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Praise for The Soulful Journey of Recovery


    “Of the many books on trauma, codependency, and children of alcoholics, The Soulful Journey of Recovery stands out as a groundbreaking work. Tian Dayton has synthesized current research, behavioral theory, and her years of experience in creating a must-read not just for those that have grown up in families of trauma but for clinicians who work with these individuals. Her understanding of what happens to a child physically, emotionally, and spiritually and how these experiences manifest in adult relationships is astounding. Dr. Dayton has a true gift for writing with clarity and inspiration and this book is no exception. The Soulful Journey of Recovery goes far beyond our notions of codependency and trauma-related issues and provides the reader with a deeper understanding and practical tools that will assist in healing.”

—Rokelle Lerner, Senior Clinical Advisor of Crossroads Antigua; author of Daily Affirmations for the Inner Child, Daily Affirmations for Adult Children of Alcoholics, and The Object of My Affection is in My Reflection; founding member of the National Association for Children of Addiction

    “Once again, as a great author, Dr. Tian Dayton has brought forth words that touch our hearts and souls. There are millions of us who were confused, devastated, and in emotional pain because of the addiction and the havoc that addiction played in our lives. She has reached in and pulled out the deep strength and courage that each of us houses inside our often ‘too busy’ minds, aching hearts, and tired bodies. For the time we read her book, The Soulful Journey of Recovery, we breathe deep, we relax our personal selves, and are able to recharge, understand, and feel our own inner gifts. This is a book that must be read once, put into our memory and action bank, and then read as often as we need to recharge. I enjoyed being able to it pick up and put it down, absorbing the wisdom of each chapter. Dr. Tian Dayton has produced another masterpiece, and I highly recommend this book to all of us who have held hands as we walked the journey of recovery from all addictions.”

—Sharon Wegscheider-Cruse, author of Learning to Love Yourself, Choicemaking, Another Chance, and Caregiving; family therapist; cofounder of the National Association for Children of Addiction; founder of ONSITE Workshops, TN

    
“I have always loved Tian Dayton’s work, and one more time, her words speak directly to me in my personal and professional journey. Whether you are new to her work or are a sage admirer, you will find yourself captivated, inspired, and furthered in your recovery journey. She has a great mastery of words as she cuts to the core and speaks the truth of those who have lived with trauma. As said in the introduction, recovery is not stopping something as much as it is beginning…”

—Claudia Black, PhD, Senior Fellow of The Meadows; Director of the Claudia Black Young Adult Center; author of It Will Never Happen to Me and Unspoken Legacy; founding member of the National Association for Children of Addiction

    “The Soulful Journey of Recovery is a book that possesses the rare opportunity to simultaneously teach and emotionally touch the reader. Those children of all ages who have experienced trauma in their lives have the opportunity to read and reflect on the wisdom of Dr. Dayton. Her clinical expertise is obvious throughout the book. She is a master at helping others and is truly at the top of her game. This book will take the reader from personal traumas to shared recovery. I highly recommend her book to all who search for a journey to recovery. You will not be disappointed.”

—Robert J. Ackerman, PhD, professor emeritus from Indiana University of Pennsylvania; former Director of the Mid-Atlantic Addiction Research and Training Institute, author of Perfect Daughters and Silent Sons; cofounder of the National Association for Children of Addiction
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To my husband Brandt N. Dayton.

With love and endless devotion.

Here’s to a lifelong friendship, friend.






“Addiction rips through so many families and mine is no exception. In 2011, I lost my brother Hal to this disease. He was an addict and an alcoholic. He was also one of my favorite people on this planet. He was incredibly charming and quick witted, kind and generous, smart and quick to laugh. I miss him every day.

“My idea of recovery was limited because I associated sobriety with stopping. You know, you get sober… you stop drinking, stop doing drugs… you just stop. But my time on Mom has taught me that recovery is actually about starting. Starting to live a life that’s bigger than you thought possible—where you can trust people and they can trust you, where you can heal relationships and let go of the past, where there’s no problem that you have to face alone.

“On Mom, I get to see characters who were broken and defeated by alcoholism become part of a community filled with support, acceptance and unconditional love—and as a result of that, completely turn their lives around.”

—Allison Janney Excerpted from an acceptance speech for Freedom Institute Mona Mansell Award








FOREWORD

I was excited when my dear friend, author Tian Dayton, asked me to write this foreword. Immediately, my memory returned to the early 80s when, quite by chance, I met Janet Woititz who handed me her dissertation, Adult Children of Alcoholics: Common Characteristics.

ACoA landed atop the New York Times bestsellers list and signified the beginning of a significant grassroots movement that made an enormous contribution to our understanding of addiction as a disease that affects the whole family.

Dr. Dayton wrote the The ACoA Trauma Syndrome in 2012, expanding that body of knowledge and deepening our understanding of the family of origin that surround addiction, making its treatment relevant once again.

The ACoA Trauma Syndrome made the connection between the adult child of alcoholics syndrome (ACoA, also known as ACA) and post-traumatic stress disorder (PTSD) often experienced by children who grew up in addicted families long after they have left their families of origin. Tian answered their haunting question: “Why am I feeling the pain from my childhood now, as an adult, when I am no longer even living at home?”

The Soulful Journey of Recovery is more than a book. It is an invitation to journey along the continuous path of discovery, a pathway to healing the wounds of a traumatic childhood.

All of us who have been touched, directly or indirectly, by chemical or behavioral addictions and related mental health disorders can benefit from this continuing journey of self-awareness and recovery.

The Soulful Journey of Recovery responds to a need we’re witnessing increase by the day, not only because of the opioid crisis but also the adverse childhood experience (ACE) movement that has opened the floodgates for millions who experienced the kind of relational trauma in childhood that is impacting their physical and/or mental health as adults.

The Soulful Journey of Recovery takes readers on an actual journey that ignites creativity and ingenuity. It jumps off the page and into the world of recovery. It asks the reader to dive in, to make a connection with life, to put an oar in the water and row. It’s both an information and a practical “how-to” book, one that is sure to become a “go-to” for anyone in recovery from addiction, codependency, or adult children who had adverse childhood experiences and ACA issues.

Having spent the majority of my professional life creating platforms for some of the major voices of self-help and recovery, I know just how freeing, joyful, and life-altering this odyssey can be. In my own journey of recovery, I have found expressive/experiential therapies that get to the heart of the matter to be most effective to heal from childhood trauma.

The new generation of readers prefers multimedia and multisensory experiences to simply reading, and Tian, a former Montessori teacher and a master of psychodrama, has been a proponent of experiential learning her entire professional life.

We are in the midst of another movement whose time has come, one that has been brought into a new level of intelligence and understanding through the research on neuro-science, attachment and adverse childhood experiences.

Take this journey with Dr. Dayton—it promises to change your life.

—Gary Seidler co-founder, Health Communications, Inc., and US Journal of Drug & Alcohol Dependence
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INTRODUCTION


The warrior’s approach is to say “yes” to life: say “yea” to it all. Participate joyfully in the sorrows of the world. We cannot cure the world of sorrows, but we can choose to live in joy. When we talk about settling the world’s problems, we’re barking up the wrong tree. The world is not perfect. It’s a mess. It has always been a mess. We are not going to change it. Our job is to straighten out our own lives.

—Joseph Campbell A Joseph Campbell Companion: Reflections on the Art of Living



Recovery kicks open a door in your soul. It is a moment of awakening. It takes you on a journey that changes everything. Recovery from growing up with addiction, adverse childhood experiences, or codependency is about becoming emotionally sober. It’s coming into an awareness that there is something inside of you that is holding you back, interfering with your relationships, or creating unnecessary discord in your life. Doing something active to change that, to make things better, is recovery.

One of the gifts of recovery is being able to live in the present because you’re not constantly getting triggered into feelings that belong to the past. It’s being able to identify, manage, and express your feelings and then listen as someone else does the same. It’s caring about yourself and about other people and not confusing taking care of yourself with isolating or pushing others away. It’s letting go of the idea that your past could have been any different and proceeding with a reframing of the events of your life so that they sit differently inside of you. It’s taking responsibility for yourself and where you are now in your life. Recovery is reclaiming your own joy and saying yes instead of no to life and love.

Addiction goes hand in hand with trauma. It is often the result of trauma and it causes more trauma. Wherever you fall on that spectrum, this book is written for you. If you’re a child of an alcoholic you may feel like you are leafing through the pages of your own journal, like I have been reading your mail. If you’re an addict in recovery, trauma work is important in preventing relapse and making sure that recovery doesn’t only mean physical sobriety but emotional sobriety as well. If you’re a child of adverse childhood experiences, which may include all that we’ve just discussed, you will develop an understanding of the forces in your life that undermined your health and what you need to do to improve that, and if you’re a codependent, you may find out how you got to be one.

Being an adult child of an alcoholic (ACA) or growing up with adverse childhood experiences (ACEs) is like inhaling secondhand smoke. Someone else puffs away but your lungs get black. And the more you’re in their orbit, the bigger the impact. Then the illness that was inside of them is now inside of you. Lots of us don’t want to attend to such an illness because we’re too mad about how we got it. We resent the work we have to do to get better from something that someone else caused. We spent our childhoods trying to help, picking up dropped balls and filling in the gaps left by our parents, being good kids who tried not to need too much—and now we have something wrong with us that we need to get help for? Seriously?

Or perhaps we have spent a lifetime seeing the problem as “out there,” in another person, seeing ourselves as the victim of someone else’s malady, so we have trouble seeing ourselves as someone who needs help or may be passing our unresolved and hidden pain and anger onto the next generation. But just because we don’t see it, doesn’t mean it isn’t there. Because of the way we defended against knowing the kind of hurt we were experiencing as kids, because we shut down, adult children can carry pain, shame and anger without knowing it. The defenses that ACAs erect and perfect to not feel the pain of living around active addiction, to blot out the effects of various types of abuse, to rewrite or bend reality to make it somehow more palatable, mean that we can live in a kind of emotional ignorance. We simply don’t know that we don’t know.

As adult children we’re great at thinking but not always so good at feeling. We try to think of ourselves as better because we don’t want to do the sometimes painful emotional work that asks us to look into ourselves and try to understand why we do what we do. We want to avoid feeling those vulnerable, trapped and hurt emotions from our childhood that we think we’ve forgotten. But out of sight is not out of mind. Those unprocessed emotions can lay wait in our unconscious where they become the pain pump that fuels acting out behavior, physical illness and relationship issues. But when we can go within and make friends with some of that hurt, it is liberating. And it’s efficient, it can take only a short time to come in touch with and process what we’ve spent a lifetime avoiding. And we can begin to walk a different path in which we can build on a better foundation.

Addiction is not a legacy that turns itself around by itself. Remember the whole point of using drugs and alcohol is to go unconscious, to medicate what we feel, to obliterate or deaden pain in our inner world. And that unconsciousness isn’t limited to the addict alone. Everyone around the addict who has covered for them, denied that anything is amiss or simply hopped on board and in some way joined them is unconscious, too. And the same is true for other forms of abuse and neglect. But you don’t have to stay stuck. You don’t have to live with and live out the effects of someone else’s disease. You don’t have to make it your disease. You don’t have to pass pain down to another generation. You can change, you can turn the legacy around and pass down health rather than dysfunction to the next two generations that you are impacting directly and those afterwards.

Amazingly it can take only a short time to come in touch with and process what we’ve spent a lifetime avoiding. We avoid it because we fear it, but feeling it is liberating and we develop a sense of inner confidence and mastery that we can take into all areas of our lives.

It takes work, time, dedication and a willingness to become aware. But the bonuses, the gifts are right there, built in. Because in becoming aware you transform your life. You become one of those people who are just sort of special, you start to live consciously rather than unconsciously. You come to value yourself, others and life. You trade a deathstyle for a lifestyle.

Learning is never meaningful until we make it our own and recovery is no different. That’s why I have written this book as a path of self-discovery. Telling our own story is our right and privilege and it brings us in touch with our own creativity, it’s a soulful journey.

I love the addiction field’s tradition of giving all of the information needed to get better to the client and then providing a healing container through which to process emotions. I have done exactly that in The Soulful Journey of Recovery. Each chapter provides the theoretical information that any intelligent person will want to understand, in order to buy into the process of recovery. I have organized the book in the progression of information that you will need to know for a basic primer in the theoretical underpinnings of the recovery process and the flow of healing that I generally see clients pass through.

I have laid out the early chapters to give you the lay of the land, all of the information that will allow you to take hold of your own process. Following many of the chapters, I have given you self-tests and processes that will allow you to assess for yourself which issues you identify with or need to work on. About two thirds of the way through the book we plunge more deeply into the healing process.

So this is a book about doing, about embracing the basics of recovery. It’s about crafting the kinds of strategies that will make life changes sustainable and renewable.

If you already know a lot about recovery, it will deepen your understanding of the neuroscience of attachment and trauma and provide the kinds of exercises that will help you to become more of you. If you’re just beginning to learn, it will help you to get going.

    I have included an exercise after each chapter designed to help you to bring focus, clarity, and direction to what’s going on inside of you, to get closer to your inner world. I have also created web pages (tiandayton.com) with video clips, guided imageries, and all sorts of recovery supports to enhance your healing experience.

Wherever you are now, know that there have been others who have been there, too. If you seriously and sincerely embrace the soulful journey of recovery, you will come to know a kind of peace, inner confidence, and happiness that will give you new ground to stand on. You will change your own life and the lives of those close to you. You will change the legacy of addiction and adverse childhood experiences from harm to hope and healing.




CHAPTER ONE Coming Home: Understanding Relational Trauma



The truth is like a lion. You don’t have to defend it. Let it loose. It will defend itself.

—Max Plank



“Happy families are all alike; every unhappy family is unhappy in its own way.” As arresting as I find Tolstoy’s famous opening sentence from Anna Karenina, I disagree on this one point. Addicted families, I have found, are actually very much alike—unhappy in some very quantifiable and predictable ways. This was one of the first epiphanies of my recovery. It came from sitting in room after room of ACA, Al-Anon and CODA meetings, listening to and sharing our stories, feeling as if I could finish their sentences and they could finish mine. It seemed that somehow, in some mysterious way, we all grew up in the same living room, at the same kitchen table… in the backseat of the same car.

When people identified with something I shared at a meeting, I was dumbfounded. I thought, Seriously, you’re actually coming up to me to talk more and not telling me to leave? For so many years, I had hidden the impact of this family illness, even from myself, beneath a veil of confusion and “loyalty.” Now it seemed I wasn’t alone after all. There were roomfuls of us, at least.

Because I could talk about my father’s addiction, I thought I was open. But until I found recovery, I couldn’t feel anything about it, I didn’t really understand how it had impacted me, or for that matter, my family. I couldn’t expose those places inside of me that were numb and unconscious, that made me feel little and vulnerable and put those inner experiences into words. I barely let myself know how alone and hurt I felt by growing up in this strange world of parental addiction and all of the mess that came with it. Now there appeared to be a way out of this perplexing muddle, this false complacency and damage.

And it was called recovery.

If you have picked up this book, you are probably already on your road to healing and recovery. You are already listening to that voice inside of you that says that you want more out of your life.—More peace, more understanding, more success, and better relationships. Perhaps you’re well down the road and devouring materials and workshops, have found a therapist and tried twelve-step meetings. Or, maybe you’re just putting your toe in the water and simply want to get a sense of what’s out there in terms of resources and what’s in you that wants to reach out to them. Wherever you are, know that others have been there, too. You are not alone, you are in good company.

Whether you are an ACA (previously known as ACoA), an addict, or a child who grew up with the relational trauma of adverse childhood experiences, this book is written for you.

If you travel this path sincerely and in a reasonably organized way (nobody’s perfect), you will gain enough clarity so that your past no longer runs you. And you will see life in a more appreciative and compassionate way. You may always carry some emotional effects of trauma, but you won’t care so much, because the wisdom and depth you will gain from facing and working through them will far outweigh the shortfalls. You will turn what could be a dark legacy into one of meaning and purpose. You will transform it through the alchemy of recovery.

I am writing this book because I grew up with addiction, and so did my husband. Together we have been boggled by the very complicated relational dynamics that growing up in this atmosphere creates. And let me be clear: when I say “addiction,” I am also including what inevitably accumulates around it: neglect, abuse of all stripes and colors, despair. Addiction and relational trauma create some sort of “G force” that intensifies everything in it’s surroundings. They’re a magnet for dysfunction. Conflicts are hotter. Closeness is claustrophobic. Even the humor intensifies. Some of my best laughs are about the craziness that surrounds this disease. Belly laughs, where tears of recognition spring to your eyes, and you feel both exposed and vindicated, like a trap door flew open, and you could see into another world. Living with addiction can really help you sharpen your graveyard wit.

Let me try to paint a picture of what it is like to grow up with a parent who is an active alcoholic or is using drugs. First of all, I’d say that the picture is not easy to draw because it is constantly changing, shifting all over the map. It alternates between two very diverging worlds, a sober world and a drunk or high world, and each one has its own patterns. Each world has its own house rules. And in each world, the nature of the relationships, who is close to whom or distant and what is expected, needed, allowed, longed for, avoided, rewarded, or punished, can be radically different.

In world number one, let’s call it, before addiction has permeated every corner, we may well be looking at a successful, even a special-seeming family. A family that looks good and has self-esteem. We might find cheerleaders, athletes, thespians, artists, and academic achievers. We’ll see parents who appear to love each other and their kids. They have friends, and they go to church or synagogue or mosque. These are families who laugh, have fun, take vacations together, and generally seem to have a good life.

And then there is the “other” family, where addiction is more progressed and invasive. This is the family who is losing its footing, whose self-esteem is not so good anymore, who is insecure, questioning itself at every turn. In that family, things can be slowly or quickly coming apart. Some members work vigilantly to achieve and maintain the family self-worth, while others succumb to defeat and dashed hopes. Or, they withdraw or act out. And no one really knows quite what’s happening because for every mortifying and scary “truth” that shows itself, the family tells themselves an “untruth” to lessen the pain. The family slips into denial and obfuscation. They go increasingly into survival mode. Like a boat that is slowly taking on water, they rotate watches, frantically bailing out in order to stay afloat, to keep from sinking further and farther down into a dark abyss.

Like Alice in Wonderland, trapped in a room that is constantly changing shapes, the child with an addict for a parent is constantly reaching for the walls, only to find the walls have become the ceiling, and the ceiling is now the door. Sometimes you feel very, very big, or very, very small. But you just can’t quite land safely or find normal in that fluid and fluctuating world. You slide right by normal, or it slides right by you.

My own father was kind, attentive and responsible when he was sober and frightening and revolting when he was drunk. When he had enough scotch in him, my beloved dad became like something otherworldly, like in a movie, one of those characters who had pointed ears, who hopped, leaped, and even flew around the room. He became something ridiculous, terrifying, insidious, and strangely fascinating, something that found his way up to earth level, to my room, from a dark underworld. But it wore my father’s face. It knew my name. Then, through no action of mine (I have come to realize), there he’d be again. He would sober up and be my best friend and dad, the father who knew if I had a speech to write or a paper due, the one who understood me from the inside out and knew just what I liked for breakfast.

I am trying to paint a picture of the world of children who have to somehow become “used to” watching their parent cycle between being dead drunk and abusive and then, the next morning, return to life, thinking that nothing really bad happened because that drug and the alcohol wiped the addict’s memory away. And when that addict sobers up in the morning and comes to breakfast with no recollection of the cruel and crazy person they were the night before, they want their family to join them in that delusion. And guess what? The family does. And this is what makes the family so sick and twisted up inside. And traumatized. This witnessing our parent careen between worlds, like some winged beast who forgot where home was, is deeply distressing for children, adolescents, and teenagers alike; it shakes our world order and messes with our insides. Because these drunks and drug addicts aren’t living somewhere in outer space or even on the streets; they are the dads and moms we come home to after school. The mom we still make ourselves kiss goodnight as we choke back the urge to throw up at the stale smell of gin or the dad whose lascivious glare from days before flashes across our minds when he gives us a hug good night.

And then there is the functional drunk, the dad who holds down a steady job or the mom who takes pills and drinks “a little.” And there is a lag time in the way she talks and moves around. She is the mom who does the basics, but also just spends a lot of time in her room with the door shut. We can’t quite find her. And she can’t quite find herself, but she is very, very busy—too busy for us. These are parents who bend our sense of normal just enough, so we go through life feeling like we’re seeing double.

Recently I was at a wedding and my dinner partner, I quickly learned, was an ACA. We are everywhere it turns out. He said something so beautifully that I asked him if I could quote him.


My dad was a madman, you know, like the show, an advertising guy in the ’50s. That’s just the life he led; he worked hard. He’d get on the train every morning at 7:00 AM. He’d go to Madison Avenue… work all day in that environment, the whole thing, you know… the “boozy lunches”… all of it, then he’d be back for drinks and dinner at 7:00. Always like that.”



He leaned back in his chair and tilted his head as if seeing something far away in the distance.


I remember it; I can just see it. I’d be sitting there and just exactly about halfway through dinner… I’d watch him turn into a different guy… right there in front of my eyes. And it went on just like that… every night.



This goes straight to the dilemma of the ACA. Because as kids we are forced to somehow find a way to integrate both dads and moms. We try to make one whole parent out of the person who is terrifying, hurting, or confusing us and the person who is taking care of us and loving us. And this wreaks havoc with our inner world; it makes us sick inside. But because it hurts so much and is so perplexing, and makes it hard to live our lives, we try not to feel it. We get up in the morning and go through the day trying not to think about what happened the night before. We defend against knowing some of the most impactful elements of our own personal experience, some of which shaped us. And because it happens every day, it becomes sort of normal.

When your parent is an addict, you lose something almost indescribable, you can’t say things like, “See you soon” or “I will miss you.” After my parents divorced—even though I was profoundly relieved that my dad was no longer drunk and in the basement, that I didn’t have to run at the sound of his footsteps or fear his rage or insults or drunkenness—I still missed him. He was my father, the man who had raised me, provided for me, laughed at my little jokes, and admired my accomplishments. The father who loved me and who I looked up to. So we could not just say, “Bye, Sweetie, I will miss you,” to reassure each other until we returned to a comfortable connection again, because the truth was we never returned, and we knew we probably never would. We did our best, we connected when we could. We returned as much as possible to that happy and comfortable father–daughter connection. But I knew in the back of my mind, and he in his, that these would always be stolen moments, there to remind us of what we once were, before alcohol changed everything. And to make matters even more difficult, my mother was a professional at sounding recovered while in denial. For her generation I think she did very well at facing my father’s addiction and herself embracing Al-Anon. But the truth was, she always thought it was Dad who was the problem and she could never look at what she brought to the party and kept bringing to the party so really, we had two parents who were short circuiting.

It is an important developmental task for all children that we integrate the sides of our parent that we love with the sides we hate. It’s part of growing up and moving into maturity, of accepting both the good and the bad and being able to see and live with both. But for the child living in addiction’s blast radius, this becomes an Herculean task. We have so long defended against seeing the most frightening sides of our addicted/abusive parent and those sides scared and repulsed us so much that we can’t just say, “Well, that’s Dad,” or “You know Mom.” We tried so hard not to know those sides of them. And we may have idealized their better sides just to have something to hang onto, to get us through until the good parent showed up again or to hold onto once they were gone forever. Because these sides are so divergent, the bad sides remain split out of awareness, and the good sides stay idealized. And this kind of defended, rigid thinking can get projected onto the other parent as well. It’s all or nothing, black and white, no shades of gray—dis-regulated. Then when we enter our own adult intimate relationships as partners and parents, we’re still waiting for the bad side to show up, and we can’t quite trust the good side.






CHAPTER TWO Drunk: Trapped in “Crazy”



It’s often said that a traumatic experience early in life marks a person forever, pulls her out of line, saying, “Stay there. Don’t move.”

—Jeffrey Eugenides, Middlesex



I was a guest expert on MSNBC, commenting on actor David Hasselhoff’s strange video of himself on drugs. When his daughter tried to tell David how scary he was when he was high, he said, “Film me.” This was, in my opinion, every ACA’s dream—that their parent would actually give them permission to document themselves while drunk or high and then be willing to look at that film when they sobered up. That Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde would be caught on tape. That there would be evidence.

Every ACA lives with these two different parents. Every ACA is forced to somehow reconcile a normal world with a world turned on its head by drugs and alcohol. In this case, that drunken parent was recorded so that healing and understanding could happen. David’s willingness to be captured on video could verify the reality that generally gets denied and perhaps free his daughter from haunting scenes and memories that she might otherwise be told didn’t really happen. Usually, this drunken side of the parent remains hidden in the shadows, and when the daughter tries to tell her dad how scary he was, she gets brushed off, grounded, or yelled at, or told not to be a troublemaker.

I agreed to take the guest expert spot because I saw both fathers, the good one and the bad one, and I wanted to somehow speak for both. It is because, I suppose, I always spoke for both in my own father. And because he also, when sober, tried to protect me from the other side of him.

The film clip that went viral was of the drunk dad. It showed David crawling around the floor, slurring his words, trying to eat a hamburger and acting like something that should be put back in its cage. But this view of him was only a part of the picture of fatherhood. There was no footage, for example, of all of the life that went before. There were no clips of the moral, loving dad shown, who would shudder to know what he was doing to his beloved child while drunk, high, and behaving in a way he probably never would when sober.

In a 2007 interview with National Public Radio about his autobiography Clapton, famed musician Eric Clapton revealed that at the height of his addiction, he spent about $16,000 on heroin every week. Even when heroin was replaced by alcohol—and frequent cocaine binges—Clapton was unwilling to accept his own addictive tendencies and tried to ignore the problem. At one point, he was so drunk on stage that he performed while lying down because it was the best he could do. During the interview, the now-sober Clapton looked back on this incident saying, “the thing about that kind of addiction that’s pretty funny, on reflection, is that I always thought, I’m handling this. I can handle it. I can stop anytime. I just don’t want to stop right now.”

As children of addicts, we live through these situations of sheer insanity completely sober, with our faculties intact. And we experience the disturbing swings in mood, the bizarre and untethered behavior that accompany addiction, with nothing to numb the pain and terror it engenders. For the addict, there is such a thing as euphoric recall. Not only has the drug altered their memory, it has taken away the horror. But for the child of the addict, there is no such respite. We endure these experiences cold sober. And we are left haunted by memories we tried very, very hard to block. We live with dark shadows floating across our psychic horizon, memories of events and incidents sketched in layers of charcoal, without color or not much, anyway.

We feel embarrassed and ashamed for them and for us. For who knows what? Those feelings “about” them get all mixed up inside of us, and pretty soon we feel those feelings about ourselves. We internalize their shame and wear it as our own, and we shiver every time we get scared, even at a movie.

But then things pop back to a sort of normal, and seem not so bad. We wonder what we were so upset about. Now, all of those feelings we were having have nowhere to go, so we just sit on them or try to forget them. But a part of us knows, and it sits and waits in some corner of our mind for things to get scary again. But then we don’t really know we’re doing that because—well—we just don’t.

This is what the child of an addict experiences. It happens over and over and over again. We are sitting with the parent we know, the dad or mom we have a relationship with, trust, have boundaries with and accept discipline from. And then that parent just sort of goes somewhere. Where? No one will really ever know; not even they know, nor will they remember when they sober up. And the person we love becomes creepy, different, and scary. They smell. They talk funny, they move in a weird way, they stumble, they get sloppy, and they make dumb jokes. They come on to our friends. They stop making sense. They alarm and confuse us.

So ACAs see scary things, like people we love transforming into people who freak us out, who terrify us, and who act like they only come alive in the dark—nimble, malevolent, and cold as ice. They are accusing and respect no boundaries. They will say and do anything. They are no longer the people we trust; they have become people who lie and who slip in and out of normal like creatures from a dark beyond.

But they are also our parents, and tomorrow they sober up and have no memory of the labyrinth of blackness that they have dragged us through, and they wonder, “Why does my daughter see me in such a negative way? Why does my son not know that I love him?” And this dark and crazy behavior is absorbed by the family. Eventually the family acts sort of like the drunk person even though they aren’t drunk or high. And when they do, when we do, we do it with very little awareness of what we are doing or why we are doing it. We have relegated so much that scared us into our unconscious, that when it seeps out, it is still somehow hidden.

But the truth that lives in our body and our unconscious is that we have a deep and lasting bond with the sober, sane parent, the one we love and feel we know, right alongside our relationship with the creep, the drunk, the narcissist, the liar, and the slob. And somehow, we figure out, as kids do, how to be with both. And we model them both, in fact we often model most astutely the parts of them that scare us the most. We model and live out and act out our drunk parent, the one who alarmed us so much that we blocked knowing what we were taking in. Or, the other parent in his or her crazy struggle to keep things going or pretend nothing was happening. And when we live those parts of our parents out, we live them out unconsciously. The very fact that those parts terrified us has rendered them unconscious. Because we were scared, we repressed and split the scary parts of our parents out of our conscious awareness. But they still emerge. They still leak out. We wear them on our faces and in the tone of our voice. We mimic their behavior with an uncanny precision. We march forward into the world, carrying them inside of us.

This is how ACAs pass their unconscious pain along to their children. And when their children try to sort it out, to talk to them about why they got so triggered and acted so weird, the ACAs wonder what they are talking about because we are so out of touch with these pain-filled, rage-filled parts of ourselves. We are unaware that we are unaware, and we can feel very indignant, challenged, and misunderstood if anyone points it out.

Understand that as ACAs, ever the good little, loyal soldiers, we spent our childhoods trying to manage the unmanageable disease of addiction. That means we were trying to manage a drug addict, but they still more or less look like Dad or Mom. So we don’t know that this isn’t normal; we don’t see the illness. Our parent simply keeps acting in strange and frightening or “fun” or smarmy ways. But we keep thinking it’s our parent, and our parent keeps using our name and wearing the same clothes and walking through our living room and thus, dragging us into their altered state. We keep trying to relate, to connect, and to find them. Sometimes we get it right, and sometimes we don’t, but we keep trying. This becomes a set-up for not knowing what “normal” is, both in a relationship with another person and with our own inner responses. We, too, become out of whack on the inside.

As ACAs, we have been the first responders in a constantly unfolding crisis, always trying to put out fires and manage the chaos and confusion of a family in free fall; picking up dropped balls and making our own school lunches and maybe our kid sisters’ and brothers’, too. Lying about why our homework isn’t done, why our permission slips aren’t signed, and why our parent forgot to pick us up or to show up for the class project. Schedules are firm one day and forgotten the next. Missing things becomes routine. Plans fall apart or never happen. And just when we felt we’ve figured out how to handle the situation, that we had gotten the new family rules of engagement straight, they change all over again, leaving us with a lingering case of emotional vertigo or psychological whiplash.

If we lived with addiction, we lived with dysregulation, with polarization—with Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde. The grown-ups in our world were constantly changing before our very eyes. So we may have learned very young not to rely on or trust the people who were supposed to be in charge of us, or maybe worse, to trust them only sometimes (But which times, exactly?). After all, we were little kids making sense of the world with the developmental equipment we had at the time. We loved and needed our parents just to survive. So, because of our proximity and neediness and our deep love and attachment, what went on with our parents went on with us, too. It affected us very deeply. Our parents, simply put, were the most important people in the world to us. They “ran the show”—they were the show. So our hearts were constantly being twisted into painful shapes, watching our addicted parent move in and out of reality as we knew it (or thought we knew it) and our other parent trying franticly to keep up appearances, put on a brave face, lie, distort, and deny what is going on right in front of us (or was it?).

Somewhere deep inside, the person who is struggling with a substance use disorder is filled to the brim with shame and self-loathing, even though they would never let themselves really feel that. They drink or drug to make the feeling go away. Or they find fault with someone near to them and hold a grudge so long it is impossible to remember what it was about in the first place. They will put someone in the doghouse and deride and devalue them interminably, in an effort to get rid of how bad they feel inside. For a moment, they can smear their shame and self-loathing onto someone else and drag them down to their level, or try to. And we take that in, too. And we act it out. We rage. We blame. We devalue. In an addicted family system, pretty soon everyone starts acting like an addict, even when they are sober. It’s dry drunk behavior.

In AA, “dry drunk” is used to describe the behavior of an addict who isn’t drinking, who is not using their medication of drugs and alcohol to numb out psychic pain, who is “white knuckling” it. And as ACAs, we model that, too.

ACAs need to bring unconscious material related to the events of their childhood to a conscious level so that it can be processed, understood, and made mature sense of. And this can hurt. It can catapult us back to the most painful parts of our growing up, the parts that we hid from because they hurt too much to feel. They are the parts that we threw out of consciousness because we found them so frightening, and when we re-feel these forgotten emotions, we feel young, vulnerable, and defenseless all over again, just as we did as kids.

And this is why ACAs want to get better in their heads, so we don’t have to feel the pain that we carry deep down that we thought we’d left behind. But “out of sight,” in this case, is not “out of mind.” Our body, our limbic world, carries the fragments of these memories, these shards of our own, personal experience, even if we’re unaware of it.


OEBPS/e9780757322013/fonts/AGaramondPro-Regular.otf


OEBPS/e9780757322013/fonts/AGaramondPro-Bold.otf


OEBPS/e9780757322013/fonts/MinionPro-Bold.otf


OEBPS/e9780757322013/fonts/AGaramondPro-Semibold.otf


OEBPS/e9780757322013/fonts/MinionPro-It.otf


OEBPS/e9780757322013/fonts/MinionPro-Regular.otf


OEBPS/e9780757322013/fonts/AGaramondPro-Italic.otf


OEBPS/e9780757322013/fonts/AGaramondPro-SemiboldItalic.otf


OEBPS/e9780757322013/fonts/AmericanaStd.otf


OEBPS/e9780757322013/fonts/AmericanaStd-Italic.otf


OEBPS/e9780757322013/fonts/HelveticaNeueLTStd-CnO.otf


OEBPS/e9780757322013/xhtml/nav.xhtml


Contents



		Cover


		Title Page


		Dedication


		Epigraph


		Foreword


		Acknowledgments


		Introduction


		Chapter One: Coming Home: Understanding Relational Trauma


		Chapter Two: Drunk: Trapped in “Crazy”


		Chapter Three: The Trauma Mind: Not Knowing What Normal Is


		Chapter Four: Adverse Childhood Experiences: Can Childhood Trauma Make Us Sick?


		Chapter Five: In the Arms of Those Who Raise Us: Trauma, Love, and Attachment


		Chapter Six: Codependency: An Anxious Attachment


		Chapter Seven: Walking on Eggshells: Living Inside an Addicted Family System


		Chapter Eight: Siblings: Passing Down the Pain


		Chapter Nine: Treasure Your Triggers: Let Your Pain Light a Path


		Chapter Ten: Anger: Containing the Explosion


		Chapter Eleven: Numbing the Pain: The Connection Between Trauma and Addiction


		Chapter Twelve: Changing the Script: It’s Never Too Late to Have a Happy Childhood


		Chapter Thirteen: Packing Your Recovery Suitcase


		Chapter Fourteen: Grief Work: Spinning Straw into Gold


		Chapter Fifteen: Finding Forgiveness: Your Get-Out-of-Jail-Free Card


		Chapter Sixteen: Resilience: Making Recovery Sustainable and Renewable


		Chapter Seventeen: Emotional Sobriety and Emotional Literacy: Learning to Live in Balance


		References


		About the Author


		Copyright







Guide



		Cover


		Start of Content








		I


		II


		III


		V


		VI


		VII


		VIII


		IX


		X


		XI


		XII


		XIII


		XIV


		1


		2


		3


		4


		5


		6


		7


		8


		9


		10


		11


		12


		13


		14


		15


		16


		17


		18


		19


		20


		21


		22


		23


		24


		25


		26


		27


		28


		29


		30


		31


		32


		33


		34


		35


		36


		37


		38


		39


		40


		41


		42


		43


		44


		45


		46


		47


		48


		49


		50


		51


		52


		53


		54


		55


		56


		57


		58


		59


		60


		61


		62


		63


		64


		65


		66


		67


		68


		69


		70


		71


		72


		73


		74


		75


		76


		77


		78


		79


		80


		81


		82


		83


		84


		85


		86


		87


		88


		89


		90


		91


		92


		93


		94


		95


		96


		97


		98


		99


		100


		101


		102


		103


		104


		105


		106


		107


		108


		109


		110


		111


		112


		113


		114


		115


		116


		117


		118


		119


		120


		121


		122


		123


		124


		125


		126


		127


		128


		129


		130


		131


		132


		133


		134


		135


		136


		137


		138


		139


		140


		141


		142


		143


		144


		145


		146


		147


		148


		149


		150


		151


		152


		153


		154


		155


		156


		157


		158


		159


		160


		161


		162


		163


		164


		165


		166


		167


		168


		169


		170


		171


		172


		173


		174


		175


		176


		177


		178


		179


		180


		181


		182


		183


		184


		185


		186


		187


		188


		189


		190


		191


		192


		193


		194


		195


		196


		197


		198


		199


		200


		201


		202


		203


		204


		205


		206


		207


		208


		209


		210


		211


		212


		213


		214


		215


		216


		217


		218


		219


		220


		221


		222


		223


		224


		225


		226


		227


		228


		229


		230


		231


		232


		233


		234


		235


		236


		237


		238


		239


		240


		241


		242


		243


		244


		245


		246


		247


		248


		249


		250


		251


		252


		253


		254


		255


		256


		257


		258








OEBPS/e9780757322013/fonts/AmericanaStd-Bold.otf


OEBPS/e9780757322013/fonts/MinionPro-BoldCnIt.otf


OEBPS/e9780757322013/fonts/MinionPro-BoldCn.otf


OEBPS/e9780757322013/fonts/HelveticaNeueLTStd-BdCn.otf


OEBPS/e9780757322013/fonts/HelveticaNeueLTStd-Cn.otf


OEBPS/e9780757322013/images/9780757322013.jpg
THE

Soulful
Journeyor
Recovery

Tian Dayton, PhD

A Guide to Healing from

a Traumatic Past for ACAS,
Codependents, or Those
with Adverse Childhood
EXxperiences





OEBPS/e9780757322013/images/title.jpg
Soulful
Journey o
Recovery

A Guide to Healing from a
Traumatic Past for ACAS,
Codependents, or Those
with Adverse Childhood
Experiences

Tian Dayton, PhD

il

Health Communications, Inc.
Boca Raton, Florida

www.hcibooks.com





