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This book is dedicated to my wonderful sons, Lukas and Devin. I love you both with all of my heart and soul.















Author’s Note







This book is a story, an allegorical narrative, but it is born out of my own experience and that of other women in recovery that I interviewed. I believe deeply that communicating through story is the most powerful way to communicate experience. I am a middle-aged woman in recovery. Because of my own dissatisfaction and frustration with some experiences in 12-Step recovery, mostly due to some of the people I encountered, I left recovery after almost thirteen years of sobriety. I was out in the “normal” world for almost thirteen years before finding my way back in. During my time out in that world and then back in “the rooms,” I met so many women, personally and online, who have had similar experiences. The interviews and conversations that I’ve shared with these women ultimately led me to write this book.


Part of my experience (and the experience of others) after leaving recovery, and even after returning, was a feeling of stuck-ness, a feeling of frustration and grief, wondering “Is this all there is?” That stuck feeling, that overwhelming feeling of fear and grief, led me to do a lot of research and learn vital things that helped me get unstuck. So, my recovery was not only in 12-Step, my journey to and in recovery has encompassed several other modalities, including therapeutic work to release trauma patterning, self-empowerment through exploring the sacred feminine, and many other areas, which I explore in this book.


Although this is fiction, it still encompasses my story and the story of women I spoke to. I believe that a lot of women will see their story here too. I wrote this book in the hope that it will speak to other women, perhaps help them to not make the same mistakes I did, and help them decide to find their own path to recovery, or stay in recovery until they find the connections they need.


This book is divided into two distinct sections. Part One is the allegorical narrative that I described above, and Part Two is about helping people embark upon their own healing journey through journaling. The journaling notebook follows the journey of the protagonist and allows the reader to explore her own inner journey.
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CHAPTER 1Victimhood
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“This above all, refuse to be a victim.”


—MARGARET ATWOOD





Light filtered through branches as I navigated my way through the redwoods en route to Seattle from California. My mind drifted as I drove north. It had been a rough couple of weeks. I had been back in my hometown to bury my father.


My father died a broken man, a raging alcoholic. My mother had been dead for over twenty years, so although I had been estranged from him for most of my adult life, as the only child, the post-death details were left to me. So I found myself in California cleaning up the mess that had been his life.


I was hoping he’d left a bit of an estate, a surprise gift after a shitty childhood. Alas, it was not to be. After I met with his lawyer, I found out that he did indeed leave everything to me—especially his bills and his chaos. After cleaning out his house and selling what I could, but trashing most of it, and after selling the house and paying off the bills and the second and third mortgages, there wasn’t much left. I ended up with a few thousand dollars and his car, an old Ford Mustang that looked much the worse for wear. But at least it ran.


Before my dad died, although my life was ticking along fine, I felt empty and lost a lot of the time. When I talked to friends, I asked them how they found fulfillment. That feeling of accomplishment seemed so elusive. I often found myself going through the motions at work and looking around and wondering if the people I worked with felt joy at being alive. My colleagues often told me to “cheer up” and asked “why the long face?” I hated that. It seemed like I was the only one who didn’t know how to do life correctly. I had been sober for over five years, but I was feeling stagnant and stuck. Even my recovery didn’t feel as life-affirming as it once did.


So I decided to take the time I had after the funeral to do some self-exploration. I would take my newly inherited car and drive up from California to Seattle to stay with my dear friend Nella. I was in no hurry to get back to New Zealand, where I now lived. It was July, beautiful summer weather for a drive up the Pacific coast, but dismal winter back home. I had taken time off work, and I didn’t have to rush back. My sons were grown and in college back in NZ, and being divorced, I had no partner impatiently awaiting my return. I was a free agent and I needed some time to sort things out.


I stayed close to the sea as much as possible on the drive up through northern California and Oregon, occasionally taking side roads so that I could stop and sit by the water, watching the light sparkling on its surface. The Pacific had always soothed me. I needed that kind of comfort now, in the wake of my dad’s death, as memories came rushing in. The first thing I remembered when I thought of him was his harsh, critical voice, which often resided in my head—the voice that told me that I could do better, that I wasn’t trying hard enough, that I was taking the easy way out. Or the one that told me that I just wasn’t good enough . . . I remembered with a sigh what he said to my first boyfriend . . . “Any port in a storm, huh?” It wasn’t a huge surprise that I lacked confidence and faith in myself. It was while I was sitting by the ocean, contemplating that pain in the midst of so much beauty, that I decided that I just could not keep living in this state of joylessness; I realized that I needed to do something radical to change my life.


“Oh, honey, you look exhausted,” Nell said as I fell into her arms when I finally arrived at her house well after 10:00 p.m.


We talked for a while before I went to bed, but I was having a hard time keeping my eyes open. I briefly told her a bit about my trip, how good it felt to drive up the coast, to have no agenda, and have some space and time for myself.


Nella put me to bed in her spare room and rubbed my back as tears ran down my cheeks. She kissed my forehead in a very maternal way, and I felt safer and more loved than I had in many years. I fell asleep almost instantly.


The next morning, after pouring myself a cup of coffee from the never-empty coffee pot in Nella’s kitchen, I slowly made my way down to Nella’s studio, still feeling stiff and tired from the long drive the day before.


Nella was an amazing artist: She painted, she sculpted, she gardened, she cooked, she sewed . . . and she mended hearts. The last was her greatest quality, and one of the main reasons that I came to her house to heal.


Nella’s studio was in her old garage. After she bought her house, Nella had her brother come and stay with her, and together they transformed her garage into an amazing studio space with huge windows, open and airy. She always had a few canvases on the go, and a kiln in one corner where she fired her pottery. That particular morning, as I walked into the studio, Nella was placing some small sculptures, recently out of the kiln, on a shelf.


“Ah, you’re up and you’ve got coffee. I’m so glad you slept. I was hoping you’d be able to sleep in; you looked pretty ragged last night,” she said as she placed the last piece on the shelf. “I could use more coffee myself. Let’s go up to the kitchen so we can talk.”


We walked back up to the house together, and Nella propped the back door open so the sun could stream in. As she poured us each a cup of coffee, I heard the birds chirping and watched as they feasted at the feeder that Nella kept full. She collected the feathers that the different birds sometimes left for her in her yard, and she had them strategically placed around her house, along with her pottery, some old bones she had gathered from the beach, and her plethora of plants.


“Thank you so much for letting me stay here,” I said as I stifled a yawn. “I wish I could just move in. I love it here. I don’t ever want to leave.”


“You can move in . . . Stay!” Nella exclaimed, and I knew she meant it.


“Oh, Nell, I wish I could. I dread going home to be honest. If it weren’t for the boys, I’d move in tomorrow. I feel kind of homeless and hopeless at the moment.


I feel like shit. Not only because of Dad, you know we weren’t close, but his death still feels like a real ending. Even though I’m well past being a kid, I still feel like an orphan. And more than that, I was hoping I’d feel some closure, feel something different. But I don’t.”


I got up and poured myself more coffee, gathering my thoughts, and leaned against the counter. “But it’s more than that. I’ve lost my excitement about life. I just feel completely stuck. I know that part of that is because both of my boys are out of the house now; my huge role of motherhood is gone. Trust me, I’ve read a lot about empty-nest syndrome. But all my old patterns of behavior seem to be keeping me trapped and so damned unfulfilled. I don’t feel like I’m progressing at all. I feel like I’m so limited in my choices and opportunities for change, and I just don’t know how to get unstuck.”


I took a sip of coffee and stared out the window. “When I got into recovery the first time, I thought that that was the answer. I felt all glowy, like I was shining from the inside out, and starting a new life. And you know how much therapy I did after I got sober, trying to deal with all the shit that I was drinking not to feel. I thought, Well after all that work, now I must be all better; now I can start having this amazing life. But you know, life just sort of carries on, the shimmer was gone and life got hard. So you know my story, I went out and started drinking again . . . and life got harder. I knew that wasn’t the answer. So I got back into recovery, and I’m really glad I did. I know my life is much better without drugs and alcohol. But it still feels . . . oh, I don’t know. . . I just feel flat and purposeless. How do other people do it? What is their secret?” I sighed and gulped more coffee. I tended to drink coffee the way I used to drink wine, thinking more caffeine might be the answer.


Nella didn’t try to fix me; that was one of the many things I loved about her. She just listened intently and nodded. I didn’t feel judged about not doing it right, nor pity, which I could not tolerate.


Later that morning, I went for a walk at the estuary near where Nella lived. On my way back to the house, while I was waiting to cross the street, a car drove by with the bumper sticker: “Life’s a Bitch and Then You Die.” And I thought: Yeah that’s it. What’s the point to all of this? We struggle, we suffer, and then we die.


When I got back to the house, Nella had gone off to run some errands, but there was a small clay figure of a fig on the table on top of a piece of paper with my name on it. I held the small clay fig in the palm of my hand and felt a lightness start to glow inside. Nella knew how I felt about figs; I’ve always loved them. They are so utterly female. I read something in college that in some ancient culture, the fig was associated with female genitalia. I used to pontificate about figs after a few drinks at parties when I was young; I would joke that if you split a fig open, it had a definite vulvic vibe. And I’d explain to anyone that would listen that the Greek word for fig is the same as the word for vulva (sykon), and in Italian, the word for fig (fica) is slang for vagina. “And so,” I would say, “I rest my case.” It used to be a joke between Nella and me, when we were feeling powerful and womanly, we’d say we felt “Figgy.” No one knew what we meant, and we liked that; it was our secret code word.


Nella had painted me a big fig several years earlier; it resembled the back of a woman with bare buttocks staring out to sea. It was whimsical and fun, but sensual and spiritual, too, like an image of the Divine Feminine in fruit form. I had once read this description of the sacred feminine by the Christian Mystic Saint Hildegard, and I had started thinking of my fig painting as this goddess: “She is so bright and glorious that you cannot look at her face or her garments for the splendor with which she shines. For she is terrible with the terror of the avenging lightning, and gentle with the goodness of the bright sun; and both her terror and her gentleness are incomprehensible to humans. . . . But she is with everyone and in everyone, and so beautiful is her secret that no person can know the sweetness with which she sustains people, and spares them in inscrutable mercy.”


I went to bed early that night, holding my little fig statue and thinking about my Goddess Fig. I went to sleep thinking that I was missing something important and that time was escaping somehow. I didn’t want to end up on my deathbed saying, “Life’s a bitch and then you die.”


I stumbled into the kitchen, rubbing my eyes, and poured myself some coffee.


“I didn’t sleep so great last night,” I said, stifling a yawn. I sat down across from Nell and took a long sip of coffee. “Oh, Nell, I feel so scared, like I’m wasting my life. I mean, we’re not getting any younger, and I just don’t like my life. I feel like I’m just sleepwalking through it most of the time. My dad’s death has been a real wake up call. I don’t want to die and feel like I wasted time waiting for my real life to begin, as they say in the song.” I took another gulp of coffee and shook my head. “This is such a gift of time right now; I want to make some changes but I don’t know where to start or what to do.”


Nella listened carefully, and then she looked at me with a gleam in her eye and said: “Road trip! It was only a couple of days ago that you were telling me that you felt so free and at peace driving up the coast. You have your dad’s car and enough money to cover gas and cheap accommodation. Take some time, focus on you.”


I thought about it for a minute and smiled. “Yeah, yeah, I like that idea. I’ll make it my Recovery Road Trip—my road trip to recover myself. I love it. And I’ll have a mission on this trip. Last night, I had the most intense dream. I had been holding the little fig you gave me and thinking about the Divine Feminine before I went to sleep, so I think that must have impacted my dream. In my dream I met this woman, and she said that there was a secret to life. I’ll never forget that—she said it so emphatically. I felt like everyone else knew this secret but I didn’t. When I asked her what the secret was, she tilted her head and raised her eyebrow and said that I had to find out for myself. She looked so smug, I wanted to hit her, but instead I just started crying because I felt so frustrated that I had no idea what the secret was. And the woman just walked away while I was crying.” I shook my head. “I woke up this morning feeling powerless and hopeless. So I will make it my mission to find out what other people know; I’ll ask people along the way what their secret to life is. Maybe there is some giant secret that people know and that I can learn, or at least I can get a bit of clarity.”


I sat back and looked intently at Nella. “So, Nells, what is your secret to life?”


Nella closed her eyes and thought about it for a few minutes. “I’m not sure I have a secret. I know that one of my absolute survival tactics is creativity. If I’m not creating something, I feel pretty low. I feel like creativity connects me to something bigger than me, if you know what I mean. But let me think, secret to life, hmmmmm. Um, maybe it would be something like ‘love ’em anyway.’”


When I asked her what she meant, Nella explained that a lot of people in her life had let her down in various ways: financially, emotionally, physically. She continued: “And when I resented them for it, I always felt worse than before, always. I don’t think many of them really cared one way or the other, but I always felt rotten. But then when I realized that I could love ’em anyway, despite their shortcomings, I always felt better. Mind you, I generally distanced myself from these people who let me down, but I didn’t waste my energy resenting them and letting them take up space in my head. I sent them love, in that larger sense of the word, and then sent them on their way. So the love that I’m talking about is actually for me to feel better, not for the other person. I’ve been trying to live by that rule when I can.”


I took a breath, feeling deep gratitude for the friendship that had sustained me for so many years. “You’re a wise woman, Nella. Wise beyond your years.”


“Let’s get a map out and plan this road trip of yours. I’ll make some more coffee, and we can play with this.” Nella got up, got a new pot of coffee started, and went to get her big atlas.


“Where do you want to go?” she asked. She seemed almost as excited about the trip as I was.


“I want to go coast-to-coast,” I said, looking at the map. “I’ll drive from Seattle to Boston, across the whole country. But I don’t want to just hurry directly across, I want to go to a few places from my past or places that I think will rejuvenate me. Let’s see.”


We looked at the big map of the US for a while and spent the next couple of hours mapping out a whole series of destinations. Some of the destinations were places I had been and wanted to revisit, like Missoula, Montana, Sun Valley, Idaho, and Madison, Wisconsin, but several others were places I had always wanted to go, but had never had the time, like Arches National Park, Utah and Ann Arbor, Michigan. Then there were others that I had never really wanted to go, but that fit in terms of driving time and distance, like Lincoln, Nebraska.


“I’ll need to do a bit of research before I go to book some hostels or Airbnbs. Do you think I should book places for the whole trip now?”


“Well, it is July; it’s probably a good idea to see what kind of accommodation is still available.”


“Not only wise, but practical too. You will make someone a fine wife someday.” I laughed.


Nella rolled her eyes. “Baby that ship has sailed. I am just fine on my own.”


As we mapped out areas closer to Boston, there were still a couple of long days of driving, and I needed one more spot to stop. I searched the map for something to jump out at me on that route. “Oh, I’ve got it. Morgantown, West Virginia.”


Nella laughed. “Of course, for the Joni Mitchell song.”


And we both spontaneously started singing “Morning Morgantown” together, then dissolved into laughter.


By the end of our brainstorming session that afternoon, I felt a renewed sense of purpose and excitement. I wasn’t sure exactly what I was going to find, but it felt like I was heading in the right direction.


When I got up two days later, the morning of my departure, Nella was sitting at the kitchen table waiting for me. In the middle of the table were two parcels wrapped in brown paper. Nella grinned: “One of my favorite things—packages wrapped in brown paper and tied up with string.”


“Oh, Nells, what have you done?”


She smiled and handed me one of the packages. I opened it slowly. Inside was a CD with the title Recovery Road Trip Playlist written on it.


“Every good road trip needs a kick-ass playlist. After you went to bed, I stayed up and went through my old albums and CDs and made you a special playlist for your trip and put it on a CD. Do you have a CD player in that old Mustang? I didn’t even think of that.” I nodded and Nella continued. “I chose the songs for this playlist carefully; some of the songs for the route itself, many of the songs for our own history, and a lot of them just because I think they’ll be good to listen to on the road. Actually, I had a blast making it.”


“Oh, Nellie, that is so thoughtful! What is on it? I want to listen to it now.”


“No, you have to wait til you’re on the road, well out of Seattle and heading to Montana.” She took a sip of coffee and then handed me the other parcel. “And this is for you to write about the secrets to life that you learn.”


I opened the parcel to reveal a beautiful leather-bound journal. “Oh, Nell, this is gorgeous!”


“I actually bought it in Mexico last year but never found the time or energy to write in it. And that was because it was waiting for you. I love the idea that it will hold the secrets to life. Take meticulous notes and share it all with me when you get back here.”


By this point, I had tears running down my cheeks, and my nose was running a bit as well. “Nells, you are amazing. I am so grateful that you are in my life.”


“I love you too, my friend,” she said as she handed me a tissue. “And I’ll miss you—but this road trip feels like it has a life of its own now, and you better start moving.”


“I know. That’s what it feels like to me too. As much as I’ve loved licking my wounds and spending time healing here, I’m itching to get on the road.”


“I’ll meet you by the car,” she said. “Just have to grab something!” With no further explanation, she dashed out of the kitchen toward her studio.


Shaking my head and smiling, I carried my bags out to my car. Just as I was closing my trunk, Nella came out to the driveway, carrying something small in her hands. She leaned into the car and placed it gently on the dashboard. Then she held out her hand. “Do you have your fig?”


“Of course I do!” I retrieved it from my pocket and handed it to her.


Tenderly, she put my little fig in the center of her creation. I sat in the driver’s seat to take a closer look. Nella had made a small nest for the fig. She had woven a bit of straw, added some of her special feathers, and added a small flower or two. My little fig fit snugly in the center dip of the nest.


“I added just a wee bit of epoxy to the bottom to keep it from sliding around. And I gave it all a special blessing to protect you on the road.”


I felt my heart swell. Everyone should have a friend like Nella, I told the universe silently.


I climbed back out of the car and looked at my friend, tears welling up in my eyes. “Oh God, Nells, I’m terrified.”


Nella hugged me tightly. “Go live life large, my friend. And call me often so I can live vicariously through you. I love you.”


We held each other for several minutes, and then I got into my car, started the engine, and waved as I backed out of the driveway on the first day of my journey.
















CHAPTER 2Love






MISSOULA, MT
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“Love recognizes no barriers. It jumps hurdles, leaps fences, penetrates walls to arrive at its destination full of hope.”


—MAYA ANGELOU







Just after passing through Spokane and into Idaho, I stopped at a small diner and had a grilled cheese sandwich and an iced tea. I planned to stop at as many old diners as possible. They reminded me of places frozen in time. I felt safe there; when everything else was changing faster than I could keep up, these places remained still. It seemed like the décor was always the same, the Formica felt familiar, and even the smells seemed the same, no matter what was on special.


As I sat at the scarred Formica table, I took a deep breath, trying to shift the old heavy weight I was still carrying. Even though I had been feeling excited to get on the road when I left Nella’s, now that I was away and alone in my head, I recognized the familiar knot in my stomach and tight throat that let me know that fear and feelings of alienation were taking over again. I thought of a quote by Janis Joplin: “I’m a victim of my own insides.” Spoken like a true addict.


I ate quickly and got back in my car, determined to shift my mood. After greeting my little fig, I took Nella’s playlist out—I had promised her that I wouldn’t put it on until I was well and truly out of Seattle, until I felt like I was really on the trip, and this felt like that time—and put it in the player.


I laughed out loud as the first song came on. An anthem from the seventies, Helen Reddy singing “I Am Woman.” Such an apt beginning, I thought, as I stretch my wings trying to relearn how to fly. I thought back to when that song was popular and my whole life was ahead of me. I could almost touch that young woman, and I felt nostalgic for her.


I parked the car by the University of Montana so I could walk through the campus. As I strolled around the scenic campus, I recalled the last time I had been there. I had been about twenty years old, braless, barefoot, and high. It had been a crazy weekend, hanging out on campus, listening to music, and dancing like no one was watching.


I sat down on the grass near the clock tower and University Hall and closed my eyes. I could vividly see the tie-dyed T-shirt I had worn on that trip and could remember the acid I was tripping on at the time. I remember feeling confident in my body, like I could do anything—that I had my whole life ahead of me to be anything and go anywhere. I felt fearless. The sun was bright and warm, there weren’t many people around, and I felt myself dozing off.


A Frisbee landed near me and woke me out of my nap. The sun was still relatively high, but the temperature was beginning to drop; the clock tower told me it was almost 6:00 p.m., so I had a quick Mexican dinner, found my Airbnb, and decided to give my friend Rosie a call in New Zealand.


On a cold midwinter afternoon, I figured Rosie would be in front of her fire at home. And I was right.


“Yay! I was hoping I’d hear from you soon,” Rosie exclaimed as she answered the call.


“Are you home? Do you have time to talk?” I asked.


“Yes, of course I have time to talk to you. I’m just snuggled up by the fire reading the new book by Johann Hari. I’m all ears. Tell me what you’ve been up to. I haven’t talked to you since the funeral.”


“It’s so good to hear your voice,” I said as I put some hot water on to boil for tea. “I was just on the campus at the university here in Missoula, Montana. The last time I was here, I was about twenty years old.”


“Let me guess—the last time you were there you were stoned out of your mind.” She laughed. Rosie knew me so well. She and I had met in recovery in New Zealand, but she got sober several years before I got sober the first time and had stayed clean and sober, whereas I went out and used again for several years. I met Rosie on my return to recovery, about five years ago. I trusted her completely, for her compassion, wisdom, and love.


“Yep, you’re right. I was remembering that young woman longingly as I wandered through the campus. I’m feeling pretty stuck to be honest. Feeling like life is passing me by and I’m just a bystander.”


I filled my mug and dropped in a teabag, then sat in an armchair by the window in the living room.


“Sounds like you’re stuck in a bit of victim consciousness,” Rosie said. “What’s up with that?”


“Yeah, that’s what it feels like inside my head. Stuck, no way out, everything is beyond my control.” My throat started to constrict. “I guess that’s why I was remembering the young me so wistfully. That young woman was so footloose and free. She didn’t feel stuck at all; the world was her oyster.”


“You can remember her wistfully all you want, but don’t make up stories that aren’t true. You yourself have told me many a terrifying tale about what you got up to in your twenties. You’re lucky you’re alive. So don’t whitewash a narrative about how grand it all was.” That was Rosie, always cutting right to the truth.


I stood up and rolled my neck around. Although I appreciated my friend’s ability to focus on the truth, it wasn’t always easy to hear.


“But back up a minute, why are you in Montana of all places? You never mentioned anything about going there last time we talked.”


I filled her in on my time at Nella’s and my whole road trip plan. When I was done, she laughed and I heard her clap her hands together.


“Oh, I love it!” she exclaimed. “Are you going to go to meetings along the way to meet more people in recovery; is that part of this journey?”


“Yeah, that’s definitely part of the plan. But it’s also a journey to recover a part of me that I seem to have lost. So this recovery has a double meaning, if you know what I mean.”


“Mmmm I get it. I like it. So do you have a plan or are you just meandering?”


“Oh, trust me, I’ve got a plan.” I told Rosie about a few of the stops I had planned; she listened carefully, then interrupted about halfway through.


“Are you going to go to Boulder, Colorado by any chance?”


“Yes, in fact I am.” I got up to get more tea while Rosie continued.


“Wonderful. I know a woman in recovery in Boulder. Her name is Rachel. I met her a few years ago at a meeting here in New Zealand. She’s a sociology professor, specializing in addiction. A real switched-on woman. Remember that book by Johann Hari that I leant to you, Chasing the Scream? Well, she’s the one that recommended it. You should look her up when you get to Boulder, I’m sure you two would hit it off.”


I promised Rosie I would while trying to stifle a yawn.


“Oh, hon, you sound tired. I should let you go to bed; it’s late there.”


“Yeah, I am pretty exhausted. It’s been a long day. But one more thing before we hang up, I want to tell you about a dream I had.” I walked back to the armchair by the window and gazed outside while I described the dream in as much detail as I could remember; then I asked her if she had a life secret to share with me.


“Well, you know it’s no secret. I talk about it all the time at meetings. It’s about love, self-love. We gotta love ourselves and take care of ourselves. Until we learn to do that, nothing ever feels right. It’s no mistake that on those chips we collect, it says: “To Thine Own Self Be True.”


I smiled. No surprise, Rosie and Nella, two of the women I respected most, both thought that love was the secret.


After Rosie and I hung up, I sat by the window looking out at the millions of stars in the ink-black sky. It was not by chance that it was called “Big Sky Montana.” I rolled my neck and shoulders a few more times to ease the stiffness. I contemplated having another cup of tea but knew I had already had too many and would no doubt be up several times to pee, so instead I went over to the bed, picked up my journal, and opened to the first page.


Day One—Missoula Montana


Here I am in Missoula Montana; I’ve done it. I’m on my recovery road trip. I feel pretty damned proud of myself. I left Nella’s place early this morning. I have an amazing mix tape that Nell made for me to keep me company, and this beautiful journal to write in every night. I plan to keep track of what I learn along the way. One of the goals on this trip is to ask people along the way about any special secrets to life that they have . . . starting today with the wisdom of my two dearest friends. As it turns out, both Nella and Rosie have the same idea . . . of course they do! They both believe that Love, in one form or another, is the secret to life; not like romantic love per se, but love in the biggest sense of the word, and certainly self-love. Rosie reminded me of the saying: “To thine own self be true.” I’m going to keep that in mind on this trip.


And I read a wonderful quote by Dorothy Hunt today that really fits:


In this choice-less, never-ending flow of life


There is an infinite array of choices


One alone brings happiness


To love what is.


And so today I’m recording the first secret . . .


Secret #1


Love.
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“Life doesn’t make any sense without interdependence. We need each other, and the sooner we learn that, the better for us all.”


—ERIK ERIKSON





I got up early, keen to get back on the road. I stroked my little fig statue in her nest; she had become my travel companion for the trip. I found myself talking to her often while driving and found a gentle solace knowing she was there. As I pulled out of Missoula, I told her about the first secret, musing aloud about love as I drove along Route 93. Ms. Fig was a great listener, and the scenery along the winding Bitterroot River was spectacular. As I meandered south, I stopped to watch some birds at a wildlife refuge; while they flew, I felt some of my own heaviness lift.


After hanging up with Rosie, the act of writing, of taking the stuff out of my head and getting it down on paper, proved to be a great sedative, and I found that I slept better that night than I had in weeks. At breakfast that morning, I had looked online for some 12-Step meetings in Ketchum. Rosie was right, I had been stuck in a victim mentality for several months and I was ready to move on. There were several meetings being held that night, and I was looking forward to attending a women’s meeting where I could talk to fellow addicts about what was going on in my head. I was also hoping I could meet a few people to ask about their secrets to life.


When I got to Stanley, I felt like I was on a set for an old western movie. The town wasn’t exactly as I had remembered it, but the scenery around it was just as magnificent as I had envisioned it. I found a pizzeria and ate the entire pizza with gusto. The sun was high and I wasn’t in a hurry to get to Ketchum where I had booked a room for two nights, so I decided to drive down to Redfish Lake, where I’d camped many years earlier, to take a walk along the lake.


When I got down there, about twenty minutes later, the number of people by the lake surprised me. I remembered Redfish Lake as a quiet place, off the beaten track. But this was anything but that. There were motorboats zipping around, water skiers, and even a pontoon party boat. The snow-capped Sawtooth Mountains surrounding the lake were still glorious, but the busyness at the lake was not at all what I was in the mood for.


I found a large rock by the lake and sat down and lifted my face to the sun. I pulled out my phone, took a picture of the lake, and sent it to my sons. I left them a long audio telling them about Redfish Lake and musing about the fact that the last time I was there I was their age. It felt horribly uncomfortable to imagine my sons getting up to the same things that I did when I was last there. No mother wants to imagine their children taking drugs and having sex with random individuals. I shook my head to get rid of the image; it was way too jarring.


Ketchum had grown a lot since the last time I had been there. It felt a lot glitzier and fancier than when I lived there. Not a huge surprise since that was over thirty years ago. And since then, Bruce Willis and Demi Moore had put the place on the map. It had always been a spot for celebrities, and from the look of it, the beautiful people had really taken over. But I was happy to see a few familiar buildings; The Pioneer Saloon and Whiskey Jacques still graced the main street. Of course it was the bars that I remembered best, drinking shots of tequila and swing dancing. It had been fun, but I also remembered waking up in strangers’ homes wondering where I was; falling off my bike more than once trying to ride home after a drunken night out; the embarrassing stories that I heard about my behavior as I closed the bars down at the end of a rowdy night out. No I didn’t need to be reminded by Rosie not to whitewash the narrative, I remembered the dark times too.


I wandered off the main street and meandered around until I found a cool-looking coffee shop. It had a nice vibe and I decided to have a fresh juice and enjoy the feel of the place. There was a woman sitting at a nearby table sipping a cup of tea and reading a book by Anne Lamott. Anyone reading anything by Annie Lamott was my kind of person. I wanted to talk to her but didn’t want to interrupt her. I personally hate it when people interrupt me when I’m reading. I was looking at her, trying to decide what to do, when the woman looked up from her book and smiled at me. I felt so embarrassed to be caught staring at her, like I was spying on her. I went to pick up my juice and accidentally spilled it. I jumped up and narrowly avoided spilling it all over my lap as I moved out of the way.


“Oh dear,” the woman said. She looked over at the counter and raised her voice, “Justin can you bring over a cloth; there’s been a little spill. And maybe you could top up this poor woman’s juice?”


I was mortified. “Oh God, how embarrassing!”


The guy behind the counter that had served me my juice just minutes before came over to my table with a wet cloth and a jug of juice. He wiped down the table and refilled the glass. “Do you need more tea, Stacy?”


“No, I’m good Justin, thanks.”


Stacy looked over at me. “Do you want to join me at my table since yours is a bit wet at the moment?”


My heart was pounding, but I nodded. I had always been clumsy, especially when I was drinking, but I cringed at the thought that that might be someone’s first impression of me. I was nervous and wanted this interesting-looking woman to like me; a common theme for me, wanting people to like me and often not feeling up to scratch. As I made my way over to her, I was extra careful about my footing.


“Hi, I’m Stacy; I work down the street at the library. I just locked up and needed a cup of tea. I haven’t seen you before, so I’m guessing you’re new to town. What brings you to Ketchum?”


“Hi, I’m Meg. Well, I used to live here many moons ago. I just buried my father and now I’m on a road trip to do some healing.” I realized that this was probably too much information; I blushed and looked down. “Sorry, way too much information. I just keep embarrassing myself.”


“Oh, please don’t be embarrassed. Thank you for being so open. I miss that around here.”


I looked up and smiled at her. I realized that Stacy was actually older than I first thought when I saw her. Her cool turquoise jewelry and colorful skirt caught my attention before the smile lines on her face. When I realized that Stacy was closer to my own age, I felt a bit less self-conscious.



OEBPS/images/common.jpg
oo





OEBPS/nav.xhtml




Contents







		Cover





		Title Page



		Copyright



		Dedication



		Author’s Note





		Contents





		Part One. Meg’s Journey



		Chapter 1: Victimhood



		Chapter 2: Love



		Chapter 3: Unity



		Chapter 4: The Thoughts We Choose



		Chapter 5: Compassion



		Chapter 6: Kindness



		Chapter 7: Trauma, Addiction, and Connection



		Chapter 8: Saying Yes



		Chapter 9: Forgiveness



		Chapter 10: Fusion Recovery



		Chapter 11: Intention



		Chapter 12: Gratitude



		Chapter 13: Lucky Fig







		Part Two. Recovery Road Trip: The Workbook



		Suggested Reading



		Gratitudes



		About the Author



		Looking for your next great read?













Guide









		Cover



		Title Page



		Copyright



		Dedication



		Contents



		Part One: Meg’s Journey



		Chapter 1: Victimhood



		Start of Content















Pagebreaks of the Print Version





		Cover Page





		iii



		iv



		v



		vii



		viii



		ix



		xi



		1



		2



		3



		4



		5



		6



		7



		8



		9



		10



		11



		13



		14



		15



		16



		17



		18



		19



		20



		21



		22



		23



		24



		25



		26



		27



		28



		29



		30



		31



		33



		34



		35



		36



		37



		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



		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



		153



		155



		156



		157



		159



		160



		161



		162



		163



		164



		165



		166



		167



		168



		169



		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



		197



		198



		199



		200



		201



		202



		203



		204



		205



		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



		259



		260



		261



		263



		264



		265



		266



		267



		268



		269



		270



		271



		272



		273



		274



		275



		276



		277



		278



		279



		281













OEBPS/images/lne.jpg











OEBPS/images/9781647427757.jpg
diyL
avoyl:
VELGRE NS










OEBPS/images/title.jpg
RECOVERY
ROAD TRIP

Findinay Frpose
ond

PATTI CLARK

swp

SHE WRITES PRESS





