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	Opening Up is a chronicle of the struggles and triumphs of families suffering the internalized stresses from poverty, domestic abuse, racism, and neighborhood violence, among other challenges. through Parenting Journey, these families resolve harmful habits and identify their strengths to raise their children in a healthier environment.


	Anne Peretz tells the story of this bold organization and flagship therapeutic group program that takes a different approach to helping families in need. told from the perspectives of the families who have participated over the decades, Opening Up challenges readers to think differently about family. these stories view symptoms of stress, fear, and hopelessness that extend between generations as remediable and how even the severely traumatized can regain stability.


	This book is a testament to the fact that with mutual respect, compassion, and openness, together we can address the personal and systemic injustices that are at the roots of many of these patterns, and that together, we can rebuild these communities.
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	ANNE PERETZ is a family therapist who, while working in two housing projects in the mid-1980’s, founded a program now known as Parenting Journey to assist struggling families who lacked the necessary resources to face great challenges.


	Peretz found she had a gift for reaching across generations, as well as across class, race, and ethnicity. With a talented team, she created innovative techniques and therapeutic interventions which were successful enough to be taught to a wider audience. Parenting Journey expanded its training program and carefully crafted curricula to over five hundred locations, reaching thousands of families and several thousand facilitators in the United States, Burundi, and Guatemala.


	Peretz has received awards and distinction from prestigious organizations such as the Alliance for Mentally Ill of Massachusetts, Phillips Brooks Housing Association, Harvard University, Cambridge College, and from the cities of Somerville and Cambridge.
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	“Anne Peretz shares the approach I have seen work wonders in my own community in Burundi. What happens is transformative. She has such a beautiful way of getting people to talk about uncomfortable issues and emerge with hope and effective thinking. Her way of doing this is something that everyone can understand. The human connection found in Opening Up is visceral, eloquent, and beautifully redemptive. Anne Peretz’s analysis of families’ perils and their hopes should be required reading for anyone interested in the human condition.”


	—Deogratias Niyizonkiza, 
subject of Tracy Kidder’s Strength in What Remains


	“Opening Up is not a book of facile guidelines or pat recipes. It’s the beautifully told story of a set of journeys—the journeys of people struggling to stabilize their families, the journey of the trail-blazing organization The Parenting Journey, and the author’s journey of lifelong learning, generosity, and openhearted dedication to the question ‘what helps?’ Essential reading for anyone interested in the helping professions.”


	—Doug Stone, 
author of Difficult Conversations and Thanks for the Feedback


	“Anne Peretz’s book is taught in my Harvard Law classroom because it helps all people—students, parents, and advocates—to have meaningful conversations that teach empathic and intimate communications to resolve real and created crisis.”


	—Charlie Nesson, 
William F. Weld, Professor of Law at Harvard Law School


	“There is wisdom and insight, listening and witness, learning, serving, and helping in Anne Peretz’s illuminating book. She challenges traditional therapeutic hierarchies that too often infantilize, pathologize, and disempower patients—particularly poor and marginalized patients living in underserved communities—by offering powerful narratives about the curiosity, generosity, mutual respect and reciprocity, dare we say love, that are at the heart of productive and dynamic therapeutic relationships. The family stories are at once painful and hopeful, courageous and vulnerable, exhausting and revelatory, filled with rage and anguish, discovery and laughter. They are particular stories that capture the universal human struggle; stories that bind us together in our quest for dignity and justice for families and children everywhere.”


	—Sara Lawrence-Lightfoot, 
Emily Hargroves Fisher Research Professor of Education at Harvard University and author of Growing Each Other Up


	“Anne Peretz masterfully depicts families desperately in need of understanding and guidance. With vivid and compelling narratives, this book both educates and inspires the reader, showing where true hope is to be found in homes where we often see only despair.”


	—Jerome Groopman, MD, 
Recanati Professor of Medicine at Harvard Medical School, and author of Anatomy of Hope
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	For my extraordinary and loving children, David, Lisa, Jesse, and Evgenia, who are continually teaching me how to be a better parent. They, and their nine progenies (Lucy, Henry, Freddy, Marley, Elias, Daphne, Arrow, Wilder, and Dusty) 
are my life.




Author’s Note


	This is a book about stories. It is not an instruction manual. For a brief overview of facilitator training and curricula, please see the appendix. For those interested in working with us or learning more about facilitator training, please go to https://parentingjourney.org.


	The stories in this book are based on the stories of people who participated in or were involved with Parenting Journey at various times during the last 35 years and with whose help we have been shaped as an organization. To preserve their anonymity, all names and other identifying details have been changed.
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Foreword


	My life has been shaped by the good fortune of being born into a family of storytellers. During his 97 years on earth, my father was known for his captivating, and often wickedly funny, stories. When my grandfather died in 1960, my father showed me my grandfather’s scrapbooks, including the 1888 obituary of my great-great-grandmother Jane Gates. My career as a historian began that afternoon in 1960; I became obsessed with my family tree, and I began to shower my mother and father with questions for details about our ancestors. Eventually, my thirst for more of our literature and history led me to the study of what was then called Afro-American Studies, where I found the long and complex history of black men and women telling their own stories, both oral and written. In addition to an academic career focused on exploring the roots of the African American literary tradition, I have created historical documentaries as well as a series of genealogical films that explore the ancestry of Americans of all backgrounds. In all of these endeavors, I have witnessed the transformative value of storytelling. 


	In her concise and compelling book, Opening Up, Anne Peretz tells the fascinating story of the founding of her groundbreaking organization from its inception. In 1981, in Somerville, Massachusetts, Peretz founded The Family Center to provide family therapy to at-risk, low-income families. Peretz and her team began with minimal resources, working out of their vehicles in order to provide free services to traumatized families within their homes in housing projects. Rather than label her clients with clinical diagnoses, Peretz’s group has always focused on the strengths and resilience of families living under the enormous challenges of poverty and/or racial discrimination. 


	As the organization grew, The Family Center built a mental health clinic providing not just family and individual therapy but also community organization and health services. After 15 years of existence, their experiences led to the development of a therapeutic group, which they named Parenting Journey, an approach that builds on the “inherent strength in families” by recognizing the power of intergenerational relationships to effect change. By focusing on their own childhood experiences, the parent or caregiver is supplied the tools to rewrite their own narrative and improve their relationship with their children. 


	In 2014, Peretz renamed the central organization The Family Center to Parenting Journey as it expanded its reach outside of Massachusetts. Through its innovative and humane approach, Parenting Journey has become hugely successful, with over 500 locations in the United States and with satellites in Latin America and Africa. In its educational outreach, Parenting Journey trains facilitators to assist challenged families to retell their stories in life-changing ways.


	Within the larger narrative structure of the history of Parenting Journey, Peretz forcefully makes the case for a fundamental shift in focus from traditional therapeutic modalities to open, respectful relationships between client and therapist, focusing on the commonalities of all family stories. Opening Up will be of special interest to those engaged in the caring professions, but Peretz’s riveting stories of families under social and financial pressure will be of interest to all readers. To label these stories “case studies” would be a disservice to these beautifully crafted short narratives. Peretz is a natural storyteller, and her sensitivity and generosity mark each of these tales. In all of these stories, she stresses the importance of listening to and learning from those in need of assistance. While sensitively delineating the specifics of the struggles of her clients, Peretz eloquently emphasizes the universality of all families. 


	In Opening Up, Peretz expresses the hope that the lessons of her book will be of value to those seeking “to address the seemingly intractable knot of poverty, racism, violence, oppressions, stress, depression, and hopelessness that we face in our country and around the world.” In 2020 in America, these endemic ills have combined with twin pandemics of racial unrest and COVID-19 to affect virtually every person and family. Now more than ever, Peretz’s affirming stories offer much-needed hope and inspiration, an invaluable gift in these times.


	Henry Louis Gates, Jr.


	Alphonse Fletcher University Professor


	Harvard University




Introduction


	Walking through the scratched and battered steel door into Colleen’s apartment felt like entering an abandoned prison. I was there because an unusual and inverted complaint had been lodged with the housing authority by Colleen against her two children for “parent abuse.” My organization, a family therapy nonprofit called The Family Center, had been asked to follow up on this odd complaint.


	Colleen was a 27-year-old white woman. Poor, and very overweight, she lived in a low-income housing development with her two children, 10-year-old Jimmy and 8-year-old Mara. Inside her apartment, I found myself amidst a tornado of toys, papers, old food, clothes, filthy bedding, and mattresses angled off the beds. In the middle of it all stood the perplexed mother, while her two pale children, their eyes glassy and bored, twitched as they fiddled with peanut butter sandwiches on the living room floor. The television was blaring, in competition with another equally loud TV in a different room.


	Colleen started talking the moment I came in, even before I was all the way in the door. Without so much as a “how do you do,” or any introductions at all, she began shouting at me about how the children were hitting her, yelling at her, and how they would not clean up the apartment. This was the “parent abuse” she had complained about.


	I had expected to encounter an initial awkward silence, wariness, and a period where I would have to earn at least a modicum of trust before we could move ahead with the purpose—if there was one—for my visit. But this, like the complaint itself, was turned on its head. Colleen talked and talked. There was no room for me or the children to enter the conversation. Finally, we sat down. She talked, and I listened—until I stopped listening and just sat and watched television while she went on. The children were quiet. Were they perhaps interested in me? Maybe they saw me as a hope in what looked like a hopeless situation, or maybe I was just the next installment in a string of false hopes that had preceded me. Was I catching the disease, believing there was nothing that could be done here?


	I thought to myself, “I should say something.” Surely there was something to say. But there was nowhere to put in a sentence—the atmosphere was enveloped by Colleen talking and the television blaring. When a commercial came on—a man selling a vacuum cleaner—Colleen’s attention turned to the screen, and she started talking back to the salesman as if he was her friend, a familiar figure with whom she was accustomed to having a dialogue. He asked, “Do you want your home to look like this?” pointing to a sparkling clean, freshly vacuumed room. “Yes,” Colleen told him, she did. She didn’t miss a beat. It was all one story, the salesman’s story, her story, the story of her apartment and her children. It was the story of a woman completely overwhelmed with her life, unable to separate one thing from another, with nowhere to turn, and desperate to find her way out.


	I couldn’t find a thing to say that might reassure her. I had no strategy to offer her, no place to begin, not even a word of hope. I had been quickly and effectively inducted into the drama going on in Colleen’s space, not knowing where to turn. I had never felt so helpless.


	I left feeling like an absolute failure, thinking, “How did I get myself so quickly disabled in one short hour?” My first thought was, “I can’t do this,” even though at that point I didn’t even know what “this” was. I wasn’t a neophyte; I had a social work degree and a 12-year-old private family therapy practice. I had worked with troubled, overstressed, traumatized women before. I had conducted therapy groups. But with Colleen I felt like I was facing the first day of my social work field placement. I had to somehow find my voice and communicate hope to a desperate person needing to unload her burden without having the slightest sense that anyone could do anything about it. Hers wasn’t so much a cry for help as it was just a cry.


	My next visit started much as the first, but this time I was determined to engage the kids as well. Jimmy was a skinny little kid with hair sticking straight up, wearing a shirt that looked like he’d had it on all week. He was jumping nervously around, anticipating what I might say to him. Could this child really be a threat to his mother? He was guarded; it was hard to tell. Mara was even more guarded, looking sullenly down at her feet.


	Colleen ordered Jimmy to clean up his room and gave him one garbage bag to do it. I wondered to myself what was supposed to go into the bag—garbage? Dirty clothes? Or things he might want to save? I suggested I’d go along to try to help him, but I didn’t ask the critical question—what was the bag for? When we got into his room, there was the same chaos, a urine-smelling mattress and endless objects lying about—French fries mixed up with broken toys and pieces of clothing.


	Without any prelude, Jimmy asked me to get into his closet with him. I had no idea why he wanted me in his closet. It seemed unrelated to cleaning up his room. But he was determined. We got in. The closet was very small, and it had no door. He scrunched down on one side, and I scrunched down on the other. I asked him if he was able to find things in his room. Did he know where everything was? Did he have an idea of how we could get started? We sat in there for a few moments in silence, then he said to me, “There are only two things I can’t find.” His tone was serious. I looked at his face. Then he said, “Love and friendship.” What 10-year-old would say such a thing? Or could say such a thing? We stayed in the closet for a few more minutes. I put my hand on his. He was quiet.


	When we got out of the closet and returned to Colleen, she demanded to know why Jimmy wasn’t cleaning the room. She raised her voice; he began to shout back. I suggested to Colleen that maybe Jimmy was a little overwhelmed and needed a hug. She gave me a puzzled look. “Why should I give him a hug?” she said. “Nobody ever hugged me. He doesn’t need a hug. I never hug him.”


	Jimmy was now at full throttle. I waited a few moments and tried again, “I think Jimmy might quiet down if I put him in a ‘squeeze box’”—I had just made up the term. I threw my arms around him in a pretty strong clench intended to look to Colleen like a kind of punishing restraint, but which felt to Jimmy like, well, a hug. He calmed right down.


	In my next visit, with some reluctance, Colleen learned how to use the “squeeze box.” At first, she looked extremely awkward, but eventually both she and Jimmy seemed able to do it pretty well. Colleen wasn’t ready for the soft emotional feelings of a gentle hug, but she could understand power and control and a strong, restrictive embrace. It was a start. Maybe we could build on it. As I walked out of the projects that day, I knew that this was going to be my life’s work—taking a different approach, finding what is working in the family, and amplifying it with exercises and interventions which provide hope and possibility.
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	Colleen’s family was one of our first client families at The Family Center. Our organization, which began in Somerville, Massachusetts, in 1981, was created to offer family therapy services to low-income communities, especially to families like Colleen’s. In one of the housing developments we worked in, a researcher had once asked a group of children like Jimmy and Mara where they thought they would be in 10 years. By 20, the boys said that they thought they would be dead. The girls said they thought they would be pregnant.


	When we started, there was so much my colleagues and I didn’t know about helping families with such high levels of trauma, but we wanted to learn. Over 15 years, we created a mental health clinic that included individual and family therapy groups, as well as community-wide activities such as children’s fashion shows designed by mothers, preventive health services such as women’s mammograms and flu shots, a community soap opera, and help with organizing in the community to get more services.


	From these experiences, we developed a therapeutic group program called Parenting Journey that encompassed lessons learned in our first 15 years working in housing projects. Because the Parenting Journey program could be taught to others and could expand our reach—including being developed in other cities, states, and countries—it became the major focus of our organization. As Parenting Journey became known outside of Massachusetts, we renamed our entire organization Parenting Journey in 2014.


	Parenting Journey has created an evidence-based therapeutic program whose focus is on building on the strengths inherent in families, with a particular emphasis on intergenerational relationships and patterns. Many parents and caregivers are often best served by first taking a step back and reflecting on experiences from their own childhoods before they begin to develop concrete goals for improving their relationships with their children. Our five program iterations—Parenting Journey I, Parenting Journey II, Parents in Recovery, Parenting Journey for Fathers, and Parenting in America—have now been replicated in over 500 locations throughout the United States, with some also underway in Latin America and Africa. Along with these five programs for parents, we also offer training for group facilitators. This book focuses on the development of our core program, Parenting Journey I, which has been the basis of the common threads that run throughout all of our programs.


	At Parenting Journey, we try to shift the common helping professions’ perspective—especially for families living in poverty and affected by the virulent effects of racism—away from a concentration on deficits and diagnoses, toward the strengths and resilience that inhere in every struggling family. We believe that all parents deserve respect, and that families have abilities and strengths that often go unrecognized even by the families themselves. Our work is to help undo years, sometimes generations, of painful discrimination and mistreatment, deeply internalized, and to underscore these strengths and to support their effectiveness. It is about hope and possibility, about turning around negative patterns and self-regard, even reversing damaging effects on the brain. And yes, these damaging neural patterns can be reversed! They can be reversed by the loving, attuned attention of parents to their children and to themselves.


	Above all, the Parenting Journey is about helping parents understand themselves and their children, and helping them to strengthen the bonds that tie them to each other. Our focus is on giving families hope that they, from one generation to the next, can move forward toward joy and well-being, and by doing so, they will build strong communities.


	This book, Opening Up, tells our organization’s story from its early days as The Family Center to our place in the world today as Parenting Journey and our hopes for the future. It tells the story of how our core program, Parenting Journey I, developed, and it also tells the stories of brave and challenged families like Colleen’s from low-income neighborhoods who have encountered the toxic intergenerational stressors of their surroundings, family histories, systemic inequalities, and internal pain, and who have struggled to get beyond them.


	These stories are about how families thrive, how they get into trouble, and how their often-unrecognized strengths can enable them to overcome even severe difficulties and trauma. Opening Up is also about communities, and how they can be supportive or destructive in the lives of children and families. It is about how external pressures resonate internally, creating stress, fear, and a sense of hopelessness, and how these characteristics can get transmitted down the line. And it is also about how, with the right help, the downward spiral can be interrupted, and how even severely traumatized families can regain stability and hope. It is about how these families become leaders in their communities, combatting institutionalized racism, sexism, and degradation.


	Parenting is perhaps the most difficult, demanding, and important job in the world. The challenge of raising children to be successful adults and good parents in their own right is a universal one. This book does not espouse a “right way” to raise a child, but it does identify qualities that tend to be universally effective and others that are not.


	My hope is that this book will help shape attitudes and social policies that contribute to family successes, and not to a continuation of the downward spiral parents and children may be on, which is often assisted inadvertently by negative and even punitive practices. This book is for practitioners, clinicians, social workers, parent educators, people running government programs, human service nonprofits, policy makers, as well as the ordinary interested reader. Perhaps it will help policy makers direct their attention to strengthening parent-child relationships rather than the current very expensive and destructive emphasis on substitute parenting and out-of-home care. These are necessary in some cases, to be sure, but they should not be a knee-jerk reaction to pain and suffering.


	At its heart, this book is about how vulnerable people can be helped to heal so that they can be functional adults, compassionate, attuned parents, and active members of their community. Most especially, it is a plea to think differently about families. It is a plea to develop a perspective that searches out the strengths and resilience in individuals and families, and does not regard families, especially families living in poverty and members of minority groups, from a point of view of deficit, with psychiatric diagnoses dictating programs of change. My hope is that others may find value in Parenting Journey’s experiences and approach in order to address the seemingly intractable knot of poverty, racism, violence, oppression, stress, depression, and hopelessness that we face in our country and around the world.
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	Meeting Families


	Billy is on the Roof, Joey is Hungry, Mia is Hiding


	Billy


	Billy was up on the roof of his school, threatening to jump. Police and firemen arrived, ladders were raised, and a net was put in place. Kids in the street were laughing, taunting him, encouraging him, admiring him. They wanted to see him jump. Some were scared, some teary, some possibly envious. This was not a normal school day.


	After the incident, his school referred him to a therapist at a local hospital for individual therapy. The therapist didn’t know much about Billy when they started. Billy was African American, 13 years old, not particularly good at school, and, like most of his friends, kind of a goof-off. He liked to wear baggy pants and long, colored shirts and cut his hair short in the popular flat-top style. He could be boisterous, but recently he had become glum and distracted, sitting at his desk and staring into space. He had also been experiencing fits of anger, picking fights and swearing at friends, even at teachers. The therapist diagnosed him as suffering from bipolar disorder.


	Billy resisted going to his therapy sessions, and when he did go, he didn’t seem to be benefiting from them. His therapist said he was not forthcoming or willing to talk about his family or how he was feeling. The therapy appeared to be going nowhere.


	It just so happened that at the time, Billy’s 10-year-old sister Isa was in one of our girls’ therapy groups at The Family Center. Their mother, Vicky, suggested that maybe Billy could see a therapist with us. Isa told him it was a nice place. The therapist at the hospital agreed to give it a try.


	A meeting was arranged for Billy with Crystal, a Family Center therapist, who asked that the whole family come for an initial session before anything else was done. Since Isa was already in one of our groups, and Vicky was peripherally involved in her daughter’s group, seeing the entire family first made sense to everyone. So, Vicky brought her four children—Billy, Isa, 8-year-old Latasha, and baby Tonya—to The Family Center to meet with Crystal and the leader of Isa’s girls’ group, Daphne.


	Crystal began the session by asking everyone in the family to take turns making a picture of how they saw their family. She explained that instead of using paper and pencils, everyone would agree to be a piece of clay that could be molded by a “sculptor.” Each family member would take a turn at being the sculptor who would use the other family members as the raw materials to create the picture.


	Crystal explained that there were three rules to making this sculpture: vertical distance—who was higher than whom—would show power; horizontal distance—who was closest to whom—would show emotional closeness; and facial expressions and gestures with arms and legs and the whole body would express the type of emotion felt. The “sculptor” could arrange the other members of the family any way he or she wanted. In this way, they could all see how each of them viewed the family from the perspectives of who was the most and least powerful, who was close to whom and who more distant, and what the emotional quality of each relationship was. The family was intrigued by this novel game and was willing to participate. Billy agreed to go first.


	Crystal asked Billy to place his family members in relation to each other according to these rules in a way that best expressed how he understood and saw his family, and lastly, to place himself in the picture as well. She also gave him a life-sized doll that he could use to represent anyone outside the family whom he thought might be important to the picture.


	Billy started with his mother, deciding to build the sculpture around her. He had her sit on a chair. He placed baby Tonya next to her on her right side. He asked his mother to smile as a gesture of love toward the baby. He placed Latasha at some distance behind his mother and to her left. Asked what her expression or gesture was, he said she was looking away from the family. He also placed Isa on the left, but close to Vicky, with only a little space between them. Her expression was sadness, with her head bowed.


	Crystal asked Billy if they all held the same amount of power in the family since they were all positioned at about the same height. Billy thought carefully, and had his mother stand. Then he changed his mind and had her sit down again. He put Latasha on her knees on the floor, lower than Vicky. He also had Isa sit on the floor, still with a sad, resigned expression. He had her cross her arms in front of her. When Crystal asked him to place himself in the picture, Billy put himself closest to his sisters, but a long distance away and standing. His expression was angry.


	When Crystal encouraged him to show more of that anger, Billy put up his fists in a kind of helpless gesture. Then Crystal asked him if anyone was missing. He got up, dragged a chair over to his mother, and then grabbed the life-sized doll and stuffed it on the chair between his mother and Isa, so that the doll was hovering above the two of them. He said this was his mother’s boyfriend. He was clearly agitated by this time, so Crystal deviated from her original plan and asked the question she had been saving for after she had seen everyone’s picture. She waited for Billy to get into his position behind his sisters, and then she asked him, “Billy, can you now show us a picture of how you would like your family to be?” He leapt forward, grabbed the doll, and threw it on the floor and started pummeling it, screaming at it with almost animal sounds.


	After this, the other family members, who were clearly shaken by Billy’s performance, made rather innocuous, calcified family sculptures. There was very little distinction between their depictions of the existing family dynamic and what was desired. They were covering something up and fearful—frozen by Billy’s revelation of an unspoken family secret. Isa looked particularly scared and upset.


	Seeing Isa’s response, Crystal told the family that she, Vicky, Isa, and Daphne would meet the following day, and then the whole family would have a meeting in the afternoon afterward.


	The next day, Isa was afraid to talk, but Daphne and Crystal slowly helped her to tell her story. It came out that she was being sexually abused by Vicky’s boyfriend. Isa was terrified of the boyfriend, who had threatened to kill her if she told anyone, and she was scared that her mother might not believe her and might be angry at her for telling her story. The two therapists promised to protect Isa from the boyfriend. They told her that they would report the incident to the Department of Social Services (DSS), which would probably have the man arrested. Then they helped her have a conversation with her mother.

OEBPS/nav.xhtml


	

	Contents



	

				Cover Page



				About the Book



				About the Author



				Back Cover



				Praise for Opening Up



				Title Page



				Copyright



				Dedication



				Author’s Note



				Table of Contents



				Foreword



				Introduction



				1 Meeting Families 



				2 The Family Center 



				3 Theory and Practice 



				4 Vantage Points 



				5 Pivotal Interventions 



				6 Patterns 



				7 Action Techniques 



				8 Ghost Stories 



				9 Rewriting Narratives 



				10 We Become Global 



				11 The Future 



				Appendix



				Acknowledgments



				Resources



	







	

				Cover Page



				About the Book



				About the Author



				Back Cover



				Praise for Opening Up



				Title Page



				Copyright



				Dedication



				Author’s Note



				Table of Contents



				Foreword



				Introduction



				1 Meeting Families 



				2 The Family Center 



				3 Theory and Practice 



				4 Vantage Points 



				5 Pivotal Interventions 



				6 Patterns 



				7 Action Techniques 



				8 Ghost Stories 



				9 Rewriting Narratives 



				10 We Become Global 



				11 The Future 



				Appendix



				Acknowledgments



				Resources





	







OEBPS/CoverPage.xhtml




[image: Cover]







OEBPS/Cover.jpg
ANNE PERETZ

Foreword by Henry Louis Gates Jr.






OEBPS/images/c1.jpg





OEBPS/images/s.jpg





OEBPS/images/title.jpg
Opening Up

The
Parenting
Journey

ANNE PERETZ

Radius Book Group





OEBPS/images/author.jpg





OEBPS/images/bk.jpg
“Anne Peretz masterfully depicts families desperately in need of understanding
and guidance. With vivid and compelling narratives, this book both educates
and inspires the reader, showing where true hope is to be found in homes where
we often see only despair.”

—JEROME GROOPMAN, MD, Recanati Professor of Medicine at
Harvard Medical School and author of Anatomy of Hope

“Anne Peretz shares the approach I have seen work wonders in my own com-
munity in Burundi. She has such a beautiful way of getting people to talk about
uncomfortable issues and emerge with hope and effective thinking. The human
connection found in Opening Up is visceral, eloquent, and beautifully redemp-
tive. Anne Peretz’s analysis of families’ perils and their hopes should be required
reading for anyone interested in the human condition.”

—DEOGRATIAS DEO NIYIZONKIZA, subject of
Tracy Kidder’s Strength in What Remains

“Opening Up is not a book of facile guidelines or pat recipes. It’s the beautifully
told story of a set of journeys—the journeys of people struggling to stabilize
their families, the journey of the trail-blazing organization Parenting Journey,
and the author’s journey of life-long learning, generosity, and open-hearted ded-
ication to the question ‘what helps?’ Essential reading for anyone interested in
the helping professions.”
—DOUG STONE, author of Difficult Conversations
and Thanks for the Feedback

“Anne Peretz’s book is taught in my Harvard Law classroom because it helps all
people—students, parents, and advocates—to have meaningful conversations
that teach empathic and intimate communications to resolve real and created
crises.”

—CHARLIE NESSON, William F. Weld Professor of Law
at Harvard Law School






