
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


How To Be Whole Again

Defeat Fear of Abandonment, Anxiety, and Self-Doubt. Be an Emotionally Mature Adult Despite Coming From a Dysfunctional Family
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Thank you for choosing my book! I would like to show my appreciation for the trust you gave me by giving a FREE GIFT to you! 

>> CLICK HERE TO GET MY SELF-DISCOVERY STARTER KIT << 

The kit shares 10 key practices to help you to: 


	discover your true self,  

	find your life areas that need improvement, 

	find self-forgiveness,  

	become better at socializing,  

	lead a life of gratitude and purpose. 



The kit contains extra actionable worksheets with practice exercises for deeper learning. 

›› CLICK HERE TO DOWNLOAD YOUR FREE COPY NOW! ‹‹ 
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I WAS SITTING AT THE window of my maternal grandparents’ house watching my father’s gray car disappearing in the distance. I was four or five. My parents just opened a new store in a city 80 miles away from the village where I was staying and growing up. My parents were new in the professional lighting industry, so they needed all their time and attention on getting the business started. It was going to provide a future for the family and for me, their only child. Of course, I didn’t understand all the adult implications of being busy opening a business at such a young age. All I wanted was to have my mom and dad around.

Maybe it sounds odd to say this—as the book is about healing and maturing from traumas suffered in childhood—but I was mostly a happy child. My parents loved me. They wanted me. My maternal grandparents also loved me. They took good care of me as I was growing up. My grandmother was a retired elementary school teacher, bored out of her mind from staying at home. Having more free time than ever before, she mostly invested it in incessant cleaning and my education. Thanks to her I could read, write, count, and I knew all European countries, their capitals, and the rivers crossing each capital by the age of four. My grandparents eagerly showed me off to relatives, friends, and pretty much everyone who set foot in our home. I felt like a little circus monkey but I loved the attention. Especially that of my parents. I couldn’t wait for them to come home—to the village—every weekend so I could prove to them how much they were missing out on by not being with me. I thought if I only knew a little bit more, if I sang just a little bit better, or if I cried just a little bit louder, they’d stay. But they never did.

As I mentioned before, my story is not a terribly traumatic one, but emotional abandonment, neglect, and experiences of lacking are not necessarily the result of violence, sexual assault, addiction, or death.

My story has much more covert negative elements in it, which I dare say, is more common than the stories that utterly shock you. But we don't know about stories like mine because people don't speak about them. I think personal stories work like advertisements: if there is nothing sensationally good or bad about them, they won’t get publicity. No one pays attention to them. Even I get sold on the belief that my story is not worth mentioning because there are much worse out there. I was almost ashamed to complain as I dreaded people’s reactions; they would dismiss it as nothing, they would judge me or my loved ones, or they simply wouldn’t care. Why bother, then? 

As a child, a teenager, and even a young adult, I was silent about my story. I barely opened up about a fraction of it to my friends. Well-wishing positive psychology gurus teach us not to connect with people using our bucket of stuff. So I didn’t. I didn’t want to seem ungrateful, complaining, or worse... broken. 

Can you relate? (I will ask this question frequently in this book.) Do you think you mostly stayed silent about the negative experiences that shaped your life? Or the positive ones, for that matter? What are your motivations for not sharing? If you share, are you aware what your intention is behind that choice? Do you seek understanding from others? Do you wish to be excused for some of your shortcomings by playing the victim card? Do you share out of desperation? Do you share to ease your mind? Would you like to find answers? Do you share because you feel in a safe space? We choose to talk—or not talk—about ourselves due to various motivations. I think it is very important to know what those motivations are before we truly start working on our childhood baggage. Please take a moment to think about what yours are.

I held my “non-sharing policy” firmly until the age of 27. Let me stop here for a second. I know that age and credibility are strongly tied together. But age in the case of that big aha moment in life is a relative number. I feel extremely grateful for being so young when I had my breakthrough realization about “who I was” and “why I was that way.” According to research, most people get to this point somewhere in their mid to late thirties—even in their forties, otherwise known as the midlife crisis. Some people gain awareness about these questions as soon as their late teens (those lucky younglings). And some never get such an aha moment and live their six, seven, or nine decades on this Earth without knowing the answer to the questions “Who am I?” and “Why am I this way?” So, age is just a number, my dear. If you are younger or older than I am, it doesn’t matter. The earlier you start the better, but—and a big but is coming—just because you discover some truths about your upbringing, and its consequences to your life thus far at any age, it doesn’t mean your job’s done there. No. 

The cycle of awareness, confusion, anger, acceptance, and forgiveness has to be done and redone over and over again. The truths you get blessed enough to understand in your teens will be different than what you understand in your twenties, thirties, forties, and so on. The lightness or heaviness of our childhood baggage is like Prometheus’ liver. It doesn’t matter how many times we eat it, curse it, therapy it out of our system, it grows back every once in a while. It will be smaller, and less painful, of course, but it is a baggage that we ultimately carry to the grave. But it makes a huge difference how we carry this bag; will we casually throw it over our shoulder while we walk the flat road, or will we struggle to pull it up Everest? That’s the difference we can make about our past. And it’s all the difference in the world. 

We all have been dealt bags to carry. Some were blessed to get a neat little clutch, some of us got luggage so big that no sensible airline would carry it without extra charge—and one wheel is also missing. Whatever bag you got is not your fault. That’s just life, and life isn’t fair (a fairy just died now that I wrote that), so don’t wait for life to compensate you for your losses; it is not a zero-sum game. In my teens and even my early twenties I believed life owed me something for all the hardships I had to go through and thus—unfortunately—I took the help of many people for granted. I lived without showing the proper gratitude to those who held my hand along my bumpy road. Today I know I made a mistake, and it took me some time to forgive myself for it. But hey, having these kinds of realizations and doing better after them is called growth. 

But back to the bag we were dealt with... It is up to us to empty it and make it as user-friendly as possible—regardless if we have the rat purse or the elephant coffin. We can all do better than to just give up and settle. It’s our responsibility to make the best out of what we got.

Clutches are annoying; you need to hold them in one hand. Your job is to saw a handle on the clutch to be able to carry it without constantly sacrificing a hand. If you had the wheel-less trolley, you’d need to empty it, and then put some awesome 24K gold wheels on it so they’d slide like magic. As you can see, everyone has to do something with their bags. What I know for sure is that life doesn’t dispense padded, aerodynamic, lightweight Rimowa backpacks for anyone. Everyone has to craft their own version of that. 

If we stick with the bag analogy, I think I was given a tote. Not a fancy one, not an O bag or a Longchamp. I got a medium-sized tote with those incredibly uncomfortable straps which would leave red and blue bruises on your shoulder for days if you did some big-time grocery shopping. That kind of tote. Oh, and my tote had a big hole on the bottom. I will tell you the (w)hole story soon.

I was heavily debating for months whether or not I should tell you my story. As I mentioned above, before I had my big aha moment of “who I was” and “why I was that way,” I didn’t talk about my real story to anyone because I didn’t want to be a complainer, ungrateful, or seem broken. After my aha moment, I talked to my friends about my life. But for a while I was still uncertain on writing this book because... I thought that I had nothing to offer, that I might piss off people who faced much bigger traumas than I did. But I was so wrong. First, I was wrong to stay silent for 27 years to the people closest to me. And I would have been so wrong if I didn’t write this book and share with you my story and how I overcame the odds I was given.

My story matters. Your story matters. Every story does. We all carry scars, and our scars hurt us, sabotage us, and can throw us to the deepest pits of despair. And the worst thing we can do, heed my words, the worst thing we can do is to stay silent, to minimize our personal traumas, to compare them to those who had it worse, and then decide not to do anything about ours. Even though someone got their leg chopped off, you will also bleed to death with your thumb off. You need to heal your thumb. And that person has to heal their leg. The two things are not mutually exclusive. There is no trauma competition here—just people who wish to be their best, mature, adult selves despite and because of their early experiences.

There is an element here—an emotion, more precisely—that keeps most of us, the (oh, I hate this word, but it’s legitimate to use it here) victims of smaller or greater traumas, silent. And that’s shame. Shame that we are broken, that we aren’t and can’t be enough, that we’re fundamentally flawed, marked, infected... 

The antidote to shame is sharing—according to experts, and also in my experience. “Where there is honesty and vulnerability, shame can’t survive,” says Brene Brown, the international best-selling author and shame and vulnerability researcher. Sharing is healing. But heed Brown’s caveat, “If we share our shame story with the wrong person, they can easily become one more piece of flying debris in an already dangerous storm.” So sharing with the right people is essential to creating a safe space. 

I will take a leap of faith to share my story with you. Based on the lessons I learned through therapy, journaling, reading more than 70 books on the topic, and talking about life experiences with people in more than 35 countries I wish to offer you comfort, validation, life-changing advice, a bittersweet and fun read, emotional support, presence, and the experience that you are not alone. 

I’m not a professional therapist or psychologist, so please take the advice I share for what it is: the experience of a regular girl who deeply wishes to help you because she knows that what you’re going through is hard and that you have the potential to heal.
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​Chapter 1: My Story
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LET’S GO BACK TO WHERE I started in the previous chapter. Once upon a time...

“I was sitting in the window of my maternal grandparents’ house watching my father’s grey car disappearing in the distance. I was four or five. My parents just opened a new store in a city 80 miles away from the village where I was staying and growing up. My parents were new in the professional lighting industry so they needed all their time and attention on getting the business started. It was going to provide a future for the family and to me, their only child. Of course, I didn’t understand all the adult implications of being busy opening a business at such a young age. All I wanted was to have my mom and dad around...”

And all I could feel when I saw their car pull out of my grandparents’ driveway was a deep sense of unimportance. “My parents don’t care about me because they go back to the business every Sunday evening and they don’t leave until Friday evening. It doesn’t matter how nice of a drawing I make, how good of a puppet show I perform with my dolls, how awesome dance choreography I prepare with my little friends, how many letters I can write and read at the age of four, they still leave me every Friday. I must not be good enough to make them stay.” 

I am not good enough to make them stay. That is why they leave. Because I am inadequate, therefore unlovable, therefore unimportant. People will always leave me unless I become good enough. 

There you go. The first belief I adopted about myself at an age I can’t remember much about. I was not good or important enough. I remember the fear of abandonment, the shame of failing to make my parents stay, the excessive people-pleasing activities I went through to wow my parents into staying each weekend, and the bitterness on my grandma’s face when I threw a tantrum each Sunday telling her how much I missed my parents. “Don’t you love me too?” she would ask sadly. Of course I did, but she was there—so I took that for granted. Yet I felt extremely guilty for making her sad. So after the age of five I stopped crying when my parents left. The adults thought, finally, she is a big girl now. Little did they know that I was now juggling with two heavy emotions, of not being enough and being a bad person if I expressed my sorrow. My habit of explosion only transformed into implosion. 

You know, for a long time I didn’t understand how these seemingly small events influenced my entire life. Only recently could I see the correlation between why I struggle sharing my problems—especially negative ones—with others, why I am a people pleaser to the core, why I get stuck repeatedly in emotionally (and even physically) abusive long-term relationships one after the other, and my parents leaving me each week peppered with my grandmother’s emotional blackmailing. 

These early abandonment scars led me to beg one of my ex-boyfriends not to slice his own neck ten years later, and cry and beg another ex-boyfriend to love me while he pulled away in disgust twenty years later. I dated both of these men for almost four years each. The aforementioned events were not the mark of our breakup. In other words, I had a high tolerance for all sort of emotional, psychological abuse just to keep them with me. To not lose them. As my therapist told me, I developed an incredibly high tolerance for emotional abuse out of a fear of abandonment. 

Retrospectively, making this connection is not rocket science and it all makes sense now. But back then when I was dating them, it didn’t. And it was terrifying to live in these relationships. I felt insecure, anxious, constantly walking on eggshells, and I waited for the proverbial gray car to pull out the driveway at any moment. Today I understand why I chose these guys. They were generally cold, hard-working men, to whom I never came first, and who never made me feel safe, wanted, and good enough. They were highly critical of me on one hand and overconfident on the other hand. And all I did day and night was try to prove to them my worth. So they wouldn’t leave me. I felt like trying to fill a tote that had a hole in its bottom. I felt the same way with my parents every weekend. 

I don’t mean to give the wrong impression. My ex-partners were not bad people. Yet together we created a terrible dynamic. Just as I attracted them based on my own childhood wounds, they also attracted me based on their own. We had a lot to learn from each other, and hopefully we can all grow from our shared experience. Those eight years I spent with them were hard lessons but net-positive learning curves. Without those experiences today I wouldn’t know what my shortcomings are, what I absolutely refuse to accept in a relationship, and I also have a more clear idea about what I want.
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MY MOM

It was a warm September night and I was rolling around in my bed in Timisoara, Romania. I was eight and had been living with my parents for the second year. From the age of five my parents started experimenting with keeping me with them for a longer time. But after a few weeks of being mostly with nannies and babysitters, my mother decided that I was better off with my grandparents. So they moved me back to the village. Then a few months passed, my mom started being restless again about not having me around, and as they had a less busy season at the shop, they moved me back to Timisoara. Then a few weeks passed, and again, they took me back to my grandparents. This dynamic went on to the point where I had to start school. As my parents wanted to provide me with the best education, they decided to move me full time to the “big” city. When I was a first grader, my grandparents also moved up to town to live with us so that I could get used to the big change more smoothly. 

I loved that year of my life—I think that was the best year of my childhood, having everyone dear to me under the same roof. But to my parents and grandparents it was more like a nightmare, being cramped in a three-bedroom apartment in a block of flats. The idea was for my grandparents to soon move into a new house in the suburbs of Timisoara my parents were building up from scratch. However, God dealt different cards to us. Our business started going poorly so my parents were forced to sell the suburban house and my grandparents immediately moved back to their village. 

And there I was lying in my bed on a warm September night, about to start second grade at school, thinking about how much I missed my grandparents, when something unexpected happened. To this day cold chills run down my spine as I vaguely remember the memory. It was a frightening, sharp, long scream in the silent evening. It was my mom’s voice. Fear froze my limbs as I was debating what could have happened. Did a burglar just kill my mom? Was it my dad? What should I do? But before I could think about it for too long, my door flew open and banged against the wall with a loud slam. My mom was standing in the door, but somehow it wasn’t her. Her usually organized, hairdresser-blown hair was tangled, her eyes bulging, and her dress hung oddly on her slim figure. “The world’s end is coming, we need to leave,” she said in an eerie voice, and before I knew it, she yanked me out of the bed and aggressively pulled me out to the street. 
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