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PRAISE FOR MADISYN TAYLOR’S

unmedicated.

“Unmedicated is a precious gift of a book for anyone who has struggled with depression. In this deeply personal and profoundly practical guide, Madisyn will hold your hand through how to take daily actions to change your state. This is not some intellectual, do-this-to-feel-better-immediately read but a guide from a veteran who has been in the trenches of depression, and shares her secrets and practices to healing from the inside out.”

—HeatherAsh Amara, bestselling author of the Warrior Goddess book series

“With amazing honesty, Madisyn shares her own spiral into despair and resulting over-reliance on prescription medications. The four pillars she discovered, created, and employed to free herself from the secrets within her soul also released her from this dependency. These four pillars, each composed of wisdom and action steps, can do the same for you, whether you are hiding your light within medications, isolation, illicit drugs, or simply bad thoughts about yourself. When integrated into the rest of your life, they will bring meaning to the phrase ‘being alive.’ ”

—Cyndi Dale, intuitive, healer, and bestselling author of The Subtle Body, The Intuition Guidebook, The Complete Book of Chakras, and Energetic Boundaries

“Many eloquent voices have begun to dispute the widely held view that our life challenges are best handled by taking chemicals. In Unmedicated, Madisyn Taylor shares how sadness and anxiety dogged her heels, how medication proved the wrong answer for her, and how, by following her program, you can live an emotionally healthy life without psychiatric medication. A very rich, interesting, and important book—and highly recommended!”

—Eric Maisel, author of The Future of Mental Health, Rethinking Depression, and Humane Helping

“Unmedicated offers those using prescription drugs for depression, anxiety, stress, panic attacks, and other similar maladies hope, inspiration, and most important, solutions to assist them in living drug free. With a four-tier program, this book provides an easy yet powerful program that holistically balances mind, body, and spirit. If you are seeking more joy and more peace through natural methods, this book is for you.”

—Arielle Ford, bestselling author of Turn Your Mate into Your Soulmate

“As one of the 40 million Americans with an anxiety disorder, I am grateful for Madisyn Taylor’s new book Unmedicated. Like a close friend, Madisyn shares with her readers her personal healing journey and the insights she garnered while on it. Her revelations result in her four-pillar program, which can lead anyone who follows the practices to a profound feeling of health and well-being. Whether you take medication or not, I encourage you to use Unmedicated as a tool to create positive change. Take action and feel the shift.”

—Lissa Coffey, author of The Four Pearls and the Four Squirrels

“With wisdom and sensitivity, Madisyn Taylor shares her journey to unmedicated freedom, using four unique pillars of holistic healing. For anyone who has tried everything, as Madisyn has, or who simply seeks the joy of living life in a new way, this offering shines a bright light of hope.”

—Sara Wiseman, author of Messages from the Divine

“Told with unflinching honesty, clarity, and purpose, Madisyn’s revelatory Unmedicated reveals a hard-fought and well-earned reclamation of health from a minefield of self-medication, drugs, depression, anxiety, and disconnection from life. By sharing her inspirational journey, as well as strength, courage, life-lessons, and love, she offers readers welcomed pillars of strength and beacons of light to help free ourselves from the darkness of pain and suffering. A beautiful guide to self-healing, and encouraging and nurturing in its approach, this remarkable book serves as an invaluable resource for self-reflection, offering indispensable holistic tools for personal growth, and transformation.”

—Anthony J.W. Benson, creative business strategist and consultant, Dreams Made Manifest coach, inspirational speaker, and writer
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Foreword

We are now at a tipping point in our approach to psychological and psychiatric issues. The drug approach—that there is a pill for every ailment—has not lived up to its promise. The 1990s decade was all about the brain, and many incredible discoveries in neuroscience have been made since in our understanding of how the brain functions. These discoveries have also shown us how incredibly complex the brain is and how much more we have to learn.

The brain is an organ that is subject to all the genetic and environmental insults it accrues over the years. Inflammation, toxicity, head trauma, vascular insufficiency, and endocrine issues all affect our mind, mood, and behavior. We need to lower our toxic burden of heavy metals, chemicals, and pesticides. We need to lower inflammation in our brains through proper diet and adequate antioxidants. Special care should be given to avoid head trauma in our children and young adults. We also need to supply our brains with the proper vitamins, minerals, amino acids, and hormones so the brain has what it needs to function properly. Most important, we need to deal with the stress in our lives.

Stress plays a crucial part in brain health. Most patients I see are extremely stressed. When we are stressed, in that fight-or-flight mode, we are destroying brain cells by the millions. In Unmedicated, Madisyn shows how to take responsibility for your mental health, how to lower your stress levels, how to preserve your brain function, and how to be happier in your life.

We all need to take responsibility for our situations. So often, we go to a health practitioner looking for the magic pill to make us better. Medication can be helpful at times, but it is only part of the solution. Usually, our symptoms are only the tip of the iceberg. Discovering the why rather than just the name of what we are experiencing leads to self-discovery and a more lasting cure. An analogy I use is a ceiling with ten holes in it. A medication may be effective in plugging up one or two of the holes, but that still leaves eight holes open. The track record of psychiatric medication has fallen short. The result is often only slightly better than a placebo but with intolerable side effects. This is why when medication must be used, it should be in a holistic, functional-medicine setting.

Clear you mind, nurture your spirit, strengthen your body, and find you tribe. These four pillars of natural wellness taught in this book are all worthy goals to work toward. A clear mind allows you to see reality the way it is and to make the necessary changes in your life. When your mind is activated by emotional stress, neuroscience has shown that you don’t see reality clearly and often make unhealthy or improper choices. When your spirit is nurtured, you feel connected to something bigger and more powerful than yourself. You become curious, open, less defensive, and integrated. As your body strengthens, it allows your mind to become more clear, and you can enjoy the energy and vitality you deserve. Health is a function of participation: the more you isolate yourself, the sicker you will become. Finding your tribe—your community—allows you to participate and be supported by like-minded people.

I am grateful and honored that Madisyn asked me to write a foreword for this timely and important book. This is a book to be with; to study; to stand in, with its questions; and to let penetrate your soul.

David R. Allen, MD



Introduction

It is my heartfelt intention to share with you how I healed my unhealthy reliance on medication. In sharing my own experience of healing, it is my wish to help you on your own path to wellness.

You will learn of my roller-coaster ride with antidepressants and antianxiety medications, and my journey through many tests and doctors. You will see that I finally landed on a very different shore—a place of health using natural, holistic methods available to everybody—because I knew I didn’t want to spend my life medicated and ill.

It is important to know that I am not against medication; I believe strongly in the myriad benefits of medicine and the medical community. I am grateful for all their work. What I am offering in this book is information and alternative choices.

Before I share the good news, though, I feel it’s important to also share with you the story of how I came to the place of being so unwell, how my journey over fifty years of experience and practice led me to a life of wholeness and balance, and how I created a step-by-step program that allows me to live my life free and unmedicated. Often, it is through the personal experience of others that we learn the most and receive the inspiration necessary to begin our own healing journey.

My Story: From Medicated to Unmedicated

My depression and anxiety manifested because of unresolved mental-health issues. I lived with depression and anxiety for so long that I didn’t know it was a medical problem. It was simply how I always was; it was all I ever knew.

Because I was born highly sensitive (a deep sense of feeling emotions and highly attuned to stimuli), the emotional abuse and resultant traumas I experienced in my household growing up changed my wiring, my chemistry. I adapted for survival and never dealt with the hurt and painful feelings I experienced as a child and young adult. I had no idea this would come back to haunt me later in life, but why would I? When you’re in survival mode, that’s what takes priority in your life—surviving.

When I look back at my childhood, I see so many early signs that I was in trouble and particularly vulnerable to being unwell. My body tended to react to mental distress with physical illness in one form or another. My first panic attack happened around third grade. To this day, I remember lying in bed at night, thinking about death and what happens when you die. As I lay there thinking that I would never exist again for billions of years, the thought overwhelmed me, and I bolted upright in my bed, gasping for breath. The dreadful fear was unbearable, yet I could not turn to my parents; they never talked about these kinds of important issues. I could not depend on them for comfort.

My father was intimidating and prone to outbursts of rage, so as a little girl, I realized quickly that it was best to keep quiet and remain invisible in the household rather than do anything to trigger his fury. I now believe he probably suffered from an undiagnosed chemical imbalance, as there were periods of time when he was nice and even happy. It became natural for me to sense his energy, but even when I thought it was a safe day, I was always on high alert to avoid unleashing one of his terrifying explosions. My mother, brother, and I lived with a constant dread. “Every man for himself” quickly became normal in our household. Imagine how difficult it was for an already sensitive girl to not even be able to go to her own mother for the protection and support she needed. With every incident, I shut down more and more. With every incident, I developed more survival skills. Now, when I look back at myself as a young girl, I weep for that child. At the time, I had no choice but to carry on knowing that someday, I would leave that house and my life would be mine to live.

I spent a lot of time in my bedroom alone, with the door locked, and I even went so far as to make a special safe place in the closet by hanging pictures and bringing in a lamp and pillows. When my father went into one of his rampages, I retreated into my closet and held my hands over my ears, crying and rocking back and forth to comfort myself.

Sadly, my father never told me he loved me until I was an adult, and that was after I initiated the conversation. As a child, I believe the only time I felt any feelings of warmth from him was when I was sick, as I knew he would not yell at me then. My mother told me that when I was a toddler, I always wanted to put on a dress before Daddy came home from work—I was already trying to win his approval. Nothing was ever good enough for him, though; he was always lecturing me on how to behave in public, how to behave at friends’ houses, how to talk to adults, how the house should look, how I should look. Sometime in high school, I think he gave up on me, deciding I would never amount to anything; he called me a “flunky,” although I had never actually flunked anything. These incidents happened with every report card or test result. I never lived up to his perfect expectations of who I should be. I knew that even if I received straight As, it would not be good enough; there would always be something to point out that I was doing wrong.

Other drama that manifested as trauma to me happened in my life outside of my father’s verbally and emotionally abusive actions. I can recall specific times in my life when major shifts had a huge impact on me. The last day of elementary school was one of those days. It happened to be my birthday, and the entire school was sitting outside, receiving our sendoff from the principal. Even as a sixth grader, I experienced the deep insight that my life wouldn’t be the same again. A place I had known and enjoyed for seven years would disappear from my life: a place where I had excelled in school and was popular, where a lot of other kids liked me. I’m not sure if I was having a psychic moment of foresight or not, but it was incredibly real for me, this knowing that nothing would ever be the same.

Indeed it wasn’t, for on the first day of junior high school, I experienced tremendous fear and isolation. Being forced into a very large school with older kids scared me. I was a small, shy, and naïve girl thrust into a school with kids from the opposite side of the tracks that I had very little in common with. The junior high was so big that I rarely had friends I knew in class, even those I had been friends with in elementary school. The kids were funneled into this big school from all around town, which meant some came from crime-ridden neighborhoods. It wasn’t long before a fight broke out in the hallway, and I would have leapt out of my body in that moment if I could have. School had always been safe for me compared to what I was experiencing at home. Elementary school had been a haven. Now I was on high alert at the place where I was supposed to receive my education. And like I had when I felt insecure at home, I learned to keep my head down and mind my own business, which made it difficult for me to build a support system of peers. If I saw some rough kids, I walked the other way; and when fighting broke out, I made a mad dash for my classroom.

It was during this time that I became aware of changes that didn’t agree with me: bigger schools, bigger hallways, bigger classes, more noise, and harsh lighting. Nobody knew in those days how acute and overwhelming outside stimulation can be to a highly sensitive person—and even if they had, I’m sure nothing would have been done or explained to me. Due to the large size of the school, the teachers didn’t take notice of me. Bigger problems, like dealing with the delinquent kids, took priority. I dug deeper into survival mode, trying to get through each day until I could hide in my bed and make it all go away.

When it was time to go to high school for ninth grade, my parents decided to send me to a private Catholic school even though we weren’t Catholic. This upheaval—both the transition to high school and the shift to a stricter, more demanding teaching style within a rigorous religion I didn’t practice—brought additional unsettling changes. Plus, there was the added wrench of teenagers going through puberty and surging hormones. Not me—I was a late bloomer and the boys made sure to let me know.

Because it was a private school, there was no fighting in the halls, and this was a tremendous relief to me. By this point, however, my anxiety and extreme shyness were in full swing. I didn’t know very many kids at this school—just a handful out of a class of 365 kids.

Most people either love high school or hate it, and I was of the latter group. As I progressed through the grades and my own hormones kicked in, suicidal thoughts started coming more frequently. I turned to experimentation with drugs, alcohol, and boys to silence those thoughts, hide my suffering, and find what I thought was love. Engaging in these activities made me feel powerful and in control—feelings nobody could take away from me.

It was during this time of my life that I experienced another blow to my feelings of safety: events that would forever shape me as a person and have one of the biggest impacts on my life. When I was fifteen years old, I was having a typical night at home—my father yelling at somebody and me wanting to escape—and I just couldn’t take it anymore. I didn’t have a driver’s license or a car, but I needed to get out or go crazy. So I ran out of my house.

I walked about a mile as the sun was beginning to set, realizing I should head home—no good would come from being out in the dark alone. A man was walking toward me, and it gave me a weird feeling—something was not right. My survival and intuitive instincts were fully engaged. I crossed the road so I wouldn’t have to meet him. I was walking quickly away, but I turned around and saw that he was now following me. Oh God, what am I going to do? What is going to happen to me? Before I could think about what to do next, he came up from behind and grabbed me with both of his hands around my waist. He began to throw me toward a ditch and some bushes.

What happened next was a bit of a blur, as about a million thoughts occurred in a few seconds. Have you ever had a dream where the boogieman is going to get you and you try to scream but nothing comes out? I couldn’t let that happen! I opened my mouth and made a sound I didn’t know was possible. The sound of survival came from the very depth of my being—a primal, raw scream so loud it shocked me. I screamed my survival scream until he let go and ran off with the comment, “Scared you!”

By now it was fairly dark, and I was a kid alone who had just been attacked. The survivor in me knew to walk two blocks more to a pay phone and call home. My brother came and picked me up, and I didn’t talk about it again until now. Because I was afraid of getting into trouble, I didn’t tell my parents. It was my fault I was out at night alone, walking far from home—my mistake. No, it was best to stuff down that experience and all the accompanying emotions—terror, shock, panic—and just try to get through another day as I had done with other traumatizing experiences. Sadly, I thought this was what life was like: the world was a cruel and unsafe place.

While the chances of this happening to somebody are pretty rare, the chance that it could happen twice seems almost impossible. But it did happen to me again, and this time in broad daylight. About a year later I was walking during summer break to my boyfriend’s house a mile away. I was about three blocks from his house when a car pulled over to the wrong side of the road. The driver got out and grabbed me by the waist, attempting to pull and push me into his car. Even though this was before I learned that you should never let an attacker get you to another location, all at once I thought to myself, Are you f**king kidding me?! You are NOT getting me into your car! And just like that, there it was again—another attack and another scream. Certainly somebody would come out of their house and rescue me. Certainly somebody would drive by and see this guy trying to grab me. Nobody came. I felt like this was the story of my life: I couldn’t rely on anybody to help me. I always had to do it myself—always alone.

I screamed my survivor scream, and he let go of me and drove off. There was no time to be still and wonder what to do—he could come back. I ran to the nearest house and pounded on the door. Nobody answered. I decided to make a run for it to my boyfriend’s house. A block away, a car with a young couple in it pulled over and said they had seen me leaving their parents’ house (the door I had knocked on), and wondered what I wanted. I told them what happened to me and they drove me to safety.

I wonder a lot about what would have happened to me in both of those scenarios if I hadn’t fought back. For now I can only call it attempted abduction. I don’t know if it would have meant rape, enslavement, being trafficked, or death. I do know that a little part of me died with each of those attacks. A little part of me believed these kinds of traumatic events were par for the course in my life. The world wasn’t safe, people weren’t safe, and I only had myself. I was officially the loneliest person on the planet.

At this point, anxiety, fear, and panic ruled my life even though I was still a teenager. I remember once when I went to the doctor and told her I was having trouble breathing. She looked at my suntan and indicated that I must have had too much sun. Unfortunately, she didn’t pick up on the fact that I was suffering from anxiety and panic attacks. There were many more breakdowns in communication with doctors in the coming years, being misdiagnosed and misunderstood. I was having more and more suicidal thoughts but kept them under wraps because I didn’t need anybody thinking I was weirder than they already did. All of my friends seemed to be happy and enjoying life, so I kept my dark secret in a desperate hope to fit in.

When I was a junior in high school I started self-medicating, drinking on the weekends, smoking, and taking drugs, mostly pills at that time. For some reason, I took uppers, which was the last thing my already anxious body needed. I really didn’t care if I lived or died and often put myself in dangerous situations: partying with people I didn’t know or trust, being in cars with boys who drove carelessly, walking around drunk at night, being present at drug deals, and other thoughtless activities. Slowly the dimmer switch was gradually being turned lower; I felt that soon my light would be completely out.

My life was gray, all color removed. All meaning was gone, and the only task I focused on was escape. All I cared about was getting through each day until I would turn eighteen and could move out of the house. As young adults often do, I assumed that moving out of the house would cure all of my woes, and I would be endlessly happy because I had escaped the wrath of my family. But that endless happiness continued to elude me even while in my own apartment. Yes, I felt an initial sense of freedom and happiness to be on my own, but that soon faded, as I still faced my personal struggles. I didn’t know who I was as a person, and I stayed in survival mode because that was all I knew. My unhealthy behaviors continued. Instead of going to school and being miserable, I had a job and was miserable.
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