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This personal account of a true life story is
offered as support and inspiration for your own
healing journey.  It is not presented as a
definitive method of healing, or seen as
encouragement to pursue a particular path

A house of cards
Until I was 40 years old, I lived in a state of fear and anxiety. These two emotions absolutely
controlled my life to the point that they crippled me. I was always very aware of this, but I didn't
know how to change it.  As far back as I can remember, into early childhood I had always been
looked upon as somebody who was outgoing, competent and feared very little. People's perception
of me was wrong - and that only added more pain to the situation. I felt totally alone. I always felt
as if I was living a lie - and I was.

But there was one major incident when I was about ten years old.  I remember it so vividly.  It was
a Sunday afternoon and I had gone off on my bike.  These were the days when things were very
safe. I had ridden to a village about two miles from where my parents lived and came across a
church. I remember walking in, and everyone was singing, and praying. Someone asked if I would
like to come in.  I remember running out of the church, getting on my bike, and going at top speed
down this hill towards my home.  As I was riding, I was completely surrounded by and in this
amazing light. I will never forget it. I was amazed, and scared, all sorts of feelings.  When I arrived
home, I tried to tell my parents what had happened, but they just said 'don't be so silly' - and that
was that.

I grew up and went through many stages. Getting into Art College in England was huge for me.
My parents were so against it. My school was against it. But when I got there, I knew it was right.
Marrying my first husband - my parent's worst nightmare - and then going with him to the United
States to visit for two years in 1966. Having my first child that year - that changed my life
completely.   Being a single parent and working in New York City in the late 60s, when it wasn't at
all cool to be a single parent - and also when I was so desperately homesick for Europe. Marrying
an American, who I fell desperately in love with - and really was so happy with. But the fear and
anxiety were always there, and ultimately they polluted what had been a beautiful union.
Eventually, of course it all fell apart like a house of cards. It doesn't matter how wonderful things
look from the outside, if, as it was in my case, I am unable to be myself because of my fears - then
ultimately it can't work.

Unraveling
Over a period of about six years, leading up to 1987, things slowly started to break down. The
'golden girl' image that I had portrayed - and had been perceived as - began to unravel.  From the
outside looking in - I had it all.  A wonderful husband, two beautiful healthy children, a lovely
home, the right friends, and my painting. When I was just with the immediate family, or painting
in my studio - I actually felt a sense of comfort - but our lifestyle didn't allow for much of that.
We were usually surrounded by all sorts of other people. Looking back, it was as if I was in a 'self
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destruct' mode.  It was as if I knew this madness had to end, but I had no idea how to do it.  I
simply couldn't keep the pretense up any longer.

Several major incidents happened during this period, the first of which was a cancer scare for me -
resulting in an hysterectomy.  And my Fathers death - which again, in hindsight I can see had a
profound effect on things. It took me several years to see that.  At the time I was convinced that I
felt nothing, that I was just fine!  A company my husband ran and part owned was going down the
tubes, and we were losing a great deal of money.  In short our lives were becoming more and more
unmanageable, and we were totally overwhelmed.

When my Father died, I started to 'act out' like a child. I began to be very outrageous in my
dress...I started to behave in uncharacteristic ways.  Again in retrospect, I was spiraling down. I
had always wanted to be perceived as being perfect, whether that had to do with my physical
appearance, being a daughter, wife, mother, artist, whatever.  As an only child, I had always been in
the middle of my Mother and Father.  I had always felt that I needed to protect my Father from my
Mother.  The concept was, if I behaved, then my parents were more likely to be happy.  I had put
my Father on a pedestal - and was shocked because when he died I felt nothing.  I couldn't
understand it. When I returned to the USA from England after the funeral and spent one month
with my Mother, that's when I started to act out. So here we were - this perfect family - and we
were falling apart. My husband did what he knew to do best -  bury his head in the sand.  My son,
who was almost 21 was doing his thing, and my daughter, who was 13, was trying to pretend that
everything was just okay.

A spiritual bottom
It was now late August 1987; my daughter was off at a camp, my son with friends, and my husband
on a business trip. I hit an emotional, physical and spiritual bottom - drank a ton of vodka and took
many pills. In short, I tried to kill myself.  Although I hadn't drunk alcohol in over eleven years, I
had been drinking for about six months prior to this happening.  I needed to anesthetize myself.
That's how totally overwhelmed I had become.  I guess as I look back, all of us, my husband and
both children had found ways to numb the pain.

Ironically on that very day a good friend came to my house to find me. Apparently I had made
plans to meet with her.  She was able to get into the house and actually found me in a dreadful
state. Thank God the alcohol and pills hadn't been enough to kill me, but I was very sick.  My
friend was shocked at my appearance. I broke down and basically the next thing I knew was that I
was in a drug and alcohol rehab 30-day programme. I had in fact spiraled down to 'a bottom'!

Finding myself in the rehab, was like waking up on another planet, another world, and for me it
literally was that, another world.  I didn't realize until about one week later where I was - and for
the time being that was just fine with me.  The shock of being searched, to make sure that I didn't
have any drugs on me - the shock of being in a place where I recognized nothing - where I couldn't
even make a phone call from a private room - it was amazing.  I was surrounded by people that I
had never been around before. I was frightened, no, terrified, and really believed that my life was
over. These people appeared to me to be hardened drug addicts and alcoholics - I had smoked a few
joints, but had never been involved in hard drugs.  If I wanted to anesthetize myself I used
tranquilizers and alcohol - and preferably tranquilizers.

The first two or three nights, I thought that I would die.   What was so difficult as it turned out,
was coming off of many years of taking tranquilizers.  That was a painful thing to have to go
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through and made me aware of how powerfully addictive these drugs are. My roommate was a
young girl, about 23 - it was her second or third time in rehab, and in fact she died one year later of
an overdose.   When I first met her, she terrified me.  I didn't understand her language, but
gradually we became friends, and in fact she was a very lovely young woman - she just couldn't
kick her habits.

After I recovered from detox I then did what I always do, which is to 'follow the rules' - be the best
at whatever it is I am supposed to do. When I did 'graduate' thirty days later, the clinical director
actually said, that I was a straight A student!!!  And, of course she was right, because that's what I
had been trained to be.   Having grown up in the UK - gone to a very strict girls school, and had a
pretty disciplined life at home, I had been trained to follow the rules from day one.

Beginning to feel
By the end of the first week, I was detoxed and into the routine of rehab.  I had gone through the
awful trauma of hearing the shock and anger in my son's voice.  I had experienced the first Sunday
visit - from my husband with the two children. I was going to meetings every night and taking my
vitamins, eating what I should and following the rules.  I was experiencing things that I never had
before.  People were really listening to me. I was assigned a counselor, but the part of the day I
enjoyed the most was group therapy - a totally new experience for me.  It was so insightful and
beneficial to hear other people talk about their fears and anxieties.  I remember so clearly one poor
lady who had been on tranquilizers for over twenty years, and was at her wits end.  Listening to
what this woman had to say really touched my heart. This was a new feeling - I remember I cried
and cried, and couldn't stop crying. It was amazing.  I was beginning to feel real things!

Each week there was something called a 'spiritual' seminar.  As much as I had done everything else
right - I couldn't get the Higher Power stuff.  It made absolutely no sense to me at all.  The man
who gave the seminar was very nice, very attractive, a minister - and my thoughts were, that they
were using this man to try and trick us into believing in a Higher Power.  I went to his seminars, of
course, and played the game, but didn't get it at all.

Stopping the fight
It was the custom that every week he would say to people who might be leaving the rehab during
the following week, that if anyone would like to speak with him individually, we could write our
name in a book, and then meet him in the garden room later.  I will never forget the sequence of
events that then followed.  Something in me wanted to write my name in the book - and I can
honestly say, that it was as if my body and mind were split in two.  One half wanted to write in the
book, the other half didn't. I shook so hard when I put my name in that book, as I say, I will never
forget that.  Later that day he and I met in the Garden room.  He asked me if I was ready to go
back out into the world.  I said "No.  The world terrifies me with all of its jagged edges - I really
don't know if I can hack it." He asked me if I had ever prayed.  I said well not really - I didn't quite
understand it.  He asked if I had ever had a relationship with God or Jesus Christ, and I said "No. I
just don't understand it. I just don't get it."

Then this man looked at me, and simply said this. 'JANET STOP FIGHTING IT' and in that
moment my life changed completely.  It was profound, and fourteen years later, it is just as
profound if not more so.  In that instant, I knew that there is a God, without any doubt at all. In
that instant my life changed forever. I had an 'awakening' to the beautiful knowledge that we are
not alone on this earth, that God is there for all of us, waiting for us.   All we have to do is say
'Yes.'
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He suggested that I go and pray.  Another new experience.  He said, ask to have your fears and
anxieties removed - and you know what, from that day, as long as I give those fear and anxieties to
God, they are removed.  Prayer I found does work.  He told me to just keep doing it, until it
became a normal part of my life.  I have!

The next day I left - now with the awareness of the fact that everything has changed for me.
Everything I look at is different.  The way I speak to people is different, and the way I hear them is
different - and my fears and anxieties are no longer with me, as long as I trust.  I went from
complete doubt, from a place of fear, thinking that when I entered this place thirty days earlier that
I had hit rock bottom - that life was over as I knew it.  Well in fact that was true.  I came out of
that place a new person, and then I had to learn to live in this world again, in a different way.

A second part of life
Whenever I talk about this time period - the rehab experience, and then of course the most
important experience of all, my spiritual awakening, I am so deeply moved.  Sometimes I don't
consciously think about it at all - but then when I do talk about it, or it comes up in any way - I am
always amazed at it's enormous significance in my life. Now came the time to start the second part
of my life - a totally new beginning. In many ways I really was like a newborn baby.  Everything
had changed. One of the things that I really learnt in rehab was that we could put the drink or the
drug of choice down for years, but if we didn't change our ways, our old way of being, then really
nothing would change. I understood this completely - and I believe to have that deep
understanding was another gift from God.

Although my marriage was over, we were living at that moment in a very dysfunctional manner. I
was living in the main house with the children, and my husband was living in the carriage house
which was probably 500 yards from the main house!   Therefore I came back from rehab to the
'family' home - and it seemed as if the family was tip toeing around me. But the old worries, and
concerns, were gone, and so  I knew that I had to just get up every day, pray a lot, go to meetings,
and  trust.

As I told you praying was new to me, and to begin with I found the whole process very
embarrassing. I would lock myself in my bedroom so that my children or husband wouldn't catch
me on my knees. I can smile at that now - and I know that God smiles about it every time a new
person comes to him.  We humans are so amusing at times.  It took a while for me to feel
comfortable praying, but the results were immediate.  Today I have no fear or embarrassment
around praying - I just find it to be one of the great joys, and comforts in my life.

So the massive turning point in my life was in that rehab in 1987, when I was 41. I now saw my life
and myself as a physical, emotional and spiritual entity - something that had never occurred to me
before.  Not only was the fear removed, but I started to see more clearly as an artist.  It was as if
God was giving me this bonus, this extra gift. It all came flooding in at once.  There were times
and moments, when I didn't know if I could take it all in. It was so amazing. I was finding that as
the fear and anxiety was removed, and I put my trust and faith in God every day I was no longer
crippled.  In fact, I found that I was able to do things, and express myself in ways that I never
dreamt possible.  I am still amazed today, when I stand in front of a large group of people and give
a workshop or a painting demonstration.  These were only things that I could fantasize about in
my old life.
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Healing's purpose
I was healing and I knew it had something to do with being an example for others. As I said earlier,
I had always been this person who seemed to have it all. But in fact during my first life I had very
little in the sense that I couldn't enjoy any of my blessings, such as my children, or my art, or
friends, or anything because of the crippling fear. It's interesting, after the turning point, the
change, the awakening, the entering into my new life, to the outside my life probably looked like it
was falling apart.  I was living in my studio. I had no money. I gave a lot of my expensive clothes
to the homeless shelter, in short my life looked so different.  However, the fact was I now had the
ability to enjoy, to love, to feel compassion, and most importantly to be myself - without fear.  It's
ironic, because when it was perceived that I had power in my old life in fact I had none. Then in my
new life when many people initially thought that I had lost all power, in fact I had it for the first
time in my life, and by that I mean, God's power, not my power.  God's will, not mine - and such a
deep understanding of that. Before I had nothing, but afterwards, when I had so little in terms of
material things, I had everything.

I believe that we all have a purpose on this earth.  We might never really know what it is - that
doesn't matter. What matters is that we are our God given selves. The life we have been given is
such a gift, and so we must honour that gift by accepting it for all of its unique wonder.  In my old
life when I saw a baby, I thought it was cute, but I saw work.  In my new life when I see a baby, I
see an amazing gift to this world.

People around me started to see that there really had been a fundamental change.  They really
couldn't put their finger on it, but they knew that something had happened. I think some thought I
had gone completely mad! I say this with a big smile on my face now.  My son, who was really
quite angry with me for about three years, accused me of joining a cult. I can understand his anger,
and with the help of God was able to let it go at the time.  Slowly our relationship heals. My
daughter was so confused - but now that she is almost 26 she talks to me freely about how happy
she is that I made these changes, because they have given her the strength to make changes in her
own life.  I am fortunate that in my own work, I am able to tell artists and others that I work with,
who are feeling anxious, and fearful, that I had also felt these things, and that together we can
work through them.  Because what I tell them is the truth, it has an impact.  Maybe these are some
of the reasons why this happened in my life and maybe there are many more that I will never know
about.

A symbolic self portrait
During this time I painted a symbolic self-portrait.  To me the quilt in the painting symbolises
both peace and turmoil. The quilt is a very nurturing object, and yet as you see it in the painting, it
has a very tumultuous look to it, and I feel that is symbolic of my life.  During this period, there
was much serenity as well as turmoil.

Facing the issues
Yet, I quickly became aware that this was all unknown territory for me.  I really did have to learn
to live again. It really was like being reborn. There were of course very practical issues that needed
to be taken care of like getting divorced and then deciding how we were going to do that.  My
husband's company had completely gone down the tubes, and so we didn't have anything to split.
We decided to have an amicable divorce - and it's probably the only one I know, where that truly
was the case.  We went to the same lawyer.  I signed a piece of paper saying that I would not be
responsible for any debts incurred by the company.  On that basis, I walked away from a 15 year
marriage with absolutely nothing.   The only tangible asset I had was half of a carriage house in an
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alley in West Chester.  This had been my studio...a great space, with electricity, but no heat and no
running water.

Learning to live
The really amazing part was learning to understand that I had changed, which didn't necessarily
mean other people around me had changed, or for that matter, liked the fact that I had changed.
On the contrary what I quickly learned was that many people, would much rather that I had stayed
unhappy - that the whole family had stayed unhappy rather than to have this change happen. I was
naive enough at the time, (remember I was like a newborn child) to believe that everyone around
me would be thrilled that I had seen the light, and that my whole life had changed for the better. I
expected them to be so excited and happy for me. That was a shock, because most people were
angry and I guess angry equals fear.  There it is - as humans we do fear change.  You know the old
expression...Better the devil we know, that the one we don't!

I wanted to run but already understood the 'geographical fix' theory and knew that would not solve
anything.  My daughter was still young, and I was committed to stay in the area that we had lived
in for many years until she went to University. I actually experienced people who shunned me -
people who had sat at my dinner table, and been only to pleased to come to our parties.  It was a
shock, and I have to say, having been a people pleaser, all of my life, I didn't like it at all. The two
most important things that I had to learn to do was to Trust in God and live life on strictly on a
'one day at a time' basis.   Sometimes it was 'one minute at a time'.

Special bonds
I of course, did as I was told, which was to go to as many AA meetings as possible. I was most
fortunate, because in the rehab I met a woman, Ellen, who I connected with immediately.  We had
a lot of similarities in our lives, similar families, etc. I remember the very first AA meeting I went
to with Ellen after we both got out of the Rehab, I met about six people who played extraordinarily
important parts in my life during the next seven years.  We are all spread around the globe now,
but there will always be a connection, and a special bond. These people became my main support
group for the next seven years, right up until I returned to Europe. I still see them every now and
then when I am in the States, and some of them have come to visit me here. But the bond is there.
They were more supportive than any other friends I had ever had.  Now maybe, a lot of that had to
do with the fact, that I never really opened up to my old friends.  I gave them what I thought they
wanted to hear.

Painting as never before
My work has always been key in my life.  As I mentioned earlier with this awakening I even began
to see things in a different way. I began to experience things when I was painting that I hadn't felt
before. It really was such a remarkable period.  Once again, I recognise that I am so fortunate to
work at something that I not only love to do, but feel passionately about. Even there, I immediately
changed the way I worked - on a one day at a time basis of course. I had always painted, but had
been a 'binge painter'. I would start at something, work ceaselessly at it for about three months,
and then celebrate for the next three months. That doesn't work, let me assure you. Like
everything in life we need routine and rhythm and again, I knew this instinctively and so I made a
pact with myself, that I would work from 9 til 5 each day and take at least one day off a week. I also
gave myself a project. I went back to my very traditional, classical beginnings, and began a series
of large still life paintings. In fact that series lasted for about four years, and was very successful in
that it definitely kept the wolf from the door and more importantly it helped me to get that rhythm
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into my life. After one year of working in the way that I have just described I found that it had
become a natural rhythm. What an amazing gift!

The creative adventure
I left the marriage with no money, just my half of the carriage house in Prescott Alley.  A
wonderful space - 40' ceilings, lots of easels, good light, etc. but no heat and running water. I
recognised that if I got a day job to pay for an apartment, then I would not have the energy to put
into my creative life. I know that I need creativity, and painting in my life - don't do at all well
without it. Therefore I made the decision to live and work in the studio - with no heat and running
water.  And there began a one year adventure, that probably is one of the most amazing times in
my life to date.

I went to the bank to borrow money, to not only have heat and running water, but to get pipes put
in front of the building, which would have to be hooked into the mains at the end of the alley. Well
let me tell you what an adventure.  First let me say, I could never have done what I did that year
without prayer, trust in God's love, and the concept of living on a one day at a time basis. The bank
would only lend me $5.000 - this after banking with them for many years...but there you go. I took
it, and then I started a sort of 'round robin' borrowing scheme.  I would go to a friend and borrow
ten thousand dollars, pay back the bank, and then borrow from yet another person, pay back the
second person, and so on. This established some credit with the bank and I managed to raise
£30,000 that year to renovate the building.

As happens, when we are on the right path, people are put into our lives who are so right, and so
wonderful.  There were many, but one lady who had, unbeknownst to me been watching me from
afar for several years, came to a workshop I gave at a local art center.  She asked me if I would do
some paintings for her interior design company - we became friends and she introduced me to her
builders and plumbers, and they did a wonderful job for me.  They were kind, courteous and
considerate, and I might add - amazed! I don't think any of them had ever come across a situation
quite like this before.

Daily miracles
There were so many happenings, so many incidents during that year.  There were moments, when
I really thought that I couldn't go on and then some miracle would happen, and I mean miracle. I
remember one day, being totally without money.  Didn't even know if I could eat that day. Here I
am 41, living in this building with no heat, no water, and now it's a building site as well.  There
was a ring of my bells downstairs. I went to the window.  A man I didn't recognise, said "I am the
tax man - you gave us too much money, I have a check for you for $300!"  This was the kind of
amazing thing that happened.  Remember when we are on the right path, many signs will come to
us - we just have to recognise them as such.

One more incident. I had admired an artist for many years from a distance - an older man - rather
intimidating in appearance, and so I just admired from afar.  He did wonderfully magical sculptures
- very different for that area and marvelous paintings. He was an artist to his soul. One day, when
again, I felt so low I found a letter in my post box from this man saying.... "I have just seen some
portraits of yours - whatever you do never stop painting!" It saved my life. I wrote to him, and we
became very close. I was the only artist that he allowed to paint his portrait.  When he died four
years ago, (My son went to the funeral for me in Pennsylvania) that portrait was there at the
funeral home draped with the American flag.  That had been his request.  He is still with me, and
always will be.
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Anyway, little girls brought gallon jugs of water to my studio every day. A man down the alley,
who had never talked to me before, dragged his hosepipe down to my studio so that I could keep all
of my flowers water outside. It looked so beautiful.  The plumber's mother, who I never met, sent
me a huge hamper of foods at the end of the project. And it actually was completed.  I DID IT!
Someone who had been terrified of her own shadow, and I DID IT! I painted a large 'alla prima' self
portrait at the end of this year, and I feel that it says everything. I had grown up - I was truly alive
in this new life.  What an amazing time.

After this life changing period in the studio, more amazing things continued to happen. An
historical building at the end of the alley that my studio was in, had been renovated in a very lavish
manner - no cost spared. I was aware of this, but basically thought it was all big business, and so
didn't take too much notice.  One day a man and woman turned up at my studio door. Turned out
that he was the architect of this building, and the woman was his daughter.  They had heard that I
painted large canvases.  Their question to me was would I decorate their building with some of my
work.  They were having trouble in renting the spaces, and wanted to attract attention to the
building.  As I already had galleries taking the paintings, I declined.  The architect approached me
again, this time asking if I would do a large mural in the building.  He would pay all costs, and give
me a permanent studio space in the building for as long as I lived in the area.  He wanted the work
done in three months, at which time there would be a black tie affair with lots of publicity.  The
object of this was to rent out the spaces.   Well again, I took the leap of faith, and as usual nets
appeared.

I worked every day on a thirty by ten ft mural and at the same time, the sculptor who I had
admired so much, and had now become good friends with, helped me to build 3 eighteen ft mobiles.
During this process, several newspaper articles were written - I don't even know how they heard
about it but they just kept coming out of the proverbial woodwork.  The gala evening, was a huge
success and so it was a huge success in many ways. After the gala affair, all the offices were rented.
The architect kept his word - I did keep a studio in that building until I left the area. That building
played a lot of roles in our lives.   Funny isn't it, I think buildings and certain geographical spots
have a certain karma for people, just as other people do. I learned a lot in that building. What I
continued to learn over and over was, that if I took that daily leap of faith - not fear, and trusted in
God, amazing things would and could happen. Miracles in fact could happen.  It's all about
choosing faith instead of fear.

Exquisite recognitions
I also recognise that every time I get into the drivers seat, and I think that I am in control...watch
out, trouble.  As human beings we were given free will, and that's really what the struggle is all
about.  For most people who have a conscience we know when we are walking on the wrong
path....but we all at times, say, "I am going to do it anyway."  Every time I choose to walk that
path, it always ends up with some inner turmoil and pain.  Again, as a human being, I test things
just to see how far I can go, but thankfully, I always know to come back to the light.

One of the most exquisite things that happened was a sudden understanding about everything
being totally connected - that there are no lines or edges around anything - that there are rhythms
and energies that we can tap into which help us to see, understand and connect with a much higher
level.  This knowledge, and under-standing came almost as suddenly as the awakening.  But as I
moved forward and lived this new life, I began to understand it more and more.  In my life today, I
am fully aware when I am out of this way of being.  It is very different, and I might add, painful.



9

This knowledge, this deep understanding, has allowed me to teach in a different way.  Because of
the knowledge I now know how to bring a group of people into the present moment, free of all the
little chattering monkeys that invade our minds -  and it never ceases to amaze me how joyful that
is for me and for the students.  It then allows the session to flow in an intensely beautiful way.

Up until being reborn, I was always too scared to give workshops.  Since my awakening, I have
been so excited about working, it's almost as if I have been trying to make up for all of the lost
time. Meanwhile, bearing in mind that it is the journey that counts, my real learning, has come
from, and continues to come from my first hand experiences.

Looking to the light
There was a time when all of a sudden I realised that I was experiencing and seeing everything in
an entirely different way.  There was a specific moment that will always stay in my mind - funny
how that is. Funny how often it is seemingly the most insignificant thing that becomes the most
significant. We really never know do we! I was walking to my studio one morning, and it was one
of those beautiful spring days, when its about 65 degrees with no humidity.  There was a young
girl walking in front of me, and all of a sudden I was intensely aware of the shadow play on her
trousers.  And incredibly it was at that moment that all the knowledge that I talked about before
clicked in.  The deep understanding of light and dark, and I don't just mean in a visual sense, but
also in the sense that this is what the world is about...light and dark.  And each day, each moment,
we can choose in which direction we wish to look. There it is again, free choice.

Up until the awakening, and then this point, I recognise now that I had been sort of numb and in
fact when I took the tranquilizers it was to anesthetize myself.  I wanted to be numb. For some
reason it felt safer that way.  I think since a young child I had been aware of there being much
more, that there was the 'unseen' but maybe fear stopped me from wanting to look at it.  In fact, I
can say positively that it was fear again that stopped me from opening up to that other part of our
world - the beautiful part of our world.  From then on I recognised how important it was for me to
always look towards the direction of the light - again when I turn away from it, there is great pain.

Walking through the door
Prior to healing I believed that I was going through this life alone.  I was unable to believe that
there was a God or an Energy that I couldn't see.  I envied people who seemed to have that
knowledge, but the cynical side of me would think, they are making it up just to get through. After
the change, I knew immediately that I was not alone - that I never ever have to be alone - that God
is always there, all I have to do is 'walk through the door.' This was the major change.

Up until the change, I had always felt as if I was under a microscope.  I always felt that I was 'more
than' or 'less than' but I never felt like just one of the crowd.  I realised of course that this was not
the case, and in recognising this, I was able to feel comfortable in my own skin, and also in groups
of people.  I no longer felt apart from the rest. I just felt like one of the group.  What a wonderful
feeling - and so freeing. Yes, it is so freeing just to be myself. A huge change.

Another very new emotion came into play, and that was compassion. I had always considered
myself to be a caring, loving person, but once I started to understand what it felt like to have
compassion for another, I realised that what I had felt in the past had been very superficial.  Again,
it hit me like a thunderbolt.  During the group therapy sessions I attended, (something totally new
for me) I would hear others talk about their pain, and it really began to touch me. I remember in
one session there was a woman who was so full of anguish and pain. She had been on tranquilizers
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for over twenty years, and couldn't imagine life without them.  Her pain touched me so greatly,
again I cried for a long time that day.

More and more I was able to really revel in other peoples joy, and if they were sad I could really
feel that for them, and understand what they must be going through. Before the change, I couldn't
do this.  If someone died, I couldn't react to it - if someone was in emotional pain, I couldn't react to
it, in fact if anything all these emotions embarrassed me.  I just wanted to get away from them.
Part of this might have had to do with the fact that I was brought up in a very strict English home,
and went to an even more strict English girls school.  I even realised that a massive change had
happened with my children. My husband had always said that I was like a tigress with my children
- and I was, but now the feelings were different, I was much more tuned into them It's so hard to
put into words.  All I know is that everything had changed.

I recognise more and more that I have been blessed with spirit. It doesn't matter how hard things
have been, I have always been able to pick myself up and move on.  Since the change, I have also
had the knowledge that I am not alone, and so that has made a huge difference.  In other words it
has to do with the spiritual aspect of my life.  My glass has always been half full, instead of half
empty.

A very human reaction
But there were some wrong turns, too.  I made the first major mistake right in the rehab.
Although I had been this straight A student, I also 'fell in love' with one of my fellow inmates!!! He
was fifteen years younger than me, actually a very interesting man - it lasted about one and a half
years.  A lot of good came from it, but it really didn't have to happen.  I exerted my will.  I think I
felt very guilty about this for quite some time, however, now I realise it was a very human reaction.
I hope that I learned from that incident to listen to people who have had experience in situations,
and who actually know what they are talking about.  One of the things that they emphasised was,
don't get into a relationship at this point, you are not ready for it. Ah well....

I suppose the other important lesson is to 'look before we leap'and I must say I do that much more
these days.

Being cleansed
When this rehab relationship was finished - I was experiencing anger and guilt which of course
equals fear again.  I realise that I have told you that at the time of the awakening fear and anxiety
were lifted.  What I am saying now is not a contradiction.  The old fear had been deep and
crippling.  This was a day to day anger, fear and guilt.  Perhaps it was just that I was starting to
really 'feel' things again, in actually what was an appropriate manner.  It was all so new. I was told
by those who knew and had experience, that I should pray for people who were hurting me.  Well
guess what it works!  That still blows my mind.  Frankly I still find that annoying at times - but as
I say it does work. I suppose that there was a part of me that had always wanted to be accepted and
liked, and that got in the way somewhat.  There were people who had sat at my dinner table and
been only too happy to know me, socialise with me and so on. And so to have them reject me, felt
bad.  I also felt sadness about this. I suppose the sadness was about saying goodbye to the old life.

However, I quickly found out that I could tap into my new support system, which was really there
for me, not in a superficial way.  I was also learning to live one day at a time which was one of the
biggest gifts ever given to me. I did remember thinking, in a year or two, this will all be over,
somebody else will be in the spotlight, and of course that was true. One of the most profound
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things was that I was actually acknowledging these emotions,  rather than denying them.  This
was very new.

In my previous life I had obviously felt all of these emotions at times, but I chose to either
anesthetize myself or just go into denial.  To have admitted that I was anything but perfect, that I
wasn't doing things the right way, that I wasn't following the rules, would have been just to much.
I cried for almost six months - something I had never done in my life before.  What I recognised
with the help of friends was that this incident was sort of the 'straw the broke the camels back.'
The subsequent crying was not just about this one incident, it was about the loss of my old life.  All
the losses, all the fears, all the anxieties, all the "could have beens", had I not been so full of anxiety
and fear.

That's what it was about.  The six months of crying cleansed me.  I remember my therapist saying
to me the grief that you are feeling is coming in waves. Eventually the waves will calm and you
will feel cleansed, and in fact that was true.

Love is first
At the end of this grieving period I recognised that no other human being can fix me. I recognised
that God always had to come first in my life - that I had to love me, to respect me, to forgive me
before I could expect to be able to love and respect and forgive others in my life.  As you know,
since then I have had one major relationship, and am currently embarking on a new relationship -
but it's different. I know that as much as I might love these people, I must love myself first in order
for any relationship to be sound.

Any time I have worked through a major issue and, as I call it, come out the other side, its like
coming out of a dark tunnel into the light.  I have learned that as I move through more and more
major issues in my life, although the process is always difficult, there is the knowledge that it will
work out.  I have also been amazed at how difficult we human beings make things for ourselves.
Usually, no matter what the issue, it's about moving through a door. But we tend to resist, and I
hate to admit this, but I am one of those people who can resist for a lot longer than I need to.

Today's challenge
There is always challenge.  A big part of me would love to just find someone to be happy with for
the rest of my life - not worry about money, paint, travel, etc.  Sounds good doesn't it? There's
another huge part of me that feels that I need to give more, do more, learn more.  These are
personal issues that I will resolve on a one day at a time basis. I always bear in mind that it is the
journey.

As I get older, I am so aware of what a gift each day is. Last year, a young 32 year old woman I
know here in Wales died of cancer. I visited her two weeks before she died, and when I left her, I
realised that this young woman would have given anything if someone could have told her that she
could live to be my age at that time. I was 54 she was 32 - that would have given her 22 more years
of life.  Now I have had those extra 22 years.  And I know that I have wasted some of those days
worrying about things that I cannot change, etc.  That insight made me realise that it is my duty to
treat each day that I have on this earth as if it could be my last.  This life really is a gift - and so the
challenge is really to live it in the very best way that I can.
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