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To my beloved daughters, Cayla and Dana, who inspire me beyond words.
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When Dana was twelve, I went with her sixth-grade class to Death Valley on a camping trip to study its unique geology. Fifty-mile-an-hour winds greeted us as we unpacked and set up tents. We ate with sand on our plates, slept with the moon, and rose with the sun. The desert spoke to us each day as we visited the fascinating geological features. On our last day, we explored the Eureka Dunes. When we arrived, the kids split up into groups, and I led one group on a trek into the monolithic sand formations, while Dana went off with a group led by another parent, seizing the chance to be on her own. Lagging behind my group on the way back, I glanced up toward the ridge of the dunes, and there, a silhouette against the sun, running like the wind across the spine of the world, arms flying, feet splayed like a dancer, was my daughter. I will see this image for the rest of my life.





AUTHOR’S NOTE
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Many people today are affected by chronic illness, and Lyme disease is epidemic. I want to acknowledge all those, and their families, who have struggled to find a diagnosis, medical care, and/or alternatives that provide effective treatment options.


This memoir is a personal story and not intended to educate the reader about how to treat Lyme disease. I have used fictitious names and modified identifying details to protect the privacy of the doctors and practitioners with whom we worked.
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PROLOGUE


Butty
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What the caterpillar calls the end of the world, the master calls a butterfly.


—Richard Bach





In 1997 Dana was seven years old and her sister, Cayla, nine. We were giggling and learning about life at our big house on Stone Canyon Road in Los Angeles, where the days were always sunny. Friends and their children came over to play. There were naked water fights on the lawn, hands covered in cornstarch “goop,” and cherry tomatoes popping into mouths. Toy cars roamed our patio’s adobe tiles, and easels held bright colors of paint, brushes, and large pads of paper. Our home was a haven for creativity, wildness, and discovery.


I planted a sunflower playhouse for my children in our vegetable garden. I had seen a picture of a garden “house” made of full-grown, six-foot-tall sunflower stalks with large yellow heads and spindly pole bean plants winding through them with big fat green beans dangling. I loved having a vegetable garden outside the kitchen, which made it easy for fresh picking and quick cooking. My two adventuresome girls played outside on both sides of our kitchen, which had plenty of windows for keeping an eye on them. Cayla moved swiftly and laughed loudly, while Dana had a slow grace and was quieter and more patient. They were inseparable.


Our sunflower house grew from the tiny seeds I painstakingly planted. As the stalks rose, I began weaving the pole beans through, except in the twelve-inch gap I left for the entry door. I entered it on my knees, slinking like a cat, smelling the musky green stalks, crawling all the way inside for secret meetings with my girls. It grew taller and taller, smiles bursting in yellow, seeded faces, giving hours of pleasure to two little girls hiding in living nature.


It was there that they became interested in caterpillars. They found them on the milkweed just outside the sunflower house. One day at the toy store we visited regularly, Dana found a cute little bughouse.


“I want this to put my bugs in!” she exclaimed.


“Me too!” said Cayla.


Holding her bughouse, Dana looked up at me and asked, “Mommy, can I have a pet caterpillar?”


“That’s a wonderful idea! You know your book The Very Hungry Caterpillar? Remember that the caterpillar builds a cocoon and then it comes out as a butterfly?”


“I can’t wait!” she shrieked, as she launched herself off the floor, landing in a joyous thud, over and over again.


Pretty soon we had two caterpillar pets living in clear plastic bughouses in our house. Every day the girls fed them with fresh water and leaves. Every day there was something new to see.


“Mommy, he ate the whole leaf I put in there!”


This entry into the world of a small being who naturally transforms itself from one who crawls to one who flies, suddenly became important to me. I knew that by witnessing this we would be changed forever. Nature was teaching us something. I thought of all the things I wanted my daughters to learn: to enjoy nature, to engage with living things, to understand the natural world is about relationships. I was grateful that nature, through the caterpillar to butterfly transformation, was exemplifying the process that occurs inside of us as we grow through life.


It was time to provide for the cocoon, so each girl selected a twig and placed it inside her box. We waited for the miracle. Finally, Dana’s caterpillar formed a cocoon one night when we weren’t watching. It looked like beige cotton candy, about an inch long and wrapped tightly around the twig at one end.


“Mommy, nothing’s happening. How long will it take to be a butterfly?”


“Around two weeks,” I read.


Before I could stop her, Dana reached into the bughouse, clasped her fingers around the twig, and lifted it out.


“Oh my! We don’t want to disturb him while he’s sleeping. He needs more time to grow into a beautiful butterfly. Let me help you put him back in his house until he’s ready.” My hand moved light as a feather as I took hold of the twig, cocoon hanging, and settled it back safely.


“I just want to see the butterfly!”


“I know, honey,” I soothed.


Off she ran out the door into the garden just as the sprinklers went on. I could hear her shrill giggles.


Delicious summer days went by and soon it was time for our family vacation, a trip across the country to visit my in-laws and attend a family camp.


Dana protested, “Mommy, we can’t leave our cocoons here. What if the butterflies hatch? We have to take them with us!”


Realizing that we were deep into the transformation of chrysalis to butterfly, and that they would die if we left them indoors for two weeks, I felt determined to take them. We packed and prepared and still both caterpillars were hanging in brown pouches from their twigs in the little bughouses. We smuggled both pets onto the plane heading cross-country from Los Angeles to New Jersey. I had no idea if Dana and Cayla’s not-yet-butterflies would survive the altitude and change of air quality, but we continued with all the faith that magic can inspire in little girls’ minds.


All went well, and we (including the butterfly cocoons) settled into Grandmother’s spotlessly clean 1960s retirement community apartment. We placed the plastic butterfly houses on the kitchen counter in a protected place. On our first morning there, we went outside to gather fresh leaves from the abundant maple trees. All seemed undisturbed as we looked into the bughouses, anxious about how much longer it would take for the chrysalises to become butterflies. On the third day, we got a surprise.


During the night, one of the butterflies had broken out of its cocoon with the top of the plastic house still on, causing moisture to deform one of the wings and keep it from opening fully. Even though the top wing on her right side was folded, she was strikingly beautiful as a newborn. Her good wing was rich in amber tones and outlined in white-speckled black edges. We gathered around, peering into the small box with this magical creature inside.


Because “Butty” couldn’t fly, we immediately became her family, knowing she could never leave home. The girls figured out how to get her to walk on plants so she could flick her long, thick tongue out and back to take in nourishment. What a treasure it was to watch the life of a butterfly up close!


“Mommy, look at her little tongue. I think she likes these flowers!”


It was a delicate operation holding the box steady as Butty tiptoed lightly out of the box onto a plant. She would walk up the stalk and into the flowers. The girls were mesmerized. Being able to watch her up close, knowing she couldn’t take off, was a special honor. Butty liked a big blue hydrangea in the backyard, and we almost lost sight of her in the dewy petals. After feeding, she would tickle the leaves, her wings swaying as she walked back down the stalk and into her box house.


Our time in New Jersey was coming to a close. We were planning to drive to upstate New York for a week of family camp. Dana and Cayla cried out, “What are we going to do, Mommy? We can’t leave Butty!” I fashioned a home for her out of a large shoebox comfortable enough for her to travel in, and off we went in our rental car.


From the back seat I heard Dana say, “Butty, look, here are my favorite books. Do you want me to read to you?”


Cayla whispered sweetly to her, “I’m glad you’re with us even though I miss my cat, Fluffy.”


Butty traveled well, landing in our dorm room closet for the week along with the other plastic bug home still housing the unhatched cocoon. The camp had a large and inviting vegetable garden, big enough for the girls to hide between the long rows, and perfect for Butty. The girls made many trips to this garden, taking their beloved butterfly out in the daylight and placing her gently on different plants. Butty was totally dependent on them, and they were fascinated. At night they put a light fabric over her little shoebox so she could sleep undisturbed.


During the fifth day there, Butty wasn’t acting like her usual self. She seemed slower and less interested in flicking out her long tongue for nourishment, worrying the girls. So I explained that butterflies have short lives. I checked on her in the afternoon and discovered she was lifeless. She’d had a long life in butterfly years. We took Butty’s wilted body outside and buried it with a prayer. Sweat rolled down my back from the humidity, and Dana’s tears soaked my blouse. We had been suspended in time while a fascinating connection into the world of tiny beings and plants took over our hearts. Butty had left us with a deep love of the natural world.


A few years later when Dana was ten, she and I spent a summer on the Hampshire College campus in western Massachusetts. I was in a practitioner training program there, studying Body-Mind Centering, a somatic discipline I would later use in my healing practice with infants and children.


I attempted to make the youth program on campus sound appealing to Dana by telling her she would be going to “day camp” while I was in class. She shot back with,“Mom, I’m old enough to be on my own. I don’t want to go to day camp!”


“What will you do when I’m in class?”


“I’ll go scootering … and sometimes I’ll sit at the back of your class and knit my scarf.”


“Hmm … Okay, but you have to check in with me so I know where you are. Keep track of the time on your watch.”


“Yay!” She did a little happy dance.


Dana spent her time among the trees, gardens, and grass areas of the vast campus. There she found herself again in the lap of nature. She spent her time admiring each leaf in the vegetable gardens and each petal on the flowers surrounding the buildings.


We had lunch together every day, and one day after we’d devoured our ice cream cones, Dana grabbed my hand and exclaimed with glee, “Come with me! I want to show you my garden. I know every plant in there, and I’m watching them grow and blossom!”


I can still hear her laughter ringing through the New England foliage as she rode her scooter over the dirt paths on campus. She was free.


It may have been in the vegetable garden that a tiny tick crawled onto her leg, embedded its teeth in her tender skin, and drew her blood into its mouth. I never imagined that a tiny insect could, some years later, make her life unbearable with discomfort. Nature isn’t all benevolent. There are deaths and killings and pathogenic takeovers. There are species vying for survival and borrowing bodies to carry them around. So it is with the Ixod tick that can breed Lyme spirochetes in its belly and then suck the blood of a young girl to nourish itself, leaving behind spirochetes to thrive and multiply in their new host.





PART ONE
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CHAPTER ONE


Movement in My Life
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If you don’t have self-reliance, what do you have? You can cross the mountains, the oceans, the tragedies, the difficulties, the responsibilities, with only one thing, self-reliance. Fear not, my dear ones; the antidote for fear is self-reliance.


— Yogi Bhajan





As a girl I reveled in moving, dancing, twirling; I never wanted to be constricted, held back, or forced to be still. My mother accommodated my passion by installing a ballet bar along the entire length of the long corridor off the bedrooms in our Spanish-style Los Angeles home.


Pirouetting into the hallway from my bedroom, dressed in a black leotard and pink tights, I announced, “I’m shutting the doors to the hall!” My corridor of freedom. Just then, Jain, my younger sister, darted out of her bedroom. Imperiously, I turned on her: “Jain, it’s my turn on the ballet bar!”


She pouted and whined, “I want to dance too.”


I paused for effect, considered her for a moment, and then gave my orders: “Follow me! We’re doing leaps up and down the hallway.” Off we leapt past three generations of family photos.


Tovya, my older sister, peered down the hallway from the living room. I leapt in her direction. She was louder and more talkative, and generally called the shots, but this was my corridor of freedom. “Hey!” I said, knowing she might take over. “I’m leading, you can follow. Now we are going to do a grand plié on the ballet bar. I’ll be in front, Jain in the middle, and you at the end.”
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When I was seventeen, I entered San Diego State College to study dance and psychology. I was living in the brand-new freshman dorm, a nine-story tower called “El Conquistador.” It was so new that they had just paved the parking area and hadn’t finished installing the parking lot lights.


On September 26, 1970, the “Laguna Fire” flared up and burned for eight days, turning the sky black. It ended up scorching 175,425 acres.


“Let’s go up to the ninth floor and look at the fire!” someone shouted.


Even though we had watched the fire from there before, my roommate, Rhonda, and I flew up the stairs. She said, “I’ve seen people who don’t live here up on the ninth floor looking at the fire.”


I nodded.“Yeah. … It’s so weird not being able to see the sky.” I had just left home for the first time in my life, and the apocalyptic experience of being engulfed by smoke felt scary. I didn’t have my bearings yet. Everything was new for me.


We reached the balcony and hung back from the small crowd. I looked around and saw our small group of new friends from the dorm. We walked over to join them, and as I got closer, I noticed a tall guy I didn’t know. He was a bit older than us, with blond hair, a short beard, and a cast up to the elbow of one arm.


“Hi, my name is Karl. I just came up to see the fire. What a great vantage point!” He seemed nice.


I asked, “Do you go to San Diego State?”


“No, I live in the area. I’m out of school.”


“What happened to your arm?”


“I broke it falling off my bicycle, but the cast should come off soon.”


Looking out at the sky, I shouted,“Rhonda, check out the sunset! It looks like a red ball against the dark sky. Really eerie!”


Eventually, our group, with Karl tagging along, trooped downstairs to the common room. A girl named Sally asked, “Does anyone have any food? Munchies?”


Mark answered, “No. Let’s go to the store and get chips, dip, and some cookies!”


That was when Karl spoke up. “I have a car—I’ll drive.” We pooled our money together, but I was the only one who volunteered to make the trip with Karl. He seemed friendly enough, and my new gang of friends seemed to accept him, so I didn’t feel weird going with him. I was dating a boy I knew from temple in LA, and did not view Karl as anything other than one of the group.


We walked out of the dorm toward the dark parking lot. Karl opened the door to his van and let me in on the passenger side. Then he got in to drive, but before he started the car, he leaned over and tried to kiss me. I recoiled and flattened myself against the door, but he kept at it. This is so embarrassing! I’m not even interested in him.


I kept protesting and dodging his lips. He got angry, grabbed me roughly by the arms, hoisted me over the seat, and threw me into the back of the van. He crawled in back and began beating me with his cast. He whaled on me, landing bone-bruising blows. My feet hit hard between his legs. I fought to save my life. The more I fought, the more aggressive he became.


“HELP! HEEEEELP! HEEEEEELP!” My voice sounded like ripped paper. He pounded harder. I lost consciousness, and he took me aggressively, tearing my sweet pink summer dress. I woke up, and while he was in the front seat doing something I couldn’t see, I groped around frantically until I found the sliding-door handle. I managed somehow to slide it open, and I bolted, running as fast as my shocked and brutalized body could go.


I reached the front door of the dorm and pounded furiously. Somebody finally opened it, and I pushed my way inside. Turning around, I caught a glimpse of Karl’s face. He had caught up with me. Capturing his eyes in mine, I rasped, “I didn’t know people like you existed!” The heavy metal door slammed in his face.
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The summer following my first year of college, I landed back in LA. I was living with my parents and working as a waitress at Marie Callender’s Restaurant & Bakery. Mom and Dad were thrilled to have leftover pie fillings for breakfast.


On my off hours I hung out with my old friend Deb, one of the very few I had told about the rape. She was worried about me and invited me to go with her to a psychodrama session. The sessions were led by a charismatic, thirtysomething psychotherapist named Michael, and these weekly group meetings were held in his living room. One person volunteered to work out his or her issues each week. At each session, all the people present were called on to act out roles from the volunteer’s life. One evening I was asked to play the role of someone’s angry mother, which powerfully affected us all. After a few weeks of going regularly, Deb asked, “Can I tell Michael about your rape?”


Reluctantly, I said, “I guess so.” I’d kept the rape a secret from almost everyone.


At the next session, all of us were huddled on the rose carpet in Michael’s living room. I sat like a coiled snake.


Michael asked, “Anna, would you like to work tonight?”


All jittery inside, with cold hands and a pale face, I croaked, “Okay.”


Michael placed his arm lightly on my back to stabilize me, and asked, “May I tell the group about your difficult experience almost a year ago?”


“Yes.” I was terrified to reveal what had happened, but it was so horrible to keep it stuffed down inside of me. The few others I’d told so far hadn’t thought I needed help, not the nurse at student health services, not even my mom.


“Anna had a violent and invasive experience. She was raped about a year ago.” It almost felt good to hear him say that, to hear the truth spoken out loud.


Michael directed the group: “Form a circle around Anna.” Shuffling bodies formed a large circle around me. I was the deer in headlights.


He told them,“Move tightly together,” and asked me,“Is there anything you want to share, Anna?”


“Yes. … He had a cast on his arm and he beat me.”


Sighs, exhales, watery eyes in the room. They know it was bad.


Michael faced me with his hands on my shoulders.“Your job is to break out of the circle.” He looked at the others and said, “Your job is to prevent her from getting out.”


The room shrunk to the size of a small tiger, and I began to panic with full-blown shivers reverberating through my body.


“Anna, you have to find a way to get out. You are not held hostage anymore—you can do something different.”


I could feel the cold van, the dark, the beating of my heart, racing to save my life. I was almost paralyzed. My reality blended memory and the present moment. My hands became claws. I was enraged, pulsing, hot, a human knife. I reached between two people and pulled, trying to pry their hands apart, but nothing budged. I scanned the circle for another weak opening. People’s eyes locked on me to engage my courage. I dove under. Bodies stopped me. I ran and leapt high. The circle buckled but managed to ensnare me and toss me back into the center. I went to the side of the ring, as if I were in a wrestling match. I hated each and every person in the circle. I ripped them apart with my eyes. My pounding heart was making enough blood pulse for someone twice my size. Sweat poured down my face. I waited for surprise to raise my chances, then cut into a crevasse in the wall, my body the knife. I made it to the other side—a sutured wound.





CHAPTER TWO


Becoming Myself
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Obstacles don’t have to stop you. If you run into a wall, don’t turn around and give up. Figure out how to climb it, go through it, or work around it.


— Michael Jordan





Itransferred to UC Berkeley in my junior year and spent one, less than happy quarter there before I applied for a transfer to UCLA to become part of their renowned Dance Department. However, I was denied admission, so I set up a meeting with the head of the department, Alma Hawkins.


I sat stiffly across from the formidable grande dame, who was renowned for her understanding of movement as an art form as well as a statement of self. I was primly dressed in a gray floral silk dress that had been my great grandmother’s because I wanted to look professional. I gazed into Alma’s clear and perceptive eyes and spoke with conviction: “I think you’ve made a mistake. I have too many units to transfer, but I know I belong here.”


A sparrow landed on the windowsill. I went on, “I need to be in this dance department. Its philosophy of nonverbal expression is what I believe in. I want to discover myself in this art form.” I watched for her reaction. She took me seriously and asked a few questions about my previous experience.


“I did not fit into the dance department at Berkeley. It was too focused on Martha Graham technique and performance. I could not discover my own movement. UCLA is where I need to do my work.” I wasn’t able to decipher how she was responding to me. The sparrow took off. My nerves wanted to kick in, but I held them back. All I had left to say was one thing.


“You must make this happen!” I used up all my confidence in that one sentence. I cannot remember anything that was said after that, but Alma made it happen.
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I loved my experience at UCLA. Our dance department occupied an entire two-story building that was once the women’s gym. It came complete with lockers, showers, and a redwood sauna. I did my best thinking while sweating in the dark after dance class. All dance majors were exposed to the style and philosophy of visiting dance companies, including José Limón, Merce Cunningham, Pilobolus, Martha Graham, Alvin Ailey, and others. We trained with them in master classes and watched their performances at Royce Hall. I couldn’t have been happier.


One day in technique class, I had an epiphany. It was 1:00 p.m. Tuesday in the UCLA Dance Department studio A, Sharon’s class. I liked her. She was sharp, concise in her movement, agile, and elflike, and could make up and memorize long phrases of movements. Because she thrived on small detailed gestures and quick locomotion footwork, I found her choreography difficult. This particular Tuesday I was grieving the end of a relationship and overwhelmed with homework. I’d put all that aside and showed up for class. We warmed up as usual.


“Remember the exercises we’ve been doing? Start with the floor stretches.” I sat down at floor level with both legs straight out in front and began to bow forward. As my chest went up and down, I felt grateful to be stretching. It was years before yoga would become a common practice for me, but I knew stretching, breathing, and focusing on the exercises would bring me back from the mad details of my student life.


Sharon stood before us.“Class, I will demonstrate today’s movement phrase. Then we’ll connect it to the other phrases we’ve learned, and you will know the first section of my new choreography!”


She began modeling the new phrase. Oh my God, another tricky mind-bending series of movements that are built for her body and not mine. It was like speaking in a foreign language. I relentlessly complied, perfecting my movements, waving my arms, making light, quick shuffles with my feet, executing a wide turn and a leap that sent me across the room.


“Okay, everyone, let’s go one at a time.” We were lining up at one corner, ready to dart across the studio diagonally, but suddenly I wanted to sit down. My stomach roiled with grief. All of me wanted stillness. I watched the girl before me prance her way across the room in what looked like a joyous state. My turn. I heard the live piano start and launched myself at the perfect beat, setting out across the floor. All eyes were on me. As I danced, my internal feelings mushroomed. The grief escalated and the urge to stop became paralyzing. I was halfway across the floor. Can’t everyone see I’m faking it? It isn’t me, this movement. I’m pretending. I felt transparent. I pushed through and let my body continue to perform the phrase against my own mood.


What movement does my body want to do? What would it look like if I moved my grief? I became powerfully aware of movement as expression, and aware that movement moves feeling. I can make it to the far corner. I’m almost there! When I reached the wall, I leaned all my weight against it, trying not to cry. Inside I was spinning with the challenge of fathoming my new awareness. The music stopped. All eyes turned to the next dancer, and I was revolutionized. I would never override my feelings willingly again. I did not like it. I felt separate from myself. I had, in that moment, realized my desire to become a practitioner who used body movement for healing and self-expression.
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I moved to Sonoma County in Northern California when I graduated from UCLA. Being in Sonoma, a rural wine region with rolling hills and a lush landscape, gave me the chance to experience country living. The idea of really being on my own frightened me as much as it excited me. I rented a room not far from my younger sister, Jain, who was attending college there.


The Sonoma Mountain Outdoor Experience program was looking for youth counselors in my age range. Mondays, Wednesdays, and Fridays, I took curious eight- and nine-year-olds on a four-hour hike around the Sonoma County Preserve. We would collect specimen bugs, touch moss, and spot small scurrying animals and overhead birds.


“Look here, everyone.” The kids gathered around me. “What do you see on this wire fence?” A large hawk had died with his wingspan fully open. The kids were amazed, horrified, and fascinated.


“Is he dead?” Mari asked.


“Yes. This is a red-tailed hawk. How do you think he died?”


“He hit the fence,” a tall boy named Eli shouted.


“That’s possible. It looks like he may have had a problem and didn’t see the wire. In nature, animals die and become food for others. Soon he will provide for the crows. He may have been old—these hawks can live up to twelve years. That’s older than you are!”


“He won’t be buried?”


“No, Douglas,” I replied gently, as I knew his grandfather had just died. “Out here, nature takes its course.”


By day I was content with my life and my work with the children, but when I was alone at night, the anxiety of adulthood, of all the choices I knew I’d have to make, overwhelmed me. I found myself eating whole pies in the privacy of my room. I loved crust, and the more I ate, the more comforted I felt. I also felt bloated, numb, and slowed down, which muted the anxiety.


I overate wheat in whatever blissful form it came in. For dinner I would consume sandwiches, pot pies, or pizza, and then pie for dessert. Sometimes I even craved Wonder Bread! While stuffing it in my grateful, salivating mouth, I wondered about my future, my identity, my ability to be self-sustaining. Maybe I was scared to be alone; maybe I was scared a man would hurt me again. I knew I was still healing.


I resisted my compulsion by refusing to keep pie in the house. That meant that often, late at night, I’d have to drive to the closest convenience store and buy the most natural, unnatural frozen apple pie I could find. At my apartment I’d heat it in the oven, drenching the room in the delectable aroma of sweet apple and yeasty crust. I’d sit in my old, stained loveseat with the bubbling pie perched on my chipped coffee table and dig in. Sticky, previously frozen apples dripped off my fork as I aimed for my mouth. Bite after bite. I always attempted to eat only one pie slice, but I never cut the pie into pieces, so in the end the whole pie was mine. After my gluttony I knew sleep would come with a heavy stomach, and the buzzing panic would give way to murky dreams that would be gone by morning.


[image: Image]


That summer I took an intensive dance therapy course in the Blanche Evan Method. Blanche sashayed into the dance studio wearing purple pants, an orange blouse, a twisted silk purple scarf at her neck, and silver jewelry on her ears and wrists. She was a dancer who had studied Adlerian “individual psychology.” Fascinated, I was excited to learn how to dance into the psychological.


“Find your place in the room.” We were in the gym at Sonoma State College, a vast and unstructured room with a hardwood floor. I located myself next to the heavy velvet curtain and sat down cross-legged. “Imagine a memory that felt good to you. Go through the motions of whatever you need to enact this, to discover what lies underneath.”


I sat imagining. Finally, I felt the urge to create. I saw a kitchen in my mind and built it through movement: the stove, the counter, the refrigerator, the sink and cupboards. It was a country kitchen made of pine cupboards, painted white floorboards, and golden handmade ceramic dishes. I took out a large, white mixing bowl and began to make cookie batter. I knew it by heart.


First I measured the three-fourths cup of granulated sugar, then packed the three-fourths cup of brown sugar, mashed a cup of butter, added a teaspoon of vanilla and an egg, and stirred vigorously. Then I added the two and one-fourth cups of flour, the teaspoon of baking soda, salt, nuts, and a whole package of semisweet chocolate chips. Creating a lumpy, sweet, thick mound of delight, I scooped spoonfuls onto the cookie sheet. I heated the oven to 350 degrees and waited for it to be hot.


Blanche came by to check in on me. Her short gray hair and glasses framed a penetrating view of my experience.“What are you doing and how is it going?”


“I’m baking chocolate chip cookies. I’ve gotten as far as making the batter and scooping the dollops onto the cookie sheet. I’m in a place of nourishment, no worries—like with my grandma Betty in her kitchen, baking.”


“Keep it going.”


I baked more cookies than I could count over the next two hours. I couldn’t stop. It was a private heaven for my psyche. Nothing else in the world was going on. Blanche came to me several more times.


“Find your motivation.” I kept going into my private kitchen and creating the food I needed most to enliven my life. My sweetness, my grandmother love, my own expanding hope—all went into the uncooked batter. The cookies would come out freshly born, crunchy and tender inside, chocolate bits slightly melting in my mouth. The perfection of pleasure.





CHAPTER THREE


I Am the Mover


[image: Image]




The good life is one inspired by love and guided by knowledge.


— Bertrand Russell





That fall I entered one of UCLA’s first graduate classes in dance therapy, headed by Irma Dosamantes-Beaudry, PhD, a dance therapist and psychoanalyst. We were a small group of eight students and became very close. During my last year of the program, the VA hospital’s drug addiction rehab program offered an internship for one student in our class. Irma chose me.


Off we went together for the first session, where I had to lead the men in front of my professor. After that I was on my own, hoping my training and the private supervision I was lucky to have with Irma each week was enough.


Arriving for the second session, I entered the large, square industrial room that housed the drug rehab program. The men were congregated at the back. They had already stacked the chairs to the side and taken their shoes off. They knew from the first session that we would be sitting in a circle on the floor. I looked around at the warm wood floor and steel-barred windows and gestured for the men to join me on the floor. We sat in a circle, and I said, “Use your arms to make a movement that shows how you’re feeling today.”


A young, tall, thin black man towered over the group from his perch on the top of the tallest column of stacked chairs. He said, “I’m James and I feel fine, little Miss Bo Peep!” My blond hair flowed over my slim shoulders, which were clothed in a plain white button-down blouse. I grasped the irony of my situation. I was a white, middle-class college girl attempting to help these young men, Vietnam vets who had seen and done things I didn’t know anything about.


“Thank you, James. I see you appreciate a high vantage point. We are here when you want to come down and join us.”


Next, Doug sheepishly swung his arms around and politely welcomed the “lady.” I was to be protected. Tension was high in the room, like a large, stretched-to-the-max rubber band. I honestly couldn’t see how I could help these men, but I firmly believed in using movement for expression. I never would have guessed that my first clients would be streetwise men who had been to war.


[image: Image]


I proceeded. Our group bonded. I reminded them of sister, mother, and grandmother, despite my young age. They began to feel safe opening up and sharing their stories. We would close our sessions with hands held clear around the circle. There were always soft eyes and a few tears.


James held his place on top of the chairs for a couple of weeks, but eventually came down to join us. I took on a few individual cases during that time, and the VA program wanted me to see James. I had never spent time with someone who had only experienced living through drugs. He said, “As soon as I could walk, I would go to the fridge and fetch my mom’s heroin for her.” He had come a long way but had much to learn. I became his guide into the sober world.


We had been working together for about five months when, in one of our last sessions, he seemed troubled. As part of the rehab program, he had been spending several days a week at a job outside the VA hospital. James began to pace and pace and pace. I sat on the floor across from the windows. He wound around and around the room, stopping to look out the window into the city. With every round, more questions.


“What’s it like to live every day without drugs? What do you do?”


I stumbled inside, knowing he needed modeling for a world he had never been in. “You get up and feed yourself a good breakfast, go to work, make good sober friends, and enjoy activities that do not involve drugs, like walking, reading, and seeing movies. You will have to let go of your old habits. Friends will not be for drug connections.”


He paced for the hour, asking and taking in. “What’s it like to go to the movies? I mean, what would the whole evening be like?”

OEBPS/images/common1.jpg





OEBPS/images/common2.jpg





OEBPS/images/9781631528392.jpg
'

IN THE
NARROWS

A Mother-Daughter Odyssey
Through Chronic Illness






OEBPS/images/common.jpg





OEBPS/images/title.jpg
DANCING
IN THE
NARROWS

A Mother-Daughter Odyssey
Through Chronic Iliness

ANNA PENENBERG

(D]

SHEWRITES PRESS





