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			Praise for The Trauma Heart

			“ ‘I’m not just sober, Judy gave me my life back.’ This is the message I have heard many times over the years from the clients who have worked with Judy. Most have had multiple residential and outpatient treatment episodes, racking up one disappointing relapse after another. That is, until they learn from Judy and her staff the nature of the relationship between their addiction and underlying trauma. Using state-of-the-art approaches for accessing and processing the often long-suppressed material stored in body and mind, Judy’s model offers people a safe way to see in the mirror. They learn how to create and operate from a new, more affirming story. At its heart, this book helps clients to learn that beyond sobriety and survival, there is hope for a new life!”

			—Brent Mruz, PsyD

			“There’s not a patient or family I’ve seen with substance abuse disorders who at the ‘heart’ of their suffering hasn’t experienced trauma. Whether incident-related or shame-based, if not treated as a core concept, trauma will only cause the cycle of suffering to continue. No one understands this concept better than Judy Crane.”

			—Rob Waggener, LCSW, FACHE, Foundations Recovery Network

			I have seen the whole world get better because of the work and writings of Judy Crane. Read this book! You will see the clarity, compassion, and coherency Judy brings to use the wounded-ness in each of us to let the light shine in, to allow growth, to become human, and to live fully. Judy brings the awareness and wisdom to allow each of us to know, love, and live the difficult and rewarding journey of ‘becoming human.’ ”

			—Ronald E. Smith MD, PhD, Captain, Medical Corps, United States Navy

			“Judy Crane has not only presented a beautiful story-picture of the Trauma Heart’s journey to hope, healing, and health, she has also captured a vital message for the hearts of those of us who are blessed to be part of trauma heart journeys. Whether we’re a family member, friend, or a professional trauma therapist, that message is simply and powerfully . . . the author’s heart. As you read the pages you can’t help but feel the heart of Judy Crane; her love for and belief in people who have endured trauma. That is perhaps the most impactful factor of this book; a moving and poignant example of who we need to be in our hearts in order to help trauma survivors heal. I have seen Judy Crane’s trauma heart in action as she combines it in therapy intensive as well as in professional trainings with me and our entire therapy staff at Capstone. When training therapists, she integrates the research and therapy model into an experiential learning process that’s unmatched in its effect, much like she’s done in this book with her gift of storytelling. Nothing has impacted our team more than the therapy approaches presented in this book and the heart that fuels it.”

			—Adrian Hickman, PhD, CTT, CSAT-S, CMAT-S, AAMFT-S, LPC-S, LADAC, EMDR1 founder and CEO, Capstone Treatment Center

			“Judy has an intuitive gift like no other, and this book explores the power of finding meaning even in the darkest parts of our story, to discover the intricate beauty of the trauma recovery work! Whether you are a survivor, a loved one, or a clinician, this book gets to the heart of what trauma is and how to heal from it.”

			—Brennon P. Moore, CTT, CADC-II, LPC trauma survivor and author of Finding a New Tribe: Helping Young Men Recover from Childhood Sexual Abuse and Addiction

			“Judy has taught me to identify my voice with my trauma, and I have been able to use my voice to become a better person, both personally and professionally. Judy is a true teacher of life skills in working with trauma.”

			—Rick Terzick MA, CTT

			“The day I met Judy Crane my life changed forever. Judy’s compassion, and innate genius as a trauma therapist has been the greatest gift in thousands of her clients lives as well as mine. I am proud to call her friend, mentor, business partner and colleague. She is a true gift to the world.”

			—John West, Co-Owner of The Guest House Ocala and Managing Partner of Sober Companion Services
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			“You can accept or reject the way you are treated by other people, but until you heal the wounds of your past, you will continue to bleed. You can bandage the bleeding with food, with alcohol, with drugs, with work, with cigarettes, with sex, but eventually, it will all ooze through and stain your life. You must find the strength to open the wounds, stick your hands inside, pull out the core of the pain that is holding you in your past, the memories, and make peace with them.” 

			—Iyanla Vanzant

			*

			The Trauma Heart is dedicated to my family, to the present and to the past, the many generations of our family. There is wonderment in unraveling the many parts of our family tree; the roots, the trunk, the branches and the limbs. There still remains the mystery of more to unravel and, more importantly, the creation of fresh new limbs. These will carry the essence of our family forward, to grow and refine, to struggle and flourish with the resilience, compassion, sensitivity, innate talents and strengths, to build an ever-growing family tree where we can rest in the shade of our loving family.

			We have our stories and whether glorious or painful, dark or light, the stories of our families are the architectural design of who we become and who we are.

			To my father, who promised me I could do or be anything, even though I was a girl.

			To my mother, who is the most courageous and resilient “rebel” I know . . . you were breaking the rules before I was born and I am so very grateful that you did.

			To my godmother, Aunt Theresa, thank you for being such an important part of my life and for being the keeper of our history. I love you and send you Light.

			To my three sisters, Linda, Kathleen, and Joan, thank you for loving me when I was so very unlovable. My love and prayers and hope are always with you. Always remember those crazy, wonderful summers in the neighborhood. Blessings to all my nieces and nephews.

			To my most extraordinary children, Tom, Maria, and Michelle. I am so very proud of you all; you are amazing people and loving and incredible parents. In spite of the insanity that my addiction brought to your lives, you carry yourselves with grace and big, loving hearts. I love you beyond measure.

			To my nieces and nephews in South Philly, I cherish our stories and our time together.

			Grateful for Grandmom Rose, Grandpop Ralph, and precious Aunt Rita; and filled with love for our time with my husband Tommy, and Tommy the daddy of Tommy Jr., Maria, and Michelle.

			And most importantly, Devyn, Delaney, Xander, AJ, and Marlee, the lights and joy of my life, the grandchildren who bring such excitement and pleasure as I enjoy your journey. Each of you are powerful in your uniqueness and you all SHINE so brightly. I’m thrilled to be your Yadda and I love you all totally and completely.

			We are not bad people trying to be good;

			we are wounded people trying to heal.
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			There are people in this world who walk tall and find a life of purpose through their pain and redemption. These are the men and women who humbly and courageously offered their journey through trauma and trauma healing into the light; they have offered you their stories and their extraordinary experiential work.

			These people have walked through the fire and shared their experiences with the hope that you may find a way through your own pain.

			Many of these stories are from therapists who have had their own traumas, creating a space in their spirit that touches the spirits of the wounded who come to us for healing. We have lost many to the soul wounds of trauma and addiction. You live forever in our hearts and spirits, and this book is written in the hopes of saving those who also feel lost.

			I would like to share my eternal gratitude to Tom Pecca, my son, for offering his help with many elements of The Trauma Heart. Tom is an extremely talented therapist who honed his skills as a little boy in a very dysfunctional family.
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			Thank you, John West, a wondrous young man who took a risk with me to build The Guest House Ocala, to create the finest trauma and addictions program in the world.

			Finally, I have such gratitude for our partners who have supported The Guest House Ocala with more than your words. You know who you are; you are people who want to change the world.

			We can change the world one story at a time!

		

	
		
			Preface

			This is not a textbook; I want to make that clear. I have been writing this book for a long time, four to five years, in the midst of creating and directing a world-class trauma, post-traumatic stress disorder (PTSD), and addictions treatment center; speaking and teaching about trauma; and writing pieces as I was whirling around in my life and the world. Friends and colleagues joked about “the” book, demanded that it be written, and lovingly chiding me that it was a ghost book, taking far too long.

			The reality is this book wrote itself in the blood, snot, and tears of our beautiful alumni appropriately called Refugees. This is in honor of their completion of treatment at The Refuge, our treatment center in their forest. Their families and loved ones also shared their trauma histories, and many family members engaged in their own recovery process. These are the families that found real forgiveness, compassion, love, and intimacy, ensuring that the generations that follow are more capable of interrupting intergenerational maladaptive behaviors.

			One gentleman admitted to treatment seven years ago as a result of turmoil created by trauma and alcoholism in his life changed dramatically because of his willingness to reach deeply into his soul wound. As a result of his example, thirty-seven other Refugees can be traced to him: family, friends, children of friends, neighbors, and even ex-spouses.

			Twelve-step programs recommend that “it is through walking the walk” that people around us change, through “attraction, not promotion.” As we change, the people in our life feel safe to reach out for help because they want what we have. These folks come from all over the world. These “survivors” courageously offered their own stories among their peers, exposing their wounds as they guided our clients into their story. This book wrote itself in the voices of those who desperately want to heal.

			Initially I was writing gingerly, cautiously, so as not to expose people too deeply; however, these stories have been handed to me by folks who want their story told, who want to be the hope and healing for others to experience. The purpose of this book is to invite those who suffer into the circle of healing, which then synergistically changes the family, the community, the world—if we dream big enough.

			So will you learn some “textbook things”? Yes, my prayer is that there are folks who will pick up this book and have “Aha!” moments, puzzle pieces falling-into-place moments, heart-gripping revelation moments, because you may recognize your story and your behaviors through someone else’s work. Again, my prayer is that you will find hope and take a risk to explore your story.

			This is my mantra:

			When you unravel the trauma story, the behaviors make sense. When we can make sense of our behaviors, the behaviors of our loved ones, the behaviors in the people around us, healing can take place. First, we must do the hard work of unraveling the story.

			Here is an example, silly on the surface but not so silly in the unraveling. I have a closet full of shoes. I know I buy them when I am lonely, bored, or insecure. Buying shoes gives me relief. I am always alone when I buy shoes. When I find a pair that I love, I buy them in every color. I have a closet full of shoes, many that I haven’t worn.

			One day I thought about my favorite shoes as a kid. They were beautiful to me—I was probably ten years old. The shoes were brown with “peek-a-boo” toes and they had been given to me by a neighbor. I had one pair of shoes for school and a pair of sneakers and they both had holes in the bottom. I put cardboard in them to continue wearing them. This was pretty normal. We were a family of six: two parents and four sisters. I think my neighbor knew about my shoes! At least, that is the story I told myself.

			Deprivation was my trauma and shoes were my solution, an expensive solution to assuage my shame about being poor and how others judge me.

			So this is not a textbook; it’s an experiential book.

			It’s been a good book for me to write: painful, gut-wrenching at times, joyful and satisfying at other times, and a revelation in so many ways. I’ve been doing my own work for years but writing this book has given me new information and incredible insights into my own life and my family. I was born in October of 1945 and I’m pretty sure I was responsible for the atomic bomb. I experienced enormous guilt and shame from my earliest memories until several years into recovery. I felt responsible and great personal shame for everything that was wrong in the lives of the people in my life. And I felt responsible to “fix” those things—a huge burden for a young girl. I even apologized to walls and chairs I bumped into. The phrase I used the most was “I’m sorry.”

			Today I understand the concept of in-utero and intergenerational trauma, and realize that I felt that same shame and guilt that I carried oozing from my mother and aunt. I recognize clearly how those feelings and that energy impacted my vision of myself and my place in the world, just as it impacted so many others in my family tree.

			My place in the world seemed so fragile and illusory that I searched for it in very desperate and lonely places. There was a divide between my immediate and extended family. We—my mother and father, three younger sisters and I—seemed to be the black sheep family. It was Gil, Ann, and “the girls.” We visited my grandparents’ house often, especially on family holidays. It seemed so big! There were four bedrooms and a huge room that used to be a plumbing supply store, as well as large family rooms, kitchen, dining room, living room, and a big backyard filled with blue hydrangea and roses. I have many photos of me and my sisters when we were very young, usually in a small wading pool, or in Easter outfits with cute bonnets and black patent-leather shoes. We were dressed for church, but we didn’t attend because of the “family secret.” The family secret was that my mother married my father against her family’s wishes. Daddy was divorced and had another child, my half-brother Larry, and Daddy wasn’t baptized. While “my” family remained home from church, all of my aunts, uncles, and cousins attended Mass and participated in the church rituals.

			The guilt that permeated my mother and aunt centered on their choice of husbands. My mother was excommunicated from the Catholic Church. My Aunt Theresa was also my godmother, so at least, thank God, I was baptized. I may have been the family shame, born outside of the Catholic Church, but at least I was baptized.

			I was the oldest grandchild. The energy in my grandparents’ home was so uncomfortable, angry, and judgmental with grandmom and my grandpop, a silent, brooding Irishman. My uncles and their wives and children seemed to receive all the family grace. Those were my feelings, my experiences. I was highly attuned to feeling shame, guilt, and judgment, especially from my grandmother. I was also attuned to the role I perceived that we had as the “less-than” and “black sheep” family. I took ownership of being the black sheep child.

			That dark energy seemed to ease up after my sisters were born so they didn’t seem to experience life the way I did.

			I didn’t know my uncles or their families’ very well. I often wonder how the rest of my family experienced this extended brood. I was close to my Aunt Theresa’s children; my cousins and I experienced some of the joys and the pain of their lives. But I often wonder about the experiences and perceptions of other family members. Did they understand or know my grandparents more intimately? Were they driven by family messages? Did they feel more connected or part of a bigger family entity?

			I also experienced the world around me in very visceral, sensory, and cellular ways. My world was in living Technicolor with vivid experiences of color, sound, taste, touch, and smells. I loved every new experience and worked diligently to fit in with the rest of the world (despite feeling as if I didn’t belong), but this was often a place of loneliness. I learned about the world from movies and books. I remember visiting the Eiffel Tower in Paris many years later, and feeling as if I’d been there before because I had embraced and internalized the world as my very own. I had a voracious appetite to know, to experience everything. This was certainly a necessary attribute for an addict.

			I could “fit in” by being a chameleon, but usually as a “mascot,” an add-on, an outsider who charmed her way into the inner circle but never truly belonged. All of this history would become the cause, effect, and “cure” of my spiritual and internal pain, and would drive me to quite interesting solutions and adventures.

			I grew up in a struggling blue-collar family in the 1950s and 1960s. I was a good girl with a spiritual connection who ached and yearned for human and emotional connection. However, deprivation was at the core of my spirit—emotional, physical, and economic deprivation. Thank God for my spiritual connection, my “God consciousness.” I was searching for my tribe from the age of five, maybe younger.

			As my sisters and I grew up, with very different feelings and perceptions, I am always fascinated when we share stories. Often the things that I felt devastated by, two of my sisters would find humorous, but that was their coping mechanism. Humor is still what they often use to deflect pain.

			I was truly a child of the sixties; sex, drugs, and rock and roll; rebellion and strong social ideals. I worked my way through school and freshman and sophomore year of college.

			I was engaged to an army warrant officer, a Huey helicopter gunship pilot who went to Vietnam. I was supposed to be groomed as an officer’s wife. I didn’t fit that model because I found myself against the war—totally incongruent with my fiancé. Therefore, we didn’t stay engaged. (I know, but that was the insanity of the sixties.)

			Yes, I was Jenny in Forrest Gump and this movie’s soundtrack was the soundtrack to my life at that time. When I saw Forrest Gump I laughed and cried over and over again, in recognition and empathy of the insanity of my “quest for spiritual enlightenment.”

			My friends and I were arrested for our ideals, and, well, maybe a little pot. There was undercover law enforcement in our classes and I was really naïve. After that, my trust was truly broken. The establishment considered our ideals criminal. We were a bunch of idealistic, very bright college kids. Our arrest was in the newspapers from Valentine’s Day through May of 1966, and we were unjustly connected with everything from robberies to counterfeiting. I was humiliated, dropped out of school, and moved across the bridge to the big city, Philadelphia. The Vietnam War impacted my generation in enormous ways. We lost many young men from Camden High School and Woodrow Wilson High School Class of ’64, and many to the disease of addiction. Later, each of my sisters married Vietnam veterans; my second husband was a combat veteran as well. Ours was a wounded generation in many ways.

			I continued to work two jobs and fell into experimenting with amphetamines. Of course, my reasons were justified: I needed to stay awake and have energy! As a result, I met the man of my dreams, a handsome Italian from South Philly. He invited me to his apartment and when he answered the door he was wearing knee-high jackboots, Jockey shorts, and a shoulder holster with a pistol. Suddenly, I was “in love!” Then I discovered he had a barrel of pharmaceutical-grade crystal methamphetamine, and I was truly and passionately in love—I’d found my soul mate.

			Well, with my first “shot” of pharmaceutical crystal meth, the world changed. It was glorious, brighter, shinier—and so was I. I felt beautiful, brilliantly intelligent, taller, as though I was truly a unique and glorious being of infinite worth and potential, valued and loved beyond my comprehension. My soon-to-be husband felt that way too, powerful and invincible. It was a chemically induced illusion that hid the pain, loneliness, and fear. For twenty years I chased that feeling, never realizing that I was already a glorious being who needed to clear away the trauma shadows hiding that glorious being that I was. That we all are.

			Tommy and I really were soul mates; we were two wounded individuals coming together to try and make sense of the insanity—and insane it was. Sometimes I look back and wonder who that young woman with all the broken dreams really was. I am horrified at the destruction of which I was capable. I have been shot, stabbed, and had many black eyes and broken bones. I’ve been arrested multiple times and been held physically and emotionally hostage. I spent three weeks in a psychiatric hospital with methamphetamine psychosis, and a shattered elbow in a cast. I learned incredible criminal skills far beyond my college education. At the time, I was very proud of my new skillset.

			I’ve betrayed my spiritual, moral, and ethical boundaries, and my beautiful, wounded husband was my mentor and partner in crime. He was a bright, shiny, brilliant man with a trauma story of his own, but we didn’t have that language or understanding then. He could have been saved too. We roamed the streets of Philadelphia to feed our addictions and our less-than-legal lifestyle.

			We thought we were evil, bad, and defective. What I discovered is that, under the influence of any addiction, we are capable of anything. We must later pay the price for the moral injury we experience, and the moral injury we cause.

			Tommy never got to hear the message that saved my life: “We are not bad people trying to get good; we are wounded people trying to heal.”

			On March 25, 1973, after a night of using multiple drugs and alcohol with my husband, I came to and with horror discovered my husband was dead next to me. There had been many overdoses that year, but never in my wildest imagination did I consider death would come so close to our lives. So many more would follow that path to death by overdose and suicide throughout my life. My children were eighteen months, three years, and four years old when Tommy, their daddy, died. The story the family told for thirty years was that he died of a cerebral hemorrhage, but the truth is Tommy died of an overdose. The family kept that secret because of shame, of course, and to protect the beloved son and grandchildren.

			I know that my children and I experienced years of post-traumatic stress disorder (PTSD), beginning in utero. Each of us has worked separately and together on our healing process. It took a lot of painful but truly healing work to process through the layers of trauma, loss, grief, guilt, shame, and remorse. It’s an ongoing process as long as we continue to experience life at its fullest, because life continues to bring grief and loss as well as joy and triumph.

			In my wildest dreams—and I have many wild and amazing dreams for my life—I never would have expected to find recovery at forty-two, complete my master’s degree at age fifty, become licensed as a therapist at fifty-two, start a treatment center at fifty-seven, sell the treatment center at sixty-seven, and found another treatment center at seventy-one. I have always wanted to be a writer and here I am, at seventy-one—finally a published writer. I’ve always been a late bloomer. I never expected to be a leading voice for trauma treatment or trauma resolution, or the many aspects of the intertwining of trauma and addiction, trauma and mental health, and trauma and behaviors. I am a therapist, a teacher, a writer, and a thought leader. I stand on stages all over the world and openly share my experience, strength, and hope. I’m an expert at helping to heal wounded souls of trauma, and I could never have imagined a greater life’s purpose than to make a living making amends for my past.

			I am sought after for my expertise and no one is more baffled or stunned than I am. My little girl sometimes comes out and questions whether I deserve to be in this place, but I have learned to shush that voice that says, Who do you think you are? We all have those voices and must learn to shush them.

			I’ve worked within the criminal justice system, with pregnant and addicted women, the homeless, veterans, European royalty, cinema and theater royalty, and wealthy CEOs and their families. This I know: these individuals are wounded little boys and girls looking for love, connection, and to unravel and understand their story. Each of those wounded children wants to rewrite and claim their rewritten story. Most of them manage to embrace their rewritten story, but for others the trauma story has become so much a part of their identity that it becomes truly an existential struggle. We just have to continue the unraveling.

			Please, please remember this: behaviors always, always, always make sense when you unravel the trauma story. Most behaviors germinate as survival mechanisms. We do a huge injustice when we point our finger and make judgment about behaviors rather than recognizing the innate goodness of most human beings.

			Today I know that the pain and horror of my life are also the miracles and gifts of my life. As we walk through this work together, I hope you’ll unravel your story to understand the behaviors and the pain so you can rewrite your story. In The Trauma Heart I’ll give you a blueprint that can lead to your rewritten story. There’s a place of sadness in my heart for those who don’t hear this message or receive the gift of a triumphant rewritten story, which can take the broken shards of our hearts and fill the broken places with gold.

			The person we judge the most is ourself. Let’s work to change those messages so we can understand the shining, glittering miracle that we are.

		

	
		
			Introduction

			In 1996 it became very clear to me that chronic relapse in alcohol and substance abuse had a more profound cause than just the substances themselves. I looked at the core issues, the family system, and the trauma events that impacted addicts. Often sober people were angry and dry drunks. Often addicts picked up other behaviors, sober from substances but in sex or relationship addiction, self-harming, eating disorders, gambling, gaming, pornography, or a multitude of other behaviors. Or they had many years in recovery but were ready to commit suicide. That was my impetus to start a program that addressed trauma along with addiction. As you read The Trauma Heart you’ll understand how excellent visceral, cellular, trauma treatment can break the cycle of chronic relapse in all addictions, and mood disorders and behavior.

			I speak at and attend many conferences and often attend the presentations of my colleagues. However, I have absolutely become a groupie of Dr. Gabor Maté. For years I trumpeted our belief that trauma work needed to be done along with addiction work, and that 90 percent of addicts and many other people have trauma. It was hard to make that case with hard-core addiction professionals who had focused solely on the addiction and perhaps a dual diagnosis. I walked into Dr. Maté’s presentation one fateful day and, for the first time, heard a professional assert with grace and compassion that trauma is core, and relapse is to be expected if the trauma is not resolved. I went to every presentation of Dr. Maté’s that day and have read his work. What also impressed me was that he had been doing his own trauma work, and as a result he recognized in utero and intergenerational trauma, that addiction was a disease of broken or dysfunctional relationships, and that building relationships and healthy attachment assisted in the healing process.

			I felt so joyful for our industry that we were being validated by such a prestigious yet humble man. He worked in the trenches in Canada with street addicts, many plagued with HIV/AIDS, hepatitis, and a myriad of health issues. Dr. Maté’s belief in compassionate care and the healing process, his ability to identify with addicts with his own behaviors, his recognition that addiction is so much more than substances, and his understanding of the role of neurotransmitters in trauma and addiction are vital to understanding and healing this brain disease.

			Others in our industry believe as I do, including pioneers whom I respect and admire such as Dr. Patrick Carnes, Judith L. Herman MD, Dr. Peter A. Levine, and Bessel van der Kolk, MD, but no one has given the message as passionately and as in sync with what I know.

			Trauma can be identified and healed no matter what your survival/coping behaviors are, if you are willing to do the very deep work and to do it in tandem: trauma and addiction, trauma and behaviors, trauma and mood disorders. I believe these are interdependent.

			When I was in treatment in August 1987 my counselor told our group, “Look to the right of you, and look to the left of you, only one of you will make it.” The odds were not good. That didn’t engender a lot of hope! Out of a community of fifty, only three of us were clean and sober after a year. I was one of the fortunate committed threesome, and we stayed connected. So I paid attention. I was always self-willed, too bright for my own good, but this disease brought me to my knees over and over again until finally I could no longer get high. My tolerance was so monumental, I could only maintain so I would not get sick. The ghosts of my past would come. My children—sixteen, eighteen, and nineteen—had given up hope. My mother had raised my youngest, my middle daughter left the house for her own journey, and my son was in and out. One time he returned home to this scene: I had broken a mirror and was holding a sharp edge to my wrist. I threatened that if he didn’t help me to get some alcohol or drugs, I would kill myself. With great disgust he said, “Go ahead,” and walked out the door. That was my bottom. I called my sister and begged for another trip to detox. With her children on board she stopped and got me a fifth of VO that I drank on the way. I was already in withdrawal.

			I called myself the “Detox Queen of the Western World," a self-effacing remark that just dripped with the poison of guilt, shame, and remorse. I had been to detox many times over the years and Camden detox did not want to see my face again. One of the mental health techs scoffed at me and said I was never going to get sober, I was one of those, “constitutionally incapable” of finding recovery. I was devastated, but deep down I agreed with her that I was a hopeless case. I was in detox six times in six weeks that summer when my sister came “just one more time.”

			This was a different, new detox. The staff were kind and compassionate, and I was a wreck. I had such shame, guilt, and remorse. I truly believed I was a horrendous person because of the things that were done to me and the things I had been capable of in my addiction. Those things haunted me and frightened me.

			One of the staff gave me a book, Adult Children of Alcoholics by Janet G. Woititz. In the beginning of the book is a “Laundry List” of signs and symptoms. I read it over and over and fell apart. I wailed and snotted and cried for a very long time.

			Some of the characteristics of an adult child of alcoholics are:

			1)	We become isolated and afraid of people and authority figures.

			2)	We become approval seekers and lose our identity in the process. I always described myself as a chameleon, for example, “Tell me who you want me to be.”

			3)	We are frightened by angry people and any personal criticism.

			4)	We have an overdeveloped sense of responsibility and it is easier for us to be concerned with others rather than ourselves; this enables us not to look too closely at our own faults.

			5)	We have “stuffed” our feelings from our traumatic childhood and have lost the ability to feel or express our feelings because it hurts so much (denial).

			At ten years old, I found a dead man at a construction site near our home. He had fallen asleep or was drunk, and had frozen to death. It was in the newspaper but no one ever talked to me about the horror and terror I felt, and I never talked about it. These “secrets” are very common in the families of trauma survivors, and are part of addiction and coping behaviors. There were many traumatic events that I just didn’t talk about; instead, I medicated the feelings and the pain. The secrets I held kept me sick and wounded. The list went on and I was stunned to think it wasn’t just that I was a bad seed or black sheep; maybe it was more than that. This Laundry List is not just for alcoholics. Dysfunction and trauma in any family system can produce these characteristics.

			The staff was trying to convince me to go to treatment after detox and I resisted. After all, I’d been to treatment and it “didn’t work.” That evening they showed a video, Soft Is the Heart of a Child. The film was about an alcoholic father, out of control and angry, the mother very co-dependent and focused on him, and three children. The youngest was a little girl, terrified and hiding. The middle boy was angry, distant, and acting out. The oldest boy was trying to care for and protect his siblings, an adult before his time.

			When the lights went on, tears were streaming down my face. In that film, I saw myself as the little adult-child whose job was to hold the family together; my acting-out sister; and my two other sisters needing my protection. At the same time, I saw the cycle extending to my own children; they were lost in the morass of my addiction and taking on the necessary roles. It was time to break the generational cycle. I went to my counselor, agreed to treatment, and began my very early trauma work.

			For the very first time in my life I followed directions and did everything I was told. I was very broken, could no longer read at any length, stumbled a lot, and could not make a decision to save my soul. I had to call my sponsor and ask very simple questions like blue shoes or red, shower or bath, and what am I feeling? Oh, that’s what anger feels like; that’s what sadness feels like! I had no idea about emotions because they had been driven down so deep for so long.

			The good news is that, after eighteen months, I regained all of my cognitive functioning, my memory, my physical well-being, was able to make decisions, and I was finally very connected to my emotions. My relationships were healthier and deeper.

			Healing my “trauma heart” has been the greatest gift and I continue that work today with my own therapist because as long as I live, life brings challenges. I face them in the here and now and if I don’t, I pay the price of deeper pain. I hope this book brings you the gift of hope.

			I believe in the healing properties of love, compassion, witnessing, genuineness, and, most of all, hope.

			As you move forward through The Trauma Heart, I think you will identify and find answers. I believe you will experience hope and great possibilities for healing, living the life you choose, and, most of all, dreaming big.

			Before we get to the story of a young man named Zac, I want to introduce a poem by the Persian poet Rumi called “The Guest House.” The Guest House is the name of my newly opened treatment center in Ocala, Florida. Like the poem, trauma treatment ultimately invites “the guest” to be aware of it all. Be aware of everything that surrounds the trauma, makes up the trauma, makes up you, and then invite it all in so that you may embrace it. We must invite in all of the elements of our life, and yes, that means inviting in the pain, breathing in all that is presented, feeling and experiencing life to its fullest. Through reading this book you’ll come to realize what I mean. Welcome!

			“The Guest House”

			This being human is a guest house.

			Every morning a new arrival.

			A joy, a depression, a meanness,

			some momentary awareness comes

			as an unexpected visitor.

			Welcome and entertain them all!

			Even if they are a crowd of sorrows,

			who violently sweep your house

			empty of its furniture,

			still, treat each guest honorably.

			He may be clearing you out

			for some new delight.

			The dark thought, the shame, the malice.

			meet them at the door laughing and invite them in

			Be grateful for whatever comes

			because each has been sent

			as a guide from beyond.

			—Rumi

			*

			In the trauma/addictions arena, we use the word “trigger” to describe what may happen viscerally, sensorially, and cellularly to a person when something creates an emotional response that can often be uncomfortable or even cause memories, flashbacks or a physical response. So this is a trigger warning! 

			The stories in this book are about some of the deepest and painful traumas. The stories are about the triumph and victory over trauma that has immobilized and kept our storytellers prisoners in many ways.

			In order to get to the rewriting of our story, however, we must tell the story.

			You, the reader, may be triggered because of your own history. We invite you to use the Reflections after each chapter to describe and release the emotions that may come up for you. Also, go to page 127 and use the “healthy soothing” behaviors recommended and continue to journal your experiences. 

			There are resources available for you, and at the end of the book you will find websites for appropriate therapists in your area, and a way to contact The Guest House for additional resources. 

			I invite you to read the story below. It’s about Zac, a delightful, strong, bright, and handsome young man, often with a beautiful bright smile on his face. Zac is a staff member at The Guest House Ocala, and he earned that position the hard way—through life experiences and running from, stumbling through, and doing battle with his own trauma story. Zac’s body bears the evidence of his battle. Self-harming behaviors have left physical scars. Trauma has also left emotional scars.

			Zac had been in multiple treatments, but inevitably the memories and flashbacks would overwhelm his ability to bear the emotional pain, and his body would bear the brunt as he sought relief.

			Zac’s Story: 
SCARS THAT HEAL

			My name is Zac. I am an alcoholic, a drug addict, a love and sex addict. Most noticeably, as the photos on the following pages show, I am a cutter. I self-harm. I do these things to escape life, to escape the pain that I have lived with for so long. My story begins when I was around eight years old. This was when I started being sexually molested. I didn’t know what was right or wrong, I just learned that this is how I was desirable. Sometime later, when the molestation stopped, I no longer felt loved and desired. I hated this feeling and didn’t know how to cope. I’m not sure where I learned the action but I started to cut myself up on my shoulders. I didn’t do it often, or deep. The feeling gave me relief from my pain of no longer feeling desired, an outside pain to hide the inside one.
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			As time went on, I started drinking and having sex at a young age. To me I felt I had to have as much sex as possible to prove I was a man. At the time, I didn’t realize I was also using sex to run from my feelings. I always needed to feel desired, loved, validated. Women did that for me, only I could never have a healthy relationship and cheated on all my girlfriends. I needed everyone to want me, because my molester no longer did. Alcohol did the same for me. When I drank I felt warm inside, like I belonged and was needed. It helped me relax and be part of the group with other people; only I could never control my drinking. Once I started, I could not stop. I would drink until I could no longer feel, no longer remember what I had done while intoxicated.

			I somehow managed to graduate high school, always just doing enough to pass my classes. I was a football star and I loved the feeling of being on the field, with a thousand people watching me, wanting me to tackle the opposing team. I’ve always been a calm, nonaggressive person, but when I put that helmet on, I knew I could actually hurt someone and get away with it. I loved when I could make someone bleed, and even more so I loved when I made myself bleed. When I hit so hard, and played so strongly I got hurt. I felt tough and manly, all the while getting some release from my pain inside. I started community college after high school, though I was usually too drunk to remember what was discussed in class. My molester went to college, so I didn’t want to. I went to make my 
parents happy. By this time, I didn’t even want to live. I had made some minor suicide attempts before this point, and was now just passing time until I died. I didn’t care what happened to me, as long as it could just be over.

			I started playing rugby, and soon after found myself playing in Australia, far away from my parents, my dog, and my few friends who still put up with my drunkenness. I was an outsider, but all eyes were on me. Wherever I went in town people recognized me as the American. I felt desired, but not enough so to keep me from drinking, and now it was an almost everyday occurrence. I remember on my twentieth birthday I finally admitted I had a drinking problem and called my mom long-distance and cried and cried to her for a while. I didn’t want to drink any longer, but a few days later I was, and as always, I couldn’t stop. When I got back to the States I spiraled into an even bigger depression; it was almost like I picked up right where I left off. Not caring anymore, just waiting to die. I had no direction, and felt I had no purpose.

			My father is a marine biologist and travels the world saving coral reefs. He started taking me on trips with him, showing me how good life can be, how everything on the planet had a purpose, even the smallest of creatures. I love the ocean, and my father, but they were not enough to lessen my pain. At the age of twenty-one I started doing pills, then quickly turned to heroin. Alcohol was no longer even a thought for me. Heroin numbed my pain like never before.

			My life soon turned into what one would expect from a heroin junkie: stealing, lying, cheating. I was arrested a couple times, and started my run with treatment centers. After my first treatment, I stayed sober for just a month or two, quickly reverting back to the drugs to run from my pain. I had yet to tell anyone what had happened to me as a boy, and didn’t understand how much this affected me. When I went to my third rehab I found myself back in South Florida, near where I was born. I did really well in treatment, and actually, for the first time in almost twelve years, told someone about the molestation. They wanted to send me off to another facility. I said no, that I didn’t want that, it didn’t affect me. I got kicked out of that facility for having sex with a woman, and was sent to their partner facility in that town. I graduated there and soon was living at a halfway house. I started working and life was going well for about eight months. Then again, I relapsed and was soon living out of my truck, using public restrooms, and showering on the beach to stay clean. I remember my mom driving the three hours to where I was to chase me and try to help me. She got me a hotel room and into another halfway house. I was kicked out only a few days later. After some time, I called her, willing to go into yet another treatment facility for help. Only this time, it was one where I would have to talk about what happened as a boy.
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			I arrived at Judy’s treatment facility in Central Florida and started working on trauma. I did therapy about being molested, and about my drug and alcohol usage. I was willing to live without those two crutches, only I wasn’t willing to live without women. I still hadn’t realized my need to be desired. I fell in love with a girl at the rehab and soon got wrapped up in everything that I shouldn’t have. I again attempted suicide, and was readmitted into treatment. I was still unwilling to let go of the girl, but I cheated on her in treatment. 
I didn’t take things seriously and was honestly just staying there because I promised my parents I would. I planned on leaving and killing myself. This is exactly what I did; I ran away and attempted to take my own life. Luckily, I failed at my attempt and decided I needed to try something different.

			During this time, my father was in a place called Saipan. It’s a small island about 800 miles from Japan. It was the location of a major World War II battle; several thousand Japanese soldiers and civilians committed suicide there to avoid capture when Allied Forces took control. I called my father to once again ask for his help. He told me how he had been in Saipan, that all over the island there are signs for Suicide Cliff, the place where those thousands went and jumped to their deaths. He told me he was plagued with thoughts of losing a son, that maybe I will never find peace. He was willing to do anything to help me, to give me a life of happiness. He made me promise to go back, and not to leave until the therapists said I should.

			So this is what I did. I went back and took things more seriously. I started doing what I was suggested to do, and work on assignments to heal myself. I took away the drugs, the alcohol, and now the women. I started cutting again; I took razors to my chest, to my arms, to my leg, even my face. I wanted the world to see how ugly I felt inside, how full of pain I was. Only now I couldn’t get away with the little cuts I had done when younger; I needed bigger, deeper cuts to get the release I craved. As with all that I do, I started cutting addictively. I couldn’t stop, nor did I really want to. I needed the feeling of my skin opening up at my hand, to watch the blood pour out and drip on the floor. I needed to feel the punishment for my actions, for not being good enough for my abuser. At one point I was sent to the psychiatric ward for observation because they were worried I was going to kill myself. Only they didn’t understand I was doing this because I was trying to learn not to want to kill myself.

			My therapist then, Tom Pecca, threatened to quit if they did not allow me back. I came back and did the work. I tried my hardest to show I was serious and to get better. I learned all sorts of techniques to not cut, healthier outlets to get through the pain I had inside. He finally told me I was ready to go and I was terrified. I still had open wounds from my cutting and didn’t know how to even live in the real world. He told me I knew what to do, and had the tools to continue on a healthy path, but it was up to me to continue to do the work and keep healing myself.
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			Two weeks after leaving treatment, I found myself on a plane with my father heading to Saipan. I had the ocean, my dad, and a purpose for now. I didn’t cut the entire time I was there and started to feel better about life. I believe it was around two weeks into our stay there when my dad took me up Suicide Cliff. During the drive, he told me how he had come up here and prayed for me, hoping that I would find peace. He told me he had accepted the fact that I might not live longer than him. He told me how there has been nothing worse in his life than the fear of my death. We got to the top and out of the car. We walked over to the edge of the cliff and I leaned over the railing, looking down to where so many had perished. I began thinking of how much pain I had caused him and my mother. How much I’ve done to them that no parent should ever have to go through.

			He told me to turn around from the edge of the cliff and look. We could see the whole island from there. The resorts on the beach and the people in the water, the coral reef under the crystal-clear water, and even the shipwreck under the surface from the battle. The trees blowing in the wind and the birds flying around; it was beautiful. My father then told me he felt that if some of the Japanese that had marched up there to die had only turned around and seen the beauty of the island, of life, that perhaps they wouldn’t have jumped. He told me that I had focused on the negative, and if I could just turn around and focus on the positive, on the beauty of life, that everything would be okay. I remember the next morning 
I woke up, and thought to myself, “What a good day to be alive.” I used to wake up and think the opposite.

			This is the beginning of my story, and I don’t mean everything you just read. I mean that last thought. I don’t know what my future holds, but I know great things are in store. Today it has been over eighteen months since I cut myself, even longer since I’ve had drugs or alcohol in my body. I even work with Tom Pecca these days, and get to help others just like me heal their trauma. Today I know that I am enough, that I am loved and desired, and that I don’t have to hurt myself or others to get relief from the things that bring me pain. I am a miracle.
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			Suicide/Banzai Cliff

			Today Zac is clean and sober, and a walking, breathing example of hope and resilience in the face of what feels like unbearable pain. Now Zac’s purpose is to help folks who read this book to know that surviving is just a step or two away from seeing your pain as a gift, as is described in the poem, “The Guest House.”

			Beginning Thoughts

			“At my core I am a unique and glorious being of infinite worth and potential. I am valued and loved beyond my comprehension.”

			—Author unknown

			We are not bad people trying to get good; we are wounded people trying to heal. The majority of people addicted to substances or process addictions such as sex/relationship, eating disorders, self-harming behaviors, gambling, pornography, money disorders, and variations of these, are trauma survivors. Relapse is inevitable without trauma resolution. Many don’t identify as trauma survivors until they are helped to look at their history: personal, family, intergenerational, and in utero. That is the “Aha” moment when puzzle pieces fall together and the behaviors make sense. Behaviors always make sense when you unravel the story.

			For almost thirty years I’ve worked with clients and families who are in such great pain around addictions and behaviors gone amok, believing their loved one must be bad, wrong, defective. The “identified” client believes that to their core, when in reality the whole family is embroiled in their individual survival coping mechanisms. The identified client is often the red flag that the family needs healing. These families come from every walk of life and they/we relate to their struggle and their desire to heal that little boy and girl inside.

			Trauma creates the need for soothing/coping behaviors, and those behaviors are what initially help us to survive until they turn against the individual as addictions.

			Travel into The Trauma Heart with me and explore the many ways that life’s events impact each member of the family. The Trauma Heart offers the essence of trauma and addictions treatment through the stories, art, and assignments of former clients and the staff who worked with them to reveal a snapshot of their pain and healing. Then together we can change this trauma world we live in, one person, one family, at a time. In this book:

			•	You’ll explore the meaning of trauma, addictions, behaviors, and identify and relate to your own history.

			•	You’ll be given the opportunity to understand what we mean by, “We are not bad people trying to get good; we are wounded people trying to heal,” and, “Behaviors always make sense when you unravel the story.”

			•	And finally, you’ll walk through the process of trauma/addictions treatment through very personal stories, art, and assignments from clients and the clinicians who have done their own trauma resolution. You’ll be offered reflective sketches, and personal assignments you can do if you choose to explore your own history.

			Walk through the pain and experience the joy, the courage, and the transformation of these warriors.

			Reflective Sketches[image: ]

			*

			1)	Why did you buy The Trauma Heart?

			2)	What do you need from The Trauma Heart?

			3)	What emotions did you feel buying The Trauma Heart?

			4)	Are you ready to look more deeply into your story?

			5)	What would be the best possible result that could come from reading this book?

			6)	Please make an intention to have the best possible result. Your energy will invite healing.

			7)	Please journal your thoughts, feelings, and complete the reflective sketches.
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