices become wider. We might not have chosen 
our parents, siblings, schools, or communities, but we have a choice of 
friends and a choice of when and where to play with them. We might 
be limited in our actions in the beginning, but as our brains develop, 
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our cognitive abilities begin to advance into higher levels of thinking. 
The options available to us begin to widen. We choose to lie, get angry, 
and cry for things we think we want.

The formative years have experiences that will directly inf luence 
who we will or will not become. They also have depth of information 
that we might never be able to access in our unconscious and those 
that will be buried in the subconscious.

The conscious, subconscious, and unconscious childhood 
information are sources that the inner voice draws strength from. 
The nature of childhood can greatly inf luence the nature of the inner 
voice that speaks within our minds.

The Internal Factor of the Self

We are inf luenced by internal and external factors. Our personalities 
and behaviors are shaped by our environments and our genes, which 
we have inherited from our parents. The internal factor of self entails 
our genetic makeup. Some people are bold, and others are timid; some 
are creative, and others are simple.

The internal factor of self can greatly inf luence our actions and 
decisions, and those actions and decisions result in the experiences 
and information that will be stored in our subconscious mind. The 
inner voice or critic also draws its source from this information.

We will revisit the internal factor of the self in more detailed 
fashion in later chapters.

African Tenets

• self-concept (how we define ourselves)
• self-confidence (the belief in our definition of ourselves)
• self-esteem (the umbrella that draws energy from these two 

underlying concepts and our abilities)



t h e  i n n e r  c r i t i c

 51 

• the value of the collective self and how we are empowered 
by positive people in the greater community and not just 
individually.

Summary

Traditionally, African tribes view the family as a collective whole. 
In traditional life, the individual does not and could not exist alone 
(Boyd Franklin 2006). An African proverb says it takes a village to 
raise a child. In other words, there is no division even among extended 
family in the community. The success of the child is dependent on the 
family and the involvement of the community.

With recovery models and strength evidence-based practices, 
counselors are beginning to recognize the importance of culture 
in the therapeutic process. Therapists are also seeing the value of 
indigenous spiritual and healing practices in therapy sessions. Family 
systems approaches have aided this discovery.

African libations, healing ceremonies, and cleansing rituals 
have helped families through difficult times. These practices can be 
effective and sometimes necessary component in effective therapy. 
Your awareness of your own family’s culture connects you to a greater 
story that transcends the problem. The inner critic will have you 
believe that your struggle for acceptance will never end. This delusion 
is simply not true. If the inner critic can convince your mind to make 
it true, you will live a life that is subject to limitations. Your story 
is a lot more powerful than what the inner critic would have you 
to believe. We have to be aware and awake to the world around us 
and our successes in it. This blindness bias creates a type of total 
vision, and our perceptions of reality are based on a very limited set 
of experiences.




