The Savior

I don’t think I know of a single therapist who doesn’t suffe; frog
this face of the ego. I am sure most people in the helping Profe,
sions have these qualities. .

I spent my early twenties with a burning desire to help Othery
While this was a good motivation and propelled me to dg Mmany ,
kind thing, Iwent to the extreme. I didn’t just want to help, I'wanteg
to rescue. Not just rescue but cure. If I passed a bus stop in my car |
fought the urge to stop and offer someone a ride with little thoughy
for my own plans. Or if someone was in financial duress, I wanteg
to step in and take care of all their woes for them.

I finally had to ask myself, Did they ask for help? The answer
Wwas no. My desire to excessively invade boundaries to help people
hardly ever came from the other. It was something Imade up in my

head. This naturally led me to inquire, Where is this need to save
coming from?

myself from the pain of seeing them suffer,
My longing was for many things:

My giving allowed me to feel significant an
worthy.

My giving allowed me to not confront Y OWn pain about the
other’s pain.

My giving allowed me to ward off the discomfort of tolerating
the unknown.

My giving allowed me to feel superior and competent, powerf, L
and in control.

d useful, valid, and
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My giving attracted broken People to me, allow;
continue this cycle, e

My giving allowed others to depend on me, which gave m
ea

fl‘orh sense of power.
[‘()f‘e8 My giv-ing allowed me to n.ot learn to be a recejver,
My giving meant I could distract myself from my own self-care
he ’
1'3.
y . Those of us who are saviors deflect the Joss of our authentic self
lteq by focusing on others. This allows us to maintain a persona of
ar, | goodness, even superiority, which is our way of compensating for
8ht feeling inferior.
ted I still remember an early supervisory session when I was in my
twenties. I was telling my supervisor how I went over time with my
rer client by an entire hour because I was helping her with her broken

car. This wasn’t a one-off situation in which the client had unex-
pectedly found herselfin an emergency. This was someone who re-
peatedly set herself up to be dependent on others. The problem she
had with the car was one she had known she needed to fix.

When I told my supervisor that I offered to drive the client home,
he nearly fell out of his chair. He looked at me with an odd mix of in-
credulity and pity. Tknew then thatThad done something drastically
wrong. Whereas I thought I was being compassionate, he explained
how I was operating out of a savior complex. I was fascinated. I had
never heard of such a thing. He showed me how I had fused myself
with my client and totally identified with her ongoing struggles as
if they were my own. There were zero boundaries between her and
myself. He then lovingly showed me how I was actually setting her
up to be dependent on me, crippling her instead of empowering her.

This was my introduction to my savior complex. I thought this
was it-[ learned about it and now I could conquer it. Little did I
realize that it would take decades to overcome and was actually
part of a larger problem. As I continued my journey into whole-
ness, I began to realize how insidious this identification with the
savior was and how I needed to detach from it. This is a hard thing




for us in the helping professions, as it is for MOSt Wome
cially the more maternal and nurturing ones, One of the ré “Spe.
we enter these spaces of healing and motherhood jg that v,
caring hearts and giving personalities. To put boundaries a
these traits doesn’t come naturally, but if we don’t, our ego’s
fenscs can grow so large that we imagine ourselves messiahs he:
to heal others,

Many therapists have such delusions, as do many religio,
leaders who cal] themselves all sorts of labels, such a5 “gury
a derivative of God such as “Reverend.” Once ] got in touch with
"My own savior complex and saw it for its hidden narcissism, I vy,
appalled. Where had | developed this delusional idea that my ip.
fluence over another Was so great? How had I overestimateq my.
self so egregiously?

badly,” she confided.
I asked her, “Why do you work so hard for them? What 1. you
ing to achieve?”
tr}:‘lf J'gst feel so bad for them,” she repli-ed. “Their father left us when
they were young. Since then,. I’v'e carried the guflt of raising them
without a male figure in their lives. Once I,reah.zed how trayum,.
tized they were when he abandoned them, I've trie hard to Mmake

it up to them, but nothing I do ever works.
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Rt [ empathized with Ashley, g, ,

e 11 of us are. I explained th was Cofnmg from q lovi
oy 25 & at her degjre t Ng place
gL | se thisiswhat her children tr © Over-give Wagp’
s g caul , uly needed. Thq o, th
h Q. came from somethmg deep within her, aguilt gh €sire to over-give

Cre was unbearable. Her regret and remorse at v:he eﬁpenenced that
: had caused them to endure wag something Sheactou?z ;,)tc-inusband
',?us Asaway of compensating, she tried 1o save her children f; et go of
“or pain. Little did she realize that she Was actually saving he;r;;helr
Vith Now, after years of gving them everything they wished .
Wag but setting none of the boundarjes they needed they were run.
in- ning amuck. I showed her how she had actually ended up doin
Y- them a disservice. She had made them believe that they lived megx

world where their wishes would always be granted and they would

W always be saved by others. As result, they treated her as the wish
Ss granter and their personal concierge. What mattered to her was ir-
1S relevant to them,
g When I showed Ashley the pattern she had been living out, her
¥ jaw dropped. She was shocked at how she had been blinded by her

own guilt, and how this had been the driver of her actions. With
this realization, she immediately felt even more guilt! Her identity
had been so wrapped up in her savior image that to learn she was
self-centered came as a jol.
Some facades of the ego go undetected because culture encour-
ages them, especially in the case of women. We get stroked and
endorsed for these facades. It’s only when we begin to self-destruct
that we are prepared to crawl out from under them. The ultimaFe
reality is that we operate under these facades because we are afraid
to show our true selves. We have learned over eons that these fa-
cades of the ego are the way to receive validation, which is why we
contj :
Th: Zittiigfeez)s{c;‘;ejavior complex is to learn to .tolerate suf:"::
ing, startin ith our own. Most saviors create this persona as
’ & Wi , . vain. The idea that the other is in
Wa'y 10'aveid siting Yt iE i savior, is so overwhelming that
Pain, par ticularly if caused by the S tha,lt if she rids the other of
She seeks to eliminate it. She fIBUF®
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their pain, they won’t have to experience the feelings around ,,
themselves. The savior feels a sense of competence by Tushing ,
another’s rescue. The “fixing” of another gives her focys and reg;

rection. The only way out of this pattern is to realize that there j
1O one on the outside to save or fix. We cannot do this even for our

children or our loved ones, which is a bitter pill to swallow. The

only person we can do this for is ourselves.
When the savior realizes the other’s pain is necessary, and even

vital, for them to awaken to their own true self, she is able to turn
to her own pain and the many ways she has avoided the discomfort
it brings. She needs to go through a detox and resist the temptation
to solve other people’s problems.

Instead of turning toward others, she now begins to turn inward.
She begins to ask, How can I heal myself from within? In doing so,

“‘



