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Chapter 1
Part 1: The Story

Standing alone in the middle of the hallway of the UCLA 
Medical Center’s Pediatrics Wing is certainly not where I had 
ever expected to be emotionally contorted into near insanity. 
My son, who would be late starting kindergarten this fall, was 
in a hospital room just across the hall only twelve little steps 
from my wobbling knees, racing heart, and a continuous 
string of terrifying inner thoughts.  He might die.  What did 
that nurse mean when she said, “Say goodbye to your 
mommy, Erik.”  Why am I outside and not with him?  Erik 
was also alone and without me in his hospital room.  I had 
been asked to leave as he was prepared to have another risky 
medical procedure.  Every time I left his room, I cringed at 
the thought it might be the last time I would see him alive.  I 
was so damn tired of that feeling.  I’d always leave showing 
him a reassuring smile and quick loving words, “I’ll see you 
soon, honey.  Mommy will be right outside this door.”

Experienced doctors and nurses knew that many parents 
could not stand the sight or handle the peril of the removal of 
a vital chest tube.  If unsuccessful, the procedure could cause 
a collapsed lung.  His life or death was beyond my reach of 
protection.  Erik’s frail stature, blonde hair, blue eyes and 
adult persona could not protect him either.  The tension in my 
body was wild and it reminded me of hearing the announcer 
at Santa Anita say, “The horses are in the gate.”  With all the 
money I possessed on the number three horse.  I had to win. 
They’re off and running.

Five years earlier this little baby Erik had been born with 
heart trouble, which was explained as transposed arteries.  He 
had to have open-heart surgery, at thirty-six hours of age, in 
order to stay alive.  His birth was on July 26, 1965 at the 
UCLA Medical Center, where parents went for relatively 
inexpensive but excellent medical care.  This was and still is 
an excellent teaching hospital comprised of some of the finest 
doctors in the nation.  We knew that he was going to be a big 



baby with an expected weight of ten pounds and he was two 
weeks late in arriving.  I tried fast walking, heavy cleaning 
and deep prayer but he would not emerge into the real world. 
My mother had come out from Minnesota for a couple of 
weeks to help with the baby but had to return to work.  Two 
days after she left I went into labor.

Immediately after his birth, I could hear the sounds of 
troubled doctors and nurses as they fussed with fervor around 
the isolet.  The doctor said, “Get that baby on oxygen.”  Three 
nurses rushed to his side and grabbed the baby away from the 
doctor.  Before I could count his fingers and toes they took 
that 2-minute-old baby to put him in a pure oxygen 
environment.  I could see them suctioning fluids from his 
mouth and nose.  One nurse put a tiny blue identification 
band on his little, wrinkled, kicking ankle.  He was blue, 
really blue, and kicking because he couldn’t get enough 
oxygen from regular air.  I was in shock, with no 
understanding at all of what was happening.  One of the 
nurses was instructed to find the new daddy and bring him 
back to see his child.

They politely suggested that this might be a grave situation 
and that he should come immediately if he wanted to see his 
new little son.  Those were the days when fathers all gathered 
together smoking and pacing in the “Father’s Waiting Room.” 
His first response was to say, “No, that’s okay, I’ll wait until 
he’s cleaned up.”  The nurse, with a sense of urgency, restated 
“I think that you should see your son now.”

He followed the nurse down the hall where he found a baby 
in an isolet receiving nearly pure oxygen and looking 
extremely blue.  Everyone knew that something was very 
wrong.  You could see fear in the eyes of the entire staff.  It  
looked like this might be one of the worst nightmares for a 
member of the maternity staff.  The fear was more for us than 
for themselves.  I soon saw my husband come into my room 
and he himself was looking rather pale.  The nurse had 
informed him that the baby’s future was in God’s hands now. 
The obstetrician planned to call together a team of specialists 



for a consultation.  They reassured us that this was the best 
hospital in the country to handle cardiac birth defects.

As parents we did not understand a thing except the fact that 
we were the two least knowledgeable people in the entire 
process.  Every minute we waited for answers seemed like an 
hour, and every hour seemed like a day.  I was in a hospital  
bed knowing that my baby wasn’t in my puckered little 
stomach anymore or in my arms either.  My husband didn’t 
know where to be or what to be doing when he was there. 
Through the day and evening we were getting updates as to 
his struggle and his strength but we never got to actually see 
him after that tiny blue moment in the delivery room.

Around eleven o’clock in the evening of that same very long 
day, a tall, strong doctor walked into the room.  He introduced 
himself as Dr. Eric Funkelsrud, a specialist in infant open-
heart surgery.  He shook my hand and I can still remember 
disbelieving how a man with such huge hands could possibly 
do open-heart surgery on a heart the size of a tangerine.  “Dr. 
Eric” had just returned from a one-year sabbatical perfecting 
a surgery just for transposition of the major vessels of the 
heart.  He tried to explain that half the blood in Erik’s heart 
was not mixing with the other half.  The other half of the 
blood had all of the oxygen.  So most of his body was not 
getting oxygenated blood.  Without immediate surgery, parts 
of his body would begin to die.

Any infant born with such a defect before this day would live 
only a short while, with little or no hope of recovery. 
However, at the foot of my bed stood a man filled with sheer 
excitement at the possibility of doing the surgery he had 
perfected, all the while maintaining full restraint in the 
presence of frightened parents.  He so wanted to respect our 
fear and sorrow, and yet was anxious to get into surgery 
immediately.  He had received AMA approval for this 
experimental operation on humans just within the last few 
months, and he had been back at UCLA for only one week. 
Erik would be his first human transposition patient.



In my head his speech sounded like a bad telephone 
connection from Peru, but I did remember the basic concepts. 
“Your son is very ill … his blood can’t mix … he might not 
survive the night … we’ll do the operation first thing in the 
morning … I’ll talk to you right after the surgery … try to get 
a good night’s sleep, you’ll need the rest.”  I couldn’t ask any 
questions because I didn’t believe what he had just said to us. 
“Bring me my baby – I want to go home,” were the words 
that wanted to come out of my mouth.

The doctor did say that we could go down the hall to the 
nursery to see him through the glass window.  I couldn’t hold 
him because I might give him some harmful germs or 
contaminate him in some way.  I knew that only hours earlier 
my body was his life support system and now I couldn’t even 
touch him.  I didn’t know if I’d ever be able to touch him.  I 
cried so hard on the way back to my room that someone had 
to help me get into bed.

Dr. Funkelsrud certainly seemed to be in charge, and I put my 
trust in him to save my son’s life.  However, I had just had a 
baby 18 hours ago, and was alone and terrified.  Who do you 
call and what do you think?  I had been with my husband all 
day and he had finally gone home to be with our two-year-old 
daughter.  He was planning to be back at the hospital early in 
the morning.

Later, alone in my bed, I looked out of my window and across 
to another part of the medical center.  This was the first time I 
noticed my environment.  Up until now I had been so 
connected to the doctors and disconnected from my feelings 
that I had fell into some sort of daze.  My bed was by the 
window, in the corner of a room with three other new 
mothers, each in their own corners.  It was a busy place, with 
nurses coming in and out, bringing medications, babies, 
flowers, meals, painkillers and an endless stream of medical 
equipment.  I looked around silently at all of the happy people 
and tried to rest.  But my loneliness was louder than any other 
thought.



I knew that the nursery was somewhere across the courtyard 
and also on the fifth floor.  Then I noticed a window where 
nurses were walking around and working with isolets.  One 
baby was being given nonstop attention.  I finally realized 
that it was my baby.  I could actually see Erik’s isolet, and his 
private nurse was constantly working on him.

I lay there awake all night afraid to go to sleep, for I had to 
watch over his little spirit.  There was a baby in that isolet 
who had never been in his mother’s arms nor felt her kiss 
upon his forehead.  He had never heard her whisper just how 
much he was loved.  I wanted to believe that if I thought hard 
enough I could somehow be with him.  The part of my body 
that had just had a baby really wanted to sleep.  But the part  
that might now be losing that baby needed to stay awake. 
The internal conflict was violent.

The dark night eventually gave way to the early morning blue 
light outside and I began succumbing to the need for sleep.  I 
would begin to drift off, and then startle myself awake again. 
I’d take a quick glance over at his little crib on wheels, and 
then relax again for another moment.  One time when I again 
jerked myself awake he was gone.  His little bed wasn’t there 
anymore.  My own heart stopped mixing blood.  I was frozen 
with terror.  I searched every window across the quad and saw 
nothing.  Nothing at all.  I remember a breathless moment of 
fear and denial.  I felt horrible at being hopelessly asleep 
when he needed me the most.  Was he frightened?  Damn it!

A nurse came around bringing all of the other mothers their 
babies for their morning feedings.  At one point she walked 
over and almost gave me someone else’s baby until she 
checked the name on his ankle tag.  It didn’t compare with 
my wrist identification bracelet.  After finding the right 
mother and placing that baby in his rightful arms, she 
returned to my bed.  I so wished that I could have been my 
baby.  I knew how to feed babies and change diapers but I  
didn’t have a baby to play with and my arms ached.  Where 
was my baby?



The nurse walked over to look at the name on the chart at the 
bottom of my bed.  She looked up and said, “Oh, you’re the 
mommy.  I’m sure you’ll be pleased to know that the Priest 
came by earlier to give your son last rites.”  Then she walked 
out.  What do you mean they gave my son last rites?  What 
did that mean?  Had he already died?  Was this normal?  Hell  
no, it wasn’t normal.  Everyone else in the room was getting 
acquainted with their little bundles of joy.  Flowers, daddies, 
aunts and uncles all arrived to see the new members of their 
families.  I was alone in a state of emotional shock, a place I  
decided to stay for as long as possible.

My husband arrived moments later, and the nursing staff 
began to understand the medical, if not historical, significance 
of this procedure.  News spread quickly, as the entire 
pediatric cardiology lead medical team assembled in surgery. 
We were escorted down the hall to a surgical waiting room.  I 
remember taking turns pacing up and down any hall.  Sitting 
was not pleasant to me at all as my body was still recovering 
from the childbirth.  I was wearing the hospital gown with my 
new pink, zip-up-the-front bathrobe.  It seemed so strange to 
be facing such an important moment dressed in an 
inappropriate come-as-you-are party costume.

I was amazed that all these other people were going about 
their lives with great stride and determination, while I 
couldn’t even decide where I wanted to stand.  The sound 
over the intercom was like listening to a dramatic 
performance.  The public address system orchestrated the 
entire scene, directing doctors, summoning nurses, requesting 
wheel chairs, and routing telephone calls in a constant string 
of words and pleas.  I wanted to turn down the volume on that 
barrage of instructions.  Then I heard, “Code Blue pediatric 
surgery. Code Blue pediatric surgery.”  Those eight words 
came through crystal clear.  I could only image the worst and 
pray for the best.

The surgery lasted about seven hours altogether.  Finally, Dr. 
Eric came by to find two very frightened parents sitting on a 
cheap orange leather sofa in the family waiting area.  He 



looked exhausted but proud as he said, “The surgery went 
well and in a couple of weeks you can take your baby home.” 
I cried and cried as I reached up to give this big man an even 
bigger hug.  My husband and I gave reach other smiles and a 
sweet embrace.  Now that the nurses thought that he might 
live, they decide it was time to ask if we had a name for him. 
I proudly introduced them to “Erik,” and explained that he 
wasn’t named after our special doctor but that I had chosen 
that name long ago.  Dr. Eric seemed rather pleased with the 
excellence of circumstances. 

After a day or so I was able to spend time with my son and 
soon could hold him in my arms.  He was so little and had 
such big bandages.  They had opened his chest with a broad 
incision from the center of his chest all the way around to his 
back, and they had separated his ribs to get to his heart.  He 
was so fragile that I hated to have him cry and so did the 
nurses.  They fixed up a homemade pacifier and taped it to a 
soft white towel.  With that he slept deeply.  When he was in 
my arms, I rocked him gently and sang sweet little songs into 
his ear.  Soon we were reattached and breathing together in a 
soft gentle slow rhythm.  The number of fingers and toes 
meant nothing at all.  I never wanted to let go and I wished all  
of these people would go away and leave us alone forever.

Erik stayed in the hospital for over a month.  We lived twenty 
miles south of UCLA in the city of Torrance.  One of us 
visited him in the hospital every day.  It was a long, hot 
summer in Los Angeles and the Watts riots broke out during 
Erik’s second or third week in the hospital.  Getting to UCLA 
often meant going through downtown Los Angeles, seeing 
buildings burning and fire engines racing up and down the 
Harbor Freeway.  Just getting to the hospital was dangerous.

Then the day finally came when I could bring him home.  I 
felt like I was carrying a valuable glass vase that could easily 
shatter.  My whole family would be in one place for the first 
time.  Erik needed continuous treatment at home and I was 
committed to keeping him healthy.  His primary doctor was 
Stanley Goldberg, head of cardiology.  He and Funkelsrud 



told us about the unique baby and that they would always be 
involved in his recovery.  They stressed the enormous 
importance of the medication and the serious complications 
that missing even one dose could cause death.

After we got home Erik got sick a great deal.  Every night I 
lay in bed listening to him breathe, terrified that the breathing 
might stop.  His incision became infected before we left the 
hospital and they showed me how to take cotton swabs 
dipped in alcohol to clean out the wound.  He was opened 
from his breastbone completely around, under his left arm 
and almost all the way back to his spine.  The incision was 
now merely held together with butterfly bandages.  I had to 
take them off to clean out the area.  My naked baby boy had 
been cut in half.  I thought that if I picked him up the wrong 
way he would break in two.  Each and every morning that he 
woke up I was so thankful that he was still alive.

I began to get comfortable with the doctors, the medications 
and the limitations.  We started to get a normal life back. 
Erik’s father was also feeling the comforts of believing that 
we were out of the woods regarding our active little one-year-
old son.  Attentions could now be returned to family and 
spending time with Erik and his sister Paige who was two 
years older than Erik.

Paige had been the center of our universe until that morning 
in July 1965 when we were supposed to bring home a healthy 
new little baby brother.  She was so magnificent that her 
grandmother had named her “Precious Paige.”  Instead of 
being able to remain in this tranquil environment, she was 
suddenly thrown into the arms of anyone who could secure 
her safety.  I never had the time or wisdom to know what this 
whole shocking thing would do to her.  Paige was the first 
child and grandchild.  Grandma lived for the day she could 
try on that new three-piece matching yellow outfit.  She was 
always the center of attention.  When she first walked we had 
a dinner party.  She had her own pink room and her own set 
of parents.  After Erik was born she must have felt like an 
after thought.



Just as we were beginning to get back to some degree of 
familial regularity, we found out that we were going to have a 
third child.  Two years and two months after Erik was born he 
had another sister.  Shelby’s arrival reminded me that I could 
once again give birth to a healthy, beautiful baby who was 
likely to live a very long time.  She was quiet, sweet and 
charming from the day she was born.  That’s probably why 
Grandma Dorothy named her, “Sweet Shelby”.

For a few years we only had to take Erik to the doctor every 
six months unless he was ill, but all the time we knew that he 
would need another surgery in the future.  Someday soon his 
heart would outgrow the temporary solution at birth and a 
permanent repair would be needed.  On one of those 
scheduled visits to the medical center Erik needed to give 
some more blood.  He was very familiar with the process but 
he never acquired a taste for it. As he courageously climbed 
up onto his father’s lap he turned to the nurse and said, “Take 
my daddy’s blood – he won’t cry.”

On a warm July Saturday Erik had his fifth birthday party 
with all of his neighborhood friends at our local park.  Two 
weeks later he would fly with his father to Minnesota to 
undergo the second corrective heart surgery at the Mayo 
Clinic.  I couldn’t go because our fourth child was due the 
same day as the surgery was scheduled.  I loved being 
pregnant and I loved having babies so this never seemed as an 
additional problem.  We were warned that we would only 
have a six week notice before the surgery.  The surgical date 
couldn’t be changed and I couldn’t change my delivery date.

The party at Walteria Park was delightful.  Erik was wearing a 
bright red football helmet.  It nearly prevented him from 
climbing up the narrow enclosed stairs of the jungle gym 
castle.  He climbed to the top and stood in the center of the 
platform laughing with all of his friends.  I sat there watching 
him so happy and unprepared for what was just ahead of him. 
And he would have to do all of this with his daddy and 
without his mommy.  Why did we always have to worry 



about life and death?  If they could have postponed his 
surgery for one month I could have gone too.

My husband quietly loaded the luggage into the car early that 
August morning.  I gave Erik a very long and tender hug 
goodbye.  How could I not wonder if this was the last time 
that I would be able to touch my son and tell him that I loved 
him?  Erik’s daddy wasn’t looking forward to the trip as the 
entire event was on his shoulders.  He wouldn’t be able to be 
here for the birth of his fourth child.  I kept up the smile and 
told Erik that when he came home he would have a little baby 
brother.  Erik was so excited to be going on an airplane with 
daddy that he couldn’t wait to leave.  He saw a little tear 
curling up in my eye and said, “Don’t worry mommy, I’ll be 
right back.”  I closed his car door and planted a kiss on the 
window.  Still smiling as they backed out of the driveway but 
the tears we now silently rolling down my cheeks.  The 
station wagon vanished behind the big cedar tree in front of 
the Zachary house.  I went to my room and threw my very 
pregnant self down on the bed and sobbed until I fell asleep. 
Erik was about to have a delicate operation from which he 
might not return.

I spoke with my husband daily and he reported how amazing 
things were at Mayo Clinic.  He said, “Erik could have almost 
come here all by himself.”  Volunteers greeted every family to 
make sure that they had a nice trip, good housing, and to 
show them around the hospital.  The medical staff was 
looking forward to Erik’s hospital admission, as his case was 
a unique challenge coming from UCLA.  Doctors at this level 
all knew the latest progress with childhood cardiac surgeries. 
Many people would have a sincere interest in the pioneering 
surgery of Dr. Funkelsrud

On the morning of the surgery I took myself to the church 
where Erik had been baptized.  It was a large stony sanctuary 
overlooking the Pacific Ocean in Hermosa Beach.  I didn’t 
know where else to be.  Early on any weekday morning, Saint 
Cross Episcopal Church was empty of other visible human 
souls.  I thought that if anyone could get me in touch with 



Erik’s heart it would be God.  The church was cold and quiet 
and filled with the morning light coming from the east.  The 
rising sun brought to life all of the stained glass windows as 
colorful images were dancing across the well-worn floor.  For 
hours I sat on a hard wooden pew putting all of my energy 
into talking to Erik.  Reminding how strong he was, who 
loved him and why they loved him.  I kept telling him of his 
best friend little Kristy who was back at home and she didn’t 
have anyone to ride her Big Wheel with today.  I begged him 
to have more strength than he ever had to have before.  I 
knew that he was tired of all the surgeries, tubes, shots, pills,  
colds and doctors, but we would make it all better when he 
got home.

As I sat there alone in the sanctuary I had a fully ripe baby in 
my body, a loving spirit in my heart and my courageous son 
in my mind.  When I got home, daddy called and said that 
Erik had come through the surgery with only minor 
complications.  I could hear the exhaustion in his voice and 
I’m certain he was also exhausted in his body. I can 
remember what it was like waiting for the results of Erik’s 
first surgery.  This daddy was all alone, making conversation 
with other parents in waiting rooms who were going through 
the same thing.  They had each other to lean on.  That night 
we all went off to bed and would talk in the morning.

All the doctors wanted to control the birth date of my fourth 
child, as it needed to be in sync with Erik’s return from his 
operation.  I don’t even remember the original due date.  My 
obstetrician was aware that if the baby did not make his own 
move on the day after Erik’s major surgery I would drink an 
unsavory substance.  I now gave myself permission to go into 
labor with my fourth child.  I had consumed 6 ounces of 
castor oil blended into pistachio ice cream.  I selected the ice 
cream and did the blending.  Pistachio ice cream was chosen 
because I had never had it before and now was certain never 
to have it again.  Within one hour the cramping started, as the 
castor oil seemed to make everything try to leave the body. 
The two grandmothers were busy at home caring for the little 
girls and monitoring events from Minnesota.  My mother did 



take the time to drive me to the hospital.  They quickly put 
me into a wheel chair and took over from there.  My second 
son, fourth child, was born on August 11, 1970 at Little 
Company of Mary Hospital in Torrance, California.  The 
other children had been born at the UCLA Medical Center, 
twenty-two miles from home for a mere $350, so it was a real 
luxury to be at a local hospital with my own doctor.

As soon as the baby was born I asked a continuous stream of 
questions about his health, toes, fingers, eyes, and all vital  
signs.  I was so afraid for his health and yet afraid to enjoy his 
beauty and strength.  Holding little baby David Lloyd gave 
me something warm and wonderful to hang on to while I also 
felt so strangely alone.  Feeling happy about the new baby 
made me feel unfaithful to Erik.  There was no way to have 
any normal emotions.  As soon as I was able and alert I called 
the new daddy in Minneapolis.  In somewhat of a stupor I 
said, “Congratulations, you are a proud father of four.”  His 
stuttering reply was, “Four what?”  He soon got the idea, and 
felt that a healthy son was a spectacular bonus.  We were both 
unable to do any celebrating until all of the children were 
under one roof and sound asleep.

Although the surgery at the Mayo Clinic was not completely 
successful, arrangements were made to fly Erik and father 
back to Los Angeles on a commercial flight.  Within a day or 
so UCLA would be prepared to receive him for the extended 
follow-up care that was necessary.  Daddy and Erik boarded 
the flight first and were given the utmost help and security to 
get them on their way.  The flight was short from Minneapolis 
to Chicago where they would make the connection to Los 
Angeles, but a problem developed during that first leg.  Erik’s 
chest opened where the tube had been the previous day and 
clear fluids were leaking out of him.  What terror! Do you 
demand that they land the plane, proceed on to O’Hare, or get 
an ambulance in Chicago?  One extremely frightened and 
concerned father decided to proceed to Los Angeles where a 
staff of doctors was waiting to take over the case.



I didn’t find any of this out until a very pale 6' 4" father 
carried his weak and ashen son off of the aircraft and stated 
that we needed to get to the hospital immediately.  We took 
Erik, still wrapped in his blue airline blanket, directly to the 
emergency room at the famous UCLA Medical Center.  At 
first the emergency room staff was unaware of the urgency of 
the situation, but their lack of attention lasted only a brief 
moment as I came alive with fear and determination that was 
impossible to ignore.  I slammed my flat hand down loudly 
on the counter with all of the thrust and rage of a mad woman 
who was going to be heard right now.  I informed them that 
this was a patient en route from the Mayo Clinic who must be 
delivered directly to the pediatrics ward where Dr. Stanley 
Goldberg was waiting for him.  Did they understand?  They 
desperately wanted me out of the ER and finally got the 
message that this was indeed a special patient for this 
hospital.

Once we made it to the ward Erik was tucked into bed and 
carefully tended to by magnificent doctors who reinserted the 
chest tube.  His pulse was stable and we were relieved to 
learn that he was no worse from the horrible trip. Erik was 
very sad that he couldn’t go home.  He was tired of being in 
the hospital. He wanted to see his new baby brother and his 
“Kristy Girl.” I told him that it would happen soon but at least 
now I could come to see him everyday and we would bring 
the baby up to visit him.  “Now you are going to get better for 
real,” I promised him, “so try to get some sleep.”  I always 
tried to leave the hospital before he went to sleep because I 
was afraid that he would wake up and be ever so sad that he 
couldn’t say good-bye.  It was getting late and daddy had 
been up since five a.m. that morning, two time zones away, so 
we went home where a daddy saw his two-week-old son for 
the first time.

The pediatrics ward at UCLA is a very busy and colorful 
place to spend the day.  The children, doctors, nurses, 
housekeeping staff, volunteers, and parents made for a full 
house.  Little patients were being pulled down the hall in big 
red wagons with IV poles tagging along.  A medical student 



might appear in a clown suit to blow up balloon hats for those 
who couldn’t get out of bed.  Flowers, balloons and teddy 
bears line the window sills.  Parents with children in critical 
situations are leaning against the walls or sprawling in chairs 
trying to get some sleep.  I was at the hospital with Erik every 
day and at home with the family every night.  One morning I 
arrived at the hospital ward as usual and went to Erik’s room.

I froze in the doorway and my own heart stopped.  His bed 
was empty and the sheets were stripped down to the plastic 
cover on the mattress.  I’ve seen this before; it meant either 
that the child had been discharged, or had died and been taken 
to the morgue.  I couldn’t move or speak.  Finally a familiar 
nurse noticed my pale, sunken stature.  She calmly looked up 
and told me that they had to move Erik during the night, and 
she was so very sorry that they hadn’t called, but they knew 
I’d be there soon.  Enough life returned to me to ask, where 
and why?  She gently walked me over to the Intensive Care 
Unit, and told me that he had had a rough night and needed 
constant monitoring.  As we walked through the door all I 
could see were six little children as near to death as anyone 
could be.  Such helpless little innocent souls lay in those beds. 
I always hated being in the ICU.

Erik was awake and extremely pleased that I had found him, 
as he was afraid that no one would tell me where he was that  
morning.  He was tired in general, but especially tired of 
being sick. He just wanted to go home.  In the ICU they really 
don’t want the parents staying very long, so after an hour I 
told him that I had to go but that I would be back with daddy 
that night.  He kept saying, “Don’t go!”  As I walked toward 
the door I heard his heart monitor sounding an alarm.  I 
looked over at the monitor right above his bed and the heart 
rhythm lines had gone flat.  I could see the last bleeps of his 
heart sliding off the monitor.  His heart actually stopped at the 
thought of my leaving him again.  My heart tried to stop too. 
The ICU nurse gave one loud “Erik!” and his heart pace 
started up again.  I blew him a kiss and told him I’d be back 
tonight and walked out of that room knowing that I had just 



experienced one of the most startling moments of my life.  I 
went home and to bed to prepare to go back that night.

My next door neighbor Lizzy had become an instant mother 
to a three-week-old baby.  She kept the baby at night and 
during the hours when I went to the hospital.  She was one of 
the most loving people I had ever known.  She had two 
children of her own, Joanie and Michael, and a terrific 
husband Rene.  The route to their house included stepping 
over the three-foot high white stucco wall, past the back gate, 
and into their kitchen through the side door.  Many afternoons 
I went over to check on Shelby and baby David and then went 
home to nap before Paige came home from school.  Soon I 
would need to tend to all of my own children and prepare 
dinner.  When daddy got home we quickly ate dinner and 
waited for one of the Zachary girls to come down to babysit 
our little girls and return the baby boy to Lizzy.  Then we 
could head out on the one-hour trip to the hospital.  That was 
the daily schedule and we were all feeling the stress.

One morning I had to get there fairly early as they were going 
to remove Erik’s chest tube and it was a significant event. 
Getting across Los Angeles in the morning was difficult, but 
on this day it had to be done.  The doctors needed to delay the 
procedure until after lunch, but that news didn’t arrive until 
eleven a.m.  So I went to the cafeteria to have some lunch 
with Ellen, Erik’s private nurse.  Midway through our meal, 
an intern who knew Ellen joined us and asked what we were 
up to that day.  Ellen informed him that we were waiting for a 
chest tube removal procedure.

The young doctor bragged of the experience he had had with 
chest tube removals.  He described that as you pull the tube 
out you need to put your hand firmly around the tube right 
where it entered the chest.  One is supposed to pull the tube 
out quickly, so as not to let any air in the hole as it could 
collapse the lung.  There is some bloody mucus on the tip of 
the tube; if you hit a nurse with this fluid you get two points, 
and if you hit a doctor you get three points.  Ellen stopped 
him immediately and told him that I was the patient’s mother. 



His face turned red with embarrassment. He apologized 
sincerely and said that he thought that I was a nurse.  He 
quickly left the table and now I had a much more detailed 
picture of what was about to happen.

I sat there in disbelief. I had never heard anyone talk about 
body parts and fluids with such disregard.  I couldn’t talk.  I 
could only picture Erik with his nurses and doctors, and that 
tube coming out of his chest spewing bloody fluids onto those 
assisting, and a mistake being made causing a collapsing 
lung.  I shuddered as Ellen tried to tell me that they did this 
all the time and I shouldn’t worry.  I knew that three of Erik’s 
top doctors were going to be in the room.  And they didn’t do 
that every time.

As we returned, the medical team was gathering.  I felt a 
sudden twinge of danger as we rounded the corner from the 
elevator and saw three doctors standing near Erik’s room and 
a nurse going inside.  I walked passed them all and went into 
Erik’s room.  He was sitting up playing with some items that 
had been brought to him by a “Big Brother” volunteer who 
sat with Erik daily.  The doctors entered the room and told 
Erik that pretty soon he was going to be able to get out of bed 
and go down to the playroom.  He had had that chest tube 
ever since he arrived from the airport.  Ellen came up to me 
and suggested that I wait out in the hall and she would come 
to get me as soon as it was over.

I told Erik that I would be right outside and he looked up at 
me, not wanting to be disturbed from his play and said, 
“Okay, mommy,” and returned to his projects.  I looked at 
him and once again I thought it might be the last “I love you.” 
I went out into the hall, turned around and stood about three 
yards from the door.  I was afraid to get any further away.  I, 
too, was so sincerely tired of all of this medical stuff that I 
just wanted to put him in my car right now and drive away, 
but even for that they first had to remove the chest tube.

It seemed like such a long time with nothing visible from the 
doorway.  Everything was going on inside.  I wondered if 



they were at the part where they keep air out of his chest, or 
where they spatter bloody mucus on a doctor’s white lab coat. 
Just as those vivid pictures were going through my mind, a 
nurse ran out of his room and rushed to a group of five 
doctors standing in the hall.  She grabbed one of the doctors 
and pulled him back into the room.  Neither of them noticed 
or acknowledged me at all.  At the moment they disappeared 
into Erik’s room, I felt a bolt of lightning go through my 
body.

Wild thoughts were flying through my brain and hitting me in 
the head.  I was dying.  Or was it Erik who was dying with 
me feeling it?  Are we dying together?  Why did the nurse run 
into the room?  I’m going to fall down.  I can’t breathe.  Oh 
my GOD, is this where it is all going to end?  I’ve got to sit  
down.  Erik! Don’t die!  I’m right here, do you need me?  I 
need you.  I want to run into his room.  No, I’ll stay right 
here.  I’ll scream.  I can’t scream.  I’ll just run.  I can’t walk.

I spun around and felt as though I might collapse.  I saw the 
four remaining doctors standing in the hall, and I didn’t even 
have the energy or awareness to call out to them.  My arms 
reached out to the yellow wall.  I could no longer see to the 
right or the left, only straight ahead.  I had lost peripheral 
vision, my legs were weak, my heart rate was rapid and I was 
dying.  This must be what it’s like when the brain shuts down 
one segment at a time.  I could barely think.  One hand after 
the other holding onto the wall for stabilization and one foot 
in front of the other.  Those thoughts and the one about dying 
were the only things that there was room for in my mind. 
Possible death has a way of consuming all thought.

I couldn’t look at anything, because all I could think about 
was inching along that wall.  I crept forward around every 
corner of the wall trying to find a place to sit down.  I had to 
go some distance out of my way because I couldn’t let go of 
the wall.  Step by step and inch by inch, I made my way with 
my dying body around seven corners back to the window seat 
near the elevator.  There I sat, trying to stay alive long enough 
for someone to find me before I went out all the way.  I 



picked up a newspaper to have something else to focus on; it  
was the Sports Section but that didn’t matter.  I could only 
focus on one letter at a time.  I looked closely at a word and 
found a familiar letter.  The letter “A,” and I knew what it 
was, and that all by itself was a great relief.  I was still  
reeling.  I had never felt so much terror in my entire life. 
What had just happened?  I was still in a state of semi-shock 
and could barely function, even though the main wave of 
near-death had somewhat quieted for the time being.

I kept asking myself that question.  Am I dying?  Terror! 
Pounding heart!  It felt like death had brushed over me.  I was 
sure that if IT ever happened again IT would kill me.  But 
what was IT?  Ellen finally came up to me and saw that I was 
in trouble.  She took me down the hall to an empty bed where 
I waited until they called my husband who immediately left 
work to get to the hospital.

Nothing was ever going to be the same again.  From that time 
forward, fear and anxiety would affect me every moment of 
my life.  Everything I did from then on would be for one 
purpose only — to keep IT from happening again, and to 
survive the times when IT did happen.  What about Erik?



 
Chapter 2

Part 1: The Story

Where did the fear come from?  Why was it so damn big? 
How would I know when it was coming back? And where 
could I hide if I felt it approaching?  Anxiety attacks are like 
tornadoes.  I never knew where they were going to touch 
down.  Normally, regarding bad weather, you might hear the 
report that the conditions are just right for tornadoes.  You 
know that if there is a warning, you head for the cellar and 
wait for the monster to pass.  A tornado could blow you off 
into the next county, even kill you with its might and fury. 
An anxiety attack feels like it could kill you too.  Since my 
anxiety attacks had no early warning system I had to become 
hypervigilant, always ready, eyes trained on the horizon 
watching for signs of storm or calamity.

After my first anxiety attack in the hospital, I knew that I 
would never be the same.  I am certain that anyone who has 
been assaulted or raped feels the same.  These are the kinds of  
events that change people forever.  I needed to be at the 
hospital, by Erik’s bedside, at all times.  But I was terrified to 
be there.  IT might happen again!  What good could I do for 
my son if I was collapsed in a heap of horror?  How would it 
help Erik for me to die right then and there?

I was saved from the dilemma.  The nurse who had seen me 
during my attack notified the doctors.  They had no idea what 
was wrong with me, but they assumed it was just stress and 
ordered me to stay away from the hospital.  The doctors said 
they wanted me to be home resting so I would be “fit as a 
fiddle” when Erik was released from the hospital in about two 
weeks.  If it weren’t for IT, I never would have acquiesced to 
their orders; nothing else could have kept me from being 
where I belonged.



So I was saved, yes, but condemned as well, to an internal 
hell of guilt and shame.  What kind of a mother was I for my 
gravely ill son?  What was wrong with me?  I stayed home 
while Erik’s dad did all of the visiting.  I would send recorded 
messages to him on tape.  I would tell him about his beautiful 
baby brother and that all of his friends missed him.  For his 
homecoming they would all plan a big party. He would send 
tapes back to me, too.  He always talked about getting out of 
the hospital and asked why I didn’t come to visit him.  I 
missed him so much.  Despite what the doctors wanted, I 
didn’t really get much rest at home.  I was tormenting myself 
instead, with self-accusations of inadequate parenting.  What 
I needed most was to once again have all of my children at 
home with me under one roof with all of the curtains and 
doors closed.

On one of my taped messages, I told him that we were all 
coming up to visit him on Sunday.  Since he couldn’t be 
released yet the doctors thought it would be a good idea to 
bring his family to him.  As much as I was looking forward to 
seeing him, I really didn’t want to go back to that hospital.  I 
talked to Erik’s nurse that morning and she told us to go to the 
main courtyard and they would meet us there.  Since Erik no 
longer had his chest tube, he could roam the hospital grounds. 
He had already been to the playroom many times.  When we 
got to the courtyard, Erik was already there, and all he wanted 
to do was hold his baby brother.  There he was, in a rather 
picturesque setting in a little wheel chair holding his tiny 
brother in his arms.  He immediately knew how to hold the 
baby and he didn’t seem to notice anything else.  I took a 
photograph of all of the kids finally together.  Paige was 
standing to the right of the chair in a yellow dress and Shelby 
was standing on the other side in pretty pink overalls.  The 
little baby was sleeping in Erik’s arms.  I just kept looking at 
them all. Girl – boy – girl – boy; what a perfect combination 
of children, two of each.  It was a bright, sunny day in 
September and I felt great just being there with all of them.



 
When I was home, alone with this THING that I couldn’t 
understand and wanted no part of at all, I began to doubt 
everything.  I went to see my doctor, but he told me only that 
I was too sensitive and that I should get over it.  Get over 
what?  I had been walking down the hallway of life when 
something jumped out from nowhere and tried to kill me.  I 
felt stupid for being so sensitive; I must be doing this to 
myself, but I didn’t know how to stop.

After two long weeks, good (and fearful) news arrived: Erik 
was finally able to come home from the hospital.  The family 
made ready.  My anxiety grew because I knew that now I had 
to keep him alive myself.  There were many medical 
instructions to follow, but all I wanted to do was hold him. 
And all he wanted to do was to sit in the front yard to greet 
the constant parade of friends and neighbors.  He’d been gone 
a month, and many had been uncertain that he’d ever return. 
Parents had prepared their children in case things hadn’t 
turned out so well.  I was so delighted to have him home 
where I could listen to him breathe at night or cough during 
the day.  I could touch him, hold him and protect him.  I really 
wanted to believe that everything would be fine once all of 
my children were under one roof.

My sister-in-law came out from Albuquerque with Timmy, 
the youngest of their three children, to help our family.  Carol 
is known for her ability to stabilize any situation.  She was a 
nurse, and also a calm and loving woman.  She would get up 
every morning to fix breakfast, get Paige off to school and 
clean the house while doing the laundry.  This was the only 
true relief that I had felt.  I didn’t have to do a thing except 
rest.  Carol knew all about medications and bandages and 
frightened parents.  I’ve rarely seen a relative come into a 
situation so completely and quietly.  Her two-week vigil 
saved my mind and I will forever be indebted.



One day, I set out to drive Paige to school, a short eight 
blocks from our home in this serene suburban neighborhood. 
As we pulled up to the front gate, Paige began to get out of 
the car, but I stopped her with a shriek.  A mountain of fear 
had instantly taken over my mind and my body, and I knew 
that I could not drive home alone.  I didn’t dare let my 
daughter out of the car.  She was my only link to safety.  I 
needed that little second grader with me in order to get home. 
I yelled at her to get back in the car, and I turned that little red 
Volkswagen bug around and drove home with her safely at 
my side.  When I pulled into the driveway I told her that she 
had to walk to school.  I can still remember that startled and 
dejected look on her face.  Had she done something wrong? 
She was still far too young to believe that mommy might be 
crazy.  But mommy knew.

As an anxious parent, I was unable to sit down calmly and 
explain the problem to my children.  They were naturally 
feeling frightened and maybe even guilty in some way. 
“Honey, Mommy has a problem and sometimes I do some 
things that may not make any sense to you.  But I promise 
that everything is fine and Mommy will be well in no time at 
all.”  How could I say that?  I didn’t know what was wrong 
with me, and I certainly had no confidence that anything 
would ever be better.  When my children wanted to know 
why something weird and scary was happening, they would 
hear, “Don’t ask, just do what I tell you to do.”

Another time, I had taken my sister to visit our mother in the 
hospital.  Mom had to have a tumor removed from a main 
artery very near her heart.  Although this was a very serious 
procedure, of course I wasn’t going to go into the hospital; 
hospitals had become “danger zones” since my first episode. 
I wouldn’t go into a hospital even for my own health.  I just 
dropped my sister off, promising to return to pick her up 
when she called.  On the way home, with three of my children 
in the car to keep me company, I began to experience the 
sensation of nearly fainting at the wheel.  I was in the center 



lane, and I knew I was about to black out.  I needed to get into 
the right lane and pull over to the side.  I looked over my 
shoulder and saw a truck coming up on my right.  I felt as 
though I had only 10 seconds of consciousness before it 
would all be over — my life, that is.  With time running out, I 
cut in front of that truck and tried to get to the side of the 
road.  The truck driver was very angry and expressed that 
through his horn and the screeching of his tires.  But I did get 
to the side and stopped the car.  Paige found a telephone to 
call her father for a ride.  I was only three blocks from home 
and I stopped driving that day.

So there I was, unable to leave my house, with four small 
children and a concerned and confused husband.  I couldn’t 
go grocery shopping.  I couldn’t take my newborn baby to the 
doctor.  I couldn’t go to the doctor myself.  I couldn’t sleep.  I 
couldn’t be alone.  I couldn’t go outside.  I couldn’t tell 
anyone.  Some days I couldn’t even get out of bed.  And I still  
didn’t know why.  Needless to say I wasn’t doing very well. 
When things got the darkest, I would retreat to my walk-in 
closet during the day and sit there in the blackness under my 
hanging clothes.  My knees pulled up to my chest, holding 
onto my legs for sheer security, wishing that I never had to 
come out at all.  I’d look at my shoes, all three pairs, worn out 
and ugly, but I couldn’t get out to buy any new ones.  I didn’t 
really go anywhere anyway.  I’d hear the telephone ringing in 
the bedroom and I couldn’t answer it.  I was always afraid of 
more bad news and I couldn’t listen to any more.  Sometimes 
I’d sleep, but most of the time I’d try to mentally prepare to 
be downstairs when the kids came home from school.  From 
there I felt that things could not be any worse.

Being in a place without any stimulation often allowed me 
calm down a bit.  But during those stolen moments of near 
insanity I would have a constant stream of thoughts fighting 
between, “You’re crazy!” and “No, I’m not.”  I feared terribly 
what would happen if it got worse.  What if someone really 
thought that I ought to be in a mental institute?  I was just 



shaking so bad inside that it felt like one of my fingers was 
plugged into a wall socket where electricity surged through 
my body.  I begged the silence to give my one day of rest and 
then I’d take back all of my problems.  Just one day was all I  
needed to be rested enough and reminded of the feeling of 
peace.  I just couldn’t take it anymore but I didn’t know how 
to give up.  Eventually, I’d cry and crawl out of the prison. 
The kids would be coming home from school so it was time 
for me to take my water glass full of wine and drink it as if it 
were orange juice.  Escaping into another world was 
underway.

Erik was almost six years old and deeply in love with the 
beautiful, demure and delicate blonde little Kristy Girl.  He 
wanted to marry her even though she was at least six months 
younger.  Kristy loved him back.  The two of them were often 
seen just sitting on the lawn quietly talking to each other. 
Then jumping up to ride their Big Wheels side by side down 
the sidewalk and up driveways.  Kristy always played at his 
pace.  Sometimes that was really slow and labored.  Erik 
longed for the day that he would be able to climb one of those 
big pepper trees that lined the sidewalk.  He knew he’d have 
to wait to climb trees, and Kristy was just as happy to stay 
right on the ground.  We lived in a tranquil neighborhood 
where the neighbors all knew each other and watched out for 
all the kids.  Even people without children took lovingly to 
this group of fifteen kids ranging from two-year-olds to teens. 
The young ones never wanted to leave the neighborhood 
because everything was right there.  They had parades, garage 
sales, bakery sales, water slides and backyard barbecues.  It  
was a very pleasant place to grow up.  The ‘trash man’ even 
grew to know the kids by name and watched out for them as 
he passed down our street every Thursday morning.

Erik and Kristy were the cutest little couple anyone had ever 
seen. She was delicate, quiet and innocent.  Their devotion 
was unbreakable.  One day the suggestion came out of 
nowhere that they ought to get married.  Kristy and Erik 



loved the idea.  Ambitious and creative Paige gathered her 
group of friends and planned the wedding of the summer. 
The Bride and Groom dressed beautifully and exchanged 
vows in the driveway.  After the ceremony, with everyone 
following, they rode off down the sidewalk on their festively 
decorated Big Wheels.  A grand party followed before the 
children had to go home for dinner as the streetlights came 
on.  The summer had been delightful.  I remember thinking 
that things might actually be getting better.

It was a sunny warm July day, only three days before Erik’s 
birthday, and the kids were coming home from summer 
school.  I saw through the kitchen window that Erik had 
gotten a handlebar bike ride from Perry, his favorite older 
neighborhood buddy who always looked out for him.  Perry 
had been coming home from school himself when he noticed 
that Erik was holding his chest.  He asked the little 
kindergarten graduate if he wanted a ride home on the 
handlebars.  Erik was most grateful and happily accepted the 
ride.

Lizzy was sitting across from me at the kitchen table having a 
cup of tea.  I got up as the boys got closer, because something 
seemed unusual.  Something was not right.  Perry helped Erik 
off the bike and watched him walk safely to the house.  Erik 
came in through the side door, walked past us in the kitchen 
and went straight to the living room.  I looked at him as he 
passed, and said, “Hi honey, what’s wrong?”  Just as he 
reached the sofa and threw down his books, his head flew 
back violently as if he had just been punched in the jaw by a 
person three times his size.  He said nothing, but an unusual 
sound came up from his throat, a short, deep groan.  He 
collapsed to the floor, quivered there for a quick moment, and 
then was still.  He was unconscious and was having a massive  
heart attack.

At the same time he hit the floor on his back, I was falling to 
his side to hold him.  I began mouth-to-mouth resuscitation, 



cursing myself for not knowing CPR.  I was filled with self-
hatred for being too frightened to get the knowledge that I 
now needed to save his little fading life.  As I was breathing 
into Erik’s mouth while holding his nose closed Lizzy picked 
up the telephone and dialed 911.  She calmly notified the 
dispatcher that we had a five-year-old little boy who was 
having a heart attack and we needed help right away.  I kept 
breathing into his mouth; occasionally he would try to take a 
breath, but otherwise he lay perfectly still.  I could vaguely 
hear the sounds of sirens coming toward our house.  Each 
time he tried to come back to life his body would act as if 
he’d been shocked.  Then the quivering began again.  Oh my 
God, he’s dying.  Stay focused.  Stop shaking.  I was holding 
n as tight as I could but something was slipping away. 
Something invisible is seeping out of every cell of his body.  I 
feel the life leaving and I can’t hold it in and I can’t get it 
back.  Somehow he is just dissipating into the air all around 
me.

The sirens of the paramedics could finally be heard in the 
distance.  I was ready to give up my job - anyone could do 
better.  I was so frightened and shaky that I could barely 
breathe.  Lizzy went outside to direct them once they had 
gotten to our block.  Three determined men walked in through 
the kitchen door.  Accompanying them was a man in a tweed 
suit who looked like a doctor.  The paramedics were totally 
prepared to lift me off my troubled son as they thought I was 
going to be a weeping distraction.  One said something like, 
“Move out of the way and we’ll take it from here.”  I wasn’t 
going to be a problem and as soon as they got near I backed 
off and begged them to help.

As they took over, I realized that we would soon be heading 
for the hospital and I still had on my stupid pink bathrobe 
with my dumb pink slippers.  Why hadn’t I gotten up earlier 
and put myself together?  What about the other kids?  Where 
were they?  I had forgotten everything.  Where was my baby? 
Oh my God, what’s happening?  I ran upstairs and threw on 



anything.  I came back downstairs and called Dr. Burns, 
Erik’s local pediatrician, to let him know that we were on our 
way to the hospital and it looked bad.  He said that he would 
meet us there.

Paige and Shelby were just now making their way home from 
school.  The two little girls had rounded the corner with their 
other friends and noticed all of the cars and trucks with 
flashing red lights right in front of their house.  All sorts of 
other neighbors had gathered in the front yard.  Erik was so 
loved, and I’m sure they all guessed what had just happened. 
But it was all just a blur to me.  I could hear the medical talk 
and the pressure the paramedics were under to stabilize the 
little boy.  The man in the tweed suit was giving orders, and 
the paramedics were listening.

As the girls got to the door, I told them that Erik had had a 
problem and that these men were helping.  I vaguely 
remember that one of the thoughtful Zachary girls, their 
regular babysitters, take them to their bedroom so they 
wouldn’t be alone or frightened.  I hate to think of them being 
left alone in their room with all of the bedlam going on just 
down the hall.  No matter what, it was terribly frightening for 
all of us.

Eventually they were ready to take Erik to the ambulance and 
off to the hospital.  As we went out of the house, I asked 
Lizzy to take the baby.  I asked Dolly, Melinda or Bonnie 
Zachary to take Paige and Shelby home with them.  I asked 
Perry’s dad, Gene Roberts, to call my husband at work and 
tell him to meet us at the hospital.  Walking to the ambulance, 
I saw the faces of friends and strangers looking at me as if 
this were the worst possible thing that could happen.  They all 
wished us well and if not verbally it was in their eyes.

They got Erik into the back and I was asked to sit up front in 
the passenger seat.  Even though it had been months since I 
had been able to leave my house for any reason, I got right up 



in the seat.  I’m terribly frightened but not in a panic.  There 
was plenty of real danger to focus my fear. The sirens were 
blaring and we were weaving in and out of traffic.  At one 
point I told the driver that he needed to get over in the right 
lane to turn to the hospital and he politely said, “Don’t worry, 
I’ve been to this hospital before, and we don’t turn right from 
the right lane.”  I thought that it was great to be with people 
who knew what they were doing – I didn’t.  The man in the 
tweed suit was in the back with the other paramedics and 
Erik.

When we pulled up to the hospital, Dr. Burns was waiting at 
the door. He said that he was worried because it had taken us 
so long.  But he immediately disappeared down the hall with 
Erik, the paramedics and the man in the tweed suit.

I went to the waiting room.  I was alone.  I had no shoes.  I  
had no sweater and I was beginning to get cold and shaky.  A 
woman arrived who had been at my house when we left in the 
ambulance, but I had never seen her before that.  She asked if  
she could sit with me and was there anything that I needed.  I  
said yes – I need my shoes.  She jumped up to go back to the 
house to get me a pair of shoes.

I sat there for a long time not knowing what was happening, 
but I saw the lights go quite dim for a few seconds and then 
get bright again.  I knew that they were shocking him, and I 
felt like I was a part of his shock.  Could they bring him 
back?  My new friend returned with my shoes and news from 
home that the girls were having watermelon.  Other neighbors 
were in my house doing dishes and cleaning up any evidence 
of the heroics of the paramedics.

Dr. Burns eventually came forward, just as my husband 
finally arrived after his terrified trip to the hospital.  We were 
told that Erik had indeed had a major heart attack and it 
would take a couple of hours to know the full extent of the 
damage.  He was currently on a respirator and was stable, but  



it would not be a good idea for us to see him now.  He wanted 
us to go back home and get some rest, as it would be a long 
night.  Dr. Burns also wanted to reach Dr. Goldberg at UCLA 
for an additional consultation.

We were afraid for both of us to leave, but I couldn’t drive 
home alone.  If Erik was stable I wanted to go home to see the 
girls and to check on the baby.  Lizzy planned on keeping 
baby David all night and that was perfectly fine with me; he 
couldn’t have been in better hands.  We brought Paige and 
Shelby home to let them know that Erik was in trouble, but 
that the best doctors were working very hard to make him 
healthy again.  They were troubled.  Paige was afraid that she 
might have caused the problem and that it was her fault, since 
she had wanted to race him home from school that day.  Little 
Shelby was just four and could barely understand anything, 
but she said, “Erik always goes to the hospital, mommy, he’ll 
be home soon.”  I tried to keep smiling when I was around 
them, but at eight Paige was old enough to know that my face 
wasn’t telling the truth and that smile made her angry.

Dr. Burns was concerned that due to the length of time Erik’s 
brain had been without oxygen, he might have severe brain 
damage.  I went up to my bedroom and once more threw 
myself across my bed.  I feared that he had lost memories, 
like where he sat at the dinner table or how to ride a bike. 
Had he forgotten how much I loved him?  My God, that 
memory of love and protection might just have been erased 
and forever gone.  I thought that if the brain damage had 
happened at all, it would have been while I was giving him 
mouth-to-mouth resuscitation.  So while I had been trying to 
breathe life into his body, it might have been seeping out.  I 
envisioned myself breathing in his memories and try to force 
them back down his throat.  Tears couldn’t stop, and I had to 
have my face buried in a pillow or I would have been heard a 
block away.  It felt like someone was ripping him out of my 
belly with bare hands.  I cried until I fell asleep, but was soon 
startled awake by the ringing telephone.



Dr. Burns called to say that it would probably be a good idea 
for us to return to the hospital.  And that’s all he said.  That 
wasn’t a good call.  We took the girls back up to the 
Zachary’s, so they could keep them for the night.  We kissed 
them and hugged them strongly before hurrying back to the 
hospital.

Once we got there Dr. Burns said that they had moved Erik to 
the third floor and that we should go up there.  As we were 
standing outside his door Dr. Burns said, “When we did the 
EEG we unfortunately found that Erik had no brainwaves. 
We are going to disconnect the life support system soon and 
let nature take a its course.  You now need to be strong and 
say goodbye to Erik.”

I couldn’t say a word; I just walked right through that door to 
be with him for the first time since he collapsed.  Some 
unusual voice in my head reminded me to be dignified and to 
hold my head high.  Having been so emotional at every bend 
in my road the thought of dignity came from a deep prideful 
place.  I remember a blur of people standing all around the 
room.  Doctors, nurses, and medical technicians were all 
standing silent and still, nearly frozen in place.  It seemed to 
me like they were all just holding their breath and not having 
any idea of what reactions might be coming from these 
parents.  I took the ten paces over to the right side of his bed. 
The tubes had all been removed.  The monitors were all 
silenced and death was in the air.

He looked peaceful.  He looked quiet.  I stood near his side 
and held his little hand as I told God, “Be on the lookout for a 
smart, loving and beautiful little boy who will be coming up 
real soon.  I love him very much, so take real good care of 
him.”  Tears were streaming quietly down my cheeks, as they 
are doing right now.  Through my hands I told Erik that he 
was free to go and he was an exceptional son and I was proud 
to know him.  I promised him that I would keep all of his 



memories forever and ever, and he could go to the New 
World without pain.

I was only with him a few minutes, as the medical staff 
wanted us to come out of the room.  I blindly walked to the 
elevator and went directly to the Chapel on the first floor.  I 
knew that they were going to turn off the life support system. 
Once in the Chapel I spoke a few more words to God about 
Erik, with instructions for all of his favorite things such as 
food, music and play.  He could often be heard singing, 
“Michelle, my belle” and “Twenty-six miles across the sea, 
Santa Catalina is awaiting for me, Santa Catalina the island of 
romance - romance – romance.”

I needed to return to the third floor to be near him for as long 
as possible.  A nurse found a chair for me so I could sit right 
outside his door.  People were looking at me as if to gain 
insight into the emotional wounds being created at this type 
of a moment.  All their faces said to me that this event would 
have been their worst nightmare.  I was just sitting there 
quietly, wiping the tears that kept running down my cheek. 
Throughout this whole evening, I knew that my husband was 
right beside me, but we couldn’t comfort each other as we 
both could barely deal with ourselves.  Erik held onto life for 
quite some time after they turned off the support system and I 
was determined to sit right there until they declared his death. 
That was around two to three hours of complete silence and 
private grief.  Erik was pronounced dead at 7:30 PM three 
days before his sixth birthday.  It was over.

We went home to call everyone and to try to get a few hours 
of rest between the visitors and calls.  The next morning we 
went to get the girls and tell them that this time Erik would 
not be coming home.  Again I had that reassuring smile, but it 
seemed to make Paige feel that I didn’t care about Erik dying, 
and she left the room angry.  Shelby just smiled and said, 
“It’ll be all right, mommy.”



Later that day, I was taken away to get some rest.  During that 
time, the whole neighborhood came into my house to gather 
anything that had belonged to him – clothes, toys, pictures, 
schoolbooks and favorite foods.  They boxed it all up and put 
it just out of sight.  They told the mailman to intercept any 
birthday cards for him and give them to another neighbor for 
safekeeping.  They cleaned the house, played with the girls 
and left a note stating that dinners would be arriving for the 
next seventeen days.  The food would be put outside the back 
door and the dishes could be put back there the next morning.

I wanted to find something to read at his funeral so I went to 
the Child Craft book of Poems and Rhymes.  I opened the 
book in the middle and the very first poem I read was from A. 
A. Milne.  It read,  “When I was one I had just begun.  When 
I was two I was nearly new.  When I was three I was not yet  
me.  When I was four I was not much more.  When I was five 
I was just alive.  Now that I’m six and clever as clever, I think 
I’ll stay six now for ever and ever.”

For two days we held an evening visitation service at the 
mortuary.  I could only go for a couple of minutes every 
evening.  So many people came by to give us hugs and smiles 
and condolences.  After I left with a neighbor to go home, my 
husband greeted the remainder of our friends.  On the second 
and last night of visitation, Erik’s dad came home looking 
especially pale.  I asked him what was wrong.  He said that  
after everyone left he reached into the casket and tried to pick 
Erik up, as he wanted to bring him home.  But Erik was very 
cold so he just laid him back in the coffin and left.

His funeral was his last birthday party and he had a beautiful 
brocade baby blue casket with a huge spray of white roses 
covering the whole top.  Kristy Girl’s parents, Irene and 
David, sent two interlocking hearts covered with red roses. 
Flowers filled the church; there were over a hundred visitors, 
from kindergarten teachers to favorite doctors and nurses.  We 
buried him near a big pepper tree with love and grace – just as 



he had lived his life.  White butterflies danced and hovered 
over the casket for the entire outdoor service.

In the following few days we got many visitors, cards, letters 
and telephone calls, but a few stand out. Dr. Burns called to 
tell us how sorry he was and asked how were we doing.  Then 
he asked about the man in the tweed suit.  Dr. Burns wanted 
to thank him as he was a doctor and was extremely helpful in 
the emergency room.  I told him that he had arrived with the 
paramedics and I didn’t know anything about him, but I 
would try to find out.  I called the paramedics to thank them 
and tell them that Erik did not survive the night, and they 
were clearly shaken, as everyone suffers when a child is hurt.  
When I asked them about the man in the tweed suit, they said, 
“We don’t know who he was.  When the emergency call came 
in and we were getting into the rig, he showed up at the back 
door saying he was a cardiologist and that he was going 
along.  We knew we could use all the help we could get, with 
a child having a heart attack.  Frankly, we had never seen him 
before and we never saw him again.”  No one ever saw him 
again, nor even knew who he was – just a mystery man.

For me, it had been about one year since that first anxiety 
attack.  I had already been living with severe anxiety and its 
devastating symptoms for that long.  Now, with my son’s six-
year fight for life over and lost, I fell into profound 
depression and isolation.  Alcohol became my new best friend 
and fear became my constant companion.  Someday, 
somewhere, somehow, I was going to have to get help for 
myself, and I only hoped it would be soon.  I was slowly 
dying of a broken heart and I was only twenty-six years old.



Chapter 3
Part 1: The Story

After the funeral and the gathering at the house, friends and 
family began to get back to their own lives.  For those seventeen 
promised evenings, people brought food to the house.  Every 
evening, just before dinnertime, there would be a box of food left 
just outside the kitchen door.  It could have been spaghetti with 
bread, salad and dessert, or any other dinner that was perfect for 
a little broken family.  The next morning, I would put the baking 
dishes back outside near the door and somehow they vanished 
until the evening when another repast would arrive.  The 
wonderful neighbors on Winlock Road, in Torrance California, 
have every right to be proud of themselves.

After a couple of weeks of isolation, my husband and I took a 
weekend away in Palm Springs.  It seemed so unreal to be 
leaving on a getaway sojourn for pleasure.  The faithful 
Zachary’s took the girls, and Lizzy kept the baby, now one year 
old.  In fact, baby David’s birthday was the very day that we 
were leaving.  We had a Birthday Breakfast for him and all of the 
local kids planned his big party for later in the day.  I packed a 
bathing suit, several simple clothes and a well worn 007 
paperback novel that I had been trying to escape into between the 
rigors of reality.

David’s first outdoor birthday party it was well under way as we 
reluctantly drove off on our excursion.  I still have the vision of 
this little baby boy sitting on a blanket wearing a birthday cap 
with cake and presents on the front lawn of the Zachary’s house. 
David was a blonde-haired, blue-eyed little pup who looked so 
much like Erik.  I think it gave people great pleasure to be with 
him because he was so happy and healthy.



Ever since that first frightening wave of terror occurred in my 
car, I had not driven more than a block or two from the house. 
Just getting into a car was horrifying.  The thought of going off 
to Palm Springs was a mixed blessing.  I did want a change of 
scenery, and our marriage sorely needed a getaway.  I was 
frightened of everything, since I had been so sequestered in my 
home for all of those months.  I felt that seeing different places 
and faces would help to snap me out of IT – that same IT I had 
experienced for over a year now.  Since Erik was in heaven, I 
could be with him wherever I went, and I talked to him 
constantly.

Once arriving at the Motel 6 we checking in, found our room and 
headed for the heated swimming pool.  In the middle of August 
Palm Springs is truly a completely different place than what we 
had left behind.  The warm air was embracing and strangely 
securing.  The cold beer was in a bucket right next to our lounge 
chairs except for the ones in our hands.  It felt terrific to be 
floating effortlessly in the warm water and the blazing sun.  I just 
floating along with the flow and starred up into the rich blue sky. 
The few white clouds were drifting from one shape into another. 
I almost felt like I was looking up into the beauty of the heavens 
and thus Erik’s new home.

At least I could relax until several other families arrived and 
frolicked with each other in the same water.  The children were 
jumping from the side of the pool.  Their parents were in the 
water encouraging the spirited and free feeling children.  I 
remember wondering if these people knew how lucky they were 
to be able to hold their children and laugh with them.  I wondered 
if they noticed how sullen we were or did it just look like snooty 
and impatient.  I so wanted to jump out of the pool and stand at 
the edge screaming, “Stop! Don’t you know that our son just 
died?”  As that impulse passed so did the pleasures of the 
afternoon.  It seemed impossible to grieve in public when 
everyone else was just going on about their own natural daily 
business.  We stayed for the weekend because that was the reason  
we came and that was what we were going to do.  We missed the 



children terribly and called home four times each day.  We really 
wanted to get back to them.  Quietly we drove home on Sunday 
to return to the life we had unsuccessfully tried to leave behind.

As time went on, I noticed that I was very easily startled, even 
the slightest noise would cause me to jump out of my skin.  I 
couldn’t eat, I couldn’t sleep, and I was extremely angry deep 
inside.  I had no idea if I would survive, or my marriage either. 
This terrible ordeal for two young parents, not yet thirty, was 
bound to cause confusion.  I couldn’t go grocery shopping.  I 
couldn’t clean the house.  I couldn’t take the children to the 
doctor.  I couldn’t control myself.  Walls were building up all 
around me and only surrounding situations I could personally 
control.  It also felt like all of the secure walls were collapsing all  
around me.  Life was shattering into giant chunks of emotional 
rubble.  So often I just wanted for someone to come in and take 
care of all of us.  I dreamed of being taken off to a mental 
hospital with fear and relief.  The fear was that if I ever got into a 
mental institution I would never get out.  The relief was that 
someone would feed me, medicate me and let me sleep.  Maybe I  
could sleep until it was all over.  The love for two little girls and 
a healthy one-year-old son produced the only energy in my body 
and it was just enough to keep my heart beating.  Life could be 
difficult living with a broken down confused mind.  I was blindly 
naive and massively under powered in trying to straighten out the 
lives of some many innocence people.

The baby needed a one-year-old well baby check up.  He had 
rarely been to the doctor.  I couldn’t take him.  I couldn’t even go 
along.  The thought of taking a baby boy to a doctor for 
examinations and opinions was impossible for me.  On the few 
occasions that he did go, he went with yet another friend, Beth 
Marshall, who lived around the corner and was a nurse.  Our 
families had become good friends and she knew about my 
limitations.  Not what was wrong but that something was wrong 
and she didn’t push my boundaries.  Occasionally she would ask 
if she could take the baby to see the doctor.  It was Dr. Burns so  
he had no trouble with a surrogate mother bringing Erik’s little 



brother in for examinations.  She would make the appointments 
for the baby, then come by to pick him up and take him in for 
check-ups and shots.  Dr. Burns, who knew exactly why I  
couldn’t be there and he knew that Beth was a good friend and a 
nurse.  I was so thankful for her many efforts to help in her 
gracious way.  I was also deeply full of shame for not being able 
to take my own child for a medical visit that I had done hundreds 
of time before.  The fear of even getting into a car that was 
heading for a doctor’s office was literally impossible.  I was 
certain that I would faint or jump out of the moving car if I even 
attempted the journey.

I also needed to go to a doctor, so he could find out what was 
wrong with me.  But I was afraid to find out what that something 
was wrong with me.  The conflict between the desire for 
knowledge about my malady was equal to the fear for knowing 
about the malady that was ruling my life.  I really wanted the 
doctor to give me a magic little pill that would make all of this 
horrible pain go away instantly.  Then on the other side I was 
afraid to take any new pills that the doctors prescribed – what 
might the side effects be?  So I want a doctor but I don’t.  And I 
want a pill but I would be afraid to take it.  So go with what you 
know and have another glass of wine where everything is just a 
little numb.

Often I’d wish that I would die, because I couldn’t take it 
anymore.  I was so burdened by the constant fear that I might 
have some deadly disease that was going to kill me and that I  
would be gone forever.  All of these contradictions were what 
went on inside of my head continually.  It seemed as though no 
decision could be made on anything.  I struggled with every 
thought, wrestled with every decision, and condemned every 
action taken or considered.  I would walk around the house 
debating everything, and I was going through these debates all by 
myself.

On at least one occasion, I can remember walking through the 
house not knowing what to do at all.  Most of the time it was 



easier just to go back to bed.  Then once in bed, I felt I was sick,  
ugly and lazy, and that I should get up and do something 
constructive.  But what could I do?  I wasn’t really capable of 
doing anything.  I felt that no one needed me – in fact, I was a 
burden to everyone.  I couldn’t take care of my family.  I couldn’t 
take care of my home. Most importantly, I believed that I 
couldn’t even take care of myself.

I’d get up every morning to get the family out of the house and 
on their way to school or work.  For the children, breakfast was 
almost always a cold cereal of their choosing.  My husband 
might have eaten or just had coffee but he was usually out of the 
door quickly.  He had long since gotten over expecting me to 
actually prepare a meal with a happy ‘Good Morning’ tone in my 
voice.  My routine was would be to wave goodbye, put the baby 
in bed with a bottle and return exhausted to my bed.  I’d stay 
lifeless in the house until just before the kids got home from 
school.  Then I would go into the living room and lay down on 
the couch to keep an eye on them as they played outside.  They 
were strictly instructed never to leave the front yard, because I 
was unable to go looking for them.  The kids had a very hard 
time understanding why they couldn’t go anywhere, and they 
acted as though they were in trouble and didn’t know what they 
had done wrong.  I didn’t know either, but I just had to keep them 
close.

Often, as I looked through the front window to the flowers in the 
window box.  I would see the same delicate white butterflies that 
had danced over Erik’s blue brocade coffin.  I watched those 
butterflies and imagined that Erik had returned through those 
fluttering friends to tell me that he was fine and that heaven was 
sweet and he had new friends.  I dreaded the moments when the 
little creatures flew away and watched them until they were out 
of sight.  Sometimes I’d sit there for hours, waiting for them to 
return to hover again over the giant golden marigolds.

On those rare occasions that I was able to get someone to take me 
to the doctor’s office, I would complain of the pounding heart.  It 



was really pounding hard.  The booming heart beat so loud that it 
would keep me up at night if I ever put my ear to my pillow.  I 
could feel the throbbing in my chest.  The doctor would always 
say that I was fine medically and there was nothing wrong with 
my heart.  I was simply being too sensitive.  I should just relax. 
That meant to me that it was all in my head, offering further 
evidence that I was moderately out-of-control crazy.  To help me 
relax he would give me some medication for rest.  Over time 
doctors tried various medications.  They offered anti-psychotic 
drugs to make me silent, and anti-depressants to perk me up. 
Other times they would give me nothing, and send me home 
assuring me that it was all in my head.

I knew that the pounding heart sensation was not only in my 
head. On the pillow at night I heard only this strong pounding 
throb.  I recall wishing that it would just stop.  Then I knew that 
wouldn’t be a good idea.  So in order to get any rest I had to 
sleep sitting up so my ear would not be against the pillow and 
then it didn’t seem quite so loud.

Some pills that they gave me would put me to sleep for the entire 
day.  That wouldn’t work.  Some pills wired me up so much that I 
couldn’t sleep. That wouldn’t work.  I have no memory at this 
time of ever taking a pill that was just right.  After a period of 
time, I began to completely distrust doctors and especially those 
pills.  I was afraid to go to doctors and very much afraid to take 
any new pills.

I recall the terror of nightfall, because I knew that everyone else 
in the whole world was going to be sleeping and that I would 
probably be wide awake.  In fact, I feared that I would be the 
only human in the whole world that was awake.  I was terrified 
of being alone even if four other people were asleep somewhere 
else in the house.  As night fell I’d began to pump adrenaline, 
and then I was wide awake.  One a.m., two a.m., and I was still  
awake.  As soon as the night sky began to lighten, I could go to  
sleep.  It was all much like that first night of Erik’s life while 
trying to stay awake all night to watch his isolet across that 



courtyard at UCLA.  By the time I finally fell asleep it was time 
to get up with the children.  I finally fell into the cycle of 
sleeping during the day and being wide-awake all night.  My 
body felt like I was uncomfortably wearing the wrong shoes on 
the wrong feet.

A year after Erik’s death, we planned to take a family vacation. 
My husband always wanted to go back to Minnesota where he 
was born.  Returning to his favorite youthful fishing hole on 
Lake Lida was the destination.  The baby was two, Shelby was 
five and Paige was nine years old.  I had to plan a trip that I 
wasn’t sure I could even go on myself.  Someone went with me 
to the Auto Club so I could map out the trip.  We planned to drive 
up to Yellowstone and then directly across the northern states to 
Minnesota, the land of a thousand lakes.  I looked at the maps in 
complete detail.  In one place I saw that our planned route would 
have taken us through a tunnel, so I had to reroute the trip by 
sixty miles.  I didn’t care how long that tunnel might have been. 
In the event it was long enough so that I couldn’t see the both 
openings at the same time I wouldn’t enter at all.  A tunnel, any 
tunnel, could take you anywhere for any length of time.  The fear 
of being trapped is the screaming sensation that would be 
honored.  It was also essential that I knew where every hospital 
was along the way.  I had to have the Auto Club plan things out 
through the trip guide where they give you one leg of the journey 
at a time.  I could envision myself going only through one small 
section at a time; I couldn’t imagine traveling across a whole 
map.  Life came to me in little chunks, as that was the only way 
that I could handle it.

Loading up the car with kids, snacks and maps meant that 
everything I loved was going north and I’d better get in the car. 
The excitement of the adventure lasted until we passed Modesto 
where the laughter turned to “Are we there yet?”  We were too 
far away to go home so we forged ahead one state at a time.



Yellowstone Park was an amazing place.  I was especially 
affected by the rhythm of the Old Faithful geyser.  How could 
anything like that be so stable?  I would get up early in the 
morning, sneak out of our little wooden cabin, trek the 200 yards 
to the neatly placed wooden logs used as benches, and wait for 
the rumbling.  I got so much peace from knowing that nature was 
doing exactly what it was supposed to be doing.  If life had a 
rhythm I believed that whatever we had all been though was part 
of a plan.  I didn’t like the plan but this idea was quite comforting 
rather than a world of random chaos.

One of the days I ventured alone out into a meadow where nature 
was all in it’s place.  I was again surprised to feel so comfortable.  
I found were some buffalo hair was caught on the bark of a lone 
tree in that meadow.  Little vermin like ground squirrels scurried 
back to their holes as I approached.  Finally I noticed that there 
was a buffalo looking at me from his frozen pose.  I couldn’t 
remember which was essential to be upwind or downwind.  It 
was all so serene.  I wanted to put my name on the cabin door 
and just stay right there where I would homestead.

We moved on to Lake Lida, through Montana and North Dakota, 
where we had rented a two-cabin unit right near the lake’s edge. 
The trees and grass went right down to the water’s edge and a 
small island beckoned about a half-mile offshore.  Being out on 
the lake was wonderful, as the wind blew past my face and 
through my hair.  I always felt better when my three babies were 
in sight and happy.  My husband was feeling much better too.  He 
was back in a territory where he felt in control – probably for the 
first time in a very long time.  He would often take the boat by 
himself out onto the water and just sit there.  I don’t remember 
catching any fish, but I probably didn’t want to know as I had 
grown to the point where I couldn’t bear to see anything die – not 
even fish.

The third week of our trip was to head back to California via 
Mount Rushmore and the Black Hills of South Dakota.  The 
children were naturally tired of the car and the travel, but I loved 



looking at the natural beauty of this picturesque landscape.  At 
one point, I told the kids that they could get out of the car and 
scream as loud as they could.  They looked at me as if I was 
crazy – I was the one who always told them to be quiet.  Was this  
a trick?  They tried to scream but couldn’t; apparently screaming 
was no fun if it was allowed – or worse yet, encouraged.  Those 
little breaks were fun, and we were all together and heading 
home.  From South Dakota we returned to Wyoming on our way 
to Utah.  We had a pleasant stop in Salt Lake City, where we 
floated in the Great Salt Lake and toured the Mormon Temple.  I 
looked long and fondly at a beautiful mural on the walls of the 
spiral walkway.  This mural depicted a young child coming from 
the loins of an old man, and it followed his journey until he 
became an old man himself.  I delighted at the thought of 
reincarnation, and dreamed that maybe Erik would come back to 
me someday.  Also, believing in the cycle of life was yet another 
aspect of the beauty and normalcy of nature.

The final state before California was Nevada.  As we were 
approaching Nevada, I started to feel all of that terror rumbling 
back up through every bone in my body.  I would sit in the car 
mile after mile, looking at the signposts with the blue rectangular 
signs indicating that the nearest hospital was ten miles ahead. 
Then it was five miles ahead.  Sometimes I had to sit on my 
hands, because I was again afraid that I might go crazy, open the 
door and jump out.  Miles and miles of thoughts while trying to 
figure out what was wrong with me.

I hated riding next to a big semi-truck being driven by a strong 
woman while I couldn’t go grocery shopping alone.  I hated the 
fact that we had been on the road for two and a half weeks and I  
hadn’t driven one mile.  I hated the nightmares.  I hated my 
marriage.  And most importantly, I really hated myself.  I would 
have given anything, except one more child, to have someone 
come up to me and tell me that I would be fine and that they 
knew what was wrong and they could fix IT.  While back in 
reality, all of life was a gamble, so Nevada was passed through 
quickly.  Then California and home at last.



As soon as we got back home I tried to find a therapist.  I wanted 
someone with an office that was close to me, somewhere I could 
try to drive myself.  Also it was important that the route had only 
right turns.  Somehow I had lost the ability to turn left.  At least I 
couldn’t be in the left turn pocket.  I never knew what my body 
would do, so I had to stay near the right side of the street.  That 
memory of having to pull over just before a near blackout was as 
fresh a memory as breakfast that morning.  I found a doctor 
within five minutes and less than two miles away.  Unfortunately, 
I could rarely get there on my own.  The route would be to leave 
the house, turn right on Rolling Hills Road, turn right on Palos 
Verdes Drive and then finally turn right on a small road down to 
the church where Lester Kim, psychotherapist, was kindly 
waiting to see me.

On those rare occasions that I did get up to see Dr. Kim, he did 
the best he could to point out to me that there was a lot of stress 
in my life.  He tried to give me some ideas on how to minimize 
the stress and strain, but he didn’t have any idea what was 
causing those sensations of near death and emotions of current 
mental crisis.  It did feel good for me to be there.  I enjoyed so 
much his gentle approach to life and thinking.  He did a great job 
of reassuring me that my life was an enormous struggle.  His 
office windows looked out onto a peaceful courtyard where birds 
and flowers and squirrels lived in harmony.  I so wished that I 
could also.  I always felt better whenever I left and I always 
wanted to go back.

The trip home would be to get back to Palos Verdes Drive and to 
turn right on Hawthorne Boulevard, go down the hill and turn 
right on Newton Street.  One more right turn onto Winlock Road 
and I was home safe – white knuckles, breathless, exhausted and 
miserable once again.

During this period of time, which was over about two years, I 
would bounce from one medical person to another.  I have no 
recall at all that any of them told me that I was having panic 



attacks and was probably suffering from agoraphobia.  A 
diagnosis would have felt so good.  Validation.  But it was not to 
be forthcoming.

The idea of going to the dentist was about as foreign and 
frightening as going to a lynching, my lynching.  My dentist 
would try to be patient with me, but I’m afraid that was wearing 
quite thin.  I would schedule many more appointments than I 
kept.  And when I finally got into his office, he could only do a 
small portion of the work at one time.  I’d eventually go months 
between appointments and sometimes a temporary filling would 
have to be good enough to last for a long time.  I also remember 
that he would keep a tank of oxygen right next to me because I 
kept telling him that I was going to faint.

The depression, the doctors and the lack of diagnosis really did 
contribute to the problems lingering and worsening.  I finally had 
to give up going to banks, supermarkets, schools, gas stations, or 
any other public places.  When the doctors couldn’t find anything 
wrong with me, my worst fears about being crazy did seem more 
plausible.

Then death came again.  Another child in the neighborhood died. 
Perry, the boy who had ridden Erik home from school on his 
bike, had two older brothers, Billy and Tommy.  Tommy had just 
drowned in the municipal swimming pool.  He had been healthy 
and a good swimmer.  The neighborhood was once again thrown 
into grief.  Martha Roberts, mother of Tommy, Billy and Perry, 
was the neighbor who taught Sunday school every week and 
helped wherever she was needed.  She was a Girl Scout Leader 
because of her youngest child and only daughter Shirley.  She 
helped at school and ran her family with precision so that she 
might have a little extra time to take tap dance lessons.  She 
loved to dance and she wouldn’t give that up for anything or 
anyone.

As the word spread down the street, people all began walking 
toward the Roberts’ house.  As I was going to the door, I was 



thinking that I couldn’t stand to deal with this again, even if it 
wasn’t my own child – but I did have to go.  And believing that I 
couldn’t stand was true, because it felt like my legs were going to 
give way and I was about to walk into the fire one more time. 
We had left the kids at home and walked down to the second 
house on the left just past the O’Hara’s.  I would rather have 
gone to the O’Hara’s because Nancy and I and others often 
gathered there during the day for a bottle or two of wine.  Tyrolia 
or Sangria was the beverage of the summer.  A glass of wine 
would be the elixir that would get me through the evening of 
grief and sorrow.

As we got to the door, Martha was already opening it as she 
could see us coming up the short driveway where the kids had 
been playing all afternoon.  She immediately put her arms around 
me to comfort me.  I heard her whisper that she knew this must 
be very difficult for me.  She offered us a place on the sofa 
among all of their other friends and she kept stroking my back.  I 
had never known such kindness in my life from someone who 
deserved it more herself.  Tear after tear just ran down my cheek 
and I wanted to curl up in her lap to fall asleep.  From that very 
moment on, I knew that I could and would trust her with my life 
and I wanted to be with her every moment.  I felt like a little girl 
who had found her mommy again and she was so full of grace, 
courage and faith.  There would never be another human being 
like her and I knew it.

I went home that night remembering her tender touch.  Sometime 
during the next week or two she asked me if I wanted to grocery 
shopping with her.  I told her that I couldn’t go but could she 
please take Paige. “Of course,” was her answer.  Martha went  
shopping every Thursday, so it soon developed into a routine. 
She would pick Paige up every week to take her to the store and 
bring her home with the groceries.  She took the kids to Sunday 
school and checked in on me regularly.  I felt so safe with her 
that sometimes I thought about going in the car with her and 
someday I might.



Summer wore on, and soon it was time to send Paige and Shelby 
off to school.  Paige was now in the fourth grade, and Shelby was 
starting kindergarten.  I would be home all day alone with baby 
David, who was a very active three-year-old.  Was I really going 
to be able to take care of him?  Or me?  And who was going to 
do the grocery shopping, now that Paige would be in school 
during Martha’s shopping trip?  I might actually be able to go – I 
had to go.  Handling the fear of leaving the house to go out into 
the front yard was one thing, but getting into a car and going to 
Foods Co. was a completely different matter.  Why worry?  It 
was just another place to drop dead.

The time came, and Martha pulled up out front to pick me up. 
She’d have to come to the door to get me, because I didn’t even 
have the strength to talk myself into walking to the street.  My 
body acted like I was about to get into a car that was going to 
take me to the edge of the earth, set me on fire and push me into 
a shallow pond full of crocodiles.  Who would want to take that 
ride?  But Martha came to the door and told me that if I had any 
problems we would leave right away and that nothing was as 
important as getting us both home safely.  I got in the car and we 
went to the store.  Once inside, we walked every aisle together.  
If she ever got out of sight, I could feel a warm fluid rise through 
my blood indicating that the fear monsters were coming to get 
me.  I’d hurry down the aisle until I could see her again, and then 
the ugly fear bastards began to slither away.

Our grocery outings grew to feel safe enough for me to consider 
going to Girl Scout gatherings.  I would go with her to leaders 
meetings and listen to all of these grown women who could 
actually drive themselves there and back home again.  They were 
planning trips that included buses and leaving the county.  Yikes! 
I just sat and listened and returned home safely without being 
kidnapped.

We also made our way to school, where PTA meetings were 
going forward in full swing.  More people out in the world.  The 
same thing was true with the prayer group where my soul got the 



most attention.  Martha also drove other people to medical and 
dental appointments – I was there.  Once I remember that we had 
to drive someone to UCLA.  Now that was 20 miles away and 
the same hospital where I had that first dreadful moment of near 
death.  But with Martha I believed I could go; she knew exactly 
what was happening inside me since I told her every thought I 
ever had.  By now we had put many miles on our friendship and 
she always listened and told me just how awful that must be.  She 
was the first person ever to say that this must be awful.  I took a 
deep breath.  There was now one person in addition to Lester 
Kim, my occasional therapist, to see that I might not be crazy.

I loved our excursions and I really appreciated all of the time she 
had spent with me.  At one PTA meeting, I accidentally agreed to 
do something with the newsletter for the school.  It was a single 
page to be typed on some duplicating paper to be run through the 
mimeograph machine.  I didn’t know how to type.  I didn’t know 
how to spell.  And I certainly didn’t know how to run the 
mimeograph machine.  This agreement meant that I would have 
to go to school to talk to the principal to get the information for 
the bulletin.  The PTA president had her own news and I needed 
to put it all together.  I did.  I borrowed a portable typewriter and 
learned how to use the mimeograph machine.  The paper was 
completely full of typos and errors, but I was the last person in 
the world to see the mistakes.

At home we discussed the option of selling our house and 
moving out of the area.  My husband wanted to move to Orange 
County, which was only about 50 miles away.  We even put a 
down payment on a huge home, high up overlooking a valley, 
with a large backyard.  The house was new and it was beautiful.  
The kids were all excited about picking out their new rooms.  My 
husband seemed happier than he had since that boating moment 
on Lake Lida.  Maybe we would finally be able to change the 
tragic course of the family saga.

Escrow would only take about sixty days.  Count them down – 
50 days, 40 days, thirty days and so on.  With each tick on the 



meter I became frozen.  I couldn’t move.  Martha, my friends, my 
doctors, my world, my life was not in Orange County.  If I 
moved into that house, I would never leave.  It would become a 
prison without bars, just before it became a morgue without tears. 
How was I going to tell my husband that I couldn’t go?  What 
would he do?  How much could he take?  Our discussions were 
not always quiet nor pleasant nor understanding nor sober.  I 
knew I couldn’t move and he was just figuring it out.  Everyone 
but me was very sad at not being able to go on an adventure.  I’m 
sure the kids knew that their mother and father were not too 
happy together.  I imagine that they hoped we’d be happier in a 
new house, especially Paige.

So much fell on Paige’s lap; she was old enough to be the mom 
when her mom could not be found.  She probably experienced 
only twenty percent of a happy childhood, and yet she always 
smiled.  She learned to keep smiling so it would look like nothing 
was wrong.  I sometimes reflected on a moment, shortly after 
Erik’s death, when she came to me in the kitchen.  I was at the 
stove and she was just off to my right standing there, a thin 4’8” 
blonde, cautious child.  She looked up at me and asked some 
question about Erik.  I shamefully don’t remember the question, 
but I clearly remember my answer:  “Shut up!  Don’t you know I 
can’t talk about him?”  If she ever wondered whether I thought 
she had caused Erik’s death, I probably removed all doubt in that 
moment.

My husband’s disappointment over not being able to move to 
Orange County was obvious.  Problems escalated with time.  No 
one knew what was wrong with me and I wouldn’t do anything 
about it.  We were still a young couple, as I was now 27 and he 
was three years older.  We didn’t have any wise guidance through 
this strong and dense emotional jungle.  One night we fought 
terribly.  I don’t remember what caused it, but this time I had to 
leave.  Running away or running to safety – I don’t know.  He 
said that if I went away not to come back.  He was undoubtedly 
fed up with the situation that he couldn’t fix, all the while 
married to a sick woman he could not leave.  So I left.  I hid in a 



neighbor’s motor home, with their permission, that was parked 
directly across the street from the house.

The next morning, the kids woke up and I was gone.  They were 
now lost and alone in a house without a mother, a house that 
mother had left in a horrible mess, in the middle of the night. 
There were clothes all over the sofa, dirty dishes in the sink, wet 
clothes in the washer and the dryer was full of cold dry clothes. 
The two-year-old needed his diapers changed and to be fed. 
Paige probably had to do all of the cleaning and the cooking and 
the listening to the chaos that had developed in the house.

I was frozen in the motor home.  I lay on one of the beds looking 
out the window toward the house watching every movement. 
That was a Sunday and the kids would be home all day 
wondering what was going on.  I’d see them out in the yard with 
their friends and I couldn’t talk to them.  That night after dark I 
quietly made my way to the back of the house and tapped on 
Paige’s window.  After a few minutes she came to open the 
window.  I told her that I was fine, but that it would be best for 
me to stay out of the house for awhile.  I assured her that I was 
close and I would be back soon.  Somehow she mustered up the 
wisdom to agree.  She went back to bed and I went back to the 
motor home.

These episodes of despair were not infrequent, and even now I 
can’t find the right person to blame.  It was just too much for any 
two people to stand.  We probably had gotten together to take 
care of each other, and when I stopped taking care of anything I 
had broken the deal.  After three days of watching the kids going 
to and from school and having people bring me food, it was time 
to go home.

We did sell our house, and moved five blocks away into a smaller 
one with a larger backyard.  This was not the big change that 
everyone wanted, but it was a change.  Things seemed to quiet  
down for some time.  Paige got a new bed with a pink canopy, 
and she stayed up on her perch for many hours.  The kids would 



plan carnivals in the backyard and sell tickets to their friends. 
Paige would create the rides and games while Shelby baked 
goodies to sell.  I looked out the window one afternoon during a 
carnival event and saw Shelby sitting patiently, waiting for 
someone to come by to purchase one of her tasty wares.  There 
was no one in the backyard.  But since Paige was out in the 
neighborhood rounding up new customers, Shelby sat there 
waiting.  She sat for over an hour until she sold them all.  It 
wasn’t uncommon for Paige to do the work and for Shelby to get 
the money, and she saved it all.  Shelby was such a happy,  
peaceful child.  She rarely even noticed any disharmony.  Her 
head was full of pleasant daydreams and lively moments of play. 
She was wise and so full of joy.

It had been two full years since the summer of Erik’s death, and 
we were in a new house where new memories could be made. 
Hopes flew high for quite a while, and the calmness was a very 
refreshing change.  I thought I might be getting better.  I still had 
a hard time going to school for school events, but for the first 
time I could go somewhere.  The next goal was to be able to take 
my children and myself to the library, ten blocks away and across 
Hawthorne Boulevard.



Chapter 4
Part 1: The Story

Fall had its own challenges, but I felt like I might be returning 
to life.  I decided to try to achieve my goal of getting to the 
library.  We lived on Primm Way, which was a pleasant cul-
de-sac where kids could play without worry, but to get to the 
library also meant I had to pass by the park.  This was the 
same park that Erik had chosen for his fifth birthday party. 
Being able to get there was bittersweet, but the other kids felt 
that this was a bonus day.  After three years, I was able to 
drive from our house to school, three blocks away. Now I was 
going to try to cross Hawthorne Boulevard, a four lane, and 
much-busier street.  Four lanes are twice as big as two lanes, 
and it was somewhat like crossing the Nile on a raft when you 
can’t swim.

I got the kids in the car, and by now they all knew for certain 
that this was merely an attempt.  The number of times we 
tried to go somewhere was not equal to the number of times 
we arrived anywhere.  We were all tucked into the Ford 
station wagon with fake wood siding.  Pulling out of the 
driveway was fine.  I drove out onto Cricklewood and then 
over to Madison Street where I made a “left turn.”  That left 
turn didn’t really count because there was never any traffic on 
that part of Madison.  Okay, turn right on 242nd Street and you 
are two blocks from Hawthorne Boulevard.  Then one block 
from Hawthorne Boulevard.  The problem would be the 
traffic light.  The traffic light was the main reason I choose to 
cross at 242nd, but it was also a major hurdle.  I couldn’t stop 
at stoplights. Someone might pull up behind me and block me 
in, or I could pass out and drive my children into oncoming 
traffic.



The only solution was to pull over to the curb, 25 feet from 
the intersection and right next to Walteria Florist.  I realized 
that I could now get to the flower shop, right across the 
Boulevard from Marcy’s Candy Store.  Paige, now twelve, 
watched me park the car to await the green light, and was 
preparing herself to take over.  That was a first for anyone. 
Shelby, as usual, just looked around, polite, happy and 
delighted to be going to the park.  She had not yet known the 
delights of a library.  Baby Dave was wandering around on 
the back seat knowing that this whole thing was brand new. 
He’d never seen his mom drive this far.  Whoopee, we are 
now six blocks from home, and about four more to go before 
we could play.

The main challenge was for me to stop shaking and take a 
deep breath.  Then I had to watch carefully until the light 
turned yellow for the cross traffic, then put that old Ford into 
overdrive and prepare to gun it.  I had timed this light before, 
and it was real fast; I only had seconds to get rolling.  (A 
memory came to me from years ago, before my world 
collapsed, when I had driven stock cars at a local drag strip – 
back then, I knew how to accelerate!)  Uh-oh, there’s the 
yellow, here we go, no turning around now.  Finally, across 
Hawthorne Boulevard!  By the time I parked the car in front 
of the library I was exhausted, and would have been just as 
happy to go right back home, but I didn’t.

The kids played in the park, and then we all walked through 
the library.  I looked at the books and wanted to read them all. 
If I couldn’t go out into the world, then I could at least bring 
the world to me.  One problem, I didn’t have a library card.  I 
was afraid to ask for one.  I didn’t believe that I deserved to 
be anywhere, so why would these people lend me a bunch of 
books?  I was scared to ask because I was frightened that 
when they where talking to me I might have a breakdown. 
Standing face to face with people was probably the main 
reason I felt so much fear.



The enticement of the knowledge in the books won, and I 
walked up to the counter with a three-year-old holding my 
hand for courage – MY courage!  A kindly librarian asked if I 
lived in the area and had a driver’s license.  Yes, to both. 
Well, okay, then I could check out twelve books today.  Grand 
prize!  I just scooped up whatever I could find.  Kids’ books, 
travel books and books on Greek or Roman mythology.  I had 
always been enormously intimidated by the word 
“mythology,” but it beckoned me.  I believed that if I wanted 
to learn something, it might be a good idea to start that 
learning curve with simple books from the children’s section. 
If I understood a subject as it was written for children, I could 
then move up to grown-up versions.  I was a child, at least 
emotionally and socially.  Intellectually, I was uncharted.

For a few short moments I had forgotten about the car, the 
drive, the park and the fear.  But now, as it was time to go 
home, it all came back.  Gathering up the kids was easy, as  
they were still a little cautious about leaving me alone – for 
MY safety.  I had less trouble on the trip home, because 
instead of the “fake” parking I had done to wait for the yellow 
light, this time I could park for real, in front of the candy 
store.  And, a treat at the candy store did seem appropriate – 
except I couldn’t go into the store.  Paige once again extended 
my reach. Back in the car, some with candy and some with 
ice cream.  Start up that Ford one more time, take a deep 
breath, hold on tight, watch for the yellow light and then GO!

When we got home, the kids scattered, and I took my books 
to my bedroom.  I spread them all out on the bed and just 
touched them.  It was thrilling to think that if I knew what 
was in these books, it would be like going around the world 
and through time.  I started with the travel books, as they had 
pictures.  One step at a time would be just fine.  France was 
the first adventure, and I loved my travels through the 
countryside of the north.  The green rolling hills covered with 
wild flowers looked more magical than a rainbow, and I 
wanted to run among them without stepping on a one.  I 



wanted to climb the snow-capped mountains just over the 
ridge. I knew that if I was up there I could see forever.

Someone asking about dinner brought me back to Torrance 
and into my body.  Today had been one of the finest days on 
record, because I knew I could go to the flower shop, the 
park, the library and the candy store.  The books were going 
to take me away from being stupid, and if I could stop being 
stupid maybe I could get away from IT also.  I believed that I 
could recover at this pace and now I wanted to get better.  All 
of those trips with Martha gave me the desire, and all of those 
months of sleeping gave me the strength.  Now, I might 
actually be able to recover.

Then came December 5, 1973.  Three weeks before 
Christmas, my husband solemnly announced that he had 
decided to leave for good and forever.  He said that if I 
wanted to fully understand, I should listen to Carole King’s 
new song “It’s Too Late.”

For nearly thirty days I stayed in the darkness of depression. 
Paige would make oatmeal and sit on the edge of my bed 
insisting that I eat something.  She would stay home from 
school to make sure that I didn’t just fade away.  She also 
took care of David and Shelby, all the while doing the grocery 
shopping with our personal angel Martha.

That dark cloud hung around through Christmas and right up 
to New Year’s Eve, when Lizzy had a New Year’s Eve Party. 
She didn’t live right next door anymore, so, with enormous 
reluctance, I went to her house for the party.  Surprise … I 
had a good time.  I didn’t have to worry about anyone caring 
what I did. I didn’t have to worry about anything but myself. 
For the third time I felt a sense of hope and promise.  I was 
asked out on a date, and I accepted.  Not long or not far, but a 
baby step toward my future.



My emotional and physical strength returned at a steady pace. 
I knew that this time I was going to wash that man right out 
of my hair, forever.  Very quickly I filed for divorced and was 
scheduled to have an appearance before the judge on the first 
day of April of the following spring.

I so sincerely believe that life has an amazing way of 
balancing itself.  Martha and I would take our daytime 
excursions out into the evening mist of the dating scene.  She 
had recently become single and we were both now looking 
for a future.  I can assure you that we scanned the horizon 
from sunset to midnight most Friday and Saturday nights. 
My growth and development took a whole new turn.  I cared 
about myself.  How did I look?  What should I wear?  Who 
am I?

That last question stumped me.  I had no identity.  Well, 
maybe a tiny identity.  I was a mother, an ex-wife, a daughter, 
a friend, and a very frightened woman.  But that was it.  I 
knew what I had to work with, and it was time to decide what 
I wanted to become.  The main thing that I wanted in my life 
was to be without fear.

One of my friends, Marsha, thought that I would benefit from 
a little color in my life, and set me up on a blind date who 
would make house calls.  I opened the door to a robust man 
with a blue cape and gold shoes.  It was Captain Sticky, 
America’s only practicing caped crusader – that was his line. 
In the driveway was the big black StickyMobile with flashing 
lights, flags, a dome top for the laser, and a paint job that 
spelled out his mission from bumper to bumper.  Richard 
Pesta was his real name, but he rarely used it.  His driver’s 
license said he was Captain Sticky.  We dated for over a year.  
The younger kids loved to jump into the StickyMobile to go 
to the grocery store.  Paige would rather walk.

Richard cared about me a great deal and he didn’t mind the 
three children or the fear factor.  He would just put me in the 



StickyMobile and say, “We’re going.”  One time he took me 
to the Special Olympics at UCLA, where we rode around all 
day in the celebrity bus from venue to venue.  The kids at the 
games followed his flowing gold cape everywhere he went. 
He could make friends and meet business associates while 
mugging to the cameras with a thrusting clenched fist and 
demonic grin.  He was a live comic character.

One weekend in San Diego at a comic book convention, I was 
seated next to Ray Bradbury for dinner at a banquet.  Anxiety 
was often only horrible when I felt trapped and this might be 
one of those situations.  I was extremely uncomfortable about 
sitting at a big round table, in the center of the room, right in 
front of the stage.  I didn’t know anyone at the table and once 
the speakers began all eyes would be in my direction.  I didn’t 
want to panic.  It felt like I was saying that I didn’t want to 
throw up.  There were so many things that I could do now but 
this might not be one of them.  I got to the table early while 
pretending to be confident.  I kept searching for the signs of 
fear creeping up from my ankles.  When Mr. Bradbury came 
to join us I was certain that I needed an escape plan.  I could 
just excuse myself, slip out to the left and slither over to the 
door about forty feet away.  As I kept planning my escape I 
realized that I was beginning to enjoy myself.  Listening to 
the eight people at the table discuss their impressions of 
science fiction tales I was brought back into moment.  I didn’t 
forget about the exit plan but I never felt more than a slight 
urge to activate it.  Another venue conquered.

I got to go with him to KABC for a live on-air interview with 
radio host Michael Jackson.  He had parties with searchlights 
and motorcycle officers at his borrowed home, which was 
known as Sticky Manor, on a quarter-acre in an upscale 
section of Long Beach.  George Reeves, the original 
television Superman, was our guest of honor.  The house was 
massive but in great need of repair.  However, the enormous 
amount of people wandering around the house was all anyone 
could notice.  I wore a homemade long black crepe dress with 



spaghetti straps.  My hair was all pulled up on top of my 
head, with little sprigs of white baby breath to create a halo 
effect.  That night was magical and made me feel like a 
princess.  Everyone had a code name, and I was introduced as 
DL.  Just between friends, DL meant Destroyer’s Lady.  As 
much fun as this was I knew that I had to move on in my life. 
It was time to challenge all of my other fears, and it was time 
to begin.

Over that wild year I saw a New World, and I wanted to move 
out of my shell.  I couldn’t live forever in Sticky Land but the 
journey through it was worth a master’s degree in sociology 
and public relations.  Richard would always be there if I 
never needed anything at all, and I thank him deeply for the 
adventure.  I ended up with over 200 photographs, endless 
memories, great courage and a deep friendship.  He still owes 
me a ride in the Goodyear Blimp.

In August, my mother offered to take me to Hawaii for a 
week and I was determined to meet the challenge.  After all, 
what could motivate me more than a week in Hawaii?  So 
there I went.  This was our first return visit since we had lived 
there in 1962.  A trip back to Hawaii with Mom would be 
liberating.  Flying was still not a problem for me.  I seemed to 
automatically trust the pilots to do the right thing.  It was also 
fun to have drinks, food and entertainment all brought to me 
as needed.  I even recall that mom won the bottle of 
Champagne by guessing correctly on the time for the midway 
point of the trip.  We’d save that bottle for later.

Once we landed I felt like I had just come home.  As the 
doors opened on the aircraft a blanket of warm air flooded the 
cabin with a slight smell of sweet ginger.  You immediately 
knew that you were in a completely different world.  Flower 
leis of rainbow Plumeria blossoms were presented to all who 
disembarked.  They slightly tickle your neck and smell 
uniquely of Hawaii.  The bus ride to the hotel took us past so 



many familiar places that my adventurism was becoming 
seriously activated.

As soon as all personal items were unpacked and the luggage 
was put away it was off for the first outing.  I searched for all 
of the old familiar places that I had frequented at seventeen. 
All the while so enjoying the warm tropical weather.  Walking 
from corner to corner of Waikiki was how I would spend the 
majority of the day.  Everything blooms in Hawaii making the 
sights and smells intoxicating.  A swim in the warm waters, 
while gazing at Diamond Head, was relaxing as well as 
invigorating.  The whole trip felt like solid freedom and 
adventure.

As the week was getting closer to an end I knew that I really 
didn’t want to leave.  I cried as the plane touched down at 
LAX, while the remainder of the cabin applauded the safe 
landing.  I immediately began to make plans in my head to go 
back to the islands to stay there.  It was time that I got out of 
the world that had become too small.  The children’s father 
was now living in Chicago.  I didn’t work.  In my heart, I 
mainly longed for that sense of freedom.  Living on a small 
island meant that I didn’t need to have a car.  If I didn’t need a 
car I wouldn’t feel so bad about not being able to drive. 
Almost immediately I put my home up for sale.  Surprisingly, 
it sold within 30 days.  I really had to go.  We packed our 
favorite items carefully, as the journey would take a little 
more than four weeks.  All of our friends got together many 
times to say good-bye.  Martha and I cried for days, but she 
was happy to see me on my way at last.

One friend was too hard to say good-bye to, so I didn’t.  It 
was Dave, a man that I had met on the evening just before I 
went to Hawaii with my mother.  We dated during the time 
that I sold my home.  It was perfect; he would be going to 
Indonesia in September on business for Hughes Aircraft, and 
would be there for at least six months.  I was leaving for 
Hawaii for good, so we could have fun together here knowing 



that soon we would both be going our separate ways.  He 
planned to stop in Hawaii on his way to Indonesia shortly 
after I arrived, just to make sure I’d settled in and was 
comfortable.

A month before I left California, just as the house sold, the 
kids went to Chicago to visit their dad who had recently 
moved there.  I had one week in California alone and a little 
over two weeks in Hawaii to get settled.  As I was preparing 
to leave for Hawaii, I became aware of having deep feelings 
for this man, who was caring for me in spite of my confusing 
lifestyle.  I would truly be missing him, and I was very 
pleased to know that he would be stopping over in the islands 
before heading out further across the Pacific.

I arrived in Honolulu alone, and began looking for a home. 
But by the time Dave arrived a week later, I still hadn’t found 
one.  So we looked together.  The friendship worked quite 
well and I never saw him angry, drunk or anything other than 
what he said he was from the beginning.  He was recently 
divorced and seemingly interested in making a deeper 
relationship of the situation.  First we found an apartment for 
me.  It was ideal.  The fifth floor of an apartment building 
over a huge banyan tree at 507 Pensacola Street.  From the 
lanai I could see all of Diamond Head, one of my favorite 
vistas in the whole world.  It was a two-bedroom apartment 
with a tiny kitchen and a mini washer and dryer.  I ordered 
some rental furniture and it was delivered quickly.

Before leaving the mainland I had packed up all our clothes, 
dishes and personal belongings, but all else had been sold at a 
garage sale handled by Paige and monies collected by Shelby. 
The shipment would arrive a few days after Dave was to 
depart for Indonesia.  The children arrived one day before he 
left, so he tucked us all away in our new home.  Then he left.  
It was sad.



Paige, Shelby and David were enrolled in local schools.  Pale 
blonde children from the mainland were not well received. 
David had his shoes stolen.  Shelby didn’t notice any trouble. 
Paige was in high school and had to adjust the fastest and the 
most.  It was a big change for all of us.  We thought that we 
would all feel better when our belongings arrived that week. 
I got a call from the shipping company telling me that our 
crate was on the dock and it would be delivered tomorrow.  I 
assured the kids that all of their toys would make for a better 
home.

That day they went off to school and I waited for the delivery. 
It arrived at about 10 in the morning.  Two men were going to 
do the job.  They were both extremely different in size and 
attitude.  The taller of the two was also quite heavy and 
pleasantly talkative.  He was quick to talk about his children 
and how much he liked this apartment.  He also thought that I 
was unusually fortunate to have such a magnificent view of 
Diamond Head and Waikiki.  Much smaller and quieter was 
the other man.  He merely followed us around while looking 
at everything without saying a word.  My fears were often so 
far away that I forgot to be mindful of danger.  In one 
moment, I noticed that the tall man was gone and the short 
man was standing right behind me as I was putting away the 
dishes in the little kitchenette.

I first felt his presence and turned around to face him directly. 
He immediately put both of his hands around my neck and 
tried to strangle me.  I couldn’t imagine that this was 
happening.  He was serious.  What the hell was going on?  He 
pushed me so that my back was against the counter right in 
front of the sink.  I was waiting for him to take his hands 
away and laugh in a joking manner.  The look on my face 
might have said, “What the hell are you doing?”  My hands 
were to my side and I really didn’t move at all.  I didn’t want 
to move and I was beginning to get angry.



For every moment that I didn’t try to get away he began to 
look a little more confused and uneasy.  The whole time he 
never said a word but stared into my eyes trying to frighten 
me.  I remember thinking that I had been through so much 
fear that this jerk wasn’t going to disturb me at all.  I was 
aware of the fact that my face was turning red and I wasn’t 
breathing but I noticed that as my face got redder he got a 
little more nervous.  That made me madder and I’m sure that I 
looked like I could kill him if he didn’t get away from me 
right then.  When my chest and shoulders puffed up in anger 
he was even smaller.  Just as quickly as he had grabbed my 
throat he let go.  He was visibly shaken and asked, “Why 
didn’t you try to get away?”

I took my right hand and grabbed his left arm with the force 
of all that rage.  I nearly picked him off his feet as I pushed 
him backward and to my left in the direction of the door.  He 
felt like a limp rag doll and didn’t struggle a bit.  I could have 
taken him out of the door and lifted him over the railing for 
an easy toss down five floors to the open courtyard below. 
But as I got to the door I merely shoved him out and locked 
the door between us.  I walked right to the telephone to call 
the police.

Within 30 minutes the police had him arrested and the 
moving company was on the scene to protect their interests. 
In the aftermath I kept thinking, “I didn’t panic!  I’m strong 
when I need to be strong.”  The only regret I had in the 
aftermath was that I didn’t use my knee to proper disable my 
attacker.  The new moving crew politely put everything away 
and left quietly, all before the kids got home from school. 
The four of us were real happy that night to go through all of 
the possessions that we had so carefully packed a month 
earlier.

Every week or so, I talked to Dave by phone in Indonesia. 
One day he invited me to join him there, at company expense. 
Before I knew what I was saying, I told him I would go.  Yes, 



I said that I was going to Indonesia! I had no idea how I was 
going to pull this off, but damn it, I would never get another 
chance, and this man had started to mean more to me than I 
had planned.  I tucked my fears under my chin and found the 
passport office in Honolulu.  I got all of the medical shots 
required to be going to Indonesia.  I was soon headed out by 
plane over the Pacific Ocean.  I collected amazing mental 
pictures and terrific stories while on my stops in Tokyo, Hong 
Kong and Singapore on the way to Jakarta. 

The Hughes Aircraft travel office had arranged my trip, but 
unfortunately they failed to notify Dave of my itinerary, so 
when I finally landed in Jakarta there was no one there to 
meet me.  It was late, very dark, no one spoke English, and 
the airport would be closing in 15 minutes.  I couldn’t have 
imagined or created this state of fear and panic if I had stayed 
locked up in my small agoraphobic closet in California.

Dave had sent me some matches from the Sari Pacific Hotel 
several weeks ago as a memento and a small insignificant 
trinket.  Being newly in love, I had kept everything he ever 
gave me.  I went to a guard booth, made a hand sign like a 
telephone, and showed them the number on the matchbook 
cover.  The guard dialed the hotel and gave me the handset on 
a very short cord.  I told the hotel operator that I was carrying 
secret documents and I needed to speak with anyone from 
Hughes Aircraft immediately.  Moments later I heard an 
American voice say, “Hello.” It was one of Dave’s friends. I 
knew then that I would be rescued.  I found a taxi and showed 
him the matchbook, and soon I arrived at the hotel.  Dave’s 
friend met me, paid the cab fare, and tucked me safely away 
in a room upstairs, where I quickly began to fall asleep.

Dave had figured out on his own that I was missing-in-action 
and he headed for the airport, arriving shortly after I’d left 
and finding it dark and empty.  He was pretty panicked 
himself.  He had no idea where I was, and wasn’t sure that I’d 
even been there, but then he found the man in the guard booth 



who had helped me.  Dave tipped him outrageously, then 
rushed to the hotel and met his friend in the lobby.  The friend 
told Dave that he should take better care of his girlfriend.

This experience put into my head the thought that, “If I could 
make it through that I could make it through anything.”  I 
have probably said that to myself more than a thousand times 
since that trip around the world.  When I got back to Hawaii, I 
packed up all of our belongings once again.  The kids and I 
were going to move back to the mainland just as soon as 
Dave finished his work in Indonesia.  We would be taking up 
residence together in Hermosa Beach with a strong 
commitment to love and support each other and our combined 
five children.



Chapter 5
Part 1: The Story

Finally, it was time for me to rest. I was in a great 
relationship, the kids were at a school that they loved and I 
could begin to feel the pressures of life starting to lift.  Even 
so, the panic attacks still lived in my body and my mind.  If I 
were asked to meet with the teachers at school, I’d first need 
to swallow eight ounces of vodka and cranberry juice, then 
find a way to get into the car.  Actually, my “car” was a big,  
bright red Volkswagen bus, with a personalized license plate 
“Red Barn.”  That was exactly what it looked like.  The ego 
that was required to get into that kind of vehicle was much 
larger than mine.  I hated the big thing and it hated me. 
Getting to the school would take me 35 minutes to go eleven 
blocks, because I was going down alleys, around corners and 
only driving out onto busy two lane Valley Drive for two of 
those blocks.  (“Busy” to me meant that one car may come by 
every three minutes.)  And, once I got to the school, I was 
nearly too frightened to go inside.  Maybe I’d be stuck in a 
meeting and wouldn’t be able to leave if I had an attack. 
Those were the worst places for my anxiety to flourish.

With this degree of anxiety and panic, I still had to live inside 
the house to feel good.  I could walk down to Boccato’s, the 
local market, where Gil and Frank, the owner and manager, 
knew who I was.  They had great sandwiches.  It was also 
important to stop at Boccato’s on the way to the beach.  It felt 
great to be able to walk five blocks from home without 
terrible feelings right on top of my thoughts.  I traveled those 
blocks with one or more children by my side so I wasn’t quite 
alone.



On rare occasions, I would try to make it to the local 
shopping mall.  Now that was an adventure.  It meant driving 
the car seven blocks up the hill to Pacific Coast Highway at 
Twenty-first Street in Hermosa.  It was one of the few places 
along the Rapid Transit bus route where I could park close to 
a bus stop.  Then I’d walk twenty feet to the bus stop and wait 
for a bus to take me the seven miles to the Del Amo Mall.  I  
didn’t know what I would do when I got to the mall because I 
was afraid to go inside, but I had to try, even if just to turn 
around and come back home.

One time when I was waiting for the bus, I started to panic 
and wanted to go back home.  The anxiety kept building and I 
felt like I needed to scream, cry, or run.  But what if I ran out 
in the traffic on Pacific Coast Highway?  I didn’t know where 
these feelings came from or what they might do next.  So now 
I had a new fear, the fear of running out into traffic.  It was a 
little like being caught in a flash flood with water rushing all 
around.  At any moment, I could be swept into the rushing 
current and be killed, if not for the tree branches I was 
hanging onto to prevent being swept away.  That horrible 
moment passed and finally the thoughts began to subside. 
Then I realized that I had been hugging a big black tar 
covered telephone pole as if it were that tree in the middle of 
that imaginary river.

Apart from the panicky times, my new life gave me a sense of 
home and security.  I became a team mother at Little League, 
co-coach for basketball and began to stretch many of my tight 
boundaries.  I so sincerely wanted to feel better and join 
others in life that I decided to get help from a professional. 
Once again, the same criterion was required – it had to be 
someone who had an office I could get to without making any 
left turns. Steve Parker was a therapist that worked a lot with 
hypnosis and paradoxical interventions and I could get to his 
office on my own.  My husband generously felt my mental 
health was worth the investment.



Steve had a way of making you change your own behaviors. 
He made me agree to put on a red dress, with an elastic 
waistband, over my clothes whenever I was going to have a 
panic attack.  I carried that red dress with me for over a year. 
The idea of being seen in that outfit was almost as frightening 
as the panic itself, so I fought through every gripping attack. 
He taught me how to relax and to visualize myself being 
calmer and happier.  He was a really bright guiding light out 
of the deepest part of the fear.

Now I had a husband and a therapist who were both being 
supportive of me and my growth.  Steve taught me that no 
one was going to take care of me and that I would have to 
learn to take care of myself. Dave gave me the room to learn 
to take care of myself and yet lent support by catching me if I 
fell and helping me back onto my feet.

Steve loved to tell stories as a way of seeing oneself in a 
detached way.  One of my favorite visualizations was that I 
was a sapling of a tiny evergreen tree that had taken root in 
rough terrain, struggling to grow.  I had to force my way up 
between the rocks. Water was scarce.  Sunlight was limited 
and soaked up by taller older and more aggressive giant trees.

He stated that I should now take pride in the fact that I had 
survived.  My place in the forest was secure, and I would 
grow up to be just as tall as I ever wanted to be.  My strength 
now made the rocks move.  The rainwater and morning mist 
was always ample for the taking, either through my broad 
branches or through my deep and rugged roots.  I had also 
started some offshoots of my own and the grove would keep 
us safe.  His words gave me a picture of strength and a 
positive future.

This was the first time I was ever able to look back over my 
life to see how I grew up and what events bent my branches. 
I grew up in the Pacific Northwest, a blonde little beauty who 
was a planned addition to the family.  I had a brother six years 



older than myself.  My mother’s birthplace was twenty miles 
away, in Tacoma, and she was raised less than a mile from the 
house where I was born.  From that house, it was just out the 
back door, across the big back yard, through about twelve feet 
of blackberry bushes, and across the lawn to Grandpa Peder’s 
house, where my father was born and raised.

Our house was built on the lower half of the family land, on 
Wollochet Bay in the Puget Sound, that my Norwegian 
grandfather bought after coming to Washington State.  He 
brought one wife with him from Norway, and had five 
children in the New World. My father was the youngest and 
couldn’t move too far from home, so he built the three-
bedroom, one-bath house high on a bluff, under the cedar and 
maple trees, looking north over the bay.  Wollochet Bay was 
so rural that the mailman drove down the middle of the road, 
putting mail in boxes through his passenger window.  So rural 
that the telephone switchboard operator knew everyone and 
everything.  When I went to my best friend’s house, instead of 
walking by way of the old asphalt and gravel roads, I took a 
shortcut through two miles of woods. The trouble with going 
through the woods was that there were bears, so we had to 
watch out for clumps of recently dropped digested berries and 
make lots of noise.  The main benefit would be that you might 
see a trillium along the way, a white flower with three petals 
and three leaves, which only blooms once every seven years 
and stays only a few days.  I tried to see as many of them as I  
could so that they would all be acknowledged for being so 
beautiful and having the patience to wait so long to bloom.

I feel blessed to have such happy memories of the early days 
of my life. Dad had a Chris-Craft wooden speedboat named 
the Jim-Jan; my brother was the Jim and I was the Jan. 
Nearly every weekend we would get in the boat, go fast, walk 
on a beach, have a picnic and go home.  I was four. We took 
train trips from Tacoma to Portland or to Vancouver, Canada. 
I have more photographs than memories of those trips but I 
do remember one night in a hotel room, I think it was in 



Vancouver.  My parents were going out for the evening and 
they ordered room service for my brother and me.  A man 
brought in a big round table on rollers with silver domes on 
top, specially beautiful with a flowing pink cloth draping to 
the floor.  Even better, when he took off the silver domes, I 
saw all of my favorite foods right there at one time, and I 
could eat all I wanted.  I felt all grownup and special.

My parents had lots of friends, many whom they had known 
all their lives.  Few people ever left Gig Harbor, our main 
town, as it required a long ferry ride to the mainland and 
Tacoma.  Five years before I was born, people used to be able 
to drive across the Narrows Bridge to Tacoma.  But on 
November 7, 1940, “Galloping Gertie”, the second largest 
suspension bridge in the country, collapsed and fell into Puget 
Sound.  Once again, everyone had to resort to taking the long 
ferry ride into town.  Gig Harbor was basically cut off from 
the mainland.

With all of these friends, there were a lot of parties.  My mom 
loved to have parties.  That worked out great for me, because 
everyone thought I was so cute that they all played with me, 
at least until I fell asleep under the coffee table.  Many 
weekends were spent camping up on Hood Canal with the 
same adult friends and their kids.  This sweet life seemed so 
ideal and nurturing.

I loved my fourth birthday party because it was at the Towers, 
a fine dining restaurant on the water of Commencement Bay 
in Tacoma.  At night this place was the “in” spot. My mom 
knew all the “in” spots and enjoyed going to them often.  But 
this was my day.  I don’t remember the cake, the presents or 
the friends.  I do remember that I could dance all by myself in 
the middle of the huge wooden dance floor, listening to Nat 
King Cole singing “Dance Ballerina Dance!”  The sun shone 
in through the skylight, creating a special spotlight from the 
heavens.  My favorite fairy tale was “The Princess and the 



Pea,” and this was the first moment I knew for sure that I was 
a Princess.

At home, our back yard was a full acre on a gentle slope, with 
ten apple trees.  The side yard had a mammoth maple tree 
right in the middle.  My dad and grandpa worked hard to hang 
a high swing from that tree. The front yard was terraced and 
looked out over a big bay with a yacht club at the head. 
Every weekend a constant parade of boats came into view 
from around the cedar trees, cruised all the way up the bay, 
and went out of site as they rounded into the cove.  One small 
portion of the front yard was narrow, so I had to be careful 
not to fall down the 200-foot embankment to our beach 
below.  But that was the only way to get to the stairs that led 
down to our boat dock.  A 200-foot drop meant that we 
needed 200 steps down to the beach.  That was a long trip for 
a little girl so I didn’t go very often, at least at four.

Looking out through the living room’s big picture window 
was the final yard.  The size of this yard was just right, and 
since it was in front of that big window it was the only yard I 
was allowed to play in alone.  That lovely little yard had a 
natural fence that kept me contained on the south side.  It was 
a mini-thicket of ivy, hosting spiders. I wanted so badly to go 
past the ivy, because the land just beyond was magical.  There 
were twenty or more cedar trees that I wanted to climb 
someday.  There was an easier way to the beach, and I was  
certain I could almost see a path winding down a little glen. 
But best of all was the great big tree with smooth tan bark that 
was so big that three 4-year-olds couldn’t reach around it to 
touch their fingers together.  The tree was so high that I 
couldn’t see the leaves but I knew they were different from 
the rest.  Even better, there were five other trees joining the 
Big Daddy tree, forming a circle.  The ground was hard, 
compacted tan soil perfect for sweeping.

I was told that I could play inside the tree circle if I could get 
there on my own.  I wanted it so much, and yet I had to plan 



my adventure carefully.  My fear and hesitation made me look 
at the “fort” from many different angles.  To go through the 
ivy meant encountering spiders and possibly snakes.  The trip 
from the landing at the top of the beach stairs seemed like a 
possible alternate route.  All I had to do was jump about three 
feet and I’d be there, with no spiders or snakes; the only 
problem was that if I missed the jump I would be sliding 
down to the beach, and I didn’t think that would be fun. 
Finally, I jumped.  I made it.  It was my fort now.  Keep out! 
I stayed there for hours, swept the floor, brought flowers and 
stuck pictures on knots in the big majestic tree.

My bedroom was full of my favorite things. The main focus 
was on the twin beds that I pushed together to make one big 
bed. At the foot of my bed was a curved white dressing table 
with small drawers and a big mirror.  Over near the windows 
in the corner was a full-sized crib where all of my babies 
slept, except for Norma and Ellie who slept with me nightly. 
Norma was a big beautiful doll that my dad had won for me, 
and Ellie was a blue elephant that cuddled loyally every night. 
On the wall by the door was a picture of a fluffy lamb that 
glowed pale yellow after dark and stayed illuminated until I 
fell asleep.  Best of all was the closet.  You could walk in,  
push the clothes aside, and climb up the ladder into a very 
small attic.  It was a great place to hide yourself or anything 
else you wanted to conceal.

Life was quite ideal for a little girl.  I played all day and slept 
all night.  Getting to sleep was made easier with the help of 
my brother Jim, who had an open bedroom door just four feet 
from my open door.  When we went to bed he would quietly 
say “Nighty night” and I would reply even quieter, “Nighty 
night.”  We did that back and forth until we couldn’t hear 
each other and fell asleep waiting for the next quiet reply. 
That was such a sweet gesture from a brother who was eleven 
to a sister who was almost five.



One night I was awakened from a sound sleep by loud voices 
in the living room.  That was very unusual.  It was my mother 
and father.  Dad sounded very angry and his angry voice was 
a whole new sound to me.  I couldn’t hear the words, but I 
could feel the rage.  With each moment my own heart raced 
faster and faster.  What should I do?  If I got up they would 
get mad at me.  I was afraid to get up and afraid to stay in 
bed.  Such danger I had never known before.  The very 
people I ran to for comfort were now the people who I was 
afraid of, and I lay paralyzed.  One of my many thoughts was 
for me to get my mom come into my room and to have my 
dad go back to bed.  I knew that if they stopped yelling it 
would all be better in the morning.  But I couldn’t get out of 
bed.  Then the door slammed.  Dad was gone.  I was still in  
bed and the house was quiet.  It was over.  It was all over.

No more playing, no more boating, no more adventures. 
Hiding in the attic now had a different meaning.  I’d climb up 
the cedar tree in the front yard and stay up there for hours.  I 
took the pictures down off the knot on the big tree in my fort. 
I dealt with the feelings of death-by-heartache and I was five. 
Whenever my father called I would get on the telephone and 
cry.  The sobbing took my little body to the floor where I 
would kick and scream and no one could quiet me down. 
After about six months of torment I got ill.  Welts broke out 
on my back right at my waist.  The sores were terrible and 
kept getting worse, as they spread around my back and onto 
my sides.  Mom took me to see Dr. Bacon, who diagnosed it  
as the worst case of shingles he had every seen.  Quietly he 
told my mother that if the shingles spread completely around 
my waist, I could die.  He took us out back behind his office 
to take a picture of the spreading sores.  He planned on 
sending the photograph to a medical journal.  I believed him 
when he said that I might die.  The itching and the pain were 
nearly unbearable.  I watched it get worse to the point that the 
lesions were only four inches from connecting before they 
finally retreated.



Fifteen minutes after her divorce was final, Mom married 
Preston, an evil, mean, drunken man with crazy friends.  We 
moved away from my idyllic birthplace, to Medford, Oregon. 
I didn’t know anyone at school, and I was sent to Principal’s 
Office my very first day for standing up on the merry-go-
round.  I was taken to his office by a strange lady for doing 
something I had done all of my life.  He wasn’t in when we 
got there, so she told me to sit and wait for him.  I pushed my 
little self up onto a big wooden chair and waited for the man 
to arrive to do who knew what to me.  As soon as he walked 
in the room, I started crying and told him I was sorry, and he 
just told me not to stand up on the merry-go-round again.

One day, as I was coming home from first grade to our five-
story green apartment building, I saw that the parking lot was 
full of people and police cars.  I was afraid to go into the 
building, and I was afraid that I’d get into trouble if I didn’t 
go into the building.  Standing alone in that parking lot, I 
heard someone say that a man had tried to kill himself.  I felt 
a shock going through my whole body at the thought of 
maybe seeing a dead body.  What was I to do?  Someone 
plucked me out of the crowd and blindly took me to my 
mother, who told me that everything would be fine.  The 
police left and Preston did not kill himself – this time.

We moved again, to Myrtle Creek, near Medford, and lived in 
a three bedroom corner house that was so new that the lawn 
had not yet been planted, but there was a cherry tree in the 
front yard.  For my seventh birthday Mom made me a pink 
cake and put cherry blossoms all around the cake, and I 
thought I’d never seen anything so beautiful.  My birthday 
was in April and that also happened to be the time that the 
cherry blossoms bloomed.

That moment of happiness soon came to an end when a power 
struggled ensued between a first-grader and a stepfather.  All 
of my life I had gone to sleep with my door left wide open. 
Preston felt I needed a change, so he would come down the 



hall and close my door. I’d sneak out of bed to quietly open 
the door.  I was afraid of the dark and I didn’t have my little 
yellow lamb or the voice of my brother.  If I was in the dark I 
heard everything and saw eerie shadows.  We had moved so 
many times I didn’t always know where I was when I woke 
up, so it seemed so important to me to hear voices.  Preston 
didn’t agree, and he would listen for me to open the door. 
Finally he would come down the hall and say, “If you open 
this door again you will be spanked.  And if you are still 
crying in an half an hour I’ll open the door.”

I sobbed in loneliness and terror until I could barely catch my 
breath.  I held onto Ellie, as tightly as I could.  I want my 
daddy!  Where is my mommy?  Why am I so bad? Everything 
that happened was my fault, because I was too stupid, too 
scared and too weak to stop that fight two years ago.  I 
deserved everything that happened to me, and no one loved 
me – why would they?  And I cried myself to sleep.

Later that year we moved back to our house in Gig Harbor. 
At least I was at home in my bedroom, with my friends and 
my daddy.  Of course, my daddy still lived five miles away 
and Preston slept just down the hall, I was at least in familiar 
territory with a dad, grandpa and cousins.  And most 
importantly I was back with all of my forts and hiding places.

The first day back at Harbor Heights Elementary School I 
searched for my best friend Joan Edwards.  I finally saw her 
playing by the swings.  I ran over to her to tell her that I was 
back.  She was playing with some strange little girl that I had 
never seen before.  I imagined that she would drop everything 
to rejoin her best friend, her lifelong friend.  Joan said, 
“You’re not my best friend anymore – she is now – you 
moved away.”  Crushed and holding back tears, I just walked 
away.  Second grade was tougher than the first grade.

Reading was very difficult for me.  Mrs. Little would put us 
in a circle on little chairs, with our books on our laps, and we 



took turns reading.  I was always laughed at when I read 
because of stress, and because the words just didn’t look like 
anything to me.  I was so frightened that I would count ahead 
the paragraphs so I could practice the one I was supposed to 
read.  All too often, of course, Mrs. Little decided that one 
cute little kid read so well that he could do a second 
paragraph.  I tried to recount the paragraphs, and got all 
worked up because the words all ran together.  How could I 
possibly get out of the circle?  One day I woke up on the 
floor, with Mrs. Little and the principal kneeing down next to 
my little body on the floor – I had fainted.  The kids were all 
gone from the class, the buses were lined up outside and I was 
inside on the floor.  I first thought that school was cancelled 
because I had nearly died.  I had never fainted before and I 
didn’t like it at all.

Another problem was that my parents were fighting openly, 
and it was all about me.  Mom would drive me over to visit 
dad, and I was to play outside while they talked.  They talked 
until they yelled.  I was just outside and I still couldn’t do 
anything.  Please stop!  I just want to see my daddy.  Mom, 
please just go home.  And then she would go home, usually 
with a sad little me in the car.

When I did get to stay with dad, it was terrific.  He owned an 
automobile dealership: a new car showroom, repair bays, a 
paint shop, a parts department and an office with a real cash 
register.  I loved being with my dad.  Many mornings he 
would wake me up early, and he would already have the boat 
packed to go fishing.  We headed out in his new smaller boat 
with a Johnson outboard motor.  We’d cruise out of the 
tranquil harbor, around the sand spit and left out into the 
Sound.  Across the water was Tacoma, and beyond that was 
the majestic Mount Rainer.  Behind our puttering boat was a 
fishing net full of cold beers.  There was a basket full of 
sandwiches and a bucket full of bait. Dad would watch the 
surface for signs of fish below, and when he felt it was right 
he would slow the motor down and have me steer straight 



while he baited my hook.  We’d be out there for hours. 
Mainly not talking, just enjoying each other’s company.  I 
could never take a fish off the hook or put the fresh bait on 
the hook, but I could steer straight.

During one Father’s Day Fishing Derby up in Henderson Bay, 
I caught the winning fish.  It was huge and my dad showed it 
to everyone while we motored over to turn it in for weighing. 
I felt so proud as he yelled from boat to boat, “Look what my 
daughter caught.  You’re going to have to try hard to beat this 
catch.”  I never got a trophy nor was my name in the paper 
but dad assured me that I won and he was so proud of me. 
That was a really good day.



Chapter 6
Part 1: The Story

My fourth grade was spent in Spokane.  Again, mom and 
Preston were not getting along very well.  Mom would keep 
suitcases packed and ready to go at any time.  One night she 
woke me up and said, “We’re leaving.  Get up, go to the car 
and be quiet.”  As we were driving back to Gig Harbor 
through Moses Lake, Mom saw flashing red lights in the rear-
view mirror.  I had never seen flashing red lights coming after 
us before and it didn’t help to hear her say, “What did we do 
wrong?”  A police officer came up to our car on the driver’s 
side and mom already had her window open.  The officer 
looked all through the car and all I could see was his gun.  My 
brother was sitting in the front passenger seat very quiet and 
motionless.  After some conversation that I was too 
frightened to listen to, Mom turned our car around and drove 
back to Spokane.  Several hours later, near dawn, we got back 
to the house.  Apparently, Preston had awakened, found us 
gone, and had again threatened to kill himself if we didn’t 
come back.  He had called the police and told them what he 
was going to do and where his family had gone.  The 
Highway Patrol had been searching for us for a couple of 
hours.

When we walked into the house Preston was drunk, sitting on 
the pink sofa with a big shining butcher knife on the end 
table.  I was told to go to my room and close the door.  By 
Monday morning I was back to school as if nothing had 
happened at all.  Mom and Preston were delightfully happy 
fifty percent of the time.  The other fifty- percent was spent 
drinking and fighting.

We hadn’t moved in over a year, so it must have been time. 
Once again we all moved back to our house in Gig Harbor for 
my fifth grade, and Mom was pregnant.  I learned of her 



pregnancy when she brought home some maternity clothes 
and left them on my bed for me to figure it out.  I remember 
that mom seemed pleased over the circumstances.  My 
brother acted silently disgusted.  And I had mixed feelings.  A 
baby would be fun but that meant that Preston was here for 
good or bad.

My sister Jill was born two months before my eleventh 
birthday, and all of my dolls had to give up their big crib.  My 
little baby sister was so small and so beautiful and she was 
almost all mine.  She had these cute little clothes and I could 
hold her.  Since her crib was in my bedroom, from the day she 
came home from the hospital, I got to know her pretty well in 
two short weeks.  One night she woke up crying and I went, 
as usual, to tell Mom that Jill was awake.  Mom stayed in bed  
and Preston came into my room to check on the baby.  He 
stomped into my room, leaned over the side of the crib and 
spanked her little bottom very hard five times saying, “You 
are going to learn to sleep all night.”  This happening right 
next to me and I couldn’t do a thing to stop him.  How could 
he hit that baby?  Go away!  I hate you!

As soon as he left, I got her out of the crib and put her in my 
bed.  I held her until she went to sleep.  From that night on, 
whenever she woke up, I would pick her up and sneak into 
the kitchen to warm up a bottle for her.  I’d take her back to 
my bed and change her diaper.  Then we would both fall 
asleep until morning.  I was always afraid that I would roll 
over on her so my sleep was fragmented.  In the morning, I 
would put her back in her crib and go to school.  Preston 
bragged at how good she was about sleeping all night and I 
never told anyone.  I knew that I deserved all of the bad stuff 
that came to me, but she was innocent and I wanted to keep 
her that way.  It was the same bedroom and bed that I had 
been in when my dad walked out that night seven years 
earlier.  Now I had something I could do to help me work 
through my fears – I could take care of Jill.



The sleepless nights made getting through school rather 
difficult.  I was also suffering from not having anything stable 
to hold onto while going through any day.  At home I felt so 
much instability and I never knew if my family would still be 
there when I got home.  They could have moved again or 
move at any time.  At school I felt like such an outsider. 
Friendships were nonexistent because I was there one month 
and gone the next.  I was afraid to make friendships because it  
always hurt so much to separate.  Dad and his wife Ruth 
drank more than mom and Preston.  I rarely saw dad anymore 
as he wasn’t really there even when he was standing right in 
front of me.  My grandfather was always the same and his 
company felt the safest of any.

Friday and Saturday nights were reserved for the Roxy 
Theater.  Grandpa would pick me up and I would head off to 
work with him.  It became my job to make the popcorn, sell 
admission tickets, sodas and candy.  I would get a lot of 
comments from adults at how efficiently I managed things for 
such a young girl.  I was really feeling proud of how easy it 
felt for me to run a movie theater.  Grandpa had been cleaning 
up the theater and loading the giant film reels onto the 
projector.  I enjoyed the sense of being in charge, making 
decisions and doing a good job.  It was such an unusual 
sensation.

In addition to the attention from the adults attending the 
movie but also from the young boys out for a Friday night. 
One night the flirting over the candy counter led me to join 
my new male friend into the dark theater where most were 
watching the movie.  The hunger that I felt for affection was 
about to be fed.  There was no end to the amount of potential 
suitors I might have had on any Friday or Saturday night.  It 
didn’t take long for the pride of being in-control behind the 
candy counter to shame of being out-of-control in the darken 
theater.  I grew up in that theater and unfortunately that 
growth was onto a higher level of shame and self-hatred.  It 
took no time at all for my new flirtatious nature to become the 



vehicle to find someone to love me, stay with me and take 
care of me.  I knew that I was being spoken of in a shameful 
way and that I felt shame but nothing would stop the search 
for emotional nourishment.  
It was all I thought about.  I was eleven years old and in the 
sixth grade but I felt like an adult and acted like an adult.  To 
this point the associations were about affection and touch.

One afternoon my best friend’s older brother called my 
flirtatiousness bluff.  Her family just lived up the road by the 
bus stop and the Baptist Church.  I was thirteen and home 
alone when he came knocking at the kitchen door.  He wanted 
to see the party room we had out under the garage.  We never 
used the room because it flooded with water run off very 
winter.  But he thought that we should have a party and 
maybe we could all fix it up together.  I happily took him the 
short distance, across the patio, to the door that led down the 
five steps to the room that we now used for storage.  Once 
inside he closed the door and his forceful behavior would 
now be called rape but in my mind it was what I had 
deserved.  After fifteen painful minutes he left and I hurried 
into the house closing the door behind me.  I went into my 
bedroom, curled up on my bed and cried myself to sleep. 
Falling asleep forever was what I wanted to do.

For months I isolated.  I tried to tell Kathy about what her 
brother did and she refused to listen.  I didn’t go to the theater 
very much anymore and Grandpa had to hire someone else 
reliable to do the work.  I’d retreat to the old forts in the forest 
where I could pretend to be a little girl.  Maybe of them had 
been neglected due to my robust social life.  That was over 
and now I was just cleaning up the fallen branches and swept 
the dirt floor.  I was hiding in my mind and in my woods.

Every summer Gig Harbor held the fourth of July Parade and 
those old memories of riding on the hood of my dad’s new car 
was the highlight of the summer.  Now at thirteen dad was too 
far into his alcoholism to make the journey.  I didn’t know 



how I was going to make it work but I wanted to be in the 
parade.  We didn’t have a new car to decorate this year but we 
did have the wrecker.  The huge rig with a five-speed stick 
shift coming up from the floorboard.  I convinced my new 
friend Maureen and my father that if I could drive the wrecker 
could I take it in the parade.  Dad didn’t believe that I could 
get it started and Maureen would follow me anywhere.

Since dad had a bit of a hangover he probably didn’t really 
think this through.  I wasn’t sure if I could even climb up into 
the cab but if I could we would be off and running.  The keys 
were always left in every car or truck so all I saw was full 
speed ahead.  Long before I tried to drive the beast we had to 
decorate it.  We bought the three big packages of red, white 
and blue crepe paper and cut two-inch strips of soon-to-be 
streamers.  Johnson Motor Company was proudly and 
professionally painted on the sides of the doors.

The line up of vehicles and modest floats would be 
commencing in one hour.  We had to hurry, no time to waste. 
Many passers-by would notice the project and encouraged the 
adventure.  The time was here and we climbed up into the 
monster cab and turned the key.  I’ve been driving stick shifts 
since I was 10 or 11 years old so I thought that I could drive 
anything.  Turning the key on was the easy part, now I had to 
put it in gear, apply a little gas and take that shaking left foot 
to press down on the starter pedal in the floor just up and to 
the left of the foot break.  The emergency brake was still 
tightly securing our forward motion.  I did it.  The Johnson 
Motor Company wrecker was alive.  I released the emergency 
brake and released the clutch slowly.  We were off.

Driving straight was fine but we had to climb a 45-degree 
hill, turn around and get our rig in line.  That was clearly the 
hardest part.  But people were applauding our attempt and our 
success.  The clutch and brakes might need to be replaced but 
that would be for another day.  Once the parade began in 
earnest I managed to drive the full distance and laughing 



inside at all of the pointing and starring at the two little girls 
driving one of the biggest vehicles in town.  That really 
turned out to be one of the best days that I had ever 
experienced.

My self-hatred and shame was the primary emotion and 
things at home were getting back to their horrible condition. 
By the time Jill was two years old mom finally divorced 
Preston.  She immediately married Harold, who lived in a big, 
unfinished house in Tacoma.  I don’t remember living without 
a stepfather and it was like mom found a new husband before 
she divorced the last husband.  I was now living in Tacoma 
with a new stepfather, a new house and a new school.  I was 
fourteen and in the seventh grade.  I did know how to make 
friends with boys.

It was natural, but unfortunate, but I got pregnant.  My new 
boyfriend was sweet and caring and every day after school we 
would go over to his house because his mother was a single 
parent and she worked all day.  I decided I wanted to kill 
myself.  I long since had lost the availability of having 
anyone to talk to about my feelings and frustrations.  Death 
was the only thing that I could actually do all by myself.  I put 
a can of Drain-O crystals in a glass of water and started to 
drink it, but then I saw that there were little shiny metal strips 
in it, and that would have hurt too much going down.  Instead, 
I swallowed a whole bottle of baby aspirin.  I didn’t die, but I 
did get very sick and I had to tell my mom.  Something would 
have to be done about the pregnancy.  Mom told dad and dad 
talked to the pharmacist in Gig Harbor.  They made an 
appointment for me with a doctor in Seattle – two hours 
away.

Mom drove and dad sat silently in the front seat.  I was in the 
back seat and not a word was spoken for the whole trip.  I felt  
so ashamed and I hated myself more than ever.  I wished that 
the back half of the car would break away and I would fall out 
and die.  The doctor’s office was in a big dark medical 



building in the heart of Seattle.  The doctor was old and 
shifty, and abortions were illegal.  Dad paid some woman in 
cash and we sat there until my name was called.  I went in 
alone.  After the procedure as we were going down in the 
elevator and I passed out, all the way to the floor.  That day 
was the worst so far.  Mom wondered why I wasn’t feeling 
well, and dad just looked so forlorn I thought he was going to 
die himself.  But, remember, it was my entire fault.

Mom divorced Harold after about a year and a half or 
marriage.  It was thought that it would be best for me to live 
with my grandfather.  I was fourteen years old and I was 
moved alone into a two-bedroom house that was built by my 
grandfather, on the same property that he had built a house for 
himself.  Living alone in the woods at that age left me 
exposed to being frightened by wind, bears, lightning and 
bogeymen.  To this day, I don’t know why I was living alone, 
and I don’t want to ask.  I still have a picture in my head of 
the small white refrigerator that I had in the kitchen.  Inside 
were 3 or 4 large cans of Golden Hawaiian Punch – that’s all. 
One in awhile my grandfather would take me grocery 
shopping, and he never felt the need to try to tell me what to 
eat.  For some reason, very few people tried to tell me what to 
do then.  I was left to do whatever I wanted to do and I did 
very little.

This was the time I started drinking.  One night in that run-
down rustic cabin, an older girl from the neighborhood came 
to visit.  She brought with her a big bottle of vodka and a 
quart of orange juice.  She taught me how to drink that night. 
Once she left, I carried on the evening by having an in-depth 
discussion with Jack Paar while he was trying to host his 
television show, and I felt a strange sense of power.  But Jack 
was not answering my questions, and I became enraged – at 
least until I passed out, just moments after being incredibly 
sick.



Besides the friends who walked over through the woods to 
see me, some drove by in their cars.  I was fourteen and had 
friends who were sixteen.  Many of my drive-by friends were 
boys.  They’d come up the road, stop their cars and flash their 
headlights.  If the coast was clear, I would flash back with the 
kitchen lights.  They would then come across the cornfield, 
past the old red barn and into the house.  One of these 
midnight visitors was Mike Vizna.  He actually came by to 
bring me food and see if I was doing all right.  I saw him in 
school every day and we became good friends.  He both liked 
me and felt sorry for me at the same time.  I was delighted by 
his honest care.

Sometime during the year that I was turning fifteen, Mom had 
me move in with her and Jill, now 5 years old.  We lived in a 
studio apartment near McCord Air Force Base.  There were 
nine units in a straight line near a creek and the freeway. 
Mom was out most evenings, and I took care of Jill. 
Sometimes I thought that the only reason I was brought out of 
exile was to baby-sit my sister, but I loved her so much it was 
no problem.  The apartment we lived in was probably 400 
square feet, with a kitchenette, a bedroom-sized living room 
with a sofa bed, and a bathroom.  At night, I would move the 
coffee table, pull out the sofa bed, and tuck Jill in.  When 
Mom came home, she would snuggle up with Jill.  I had to 
find a place for myself to sleep, and it was either the floor or 
the bathtub; I chose the bathtub.  I’d put blankets in the 
bottom, crawl inside, curl up and try to sleep.

Mike Vizna still made the trip over to Lakewood to see if I 
was fine.  We dated long distance and I loved his company 
and attention.  Of course it was inevitable that I would get 
pregnant again.  This time wasn’t so easy or secret, and my 
parents wanted to put a stop to it.  They called Mike’s parents 
and set up a meeting with them.  I would have much preferred 
to get back in the car with just my Mom and dad and drive 
silently back to the abortionist in Seattle.  But instead, we all 
drove out to Mike’s big, beautiful home, out near Horsehead 



Bay.  My mother knew that people who had big houses and 
money were better and smarter and ought to be listened to at 
all cost.  The decision was made – the child created by the 
slut and the scholar must be terminated, and they offered to 
pay for half.

This could have been handled without bringing all of the 
participants into this painful arena.  Mike and I were asked to 
leave the room.  He took me around the corner and behind a 
wall unit where we could listen to our fate.  He was sitting in 
front of me, holding my hands and telling me just how sorry 
he was that this had happened.  We wanted to run away but 
were way too frightened to move.  Mike’s mom shot the final 
arrow by stating emphatically that she didn’t want her son 
dating, or even seeing, anyone like me anymore.  My mother 
immediately replied, “I don’t blame you.”  I went back to the 
doctor in Seattle with my parents.  Mike followed his parents’ 
orders to never see me again.  He called my mother the night 
after the procedure to see if I was all right, and we talked a 
few more times, but it was over.  I was socially and morally 
damaged goods.  They could all see that I should probably not 
be living alone anymore.

Jill, Mom and I moved to Steilacoom, a small town near 
Tacoma and the ferry landing for McLeil Island, the Federal 
Penitentiary.  On the rare occasions when there was to be an 
execution, the lights throughout the city went dim.  I 
experienced that event twice while we lived there.  These 
“dim-outs” lasted from seven to ten minutes.  We knew when 
it was going to happen, and I remember feeling how horrible 
it was to be a part of someone’s death.

Now it was just the three of us living together.  Jill and mom 
slept in the bedroom and I slept on the sofa.  Mom and I both 
dated a lot.  I was sixteen.  One night I had a date with a 
Lieutenant from McCord Air Force base.  I had met him at a 
party Mom took me to – that was the first night I ever drank 
Scotch on the rocks.  Mom was so proud of me for going out 



with a Lieutenant.  She helped me get dresses.  I helped 
myself get pregnant again.

This time I was going to take care of it myself.  I had a small 
trust fund from the sale of our house at Wollochet Bay, the 
house my dad built on his dad’s land.  For reasons she felt 
legitimate, Mom had been regularly taking money out of that 
fund, and it was nearly gone.  Carol Woods, my best friend in 
that city, made a plan with me.  I would fill out a withdrawal 
slip and take five hundred dollars from my trust.  Carol and I 
would run away to Seattle.  Carol was in a fight with her 
boyfriend so she was willing to go.

I had gathered extra bank slips from the last visit to the bank. 
For over a week I practiced my mother’s signature, and with a 
racing heart and shaking hands I filled out the slip.  One day I 
took the bus into Tacoma and found where Mom had parked 
her car.  I drove her car – I was now sixteen – to the bank, and 
went inside.  I was terrified, but I went up to the counter and 
told the teller that Mom couldn’t find a parking place so she 
had sent me inside.  With some reluctance she gave me the 
money.  I was sure they could hear my heart beating or see 
my hands sweating or maybe even watch me fall to the 
ground.  I got out of there fast.

I drove home and got my bag (I didn’t have a suitcase) and 
picked up Carol.  I dropped her off at bus station with our 
belongings, and returned the car.  I begged God to help me 
find the same parking place and have it be empty.  It was so. 
I parked the car and walked twenty blocks back to the 
Greyhound depot.  We boarded the bus for Seattle.  The sense 
of freedom and adventure was wonderful.  The fear from 
what I had just done and what I was now doing was 
terrifying.  I was a sixteen-year-old pregnant bank robber 
running away from home.  When we got to Seattle, we went 
to a hotel and tried to check in, but the gentleman at the front 
desk wondered why we didn’t have any luggage.  I told him 
that we were here for a friend’s wedding and our luggage was 



in another car that would be arriving in a couple of hours.  I 
paid him cash and he gave me a room key.

Carol and I went out to buy clothes and luggage.  I got my 
hair cut and dyed.  I bought a little heart shaped ring, with a 
pearl in the center, from Rich’s Jewelry.  Then we walked past 
the front desk, showing the cautious man that our friends had 
just dropped off our suitcases.  We went up to our room and 
got ready to go to a dance.  My current real boyfriend was 
Rich Dangel, lead guitarist for The Wailers.  He was my 
boyfriend but I’m not certain that I was his girlfriend.  This 
weekend the band was playing just north of Seattle.

I’d been following him for months and always wished that he 
would take me seriously.  In actuality, I was just one of the 
groupies – but one who didn’t have to go home after the 
dance.  That meant I could go with the band back to their pad 
for a party.  One night we were joined by Jan and Dean.  Rich 
offered me to both of them, so I knew I wasn’t that special 
yet.  I had to try harder.  Hence the taxi ride to the dance. 
Rich was certainly surprised to see me, especially with short 
dark hair.  During their first break I told him what had 
happened, leaving out the pregnancy, and he said we’d take 
care of it after the dance.  Not the pregnancy, as he had no 
idea, but the problem of the evening.

During the second set, as I was walking around the dance 
floor, I saw a man who, just for a second, reminded me of my 
father.  And then that man, said, “Janice?”  It was him!  It was 
my father.  How did he find me?  What was I going to do?  I  
ran out the back door, through the parking lot and into the 
first door I came upon. It was the “Justice of the Peace.” 
Some jolly old man came out from the back, surprised to see 
a terrified 16-year-old girl cowering in his office.  Carol had 
seen me run and followed me into the office.  I told them 
what had happened with some embellishment.  The man 
helped to keep me hidden.  Carol went back to the dance to 
get our other good friend Robin, also known as “Rockin’ 



Robin Roberts,” the lead singer.  Robin came to get me and 
hid me in the back seat of Rich’s car.  We hid in Rich’s car  
just long enough for a cab to arrive that would take us back to 
our hotel.  Robin and Rich would join us later.  Finally feeling 
safe we walked into our hotel room.  My father sat there 
waiting for us.

Apparently, Carol had called her feuding boyfriend and told 
him where we were and where we were going.  He told her 
mom and her mom told my mom and my mom sent my dad to 
bring me back.  I didn’t want to go and I finally managed to 
convince him that I was fine.  I could take care of myself, and 
I promised him that I would come home tomorrow.  He left 
about 10 minutes before Rich and Robin arrived.  The next 
morning everyone left early.  Carol and I went by bus and the 
guys by car.  When my parents gathered that night for “the 
talk,” I had to tell them that I was pregnant again.  Mom 
asked, “Why didn’t you take care of that while you were in 
Seattle?”

Instead of another trip to Seattle, they found a Home for 
Unwed Mothers, high on a hill right in Old Tacoma.  I 
dropped out of high school and moved in with fifteen other 
pregnant girls.  At first you live on the second floor because 
the first-floor bedrooms were reserved for the ready-to-
deliver residents.  It soon became apparent to me that I loved 
living there.  I couldn’t do anything wrong, people liked me, 
we had regular meals and I had a bed.  One night my father 
got the nerve to come to visit me.  There was a visiting room 
and I met him there.  He looked so sad and empty, but he kept  
up a good front.  He only stayed for about 20 minutes.  I 
knew he needed a drink and this whole thing was just too 
much for him.  He went home that night and drank for a 
whole week, until someone found him passed out in a pool of 
blood in his apartment.

They rushed him to the hospital and I got taken to see him. 
When I went into his hospital room and tried to hide my 



developing tummy.  I couldn’t hold it back and I cried at the 
sight of him.  He was sad and drawn and hopeless.  He only 
uttered a few words. “I don’t want to live anymore, Janice.” 
“Daddy, don’t say that,” was all I could say.

They let him out of the hospital after about a week and I went 
to stay with him for awhile.  He would methodically go 
through his apartment finding things that needed to be 
finished.  A money order needed to be signed and deposited. 
He would point to items and tell me that he wanted that to go 
to a special person.  He wouldn’t eat.  He just drank.  One day 
he wanted just wanted to go for a slow ride in the rowboat.  I 
knew he was dying and I couldn’t stop it.  He wanted to die. 
He was slipping away hour by hour.  After a week I went 
back to the maternity home and soon thereafter dad was 
found unconscious again.

I was rushed to the hospital one more time.  Then he spoke 
his last words to me: “Janice, remember always, be honest 
and be good.”  Those were the same words that he had been 
telling me all of my life, but I knew this was the last time I 
would ever hear them.  From there I went to my mother’s to 
wait for news from the hospital.  He died that night, at about 
two in the morning.  When the call came in from my brother’s 
wife, I rolled over to once again cry myself to sleep.

My mother told me that I could only go to the funeral if I 
could hide the fact that I was pregnant.  I wore big clothes 
and was driven to the only funeral parlor in Gig Harbor.  My 
father was known and loved by everyone in this quaint little 
fishing village.  He had fixed all of their cars, pulled them out 
of the ditch when they’d had too much to drink, and he’d 
forget the bill if they didn’t have the money.  I still see all of 
those faces coming up to me and giving me their condolences 
and telling me how much my father loved me.  Even though 
he had never told me that he loved me, I did get to hear it 
from someone.



I was taken back to the home and I knew that I had killed my 
father.  But time and pregnancy wouldn’t stop.  By the middle 
of June I was due to have the baby.  Another little problem 
had to be overcome: all of the other mothers-to-be had their 
babies at Tacoma General Hospital, but my mother worked 
there, they needed to make special arrangements. I would 
give birth at St. Joseph’s Hospital, the same hospital where I 
had been born.  I had gotten so attached to this baby.  It kept 
me from ever being lonely, and I felt that so what I had inside 
me was more important than I had ever been myself.  I loved 
getting kicked in the ribs, going to the bathroom twice an 
hour, and walking like an old duck.  But when the day came 
to have the baby, I knew that it would be taken away 
immediately.  There had been a constant string of discussions 
around the pinnacle table as to who was going to hold their 
baby before they gave it up.  I knew that I couldn’t even look 
at this marvelous baby, much less hold him in my arms.

Once in the hospital, things went pretty fast, and before I 
knew it everything was all over.  A nurse came up to me to 
ask me if I wanted to see him.  “Him” – a healthy baby boy. 
No, I couldn’t look at him or touch him – just take him away. 
I knew that this whole thing would haunt me for the rest of 
my life, and I didn’t need any more pictures in my mind than 
I already had stored there.  I had no idea who would adopt the 
little bundle of joy, but I did know that he wasn’t my bundle 
of joy.  The next afternoon, a strange woman came into my 
room and introduced herself as “The Adoption Lady.”  She 
brought papers for me to sign, and she would be taking the 
baby back to Seattle that day to his new family.  She put those 
papers down on the portable tray that slides over the bed.  I 
was all alone, sixteen years old and about to give away the 
best thing that had ever happened to me.  I couldn’t keep him. 
I really knew that he would be better in a home with loving 
parents, who wanted him so much they had waited years for 
him to arrive.



I looked over the papers and couldn’t read a word except for 
the line that said “signature.”  I knew I was promising never 
to look for the baby until he was an adult.  I simply signed on 
the blank line.  The kind adoption lady thanked me, and 
offered me a packet of sugar she had picked up when she had 
stopped for coffee on her way down from Seattle.  I looked at 
her and took the sugar as she picked up her papers and left the 
room.  I thought it seemed so strange that after both the trips I 
had made to Seattle to get rid of a baby, here was a woman 
who came to me to take a baby back to Seattle.  I just sat 
there holding this pack of sugar, knowing that my baby was 
worth much more than just a pack of sugar.  I clenched my 
fist around the sugar and went into my safe place of sleep.

The day that I was released from the hospital and taken back 
to the home, my mother moved with my sister to Hawaii.  She 
had visited there three months ago and decided that she 
wanted to live there.  She couldn’t wait the two weeks for me 
to be released, but she promised to send for me.  I was more 
alone for those two weeks than I had ever been in my whole 
life.  My brother was off at college, my sister and mother 
were in Hawaii, my father was dead, and my baby was gone. 
On rare occasions, my grandfather would make the trip to the 
home to bring watermelon to everyone.  He was so kind, but 
he could never get past the thought that one of our own 
bloodline had been given away.  He had finally lost faith in 
my mother when she decided to give away the baby and when 
she left me at the home.  One time he apologized for his 
daughter, saying that he wished she could have been a better 
mother, but that we all needed to remember that her own 
mother had died when she was ten years old.  She never had a 
mother, either.

After two weeks, Grandpa picked me up with all of my 
belongings and drove me back to his house.  I waited there for 
a few days until Mom sent the money for my airfare to 
Hawaii.  When I got there, it was wonderful.  Every day, I 
would take Jill to the beach.  One day, we met a bunch of  



beach boys.  My favorite was Nava Ramos.  He was the best  
surfer on the whole beach.  We all hung out every day on the 
beach, playing cards under the big tree right in front of the 
Reef Hotel.  Everyday, all day, we were on the sand.

My grandfather read in one of my letters that I had a 
Hawaiian boyfriend.  Grandpa felt that was awful, and 
ordered me back to the mainland to stay with him.  After two 
weeks of that, I was driving him crazy, so he sent me back to 
Hawaii.  But during those two weeks, Mom had sent Jill to 
live with her father Preston.  Mom was angry that I returned, 
because if she had known I’d be coming back she wouldn’t 
have had to send Jill away.  Once again, everything was my 
fault.

One night, Mom and I were drinking together at Davy Jones’ 
Locker, a bar beneath the main floor of the Reef Hotel.  She 
enjoyed going out drinking with me because she got more 
attention with a seventeen-year-old girl with her.  It was 
August, only two months after I had given birth, and so much 
was happening that I felt like I was spinning.  Then I noticed 
a tall blonde guy ordering a drink from the bar.  He looked up 
and came over to sit down with us.  He even bought us both a 
drink.  We talked for a while, and he asked for my telephone 
number.  He was a soldier stationed in Hawaii and was in 
town for the weekend. As he walked away, I said, “Mom, I  
want him.”

He did call later, but I stood him up twice. I didn’t want a 
relationship, but I didn’t want to be alone, either.  He said that 
if I stood him up again, he would never call back.  I finally 
met with him, and two and a half months later we were 
engaged.  I was too young to get married, so we had to lie to 
everyone and tell his parents that I was pregnant.  This time I 
wasn’t.  Life was just plain upside down.  I was Episcopalian 
and there was a large Episcopal Cathedral in downtown 
Honolulu.  It was my dream and fairytale to be married in the 
cathedral.  When we met with the Right Reverend Dean 



Morrett, and he found out that we only had about fifty people 
coming to the wedding, he suggested we consider the quaint 
and modest chapel.  I cried.  He said, “Wait a minute,” and he  
looked in his appointment book.  Then he turned around and 
said that if we were willing to get married on November 17th, 
we could be married following a big Hawaiian wedding.  The 
Cathedral would be all set for a wedding at no cost to us for 
flowers and he would perform the service for a modest 
donation.  The date was now set and this marriage would 
occur.

The day of the wedding, my grandfather flew in to give me 
away.  The Reverend picked flowers from the altar 
arrangement and made me a bouquet.  I proudly walked down 
the long and beautiful aisle of this magnificent church, crying 
all the way.  Three months later my new husband’s tour of 
duty was complete and we moved back to his hometown of 
Torrance, California.  Six and a half months after our move 
back to the mainland, I finally had a baby I could keep.  Paige 
Lynn was now sleeping in my arms and I’d never let her go. 
We loved and adored her.  She slept with me every day and in 
her bassinet every night was by my head.  I loved having a 
baby, and she was the cutest baby in the whole wide world. 
Having her was such a blessing that when she was two years 
old we had our second baby, Erik.  Happiness reversed itself.



Chapter 7
Part 1: The Story

The personal insights acquired in therapy were extremely 
valuable.  The first intellectual epiphany was the moment I 
was forced to realize that no one could take care of me and I 
had to take care of myself.  I slid off the sofa and onto the 
floor of this now familiar therapy room.  I could only think of 
how long I had looked for that social, financial and emotional 
benefactor.  And worse yet, I had to take care of myself and I  
didn’t want to do it nor did I know how.  I was too 
flabbergasted to cry.  Just think, if I really had to take care of 
myself why didn’t I know that earlier?

I still couldn’t get to the post office, a real grocery store, 
bank, school, doctor, hairdresser, mall, gas station or anything 
else outside of that comfortable five block world.  If I was 
within the five blocks and something strange had happened I 
could run home.  Not so if I was in a car, as the car became 
the enemy as well as the distance.  The diabolical element of 
the car was that it could kill people all by itself.  I could be 
one of the people it killed.  When one of those screaming 
adrenaline attacks began to grow from deep within my body, I 
was not able to control myself let alone a big car with power 
and wheels.  The image of me going crazy, with the car going 
straight into a group of bikers, was too real for my body. Just 
at the thought, my pulse would rise, I wouldn’t be able to 
breathe, my knees would get weak and I’d pass out.  The only 
option was to park that dangerous thing and freeze. 

If that could happen anywhere, I had to control the boundaries 
of “anywhere.”  Five blocks from home with a parked car 
didn’t mean I was stranded.  I just had to walk five blocks 
back to safety.  Unfortunately, that small a radius from home 



doesn’t give one many options.  It’s somewhat like putting an 
eight-year-old in a playpen and telling them to enjoy 
themselves.  My playpen was surrounded by a moat full of 
alligators and no drawbridge.

When the little league coach would call and tell me what time 
baseball practice was, I had to scramble. It took me 4 hours to 
get ready to be there.  It was twenty blocks away, but for my 
son David I would find a way to get there.  My knuckles were 
white, my breath was held, my car windows were wide open, 
the radio was blasting, the wine was under my belt and the 
“MadMomMobile” was heading south on Valley Drive.  That 
bright orange/red Volkswagen did not help at all to hide in 
plain sight.  I also had nowhere I could go during his practice 
so I just volunteered to help the coach and took on the roll of 
team mother.  That led to helping with the snack bar and the 
paper drive.

I was asked to be on the board for Little League and take 
charge of the snack bar for one season.  I really wanted to do 
it but didn’t think I could.  The first meeting was in a room at 
the “Parks and Recreation” office of Hermosa Beach.  I 
walked in to see several grownups already there, sitting 
around a couple of large folding tables, with sixteen more 
empty folding chairs ready for more people.  Inside my mind 
was whirling.  The thoughts sounded like, “Get out of here”, 
“You will make a fool of yourself”, “Look, they are all staring 
at you”, “Run”.  Instead of listening to these old friends I just 
sat down quietly as close to the door as possible.  I decided 
that I wouldn’t say a thing, but just listen and agree with 
everything.  I couldn’t help but remember those times that I 
had gone with Martha to those PTA meetings at Walteria 
Elementary School.  Things were different now, but still 
frightening.  I felt like such a little girl and if anyone knew 
who I really was inside, they would all just stare and point 
and laugh.  I was just sitting poised and ready to run at any 
moment, as soon as they found out who I really was under the 
skin.  Everyone knew what they were doing and they were all 



so big.  The actual faces of these people were good and very 
kind and they wanted nothing more than to be good parents to 
their children.  After a few minutes, I forgot to be frightened. 
Under my direction, the snack bar did very well that year, a 
lot better than the team did.

One Sunday afternoon, soon after the end of baseball season, 
Dave and I took all of the kids to Bob’s Big Boy for an early 
dinner.  With seven of us, we felt like the Brady Bunch, and 
only the big corner booth would work.  Toward the end of the 
meal one of the children innocently asked if we adults were 
ever going to get married.  I sat silent and Dave looked over 
at me and nodded a yes.  The kids kept eating and didn’t even 
sense the moment.  I froze and then mouthed “Really?”  Dave 
nodded again.  I couldn’t wait to get out of there to see if it 
was really true. It was.  We planned to be married on New 
Year’s Eve in Hawaii, where we had fallen in love five years 
earlier.

Dave really wanted a low-key wedding.  Well, how about a 
camping trip to Kauai, getting a marriage license on the island 
and finding a minister to marry us. Okay!  Off we went the 
day after Christmas with two dark green duffel bags full of all 
we needed to change our lives.  Once on the island, we 
checked with the weather station to make sure that things 
would be okay at Secret Beach, a very secluded cove of 
absolute paradise.  We were told that everything would be 
fine, and that high tide would be at 11:30 PM.  Getting to the 
beach meant driving out of town, heading north on the only 
highway. All navigating was much by luck and old tire tracks. 
Right after the old Episcopal Church, we watched for a dirt 
road turn off heading through an open field.  We found it, and 
parked near the big tree at the trailhead to the beach. This was 
a lush, dense area, and we headed down the only trail we 
could find.

The trail was a very slippery and composed of Hawaiian red 
soil.  The trees completely blocked the sunlight and a little 



rain every day kept it green.  We were carrying our tent, two 
duffel bags, some food bags, and a purse stuffed too full for 
health and safety.  Both of us had red soil stains all over our 
clothes. At the bottom of the steep trail, the ground leveled 
off, and we emerged from the dense foliage onto the beach. 
We set everything down and walked out into this true moment 
of amazement.  This was the most beautiful place in the 
world.  The white sand was untouched and the entire cove 
was surrounded by steep lava cliffs that served as the fortress 
of protection.  We were on the northernmost beach of the 
northernmost island in the Hawaiian Island chain, so out to 
sea there was nothing at all for thousands of miles.  To the 
right, at the point where the cliffs ended and the sea began, 
stood the Kilauea Lighthouse, all white and gleaming against 
the deep blue sky.  The only things on the beach at all were an 
occasional large rock or a weatherworn coconut.  Near the 
main walls of the lava bowl, vines of green leaves with purple 
flowers were growing out onto the tan sand.  In a few places, 
trickles of cool, clear water flowed off the cliffs to serve as 
showers.  It was as though we had been transported back in 
time, to a time before man, a time when the earth knew 
exactly what to do to be glorious.

We put up our gold backpack tent on the beach, not too far 
from the cliffs, and tucked our belongings neatly in our tiny 
space.  Dinner was prepared with Sterno candles, wine was 
opened and a sunset walk was the crowning glory of beauty 
for the day.  Dave and I were going to be married in four 
days, and here we were having our pre-wedding honeymoon 
in one of the most beautiful places in the world.  It was the 
end of the decade of the 1970’s.  A very rough decade it had 
been.  I was glad to see it go, and nothing could spoil the 
moment.  Those clouds building up to the north and the 
increasing surf only made it more exciting.  The setting sun 
bounced off the tallest and most intriguing clouds I had ever 
seen.  The tropics were so marvelous.  We walked until it was 
nearly dark, and it was time to return to our campsite to settle 
in for the night, as dark in this park of paradise is really dark. 



And as we turned we saw the full moon rising from behind a 
tree near the top of the cliff; it bounced off the sand and 
lighted our way back home.  I remembered that the tide 
would be high at 11:30 so I wanted to keep an eye on that 
until I was certain that our tent on the sand would be secure.

Dave crawled into his bed and removed his contacts for the 
evening.  Both of us could not sit up at one time so I sat in the 
doorway watching two big rocks planted in the sand about 
thirty feet in front of me.  I wanted to see what the waves 
would be doing at high tide, and the rocks would be great 
markers.  The moon was almost overhead, and the lighthouse 
was signaling a rhythm of light.  I was emotionally transfixed 
by the pounding surf.  I had been worried about this high tide 
since breakfast.  It felt to me like I had some advanced 
warning of potential danger.  I often thought of things before 
they happened.  This time was probably the most serious 
situation I had ever pre-worried about with that nagging 
foreboding feeling.

When it was time for high tide, the waves were breaking right 
at the two marker rocks and the splash was washing up about 
another seven feet before returning to the sea or soaking 
down into the sand.  Once in a while, another coconut would 
come washing by from the left to the right.  I began to realize 
why that was happening. I was transfixed when a slightly 
larger wave pounded the rocks and the wave itself slid to 
within ten feet of our tent.  I asked Dave to check the time 
and it was midnight.  I told him that he should grab his 
glasses and come out to see what I was seeing.  He climbed 
out of the four-foot-high tent and came around to the back 
where I was standing.

As he got his bearings, I explained the two marker rocks.  The 
very next wave came in and nearly knocked us over as we 
scurried away from the tent and headed toward the lava wall. 
The warm, sandy water washed up our legs and knocked over 
the tent.  As the wave receded, it pulled the tent partway 



down the beach with it.  We had no time to be stunned, as an 
even larger wave was coming up fast.  We scrambled further 
toward the cliffs, and the second wave washed us waist-high 
and took the tent completely out to sea, never to be seen 
again, along with our clothes, food, money, and car keys.  We 
saw our flashlight, still left on, being dragged along the ocean 
bottom until it vanished.

To say the least, we were in a bad spot.  Our path to the left  
and the safety of the trail was blocked.  The waves were 
hitting the lava wall on both sides of us.  I had a horrible 
recollection that two people had been camping in the cove to 
our right, a cove that now was fully awash in high surf, and I 
imagined that their bodies might indeed come dancing by, 
rolling helplessly in the waves.  But there was no time to 
worry about them, because we were in serious trouble 
ourselves; death was a real option and we both knew it.  For 
the first time, we looked at each other wondering what we 
might do next, but we soon found out that there was no 
choice.  We had to climb the lava wall.  It was a natural  
instinct to keep moving away from the danger.  I grabbed the 
open roots of a dangling tree and pulled myself up to sit on a 
four-inch wide well bent tree trunk.  I had no idea if it would 
hold my weight or not.  Dave climbed a few feet ahead to test 
the strength of the branches and then he would help me up. 
We continued that way about twelve feet up the cliff.

But the waves would not stop.  Those two marker rocks were 
under about ten feet of water and we were about twelve feet 
up the wall.  Time after time, huge waves would force us to 
climb higher. Our clothes were soaked and we were 
exhausted.  Each time I pulled myself up I hoped that that 
would be the last time, and we clung there looking out to the 
endless sea.  I never took my eyes off the horizon, but now I 
really paid attention to it.  The waves were cresting and 
breaking a quarter of a mile offshore.  At peak they were 
much higher on the horizon than we were and we could only 
hope that they would have time to dissipate before they got to 



us.  If two waves broke close together, we knew the mass of 
water would have no place else to go, so it was time to climb 
even higher.  All the way up that wall, I had many pondering 
moments of fear and silence.  I was surprised at how 
differently it felt to face real danger.  My body seemed to 
know what to do and where to find the strength.  I was 
frightened but a different sort of frightened.  I could at least 
see this danger and I did know that at some point the waves 
would recede.  The fear and danger led the bodily responses 
and certainly appearing to have a strong mind of it’s own.

The full moon reflected beautifully off the crests of the 
twenty-foot-high waves.  The lighthouse was faithfully 
reminding us that safety was near, but not at hand.  The air 
surrounded us with warming comfort and the stars twinkled 
behind puffy little fleeting clouds.  It must have been 4 A.M. 
when we made our last lift up the wall. My legs were weak 
and bloody.  My behind had been poked and abused for over 
four hours.  I was exhausted but at least I didn’t have to 
experience two bodies floating by.  I still felt it possible that 
we would find the bodies on the beach in the morning.

I had plenty of time to think, as holding on to the roots was all 
I had to do physically.  The water began splashing the wall 
just a little lower with every wave.  I clung there, finally 
knowing I would survive the assault.  The moon was beautiful 
and the lighthouse winked its welcoming message.  Now that 
we had survived, my mind turned to wonder: how did this 
happen?  I began to accumulate my thoughts of the last 
twenty-four hours.  There was the moment when I asked 
Dave if we could get a good weather check before heading 
out to the beach.  The second thought was accompanied by a 
gut feeling that going to Secret Beach was a very bad idea. 
Then there was the need to watch two rocks for hours to stay 
aware.  My own intuition had been trying to tell me not to go. 
I had thought it was fear.  Fear had always sounded like, 
“Janice, you can’t go there!”  This time it was true!  Up until 
now, I had been sure that I had to override my panicky 



feelings, so I hadn’t heeded their warnings.  That awareness 
would let me define my new self-confidence.  I could have 
saved us a lot of trouble if I didn’t confuse fear and intuition. 
During the silence of the early morning, I promised myself 
that from now on I would only be frightened in the true face 
of fear.  I know sincerely and deeply now what true danger 
feels like.  I also know that, when I listen, I have a good sense 
of foreboding.

The fear of going to a secluded beach and the intuition of 
danger felt a great deal alike.  But I knew that I had to find 
out the difference.  I was going to make every effort to 
separate the two emotions.  In that early morning moment, 
three days before my wedding, I could easily make that 
promise to myself.  The sky was beginning to turn a lighter 
shade of blue, and the beach debris was becoming defined as 
specific items rather than dark objects.  Dave was starting to 
slide down the cliff, a few feet at a time.  He would wait for 
me for follow.  We carefully inched down, as falling would 
have negated our previous the efforts.  The night sky behind 
the lighthouse was turning into dawn and the beacon was 
fading with the darkness.  I was still looking for the bodies 
and the tent.  I would have been surprised to find anything, as 
nature had just super washed this shore.  The first ray of 
sunlight hit the top of the lighthouse as we landed on the 
sand.  The waves had retreated back to where they belonged, 
and we hugged each other for quite a while.

Now it was time to search the shoreline for anything familiar. 
Dave first headed in the direction of the lighthouse, away 
from the trailhead.  I stood right where I had landed on the 
sand, as my feet would only walk toward the trailhead and 
safety.  Dave knew that we had no car keys, so arriving at the 
top of the hill at 6 A.M. would do us little good.  When he 
was nearly out of sight, a few leftover furious waves came in 
with a fuss and I could see Dave surrounded waist high in 
rough twirling water.  If he lost his footing he would be down 
and out.  He held on as the water retreated, and the search for  



the keys was aborted.  We headed toward the trail and looked 
for evidence of our having been there, where the lava wall 
met the sand line.

Old gray coconuts were allowed to remain, but footprints 
were not.  Sand crabs were allowed to remain but camping 
tents were not.  We found no sign of any item that we had 
brought down the hill.  Our past had been erased and all was 
new.  I sure was new and different.  As we stood quietly at the 
bottom of the hill looking back at the beach where the 
sunlight began to sparkle off the first corner of warming sand, 
we gave Secret Beach back to nature.  It was so beautiful that  
the images of this long, tiring night ring truer as a nightmare.

The process of finding a payphone, getting into our car and 
finding a hotel would take the whole morning.  Showering 
twice, washing the sand out of our clothes, and scouring the 
car for items we chose not to take to the beach was the 
afternoon project.  We had airline tickets, wedding license, a 
few articles of clothing, dirty shoes, and two days until our 
wedding on New Year’s Eve Day, one day before 1980.  I was 
frightened and tired and sad, as this particular week was no 
longer going as planned.

The pastor, we found in the telephone book, promised he 
would have witnesses for us at the church.  All we needed to 
do was to be at the church at 10 A.M.  Dave’s wallet had gone 
out to sea, but my wallet had been left behind in the car 
during the camping trip.  We ended up with about $78 and 
change.  No credit cards either.  On a three-day holiday 
weekend no one could wire us any money and most of my 
stash cash went to our hotel room.  On the way to the church 
we stopped at a grocery store to get me a white carnation 
flower lei for my bridal outfit of blue jeans and white T-shirt. 
We got to the church on time and we were married on 
December 31, 1979.



After the ceremony we immediately flew to Oahu, to Waikiki 
Beach, for New Year’s Eve and our wedding night.  The hotel 
room was already paid for, and we had our airline tickets 
taking us home on January 2, 1980.  So we had a wedding 
night and thirty-six hours to follow, with about twelve dollars 
in cash.  That night, as we went out, we told people about our 
week, and they all bought us celebration drinks.  It really 
began to feel like a dog and pony show.  I got some salad 
greens at a grocery store and tossed a salad in our bathroom 
sink for lunch.  Since our camera had been in the tent, we had 
not one photograph of the most unusual week of our lives. 
But we forever had a story and a memory and a personal 
moment of magnitude.

Getting back into the real world heralded the true struggle for 
listening to intuition.  It was too easy to get back into normal 
fears and stressful behaviors.  It was a good thing that I was 
still in therapy because that trauma probably needed to see the 
light of day with someone who knew how to listen and care. 
Steve Parker did listen and he did care.

I was beginning to become myself and I had a faint memory 
of my mother talking to me as a little girl saying, “Janice, I 
would hate to stand between you and anything that you really 
wanted.”  It is true that once I make up my mind that I really 
want something I go all out to make it happen.  That phrase, 
“Be careful what you ask for because you may get it,” 
haunted me; sometimes I did get things that I thought I 
wanted but never should have had at all.

I still have visualizations in my head that I planted some 
fifteen years ago.  I would see myself driving calm. I would 
see myself with self-confidence.  I would see myself at work 
in my own business.  I would see myself living in a peaceful 
environment.  Most times I would laugh at the images and 
silently think – yeah, right! But I did like to see a positive 
future.  When I visualized my future it wasn’t a slight image; 
it was a complete environment.  In the case of imagining my 



living space, I would see the whole thing – the paintings on 
the wall, white flowers on the coffee table, cobalt blue towels 
in the bathroom, layers of soft white covers on my big 
billowy bed, and soft music playing throughout the whole 
house.

Once I found that I could see the future, I started believing in 
what I saw, and all of my movements went in the same 
direction.  I began to feel the future as someplace that I 
wanted to go.  It took a little longer to find my way into a 
career, because going out into the working world took a lot 
more work than simply visualizing it to be.  When I would try 
to see what I wanted for a career, I still had a very hard time 
believing that I could fit in anywhere.  I was afraid to commit 
to anything because I never knew when the anxieties would 
jump up and spoil everything.  I could visualize myself as the 
head of a company, but I couldn’t visualize myself getting 
there, and I was relatively certain that no one would hire me 
as a director before I had been an employee.  I was terrified to 
be an employee because I truly didn’t believe that anyone 
would hire me.  I wasn’t trained at anything, I wasn’t sure that 
I could work a full day and I certainly wasn’t worthy so why 
would anyone want to pay me.

All of this information led to only one place, the South Bay 
Free Clinic.  I would volunteer my time so that I couldn’t get 
fired.  Now I had to find out if they would even hire me 
without any experience whatsoever.  I called the Mental 
Health Center of the South Bay Free Clinic and asked for an 
interview.  This was after several months of trying to get up 
the courage to ask someone if I could give away my time to 
their organization.  When I did finally get up the nerve, the 
interview went very well.  In fact, they stated that I was 
probably overqualified to simply answer the telephones.  I 
tried to assure them that I would be quite pleased to help in 
any way possible and answering telephones would be just fine 
for me.  I never told any of them that I was too frightened to 
do anything else, and what in the hell did they mean I was 



over qualified?  I barely got up enough courage to give my 
time away.  They agreed that I could come down on 
Mondays, Wednesdays, and Fridays to work from 9:00 am to 
noon.  Great!  I was on my way to somewhere, but could I get 
there every Monday, Wednesday and Friday?  I had to try and 
try hard to succeed.

Off I went to work.  At first, I was terrified, and tried not to 
let anyone know that I was having a hell of a time just being 
there.  But once again, I never mentioned to anyone what I 
was going through.  The job entailed answering telephone 
calls from people who wanted to get some therapy from the 
interns who worked at the free clinic.  I would answer the 
calls, decipher the problem and make an appointment with 
one of the counselors.  Over time I began to see the people 
who I had only previously known on the telephone, and I 
watched them go through the therapy process.  In addition, I 
got to know the therapists who were doing the counseling.  It 
didn’t take very long before I started to have an inkling that I 
would like to be a therapist.  After all I had been through, I 
could relate to nearly every problem that people were 
presenting, and I felt that I could do a better job of counseling 
than some of the young and inexperienced interns who were 
just trying to understand situations that they had never been 
through.

I asked the interns where they had gone to school and what 
were their experiences regarding that academic setting.  Many 
of them came from Antioch University in Venice, California. 
I was told that I could gather school units from my life 
experiences and that this university was geared for a degree in 
psychology.  One day I asked Dave to take me to Antioch for 
a look around.  When we pulled up at the school I was afraid 
to get out of the car.  I thought that if I went in and asked for 
an application they would laugh me right out of the office.  So 
while I stayed in the car, my husband went in to get the 
application.  After all, he was smart and they wouldn’t laugh 
at him.



When I got home, I studied the application and ran into a 
stumbling block right off the bat.  I knew that at some point in 
my life I would have to deal with the fact that I didn’t have a 
high school diploma.  I had managed to take a few classes at 
El Camino, our local community college.  When I had 
registered at El Camino, I told them that I did have a high 
school diploma, but I was always afraid that I would get 
caught and get kicked out of school.

Antioch was a different matter.  They wanted a copy of my 
high school diploma.  Therefore, if I really wanted to go to 
Antioch, I would need to take the GED test as a high school 
equivalent.  I often felt that there were just too many hurdles 
to jump over before I could get to the end of the rainbow, but 
I knew that I wanted to be a therapist more than anything else 
in the world.  I was going to do it no matter what I had to go 
through.  I got the practice book for the GED, studied all of 
the materials, and took all the practice tests.  Then it was time 
to schedule the real test.  The only place that it was being 
given all at one time was in downtown Los Angeles.

I had to go downtown to be tested all day and then get myself 
back home.  I knew that I would have enough trouble just 
staying upright for the test, so getting downtown by myself 
was just too much in one day.  Dave worked out a clever plan. 
He would take me to the testing center, drop me off, and then 
he would go to some convenient remote location to wait for 
me.  He promised to be available to come quickly anytime I 
called, in case I had to leave early.  To make sure I wouldn’t 
have any trouble finding a pay phone (this was years before 
there were cell phones), he set me up with a ham radio 
walkie-talkie that could reach him anywhere in the Los 
Angeles basin instantly.

Off we went. I had with me my ever-present travel bag; that 
big bag that many female anxiety sufferers carry.  The one 
with the water, the pills, the teddy bear, and in my case the 



ham radio and my special “red dress.”  I was so terrified!  At 
least ten times, I felt that I would have to abort the project and 
retreat, but I didn’t.  I reached for the red dress, but NO I 
didn’t put it on.  Call Dave and give up, but NO I won’t do 
that.  Wait five more minutes.  Answer three more questions. 
Look for others to be frightened or angry or late or happy – 
“Get out of yourself, Janice!”  I took all six tests in one day 
and left immediately, exhausted and relieved.  I called Dave 
on the radio and he immediately headed toward my location 
and my rescue.  Two weeks later I got the news that I had 
passed in the top 95%, and I was now on my way to Antioch.

As a treat for my success, I was going to Paris.  Dave had to 
go to France on business for a few weeks, so we planned to 
vacation there for two weeks before his job started.  Once his 
job began, I would fly home by myself.  Damn, this was 
going to be a real test of my courage.  I sometimes wanted to 
say; “I can’t go,” but I was pretty sure I wouldn’t get a second 
chance for a very long time.  August in France is quite low 
key, as nearly everyone is on vacation at this time.  The 
tentative itinerary was for one week in Paris and one week in 
the south of France between Nice and St. Tropez.  I had to go. 
At least in France, wine was the main drinking liquid, and I 
couldn’t have agreed more.  The airplane flight was not too 
bad because Dave was with me and Paris was ahead.  Most of  
my anxiety focused on the terror of flying back alone.

Once we got to the airport in Paris, I went into shock.  I 
couldn’t understand a word or read any signs, and I didn’t 
have a clue as to what to do next.  My gut instinct told me to 
go to the bar and have a drink, hoping the bartender could 
speak English.  But Dave had four years of French in high 
school and had been working on his skills for weeks.  So I 
just picked up my suitcase and followed him.  After a taxi 
ride, we arrived at our hotel, and it was beautiful.  And having 
a glass of white wine on the Champs-Elysees while gazing at 
the brightly-lit Arc de Triomphe on a warm August evening 
made everything worthwhile.  It tasted like freedom, and 



there was so much of the world that I wanted and needed to 
see.  While in Paris, I was amazed that around every corner 
was a special sight from pictures in my mind.  We went to the 
Rodin Museum and I touched the two statues I had painted 
six years earlier while locked in my house.  The Thinker and 
The Discus Thrower were in a lovely rose garden and I felt 
like I knew every muscle in those bodies.  I cried a little.

Standing on top of the Eiffel Tower, I felt like I could see 
forever, and I had no fear at all.  This was another welcome 
vision of freedom.  The entire vacation was full of wonder 
and surprise.  Driving through Monte Carlo on the way to an 
old castle in Rocbrun was followed by a day on a beach in 
Nice before we headed out to St. Tropez for yet another day 
of play.  Visiting old ruins felt as physiologically familiar as 
looking into a campfire, as though my body knew I’d seen 
this before.  The entire two weeks was daily delight.  Part of 
our time on the Riviera we were camping. In the 
campgrounds, we met couples from all over the world, and 
sat up late into the night drinking wine and sharing family 
stories and differences from our varied worlds.  The food was 
the final temptation; knowing the language wasn’t important, 
as all I had to do was point to anything on the menu, and I 
would be brought the best and the freshest food I had ever 
eaten.  Biscuits and tea on the rooftop of the hotel with fresh 
strawberry preserves was the only way to start a day of 
adventure.  I grew a lot that August and after my long, 
terrifying flight home alone, I would be far better prepared to 
begin college.  And I felt much smarter now than I was in 
July – I was ready for an education and an identity.

Getting to Venice, California would not be as easy as getting 
to the free clinic.  At first, I had Dave drive me to school, then 
I rode with fellow students and then I began to take the bus to 
Venice, almost always fortified with liquid courage.  But 
taking two buses each way was very inconvenient, and as 
time went by, I began to think that I might be able to drive 
myself.  By now, I was comfortable enough at school that 



once I got there I felt fine.  The experience of the education 
allowed me to see myself in relation to others.  I was just as 
smart as most.

One of my finest memories from Antioch was the developing 
relationship with couple of new friends.  One was a crush and 
one was a friendship.  Al Erdynast taught a class defining the 
social development of individuals.  This topic fascinated me 
and I took his course a couple of times.  During one semester 
of educational recycling, I met a terrific classmate with total 
culture and class.  I felt like I knew her before I ever spoke to 
her.  Her name was Judy Lewis, and we both took a Saturday 
independent study class from Dr. Erdynast with several other 
devoted students.  These two people became my constant, 
good friends.  In this group, I learned how to think through a 
theory, and to form my own opinions about various other 
theories, albeit with strong immature adult life experience.  I 
could feel my self-confidence growing.

After two years at the free clinic, I had transitioned from 
volunteer work to a paid position – in fact, I had become the 
administrative director, and I was now doing the hiring of the 
interns at our clinic.  Many of the interns who worked for me 
at the clinic were now working with me at school.  My 
identity was emerging and I was definitely on the way to 
being an individual with strength and confidence.  One of the 
interns I hired was my good friend, Judy Lewis.  I remember 
clearly the day we were sitting in my office while she was 
waiting for her client to arrive, and she mentioned something 
about her mother’s television show.  I gasped a little as I 
realized that I knew nothing about her family, and I certainly 
didn’t know about her mother having a television show.  I had 
to ask, “Judy, who was your mother?”  She looked quite 
puzzled that I didn’t know and then she quietly said, “Loretta 
Young.”  I gasped again, audibly this time; I had always 
wanted Loretta Young to be my mother.  She was so beautiful 
walking down those stairs in those gorgeous dresses, and all 
of her stories were of people finding happiness.  Why hadn’t 



Al told me?  He knew.  It must have been fun for him to 
watch that surprise develop and work its way out.  If that 
weren’t enough, her father was Clark Gable.  Well, that just 
about did it for me; now I understood why all of her previous 
life had been spent on Broadway or television.  I loved having 
her at work with me during the day and at school during the 
evening.  She was such a good role model for me in so many 
ways.

School was moving right along, and after hundreds of pages 
of written reports, hundreds of hours of classroom 
discussions, and what seemed like thousands of miles of 
driving to and from, I graduated with a Master’s Degree in 
Clinical Psychology.  During that final year at Antioch, I had 
to complete an internship as part of my practicum work. 
Since I was the director at the Free Clinic, I had to find 
another place to do my internship.  My choice ended up being 
the Salvation Army Family Services in Hermosa Beach, and 
that is where I started my own counseling experiences.  One 
of my first clients was complaining about anxiety attacks.  I 
felt that I was home free.  I knew about anxiety disorders, I 
could understand the traumas associated with anxiety 
disorders, and most importantly, I could bring comfort to the 
person suffering with anxiety disorders.  I decided to run an 
advertisement in the local paper announcing the formation of 
a support group for people who have panic attacks.  That was 
in 1986 and the Panic Assistance League was born.

It was also at that time that I was asked to join an emerging 
group known as the National Council on Sexual Addiction.  It 
was great because the office was in Torrance and the director, 
Ed Armstrong, was an old friend of mine.  I’d go to the 
meetings and I got deeply involved.  As the organization 
grew, so did my boundaries.  For instance, the time we 
decided to have a conference in Colorado, I knew I could do 
that.  Over the eight years that I spent with NCSA, I traveled 
to New Orleans, Chicago, Minneapolis, San Francisco, San 
Diego, Denver and many other cities along the way.  It got to 



the point that I would challenge myself by not knowing how I 
was going to get from the airport in a new city to the hotel 
where I had a reservation.  I always wanted to challenge my 
boundaries, extend my capabilities, and grow up.  I did.

One night in downtown Chicago, I was with four other 
women from our group.  They wanted to go to the movies, 
but I wanted to see Chicago.  Off I went on my own 
excursion.  I made my way to the walk along the lake and 
began walking back toward the heart of the city.  I noticed 
that many people were walking in the same direction with ice 
chests and blankets.  It was after dark so I knew that they 
weren’t going to the beach for a sunny interlude.  As I got 
nearer I began to hear people murmuring something about 
“fireworks.”  Hurrah!  All of Chicago was going to see a 
fireworks display that I pretended was just for me.  The 
celebration of my independence was upon me and how fitting 
it was that I was alone.  I had a place from which I could 
watch the fireworks display and then get a taxi just as soon as 
it was over.  And that’s just the way it went.  The fireworks 
were spectacular and I felt that all of the applause was for me. 
What a glorious evening I experienced along the lake of 
Chicago.  And just as soon as the final array of brilliant white 
rockets grew silent, I turned around and saw a yellow cab a 
mere 20 feet away.  The driver had stopped to watch the live 
theater.  I boarded my yellow chariot and was taken back the 
Hilton Castle for a wonderful night’s rest.

I knew from that day forward, I had definitely arrived in the 
world of the living and that I was never going back into the 
darkness of fear.  I was out and I was going to stay out.  As 
long as I lived, I would spend the rest of my life helping as 
many people as possible out of that black hole.  I can now 
trust in myself, and I surrender to the fact that fear will 
always be a part of my life, but only a part, and never again 
the whole of my life.



Chapter 8
Part 1: The story

An avalanche of fear had chased me down the mountain and 
kept me captive for over fifteen years.  Getting away from the 
mountain of fear was the only way to see how big the 
avalanche had actually been.  While I was inside that frigid, 
dark ice cave, I set up a tiny corner for living, a safe place for 
my being or self or spirit or soul.  A place to hide my mind 
was the only protection between that other hostile place of the 
real world.  That safe place in actuality was very close to a 
pillow and a horizontal-sleeping place.  Outside, there was no 
one to talk to who didn’t need to be coached and begged for 
understanding.  My only constant companions were the 
voices from deep inside my own mind.  One voice yelled out, 
“You’re a fool – stupid, fat, ugly, helpless, incompetent, and a 
coward.”  That silent word-stream also told me that no one 
would ever want to be around me.  “Who has ever wanted to 
stay with you?”  “Open your eyes – you are all alone.”

The other voice, a frightened little voice of hope mixed fear. 
Or courage mixed with anger.  That little girl voice often 
stayed very well hidden.  Hopeful words would only venture 
out when the critical angry dragon was lulled by wine.  Then 
the little voice would be able to dance in the spotlight of 
courage, belief and promise.  Far too soon, the dragon would 
reawaken, and the two voices would resume the battle.

From outside the darkness of the avalanche, I could see that I 
had carved little tunnels in the walls made of sharp invisible 
crystals.  I’d first needed to carve a tunnel to the school and 
the grocery store.  Now I know why I could not go the craft 
store just 400 yards beyond the supermarket – I had not yet 
carved my little ice cave tunnel that far.  Every time I planned 
to venture out of my safe place, it took me days to get 



prepared.  I needed to take everything with me that I might 
need for a week: medication, water, food, lucky charm, 
telephone numbers, security blanket, sweater, a good book, 
money and anything else that would fit into the survival kit. 
The irrational need to take all I owned with me was because I 
constantly feared that the tunnel I was traveling through could 
collapse at any moment and leave me stranded wherever I 
might be along the route.  A panic attack always lurked just 
within range and invisibly out of sight, like an angry sniper. 
What if there was an automobile accident that blocked the 
tunnel?  It was not possible to go any other way.  The others 
routes were not yet in my tunnel system.  There were many 
highways, roads and detours that everyone else could take at 
whim.  But I couldn’t veer off my route, anymore than a nine-
year-old could drive his cute little yellow car away from the 
Autopia track at Disneyland.

Back in my safe corner, I would often lament about the losses 
in my life.  I’d lost my family to divorce, my father to 
alcohol, my first born to loving parents, my own son to God, 
and all of my freedom to that invisible IT.  I often felt crazy; 
possessed by evil forces that wouldn’t allow me to know what 
might be coming next.  I noticed that some days were much 
better than other days.  I puzzled over what could make that 
happen.  I believed that there was something wrong with me 
chemically, but I didn’t have a clue as to what that might be. 
Was this karma coming back to leave tire tracks all over my 
body?

I pondered how someone who had raced a car at Lyon’s Drag 
Strip was completely unable to drive twelve blocks to an 
elementary school.  My life before panic had been so full of 
blind courage and profound power.  Where had that gone? 
Would I ever get it back?  That was certainly still doubtful.

When the avalanche first occurred, I would just lay curled up, 
helplessly waiting for the voices of the rescue team.  There 
were times when I listened quietly for the sounds of footsteps, 



friends who would be calling out my name and reassuring me 
that all would be well.  The truth was that many people 
walked right over the spot that held my body and didn’t even 
slow down.  But one person did stop, dug though the outer 
crust of the ice floe, and offered a vent hole for fresh air.  That 
was Martha Roberts.  When she wandered into my life, I’m 
sure that she didn’t realize the magnitude of my distress, but 
she did know that a frightened neighbor needed help.  I found 
her comfort the only warm body link to the outside.  She 
would bring me stories from the outside world, and she 
genuinely cared enough to listen to stories from my inside 
world.  Her compassion and concern had been the blood 
transfusion that made the rescue possible.  I knew that I 
wanted to grow up to be just like Martha and really listen to 
what people were saying or at least, trying to say.

It was an early fall and time to call Martha for our annual 
Birthday Dinner Ritual.  I don’t remember what particular 
year but I do remember the evening.  Her birthday is October 
8th and every year I take her out to a dinner and every April 
on my birthday she takes me out to dinner.  This particular 
year we decided to go to the Proud Bird near L.A. Airport.  I 
pulled into the parking lot and there she was, standing near 
the entrance, smiling broadly.  We were always so happy to 
see each other and catch up on children’s stories, photographs 
and mutual admiration.  When I walked up to her for my big 
hug she looked at me and said, “Honey, I’m so proud of you, 
look what you’ve done.”  I had driven to the restaurant and I 
was graduating from college.  She was one of the few people 
who had been with me the whole way, and her admiration 
meant as much to me as just being able to get there.  We 
ordered a bottle of wine and sat back for an evening of story 
telling.

My job as administrative director at the South Bay Free 
Clinic was also a blessing.  That was a place where I could 
coordinate a business and make it flow.  We had a full staff of 
interns and volunteers; all wanting to help people who 



wouldn’t otherwise get any mental support for the direst of 
situations.  As the clientele came in weekly for counseling, I 
began to delight in working in the mental health field, and I 
would never tire of being involved in helping people feel 
better in their own lives.  For the majority of the time that I 
worked at the clinic I was also going to school with many of 
the interns through both my Bachelor’s and Master’s 
program.

On a morning in January of 1986, I was running a little late 
for work.  I really wanted to watch the Challenger lift off 
from Cape Kennedy.  I had been in Florida for the first launch 
of the Space Shuttle Columbia, so I knew that launch delays 
were a common event.  The countdown clock ticked off the 
last second as the steam and flames flooded the concrete 
bunker, propelling the rocket into the heavens.  I knew that 
everyone within ten miles, or more, was hearing that 
extremely loud sound of the air cracking as this spectacular 
manmade event was taking place.  Television couldn’t pass on 
that surround sound, but it could give a close-up view of the 
spacecraft that wasn’t available onsite.  Shuttle launches 
provided a precious few magnificent minutes of powerful 
glory that always gave me goose bumps, and this was no 
exception.  Then, suddenly, inexplicably, incomprehensibly, 
unbelievably, the beautiful Challenger blew up.  I was seeing 
parts of the shuttle cascading down from the sky, not really 
believing it had happened.  My eye so wanted to see a 
parachute release to lower the astronauts to safety.  That never 
happened.  I was nearly overcome with empathy for all 
people connected to the event.  I wondered if this disaster 
would cast another roadblock into my life by making me 
afraid to fly, but fortunately for me that didn’t happen.

My fear of flying had not been as difficult for me as driving. 
I always felt that I could fly to Denver, but that I wouldn’t be 
able to rent a car in order to leave the airport.  I had been 
afraid that I was the problem, and anyone else would be a 
better driver than I would.  I was sure that I would pass out, 



so we were all safer if someone else was in control.  Plus,  
every airplane has a pre-boarding area where they pour liquid 
courage.  Drinking was still my primary source of medication, 
but I now had moments or events where I tried to accomplish 
the event “au naturel.”  One of the first opportunities to test 
my courage in the sky would be that same winter, only two 
months after the Challenger disaster.  Griffith Park 
Observatory scheduled a night flight to view Haley’s Comet. 
The flight departed from LAX full of eager spectators.  Each 
adventurer paid a hundred dollars.  We traveled with a 
television crew to record this news event, and Dr. Krupp, lead 
astronomer from the observatory.

Our flight was given a very special clearance to fly dark – no 
interior or exterior lights.  This was done so that by the time 
we reached the right altitude over Yuma, Arizona, our eyes 
would be accustomed to the night sky and we would be able 
to see forever.  Viewing Haley’s Comet had been a dream of 
mine since the fifth grade, when I was amazed to learn that a 
comet would be returning to pass around the sun as it had 
been for many thousands of years.  I wanted to see the comet 
much more than I wanted to be frightened of the journey.  As 
we reached our desired cruising altitude of 30,000 feet, high 
over the desert, the pilot came on the loudspeakers to tell us 
that we would soon be taking a wide bank to the right.  That 
way all of the people on the left side of the aircraft would 
have the first view of the comet.  He told us that he and the 
co-pilot had been watching from the cockpit for some time 
and it was truly spectacular.  Both sides of the aircraft had 
about fifteen minutes of viewing to enjoy the sight.

The amazement began with being able to see just fine in total 
blackout.  Looking out of the window was strange, because 
the usual running lights on the airplane wings were dark also. 
The ground below was a desert prairie, dark and void of 
humanity, so there was not a light in sight except for the 
millions of stars that filled the roof of the universe.  It was 
hard to look beyond the splattering of twinkling lights to find 



the comet.  This year, on this swing around the sun, the comet 
was only dimly visible to the naked eye from the ground.  But 
high in the dark night sky, there it was right in front of me, 
trailing away from itself majestically.  It was the sort of 
beauty that seemed to call for a thundering overture of 
classical music to give a synchronized rhythm to all these 
profound emotions.  The mental pictures were being snapped 
as fast as possible.  Far too soon, the plane banked to the left  
and anxiously awaiting professional and amateur astronomers 
on the other side of the plane had their chance to share the 
experience.

The “oohs” and the “aahs” from our fellow travelers were 
terrific to hear.  I was delighted to see that others were just as 
excited about the event as I was.  It was now my turn to sit in 
the dark plane looking quietly out my window at the only 
lights available.  Looking at the stars seemed to be so natural 
to my mind, I could almost identify with what it would have 
been like to be a caveman looking up into that mystery of the 
night sky.  My memories of the twinkling vista began early in 
my childhood, with my grandfather going though the ritual of 
wishing on a star.  That preceded many additional nights of 
sleeping out with friends.  Sitting there quietly in that cozy 
dark airline seat forced me to contemplate my new sense of 
emotional freedom.  I wanted to feel this good all the time, 
and to be able to do everything without any help from the 
pharmacy or liquor store.  As these thoughts were solidifying, 
the plane began to level off.  The pilot told us that we were 
currently headed back to Los Angeles International Airport 
and would be landing at dawn.  The television crew was the 
first to turn on lights.  The interior cabin lights quickly 
followed that visual shock.  I noticed that the outside wing 
lights were on and flashing as they should be.  In the sudden 
glare, we all squinted and struggled more to see what was in 
front of us than we had in the total blackout.  The sound of 
champagne corks being popped didn’t need acute vision for 
definition.  The flight attendants brought out trays of the 
bubbling liquid and certificates of accomplishments were 



awarded.  I welcomed the celebration, and for a brief 
moment, I accepted the praise as my own recovery reward. 
For every great challenge and every ice tunnel carved out, a 
new dimension of life was afforded me.

It was the eve of my graduation from Antioch University with 
a Master’s degree in Clinical Psychology.  For two decades, I  
had damned myself verbally for dropping out of high school 
and never developing an identity.  I was now about to have an 
education and a sense of self.  It was still a frightening 
thought that a client of mine might need to go to the hospital, 
since my fears would have kept me out of there.  It seemed 
like the blind leading the blind, but the difference for me now 
was the knowledge that I had an anxiety disorder and I knew 
how to ask for help.  Even if that were all I had to offer, my 
studies combined with my personal experiences would allow 
me to be of some help to those who came to me for treatment.

As soon as it was professionally possible, I found an office 
right on the ocean.  Some years ago, I had gone for a 
consultation with an attorney near the Manhattan Beach Pier 
and his office window looked right out onto the bike path and 
the pier.  At the time, I felt so inferior that I kept expecting 
someone to realize that I didn’t belong in such a nice office 
and ask me to leave.  But since that request never came, I  
soaked up as much of the surroundings as possible.  I felt 
certain that I wouldn’t get to such a fine place for a long time, 
but I knew that if I ever had an office of my own, I wanted it 
to be right on the ocean with a beautiful view.  Now was my 
chance to fulfill that vision.  Coast Counseling Center was 
alive and perfectly situated in the King Harbor Marina where 
the ocean waves provided the waiting room music.

The Panic Assistance League Tuesday night anxiety support 
group was swelling to 5 or 6 regular attendees and it felt as 
though the group would survive.  It had been up and running 
for a year and moved twice.  Some nights I was the only 
person to show up.  It meant a lot to be with other people who 



simply understood the difficulties of anxiety without all of the 
unheralded solutions.  To agree that one left turn was harder 
than three right turns seemed normal in this group.  Staying 
home alone was not so dark when you knew two other people 
who hated it too.  Everyone discussed what foods or 
beverages absolutely made things much worse.  And the 
favorite topic of all was the experiences we all had with 
medication treatments.  The main search was still for a magic 
pill.  At least until we could survive with old-fashioned 
coping skills such as eating right, breathing right and thinking 
right.  This process was awfully slow and boring but it was 
the only reliable way out of the cavern.

There are so few places for anxiety sufferers to gather that the 
Panic Assistance League finally grew to about 10 to 15 
people every week.  Some would come in to sit on the floor 
after all of the chairs were taken and one night two people 
were sitting on the floor in the hallway.  It was time to move 
to a larger place and give us all room to spread out.  We found 
a place to meet at the South Bay Christian Church in Redondo 
Beach.  We paid them a small amount of money in exchange 
for the use of the cute round chapel in the middle of the 
complex.  We all felt a little like it was a Tuesday night 
service for the meek who wanted to inherit the earth.  The 
numbers kept growing and so many friendships were 
developed.  Someone suggested that we go on a field trip.

I thought that a nice little one-hour trip to Phoenix would be 
just fine.  We could fly over in the morning, have lunch and 
fly home before the sun was low in the sky.  We could make it  
even better by having lunch with another support group from 
Phoenix.  I knew Pat Merrill who was well connected in the 
panic community.  We decided to go all the way and meet 
near Squaw Peak at the fabulous hotel right there.  We called 
it “Panic on Parade.”

An outing such as this could be very good for everyone, but 
might be very bad for a few.  It was my theory that anxiety 



folk often take better care of other people than they do 
themselves.  Therefore, it might actually be good for one 
person to have a panic attack or experience high anxiety, so 
that the rest of the team could surround them and make the 
fearful one the focus, rather than their own anxiety.  Everyone 
gathered at the airport two hours ahead of time so we would 
have plenty to time to find our gate, breathe, snack and get 
familiar with Terminal 1 before actually boarding our own 
plane.  We ended up being nine strong, healthy and 
courageous people.  We found our gate, checked in and began 
to explore, as we had plenty of time.  A couple of us headed 
for the famous before-you-board turkey sandwich, the best 
over-the-counter relaxant.  Then one by one we gathered back 
at Gate 7.  Slowly we noticed that the people around us had 
different colored boarding passes and our plane was no longer 
on the board.  It had been replaced by a flight to Las Vegas. 
Then we heard over the intercom the announcement that our 
flight was now about to leave from Gate 10.  We were not at 
Gate 10.  We rushed to the boarding area and were the last to 
board.  They had been calling our flight information, but we 
were all either too busy with our new and exciting 
surroundings, or we were quietly trying to determine if we 
would go at all.  The most challenging element now was that 
we couldn’t sit together.  I was certain that this could be good 
if were able to adapt.  But it didn’t quite go that way. I tried to 
keep an eye on the directions we had all gone in to search for 
seats. One of the team members had been a little more 
uncomfortable than the rest about leaving the ground.  After I 
found my own seat, I made a quick trip to the back of the 
aircraft to check on our nervous friend. I was amazed to see 
that she was engaged in conversation with her seatmates 
(talking about the terror of flight, of course).  On her tray 
table was an unopened, cold beer (from the flight attendant). 
So in a five-minute period of time she had made friends and 
gotten a drink.  The beer was “just to hold.”  She said that we 
were good to go, and that she’d make it.  I returned to my seat 
shaking my head at her amazing creativity and determination 
to get through struggles.



We proudly made it all the way to the hotel and sat at a long 
table with Team Phoenix on one side of the table and Team 
Los Angeles on the other.  The conversations were lively and 
supportive.  This was a whole gaggle of panic people who 
would not be stopped from making it through this challenging 
day.  I had a special little treat for attempting the adventure, 
as Paige, now living in Phoenix, brought my two little 
granddaughters down to the luncheon.  Brianne and 
Alyxzandra loved going out to lunch with their Mommy and 
today they got a bonus brunch with Grandma.  Then it was 
time to go home, and since we had learned our lesson on the 
flight east, after we said our good-byes we went directly to 
our gate at Sky Harbor Airport.  With our new boarding 
passes in hand, we never moved more that ten feet from 
where we could hear the boarding calls.  Paying attention paid 
off and our group got to sit together on the way home.  The 
stories of pride kept flying just as fast as we did in the plane.

We didn’t stop with “Panic on Parade.”  We branched out to 
“Panic in the Park,” a family picnic, and “Panic on a Plate,” 
which was a luncheon at Millie Riera’s Seafood Grotto, 
overlooking the Pacific Ocean in Redondo Beach.  All of 
these outings produced very good memories that are captured 
in the PAL photo album that gets dusted off for our annual 
“Alumni Night.”  The group became so important to me and 
it felt a lot like an extended family.  Friendships were made 
that would last for a very long time.  All of this activity got us 
public notice and we were asked to make an appearance on 
the Home Show, a nationally syndicated one-hour morning 
show.  We were at least eight strong making the trip to the 
television studio.  Some of our group sat in the audience, 
while others were in the green room.  I got one of the 
director’s chairs with the show host, Gary Collins.  There was 
so much anxiety in our group that day, but we really did want 
to be able to tell some truths about anxiety.  All of the good 
food was in the green room, where some of us got hooked up 
with microphones, and the rest debated whether they would 



even be able to leave the green room.  We all did great and 
once again we conquered fear.

Later, I was asked to write an article about my experiences for 
a Christian publication called Vibrant Life.  This was the first 
time that I actually had enough distance from my deepest and 
scariest thoughts to openly and publicly admit where I had 
been on this journey.  When I condensed the whole story 
down to two pages it just didn’t seem full enough, but it was 
so gratifying to see the story in print.  Another article was an 
interview with a color photo for the Daily Breeze, a local 
newspaper.  That story got sent out on the newswires, and I 
received over 300 letters from all over America and Canada. 
Those articles led to my first guest spot on network television. 
The “Faith Daniels Show” devoted the entire hour to anxiety. 
I pulled myself up by my bootstraps and went to the studio. 
Burbank was still too far to drive to by myself, especially if I 
had to do anything once I got there.  Dave was more than 
happy to go along as I had promised him breakfast and he 
knew that I could use the support.  The day before we were 
going to tape the show, I got a call from the producer 
explaining that my segment would be the last five minutes of 
the program.  That was fine with me, as I had just planned to 
have fun for the day and enjoy the experience.  Then she 
informed me that the last five minutes of the show would not 
air in Los Angeles, as L.A. went to a newsbreak at that time. 
It was disappointing to have a spot on national television that 
would not be seen in my own backyard, but nonetheless, off I 
went to Burbank.

The fear and anxiety felt normal for the stressful 
circumstances.  The cameraman put on my microphone and 
checked sound levels with the producers in New York.  Faith 
Daniels interviewed Willard Scott about his anxiety and it 
was quickly getting to the end of the segment.  For nearly an 
hour I had been sitting there unable to move, listening to 
other people saying everything I had planned to say about 
anxiety and really beginning to feel like an afterthought.  The 



final commercial break began, and the production crew 
started moving with zest as we were coming to Los Angeles 
right after that break.  I sat up a little straighter and had a 
quiet moment to speak to that little frightened girl living deep 
inside my soul and told her that there was no fear required 
and if she could hang on without panic for ten more minutes 
we would be off to breakfast.  One last deep breath and we 
were live from the West Coast.  I don’t even remember what I 
said but I can fully remember what I thought and felt.  I 
thought, “I can do this, I am doing this.”  I felt a little anxiety, 
but only a little.  This was one of those iconic moments where 
I knew that the sum total of my courage was greater than the 
echoes of my fears.  I finished the show before the sun was 
fully up on the West Coast and I was headed off to breakfast. 
When I got to the car, I was crying.  I really didn’t know what 
I was crying about, but the tears would not be stopped.  The 
tension had been right up there with going to the principal’s 
office as a second grader at a new school.  Those few 
moments of relief were followed by some warm French toast. 
All was well with the world.

When we got back home, I checked my messages in the 
office, and I had a call from a producer at WOR Radio 
Midtown Manhattan in New York City.  They wanted to know 
if I had any plans to be in New York, as they would like for 
me to be interviewed on their radio show.  The planned 
interview date would be April 16, my birthday.  I had to try, 
but I’d not been away from California for a very long time 
and I’d never been to New York.  A trip to the Big Apple 
would be the best birthday present that I could give to myself.



Chapter 9
Part 1: The Story

The long-awaited announcement to put your seat and tray 
table in their upright position in preparation for landing meant 
that we were approaching New York City.  The tall buildings, 
small automobiles and green parks were beginning to take on 
that golden color of the setting sun from the western horizon 
directly behind us.  I was sitting by the window on the left 
side of the aircraft.  The flight had been amazingly easy for 
me to do since the real test of courage would be found in the 
city itself.  Getting there did not seem to be the biggest 
problem.  I saw the streams of lights framing the numerous 
bridges going to Manhattan.  I could see the Twin Towers of 
the World Trade Center and finally the Empire State Building. 
New York is real and I was looking at it with the widest eyes 
possible.

It was amazing to me that all the people on the airplane 
weren’t pressing their faces up to the window admiring all of 
the sights.  The city rapidly disappeared from view as we 
circled to the right over the Atlantic Ocean preparing to land. 
I couldn’t wait to get on the ground and head for the Big 
Apple to actually touch the buildings and feel the pulse of the 
city.  The landing at JFK was flawless and I made it to the 
baggage claim area, where I waited and waited and waited for 
my luggage to arrive.  I had packed everything that I might 
need and probably four times more things than I could ever 
use.  After fifteen minutes, I checked in with the friendly 
employees in the “Lost Luggage” department.  The tiny white 
room was stacked with papers, packages and people all 
absolutely emotionally void of happiness.  The line ahead of 
me was a constant clamor of complaints to each other and the 
clerk and to the air for all to hear.  I just stood there feeling 
fine and somewhat curious.  I was in New York and I actually 
didn’t care what happened – I’d deal with it.  No luggage.  It 



was lost in space but it might be in Denver, the clerk told me 
when I finally arrived at the counter.  I was assured that my 
luggage would be at my hotel room first thing in the morning.

There I was at JFK, with my purse and a reservation at the St. 
Moritz Hotel on Central Park South.  I went to the Taxi Stand 
and gave the driver the name of the hotel and off we went on 
a ride that any amusement park would love to replicate.  I had 
wished that I could have gotten a cab in New York like they 
do in the movies – by standing in the middle of the street and 
whistling one down.  The destination was way off in the 
distance and every few blocks I would get a glimpse of the 
Twin Towers.  They became the visual beacons and 
seemingly guided us onto the island.  The East River was 
spanned by bridges to the right and to the left of the one that 
we were using to cross onto Manhattan Island.  At the time I 
didn’t know the name of that river below me, but I imagined 
it to be the moat surrounding the Magic Castle on the Magic 
Island.

While moving through the city streets, I kept playing over in 
my head the sound of Neil Diamond singing about the 
“Beautiful Noise” of a city.  Horns were clamoring from 
nearly every vehicle, trash trucks were scooping up and 
compacting all along the way, and people were scurrying 
rapidly across the streets with every slight break in the traffic 
flow.  The distant siren of police cars or fire trucks could be 
heard throughout the ride.  This particular April evening was 
brisk, and large columns of steam were coming up from some 
world beneath the city.  I only had on a long cream cotton 
coat for protection, since my warm snuggly jacket was 
somewhere else, maybe Denver.

Earlier that morning, when the first taxi had picked me up in 
Redondo Beach, I realized that I had forgotten to pack my 
Xanax.  It was probably still sitting on the kitchen counter, 
waiting to be stowed in the side pocket of my handbag.  But I 
had always told everyone else that when you start to forget to 



take tranquilizers you might not need them anymore.  So I 
had decided to go it alone and rely on myself to overcome 
any fears.  This experience was either going to prove or break 
my theory.

I had flown across country, dealt with my lost luggage, taken 
a wild taxi ride and was now headed for a hotel across the 
street from Central Park after dark.  Since so many things had 
happened and continued to happen, all I could do was laugh 
and just hope that my hotel room was still waiting for me. 
The drive took us past Grand Central Station, through Times 
Square and uptown to Central Park South.  I had already seen 
more of the city than I ever thought possible.  So many great 
stores along the route!  I wanted to go back to go shopping 
but my body was exhausted and three thousand miles away 
from home.  Once in front of the St. Moritz Hotel, the 
doorman opened the door for me and inquired about my 
luggage.  I told him that my luggage wanted its own cab and 
would be along shortly.  At the reservation desk, while 
checking in, the gentleman assured me that my room was 
ready and that they were certain that my luggage would be 
there bright and early in the morning.  They handed me a 
bathroom kit along with my room key and indicated that this 
was nothing new, either to them or to fellow travelers.

I asked him for directions to my room, but before I got into 
the elevator I looked all around the lobby.  It was really quite 
small, with a few overstuffed red velvet chairs that matched 
the red velvet wallpaper.  The standard rack of sightseeing 
brochures beckoned to me, but I followed the well-worn path 
along the red carpet that led directly to the elevator.

When I opened the door and went into my room, I realized 
that it was actually a good thing that my suitcase wasn’t there, 
as I’m not sure that there would have been space for all of my 
belongings.  This was without a doubt the smallest space for 
living that I had ever seen.  The St. Moritz was a very old 
hotel, and the rooms were literally not much more than a 



sleeping room.  One regular bed, a television, a telephone, a 
chair, a three-foot by three-foot closet, and a matching 
bathroom.  The window was over the radiator and looked out 
over the street below.

Only huge trees could be made out in the massive darkness 
outside.  Just out front was a long row of festively decorated 
horses and carriages, waiting to be boarded by lovers and 
friends for a romantic ride through Central Park.  I so wanted 
to go running outside to see it all, but I thought that I’d better 
save myself by ordering some dinner and getting into bed.  It 
would all be there in the morning, and I wanted to change my 
clothes before parading through the park.  Besides, it occurred 
to me that Central Park this late at night might not be the 
safest place to be. Dinner, calling home and getting my rest 
had been the best decision.

As the first rays of light peeked into my room, I awoke and 
realized that what I had missed most was my very own 
pillow.  I called the front desk to see if my luggage had 
arrived.  They said that it should be here any minute, so I 
asked to be transferred to room service – I wanted to eat 
while waiting for my treasures.  The bacon, eggs and toast 
were great, and I was pleased – as well as a little disturbed – 
to find out that anything I wanted to eat would be brought 
right to me and all I had to do was give them my autograph.  I 
knew that I would have to pay for all of my treats, but I had a 
good excuse – it was my birthday!  When I finished, it was 
9:00 AM, and the sun was up and shining brightly on that 
mysterious park right across the street.  Through open 
branches, I could see trails with mommies pushing strollers 
along a pathway lined with tulips.  The excitement became 
too great to bear.  I put on the same clothes that I had been 
wearing for twenty-four hours, and on my way out I asked the 
people at the front desk to please put my suitcases in my 
room just as soon as they arrived.



I went out the revolving door and turned left where the 
crosswalk was only a few yards ahead.  I walked right in front 
of a whole new lineup of magnificent horses pulling 
carriages.  The buggies were decorated with different colored 
plastic roses, and a lap blanket was neatly folded on each seat  
for the next rider.  Buckets of grain and water were on the 
ground right in front of the horses, and they appeared to 
notice nothing.  Cars were speeding, horns were blasting, and 
strangers were petting them, yet they kept on dining.  A ride 
on one of those beauties would definitely be a part of my 
future.

Entering the park was just as magical as it could have been. 
The trees were reaching to the sky and touching each other on 
the way up.  Squirrels bounded across open trails happily 
bouncing into spring.  Floral bulbs of tulips, daffodils, crocus 
and hyacinths were breaking out everywhere.  I walked down 
a path and immediately found two more paths to choose from 
as the next turn in the adventure.  Off to my right was a 
meandering lake with swans, ducks and geese.  All 
throughout the park were giant stone outcroppings with 
climbers and squirrels scurrying up the sides and strolling 
along the top.  For a moment, I had forgotten that it was me in 
this place, and I was taking it all in with every step. 
Wandering even further, I found the ice rink with more 
people.  I was beginning to imagine that New Yorkers just 
waited for the sunshine to lure them out of their homes to this 
tranquil park.  It was Friday, and I got to see the full force of 
community involvement in this outdoor exodus.

One more turn took me up to the rose garden with a small 
fenced path that led to the next open space.  Along this little 
passage, I noticed that the shrubs were newly bloomed lilacs 
with a fragrance that took me right back to my birthplace of 
Gig Harbor. The Pacific Northwest bred some of the finest 
lilacs.  I concluded that this was a good sign that I was on the 
right path.  Walking further was not an option, but a calling. 
As fast as I could walk and as much as I could see was the 



order of the day.  I looked into the eyes of strangers and said, 
“Good morning,” and I really meant it.  All of the faces that 
looked back at me were so friendly and helpful.

I knew that I wanted to find my way to the “Imagine” mosaic 
circle in Strawberry Fields that was a permanent tribute to 
John Lennon.  I asked passersby where that might be, and 
they all pointed further into the park and off to the left.  I 
didn’t mind the distance, and I was amazed to notice that I 
had been walking for two hours – it had seemed like only 
fifteen minutes.  Shortly after passing through the Rose 
Garden, I got my first glimpse of a great big lawn, all fenced 
in and perfectly mowed.  Through a gate in the fence, people 
had wandered in to rest on the slightly damp grass, with their 
bicycles laying on the ground or strollers sitting nearby at the 
ready.

I kept walking and instinctively headed up toward a grove of 
luscious shrubbery and narrowing trails.  The park was 
designed to inform, as well as entertain, and The Conservancy 
green signs were strategically placed to advise the visitor of 
their current location.  The sign just ahead of me read 
“Strawberry Fields,” and a well-traveled path led up to the top 
of a hill where a dozen or so people were sitting on benches 
encircling an open space.  The center of attention revealed 
itself to be the “Imagine” mosaic circle.  I walked up slowly, 
and noticed several burning candles, half a box of chocolates, 
and a rose.  The mosaic was about eight feet in diameter in a 
starburst design with the sole word “IMAGINE” in the center. 
A few people were standing directly over the circle, and some 
were having their pictures taken. There were three paths that 
led to this spot, and all of the trails were lined with long green 
park benches, filled with people just sitting around watching 
their emotions unfold right in front of them.  Many were 
elderly and it seemed as though they came here often to sit 
quietly, as this is a whisper-only zone.



I approached the circle with Erik’s little spirit at my side. 
This particular song meant so much to me.  It was very 
popular when he died, and I could never listen to it without 
thinking about him.  Little quiet tears came into my eyes, and 
I kept walking toward the monument of death and the tribute 
to life all wrapped up into one message.  I silently told Erik 
that I promised to keep getting as strong as I possibly could.  I 
also knew for the first time that I was so lucky to have been 
chosen to be his mother for six years, and that God must have 
trusted me very much to give me such an important task.  I 
told Erik that I wouldn’t grieve anymore except for sweet 
moments just like this when we could be alone to talk and to 
share the beauty of all of life.

I no longer hated my anxieties and fears because they brought 
me to this place.  They brought me here to be with Erik, to 
identify myself and to revel in my newfound freedom.  I so 
wished that I had brought a rose or a candle, or some other 
token to leave as my emblem of honor to the experience. 
Next time, I’d fulfill that honor.  I would never forget the 
moment or the experience, and now the future was just down 
that foot-worn trail through the budding rhododendrons, 
down a slight incline to the next wonder.

It seemed like snow was blowing lightly along the ground 
from the right to the left.  But it wasn’t snow, it was flower 
petals, drifting from the cherry trees and swirling across the 
grass over the rolling hills leading to the lake.  There were 
boats and swans coming out from behind the arched bridge 
crossing from my side of the lake over to more trails of 
adventure.  I crossed the bridge to find one of those park signs 
indicating that I was about to enter “The Ramble.”  This area 
was completely natural and thick with shrubs nestled at the 
feet of the robust trees.  It felt a little foreboding, so I decided 
that I might be far enough north.  I’d had three hours of 
walking in a straight line away from my hotel room and I 
hadn’t yet come to anything that looked like the edge of this 
massive outdoor wonderland.



I crossed back over the bridge, promising myself that I would 
someday venture into The Ramble.  This path took me around 
past the BoatHouse to the plaza in the center of the park on 
the south side of the lake.  If this wasn’t the actual center, it  
was certainly the emotional center.  Children were running 
free, roller skaters were performing and families were 
strolling.  Flags fluttered, and the wind-blown cherry 
blossoms danced among the children.  The trees were all 
announcing the arrival of spring with tiny buds, and the colors 
of nature were everywhere.  Out of the corner of my eye, I 
saw more squirrels working the crowd.  The playful dogs 
were completely aware that they were free in the outdoors 
and bounded along with their beloved owners.  The whole 
area was full of natural happiness and beauty and I was taking 
it in as thoroughly as possible.  But I was getting hungry 
again, and I needed to check on my luggage, so I decided to 
pick up the pace and head back for the hotel.

I climbed the long brick stairway up from the plaza to the top 
and turned to get a final look, and to thank New Yorkers for 
the park and the welcome.  I passed through a quarter-mile 
tunnel created by trees cascading over a forty-foot-wide 
walkway.  I strolled right down the middle, nodding “Good 
afternoon” to as many faces as I could see, and pausing only 
long enough to look at many scenes that all belonged on 
postcards.  The buildings of New York City and the hotels 
along Central Park south were just ahead but that was still 
some walking distance.

I was beginning to think about the radio show that I had to do 
that night and smiled with the humorous realization that I was 
glad it wasn’t television.  At least, without the cameras, the 
old dirty clothes would just be a good story.  The producer 
was going to call me at my hotel at 2:00 PM and it was 
already nearly one and I was still lingering in the park.  I 
knew that when I got to the pond with the geese I was close to 
the streets.  I could hear the horns and the rousing bustle of a 



city like no other.  The sounds of construction that had been 
missing the night before now filled the air.

Crossing the street onto the sidewalk in front of The Plaza 
Hotel was sad, but I knew that I would return to that park as 
often as I possibly could.  My hotel was just down the street 
and right next to Rumplemeyer’s Ice Cream Parlor.  The 
revolving door into the lobby was a simple starter door, but 
mastering the timing got me into the same frame of mind as 
when I used to jump into an orbiting rope as a fifth grader. 
Alas, I’m inside.  The gentleman at the front desk smiled as 
he told me that my luggage was in my room.  I also had a 
couple of messages from home.  I got to my room where I 
promptly ordered more food, put away my clothes and 
showered before I called home.  I must have sounded like a 
child who had just been dropped off at F. A. O. Schwartz for a 
weekend of free shopping.

This day really did feel like a birthday present and every 
moment was a new surprise.  The telephone call came from 
the producer giving me the address of the station and 
directing me to be there at 9:00 PM.  We would be live on the 
air from 10 to 11 and that would be it.  I needed a nap, but I 
hated to be inside with so much going on outside; I finally 
compromised by putting on a favorite soap opera, and soon 
fell sound asleep.  I was amazed that I had no anxiety about 
the WOR radio interview, as it really was the motivation to 
come to New York in the first place.

The front desk called to wake me for the evening activity and 
it was already dark outside.  I ate again, dressed in something 
warm and went down to the doorman for a taxi.  Once outside 
again, it was impossible not to yearn for a horse-drawn ride 
through Central Park on one of those beautiful carriages.  I 
promised myself I’d do it next time!  My cab appeared out the 
mist from the street vents, and we headed down 6th Avenue 
through Times Square to the radio station.  The security guard 
at WOR in midtown Manhattan had my name on the list and 



assured me someone would be right down.  The street 
entrance and waiting area were quite small and the elevator 
was old, but on the upper floors the space opened up to 5 or 6 
studios on either side of a long hallway.  Being on the air was 
easy and fun, with calls coming in from other anxiety 
sufferers all over New York and the surrounding areas.  The 
host was sincerely surprised that so many people were willing 
to express such intense fear.  They shared how they 
experienced everyday life and they all were begging for help 
and compassion.  Woven through the tales of desperation was 
a quiet anger – "Why doesn’t everyone just understand what 
I’m going through, and believe me about how horrible it is?" 
There were so many callers still on the line after the show that 
I was asked to stay on for an extra hour to tape a future 
program.   Thirty callers waited patiently for their turn after 
we went off the live air feed.  We finally completed taping the 
second hour.  I chatted with people who were working at the 
studio, and they all seemed to have stories to tell me about 
their own anxiety.  I was finally walked to the door and told 
to walk to the corner where I’d easily find a cab.

As soon as the door closed behind me I realized that I was 
two blocks from Times Square just minutes before midnight 
on my birthday.  After all this discussion about anxiety, I 
began to be aware of the potential danger of the dark, as I 
heard the sound of strange footsteps coming up behind me.  I 
must have seen this in a movie, because I instinctively turned 
around and walked directly toward the oncoming footsteps.  I 
let him pass me face on, he smiled politely and then I turned 
again to follow him to the bright lights of Time Square.  The 
giant neon signs and sidewalks full of pedestrians gave me a 
giddy excitement, the thrilling glow of knowing I was right in 
the middle of the city that never sleeps.  Restaurants were 
full, T-shirt vendors were parading their wears, musicians 
were singing for their supper and people from all over the 
world were streaming through this hub of international 
society.



After taking it all in for a few moments, I got a cab and went 
directly to my hotel, wondering if I’d ever had such a terrific 
birthday.  Just as I entered my room to kick off my shoes and 
call home, there was a knock on the door from room service. 
Now they were bringing me food even before I had ordered 
it!  I opened the door to find a very pleasant man wearing a 
white coat holding a tray with champagne and cake from 
Rumplemeyer’s Ice Cream Parlor.  He told me that it was a 
birthday gift from my daughter Paige and the flowers on the 
table were from Shelby.

It was a perfect end to a perfect day, and I so wished that the 
girls had been here to enjoy it with me.  I called them both to 
thank them profusely for once again being so incredibly 
considerate, and told them that someday we three girls would 
make the trip together and that I couldn’t wait to show them 
Central Park.  After an even longer call to Dave to update him 
on his wife’s adventures, I finally curled up with my pillow 
and drifted off to sleep.

The morning light peeking in around the edges of the drapes 
gently roused me from deep sleep.  As I rolled myself out of 
bed and stepped onto the plush carpet, I realized that my feet 
were damaged.  I had walked so much the day before that 
now I was seriously limping.  My room-service breakfast 
arrived right after my shower, and I sat down to plan my 
day’s itinerary.  Instead of the long walks I had thought about, 
this literal tenderfoot would take a cab to Battery Park, where 
I could view the great Lady Liberty in the early morning 
light.  In no time at all, I was being whisked to the 
southernmost tip of Manhattan Island.  Battery Park is a 
destination for anyone wanting to go to Liberty or Ellis 
Island.  It was also a place for the local residents of Battery 
City.  Alongside the robust trees alive with squirrels, and the 
bright yellow and red tulips swirling with butterflies, there 
were folding tables set up by merchants selling postcards, T-
shirts, souvenirs of New York, maps and a whole range of 



juices or waters.  Boats heading for either island left every 
half-hour or so.

I boarded a boat for the ride out to Liberty Island.  The park 
grounds were full of bright flowers, green grass, park 
benches, small children, old ladies and beautiful vistas.  I took 
a personal walk around the base of the statue, looking up at 
the marvel of construction and the implications of the spirit of 
independence.  Personal liberty and freedom was just as 
important as social liberty.  This trip was becoming 
emblematic of my own personal freedoms.  Inside I was 
feeling moved at the complete absence of any fear at all.  I 
always looked for it or at least expected it but at this moment 
it could not be summoned.  I so cherished the feelings in my 
body without the screaming that goes along with excruciating 
fear.  Freedom is a beautiful thing!

Looking back toward Manhattan Island, I decided that the 
Twin Towers would be the next adventure to challenge my 
courage.  I contemplated that if I went to the top of the tower 
I’d nearly be on top of the world, but to get there I’d have to 
be confined in a tiny elevator car all the way up.  It had 
become my pattern to get as close to the fear as possible and 
then decide if I would take the next step along the obstacle 
course.  On the boat ride back, the Twin Towers got taller and 
Lady Liberty got smaller.  I decided to walk the eight blocks 
up to the World Trade Center Plaza that was between the two 
towers.  I stood at a corner looking straight up the side of one 
of the mammoth buildings, to where they blended directly 
into the sky and the one could not be distinguished from the 
other.  It was nearly noon and the plaza was full of people 
having lunch, and I was drawn to the large brass globe over 
the fountain in the center of the plaza.  After taking another 
moment to decide whether I would proceed, I decided that I’d 
at least go inside the building where I could see the elevators.

I went through the tall doors and found the signs directing 
visitors to the ticket booth for the Observation Deck.  Floor-



to-ceiling windows surrounded the two-story lobby, and flags 
from every country adorned the sidelines of the whole ground 
floor.  The center of the floor was filled with elevators taking 
hundreds of people up and down to their offices; for them, 
this was a normal workday.  There were about twenty people 
waiting in the observation deck ticket line, and I joined them, 
knowing that I was not committed and could get out of line at 
any time.  I still wanted to conquer any possible 
apprehension, and I really didn’t want to walk away from any 
challenge – especially after a day like yesterday!  So I stayed 
in line and bought my ticket.

With ticket in hand, I went to the elevator and walked in with 
thirty other people who looked happy and calm.  I decided to 
join them in spirit and well as companionship.  When my ears 
plugged up I knew that I’d gone real high, real fast.  Upon 
reaching the top I wanted to walk as fast as possible to the 
outside observation deck, not from fear but from excitement. 
It was beautiful and clear and a personal bold statement of 
liberty.  The views were nearly unbelievable as I could see for 
40 or 50 miles in every direction.  When looking straight 
down, the cars and people were so very little and so very far 
away.  It was really a long way down to the plaza below.  My 
internal happiness was once again soaring.  I glanced over at 
The Lady and gave her a little nod of thanks for the freedom 
of the moment, and I thanked all of New York itself for the 
adventure.

Before I knew it, and far too soon, I was flying back to 
California to resume my life with a whole new attitude.  I had 
a new set of stories for the group at PAL and felt certain that I 
was at a stable point of recovery, finally picking up my life 
where I had left it 20 years ago

The next few years flew by so happily with a normal flow.  I 
loved my work as a therapist.  Every day I could help 
someone to understand the causes of anxiety and show them 
how to feel better.  PAL had twenty or more visitors every 



week.  Helpers like Carol Risa, Betty Arias, Rich Gossett and 
Kristy Anderson joined us.  Carol was with us for several 
years and led many of the groups.  Kristy and Betty had been 
a member of PAL and then went to Antioch University to get 
their Master’s in Psychology, after which they came back to 
PAL as co-leaders.  We were all moving forward and making 
great strides along the way.

Just before dawn on the morning of January 17, 1994, the first 
sound was the rattling of the blinds, and then the bed began to 
shake.  We knew it was one of those little earthquakes that 
occur from time to time, and Dave reached over to hold me 
and reassure me.  But the shaking continued, and shockingly 
it got much more violent.  We were almost shaken from our 
bed.  The television jumped off its shelf and crunched to the 
floor, and I could hear crashing sounds coming from the 
kitchen.  Through my window I could see a series of bright 
blue flashes all around the city.  Dave was still holding me, 
but now I could tell he was terrified too.  The power went out, 
and still the shaking continued!  My greatest fear was that the 
building might collapse, or at least that the ceiling might fall 
on us.  It was so loud!  Surprisingly to me, I felt no fear – I 
felt courage, as long as I stayed right where I was in my bed. 
After what seemed like long minutes, the shaking finally 
stopped, and we took deep breaths as we sat in the dark 
absorbing what had happened.  Cautiously, we found our 
flashlights and got up to assess the damage.  First we found 
the cats, who had dived into the deepest corner of the darkest 
closet as soon as the shaking had started, so at least they were  
safe.  The TV set had fallen but didn’t seem to be broken. 
The kitchen was a mess; the floor was covered with a thick 
layer of water, milk, maple syrup and vinegar mixed with 
broken glass.  That could be dealt with later.  Dave and I 
collapsed onto the sofa, and just embraced in the pre-dawn 
darkness.  I was long since accustomed to panic and was 
handling it well, but this was Dave’s first experience with real 
fear in a long time.  I looked at him and gently said, “Now 
you know what a panic attack feels like.”



My fiftieth birthday was approaching, and I felt that it would 
be a good time to get to know myself even better, 
contemplating another round of personal therapy.  Lester Kim 
had blazed the trail to let me know that I’d be fine in time. 
Steve Parker helped me to locate my identity.  Now it was 
time to redefine my course and direction of travel.  A friend 
had recommended a clinical psychologist named Robert 
Coffman who had an office right in Redondo Beach.

As soon as I met him, it felt to me like he was a caring parent.  
He began the course of therapy by taking me back to the pain 
of my early life, and as the weeks went by I’d begin to cry the 
minute I walked into each session, and continued for the 
whole hour.  But if that was where my mind needed to go, I 
was willing to endure it.  I could tell that these were old and 
familiar wounds, impacted with years of emotional neglect – 
largely at my own hand.  I’m pretty sure that once we are able 
to understand what happened to us in our youth, we could 
then begin to resolve the old emotional roadblocks.  Staying 
angry and miserable doesn’t seem to be too productive.

For my birthday, Shelby and Paige planned a party at the 
Beach Club in Marina del Rey.  My son David got his hair cut  
very short for the event and said that this was his birthday 
present.  They invited fifty friends, and we dined just as the 
sun was setting in the Marina with sailboats passing on their 
way out to sea for that sunset view.  I took the opportunity to 
go around the room and thank every guest for his or her 
importance in my life.  When it became time to tell everyone 
just how much each one of my children meant to me, I was 
unable to speak.  Just thinking about it would make tears 
jump into my eyes.  Someday I would be able to muster up 
the courage to let them know that they kept me alive, just by 
allowing me to love them so much.  They are now three 
extremely strong individuals who take terrific care of each 
other and their families.  They would also learn that they had 
grown up to be just as strong and independent as any parent 



could ever desire, in spite of their rough family landing into 
this world.

My good friend, Ginger Lindbergh, had been working with a 
South American man who ran an art school for disadvantaged 
children deep in the jungles of Peru, and one day in 1996 she 
invited me to join her on a trip to visit the school.  With my 
newfound courage, I had no trouble accepting.  It was quite a 
change from not being able to leave my home so many years 
ago in Torrance, California.  If I could go on a trip of this 
magnitude, it meant that I could go anywhere.  I didn’t know 
if the weather we were heading into would be warm or cool. 
I didn’t know a soul in Peru, except for Pablo Amaringo, the 
village shaman and art teacher at the school.  I didn’t even 
know what language they spoke or the currency that was 
required.

In the middle of the Amazon rainforest, I learned that one 
could recover too much from anxiety disorder.

Fear is not always a challenge to be overcome or an enemy to 
be vanquished.  Along with all the ritualistic phobias I put 
myself through, there is real danger in the world, and fear is 
important in keeping us safe.  I kept a journal of my 
experiences in this grand adventure, and someday I might 
write another book about them.  For now, it will be enough to 
say that we found ourselves caught in the middle of an armed 
insurrection where we were shot at and mugged.  We were 
taken deep into a jungle along a machete-hacked trail and fed 
strange food, eventually escaping in a hand-carved boat going 
down the Ucalally River.  Two days after we left town, an 
Embassy in Lima was taken over by armed rebels.  I was 
literally in shock for several months after returning to 
America.  I knew that I had to learn how to integrate and 
accept legitimate fear, while not falling back into the 
enslavement from which I had emerged.  All of the beauty of 
the jungle, and the delightful, talented children I met gave me 
some balance in dealing with the trauma of being way out of 



my own element.  I would surely like to go again, but I would 
plan the adventure with a lot more precision and social 
awareness.

Some years later, I did return to New York with Paige and 
Shelby for a very expensive Mother’s Day weekend at The 
Plaza Hotel.  Our luggage took two days to join us on this 
trip, and I must say that the staff at the Plaza was most helpful 
regarding the dilemma.  We walked in the rain one day 
through Central Park on nearly the same path I had taken 
years before.  The almost-empty park became a whole new 
experience in the pouring rain.  We made our way to the Twin 
Towers for the same view of the exciting, vibrant city below.

My love and connection for New York City was shattered, 
along with everyone else’s, on that early September morning. 
For thirty days I dealt with world events as a most saddening 
and scarring memory.  I kept talking to my clients with 
wonder as they too passed right through the emotions to the 
intellectual elements of the disaster.  I knew that I loved New 
York but I couldn’t cry.  I wanted to get away from everything 
but it felt like there was nowhere to go.  The only choice left 
open to me was to go to New York myself and actually see 
what had happened and what it felt like to be right there.  On 
October 11, 2001 I was walking around the entire center of 
disaster.  The faces of the people told the story, as they milled 
about in bewilderment, beholding their New World.  I met my 
own emotion head on late in the day when I went into a 
convenience store to get a bottle of water.

While I was standing at the counter, a small black cat came 
out from a tiny cubbyhole behind a display case where he had 
concealed himself.  When I picked him up to hold near my 
chest, I felt all of his fear in his heaviness and wanting to feel 
secure.  I bought him some chicken, tucked him back into his 
cave, and quickly walked out of the door.  Feelings of grief 
and sadness flooded through my body.  I sat heavily on a 
nearby bench, hung my head, and cried and cried and cried. 



The trip had served its purpose.  Having lived through my 
emotional climax, I could now go back home and be able to 
assist fellow travelers to safe ground beyond the quagmires of 
fear and trauma.

Profound fears and sensitivities have been the bane and the 
benefit of all my journeys.  Writing this story has taken me 
ten years to complete, and it changed in my mind every year. 
I am now near the end of the process and I know that so much 
of my life has been wrapped around the fate of a little child 
who lived only six short years.  It’s time for that to change.

Erik’s death was one of those moments in time that wouldn’t 
be ignored.  The trauma to this mother led me to gain sixty-
one pounds within six months of his death.  Many years later, 
while looking at his death certificate, I discovered that he had 
weighed sixty-one pounds the day his life stopped.  I 
subsequently learned that it is not terribly uncommon for a 
mother to gain the weight of a child that she lost.  It was a 
way of not having to let go.  As I finish this story of these 
simple lives all so affected by one little boy, I can now 
understand why I have just lost sixty-one pounds.  I’m letting 
go.

Now that Erik and I are separated, we will be able to walk 
down the beach, along the water’s edge of the Pacific Ocean, 
leaving two separate and distinct sets of footprints in the sand.



From Fear To Eternity
by Janice Held

Part 2.  The Analysis



Chapter 1
Part 2: The Analysis

In agoraphobia with panic, patients fear the possibility  
of powerlessness, and/or panicking while in  
vulnerable situations (elevators, cars, airplanes,  
stores, crowds, etc.)  Theoretically, agoraphobia  
without panic can exist, but I believe it is extremely  
rare (if it exists at all).

In uncomplicated panic disorder (panic disorder  
without phobia), panic attacks occur without the  
patient’s associating the attack with a specific threat  
or threats.

The Good News About Panic Anxiety and Phobias.
Mark S. Gold, M.D.

Every story of an anxiety ridden individual ought to be 
told.  I am constantly amazed at the reported 
experiences some people have had to endure.  The 
childhood travels of everyone have potholes and some 
are sinkholes.  The emotional coping and 
compensation techniques of humans can be amazing. 
While the coping mechanisms for a body, under 
extreme duress, is to flood the body with the 
sensations of acute danger.  And that is something we 
have come to call a panic attack.  I will attempt to 
explain how my own personal history walked straight 
down the path of stress, confusion, powerlessness and 
despair.  Hopefully, all people dealing with profound 
fear will have a better understanding of their own trip 
through this very long nightmare.



I was 25 years old when that first anxiety attack struck. 
My life developed with an excessive amount of stress 
and confusion for a child.  Stress on the body is 
cumulative so the damage of all of my adventures, 
combined with a body designed for panic, erupted into 
a massive red-hot emotional lava flow.  That lava 
flowed up from my feet to devour all of the essences of 
courage, confidence and clarity.  The sensations of 
death flowing uncontrolled through my nervous 
system stopped all reason, leaving me a “dead-woman-
walking.”

The common suggestions about the natural animal 
instincts of “Fight, Flight and/or Freeze” do not cover 
the entire picture.  What would I fight with exception 
of trying to hold onto life?  Where would I flee, 
directly into the waiting arms of death?  To “Freeze” 
would mean to die in my own boots.  The other option 
was “Flounder.”  Like a newly caught fish, on the 
dock, trying desperately to fling myself back into the 
sea of life.  I floundered by feeling my way around the 
room to sit down and stare at a single letter on a page 
of newsprint.  I also floundered in silence by not 
getting help from one of those nearby doctors.  Asking 
for help had apparently been taken out of my regular 
protocol of self-preservation.  The reasons for that 
social imbalance will become clearer as time goes 
forward.

The most significant psychosocial for an anxiety 
disorder, that I have found, comes from one’s inability 
to take care of themselves.  As a child if we were 
either neglected of overprotected the outcome would 
have been the same.  “We don’t know how to take care 
of ourselves.  If over protected we didn’t have to learn 
how to do anything as it was done for us.  In fact, if we 
tried to make our own decisions we were told, “No, 
you don’t want to do it that way.”  Soon into childhood 



we conclude that only our parent knows what is right 
and we need them, or someone else, to make all 
decisions.  That includes; what to order at the 
restaurant, what to wear, what to say, here to live, 
whom to love, and anything else requiring a personal 
decision.  The very worst thing that can happen to an 
overly protected person is for the care-giving parent to 
die or at least become disinterested in being the 
primary caretaker.  The conclusion is confusion and 
personal distrust of all decisions.

Oh no!  The muffler sounds bad…What if I have to  
take it to the shop?…I can’t afford the expense….I’d  
have to draw the money from Jamie’s college fund…
What if I can’t afford his tuition?…That bad school  
report last week…What if his grades go down and he  
can’t get into to college?.. Muffler sounds bad…

Emotional Intelligence
Daniel Goleman

The vast majority for us who suffer with profound fears had 
our needs and wants neglected.  Parents who weren’t 
available (dead, drunk, gambling, working, fighting, 
traveling, spending, marrying, etc.), in the form of a loving 
communicating parent, probably missed the instructions 
needed to believe that we could take care of ourselves.  Not 
knowing how to take care of “you” would naturally lead into 
some form of disorientation and destruction.  Anyone, who 
knew how to “take care of themselves,” would have 
immediately gone to one of the doctors requesting help for 
the perceived medical emergency.  A neglected early 
childhood experience, as crying for a bottle of milk, most 
likely went unheard.  There were probably longs hours of 
being at home alone or better yet with a sibling to be cared for 
or abused by.  And it becomes very difficult to learn how to 
take care of ourselves unless we clearly see that we never 
knew how in the first place.  Even after complete intellectual 
awareness the journey of repair and rebuild is a long one.



Interpersonal intelligence is the ability to understand  
other people: what motivates them, how they work,  
how to work cooperatively with them.  Successful  
salespeople, politicians, teachers, clinicians, and  
religious leaders are all likely to be individuals with  
high degrees of interpersonal intelligence … is a  
correlative ability, turned inward.  It is a capacity to  
form an accurate, veridical model of oneself and to be  
able to use that model to operate effectively in life.

Emotional Intelligence
Daniel Goleman

Our “Life Before Panic” is a road map that leads directly 
down the hall, around the corner, under the bed and into the 
body of anyone preprogrammed to heart stopping fear.  Soon 
enough you will follow the story of my own journey through 
the valley of the shadow of death.  However, it is critically 
important to know that the outcome was practically inevitable 
for everyone who ends up in his or her very own internal 
“Panic Room.”  Anxiety Disorders are genetic and you 
inherited the likelihood of developing this disorder.  It is most 
probable that someone else in your family also suffers.  And 
consequently, your children are also susceptible.

The first research studies of anxiety by Psychiatrist Ferris 
Pitts of the University of Southern California School of 
Medicine produced unusual findings.  He injected chronic-
anxiety patients with sodium lactate.  The injections produced 
panic similar to their usual attacks, while normal people had 
no such responses to the lactate.  When he gave lactate to  
anxiety sufferers a constant flow of sodium lactate in the form 
of an injection, he found he could stop their panic simply by 
turning off the flow.  This discovery gave researchers the 
validity they needed for further research of panic attacks. 
They also compared the biochemical reactions of patients 
without a history or family association of panic and they had 



none of the recorded symptoms of panic when injected with 
sodium lactate. This research led the way to studies in 
families and children of anxiety sufferers to find it was 
extremely common and therefor probably genetic.

Doctor Pitts later re-infused the panic sufferers with calcium 
lactate and the number of panic attacks reported reduced by 
fifty percent.  That information was surprising useful but few 
people noticed the connection of calcium to reduce anxiety 
symptoms.  Many of road signs that led me down that fateful 
road to my emotional accident had complete disregard for 
monitoring my food and chemical intake.  Before the first 
panic attack I would drank five cups a day of strong black 
coffee or swigged down eight jiggers of gin.  It honestly never 
occurred to this twenty-year-old busy socialite-want-to-be 
that eating healthy food might produce a healthy body.  But 
that is in complete keeping with not being able to cling to 
good healthy friends either.  My own chemical enlightenment 
is still years away as we reflect on that first adrenaline iconic 
moment in the halls of the hospital.

Being genetically predisposed is only the TNT and the device 
still needs a fuse.  Stress is that fuse to panic.  Looking at the 
stress f that one afternoon at UCLA should not, of its own 
accord, ignite the powder keg.  Lighting a huge pile of 
explosives requires a big fire source and a long cord.  The fire 
source was clearly the potential death of my son.  But the 
long fuse is something I had carried with me from birth.  In a 
very brief outline I will divulge a summary of the story to 
follow in the pages of this book.  But in order to explain the 
first attack it would be insightful to follow the cookie crumbs 
left along the journey of my life. Every individual who ever 
stood electrically startled and frozen with fear has a long fuse 
of ones own.

My fuse was part way developed when my parents divorced, 
as I was a lovingly delicate little four-year-old confident 
blonde.  Over a few slow moving years I lived with three 



stepfathers, one of whom was emotionally abusive.  After that 
point I acted out recklessly in nearly every social situation.  I 
felt as though there was nothing to hold onto within my 
family.  Nor did I have anything to fall back on.  I also lacked 
a constant and/or good moral example for making choices or 
dealing with consequences.

My father, whom I dearly loved, died of alcoholism when I 
was 16 and living in a home for unwed mothers.  I became an 
unwed mother at 17 but gave the child up for adoption.  Then 
married and had four more children — one, Erik, with a 
congenital heart defect.  Having children was what I believed 
would bring me happiness and more children would bring me 
more happiness.

My distorted motives and methods of coping in life was 
sending me in circles and helping to lengthen the fuse that 
was burning silently just below the surface of my life.  Stress 
levels were getting high enough to reach the wick on an 
explosive nervous system.  It took many years, after that first 
attack, to understand how all of life’s ups and downs did 
make a big difference in the nearly inevitable outcome.

Dr. William Rea, M.D., a Texas clinical ecologist,  
introduced the concept of “total body stress load.”  
Every individual has a limited capacity to handle  
stress, determined by his own genetic strength and life  
experience.  This stress load capacity is burdened by  
an accumulation of all the various stresses that the  
body experiences at one time, be they environment,  
emotional, or physical.  Dr Rea uses the analogy of a  
“stress barrel” filled with water.  Once the “stress  
barrel” is full, it can overflow when even a small  
amount is added.  In this manner, once our stress  
capacity is strained to the limit, even tiny quantities of  
inhaled or ingested chemicals can produce physical or  
mental symptoms.



No More Fears
Douglas Hunt, M.D.

The amount of change and confusion in my young life was 
filling that little “stress barrel” rather quickly.  I didn’t know 
that alcohol was making the anxiety and stress worse.  I didn’t 
know that my adrenal glands were doubling in size and 
becoming a deep dangerous red.  They really wanted to be 
pink and quiet.  I didn’t know that good food was fuel and 
that fuel was important as to the body.  And, probably most 
serious, I didn’t know how to talk calmly to myself or make 
sensible decisions.  I unfortunately thrived on the chaos and 
the drama of distractions.  Problems became a way of life and 
seemed to entertain and guide me.

My lifestyle helped to build the foundation of panic along 
with a body just waiting for that “stress barrel” to flood 
adrenaline throughout my entire body.  I now think of panic 
as being the result of physical degradation and a lack of 
emotional connections.  The body knows it’s not getting what 
it needs, and it responds with a genuine and justified fear of 
death if any harmful lifestyle continues.

Stress is a very difficult thing to see and somewhat difficult to 
define.  The American Heritage Dictionary says that stress is 
the act, condition, or effect of exerting force on someone or 
something; Pressure, tension, strain.  So anything that causes 
pressure, tension or strain can be considered stressful.  That 
certainly includes: driving, tight clothes, family members 
with cancer, cloudy weather, stopped-up plumbing, night 
mares, surgery, toothaches, crying children, monthly bills, and 
on and on and on.

We are all under stress, and we all manage it differently. 
Most of us cope with stress and rejuvenate themselves during 
the periods of calm.  For many others, who are suffering 
physical degradation of their bodies because of improper self-
care, also have a lack of emotional connection.  Good 



emotional connections frequently serve as an outlet for 
loneliness and frustrations.  Consequently, without healthy 
associations it is easy for any task ahead in life to become 
overwhelming.  All of this stress can turn into anxiety or 
further itself into an anxiety disorder where the fear rules all 
decisions.

Fear and/or anxiety are important in moderation.  It keeps us 
from doing things that might be harmful and injurious to 
ourselves.  To live without any anxiety would be dangerous, 
just like living with too much anxiety is potentially harmful. 
Somewhere there is a middle ground where anxiety serves us 
well but not to the point of restricting our every movement. 
When anxiety alters our health, personal growth, social plans, 
family harmony, ability to work, we are dealing with an 
anxiety disorder.  For those who suffer from an anxiety 
disorder this seems like a pretty simple definition for such a 
disabling and distressing ailment.

A panic attack is an intense state of fear that occurs  
for no apparent reason and is characterized by four or  
more of the following symptoms.

! Shortness of breath (dyspnea) or smothering  
sensations
! Dizziness, unsteady feelings, or fainting
! Palpitations or accelerated heart rate  
(tachycardia)
! Trembling or shaking
! Numbness or tingling sensations  
(paresthesias)
! Flushes (hot flashes) or chills
! Chest pain or discomfort
! Fear of becoming seriously ill or dying
! Fear of going crazy or of doing something  
uncontrolled
! Sweating
! Choking
! Nausea or abdominal distress



! Feelings of unreality (depersonalization or  
derealization)

Anxiety is a state of more or less permanent, low-level fear 
and physical discomfort.  The body has mechanisms and 
chemicals that are triggered by fear, real or imagined.  Under 
the wrong circumstances the symptoms can be perceived by 
the mind as dangerous in and of themselves and then adding 
to the fear.  A feedback reaction or vicious circle can take 
over by arousing the body’s entire survival apparatus to spin 
out of control and we climb into the sensational stratosphere 
of panic.

Panic is what I felt that day in the UCLA hospital pediatrics 
ward in 1970.  Fear feeding on itself was pushing through the 
safe limits of danger and profoundly sounding internal 
warning and alert sirens.  Instead of preparing the mind and 
body for action to survive, the panic overrides the fear 
response systems.  The fear becomes the threat, and for a 
short time we are paralyzed in a panic attack.

The systems cannot maintain themselves in that state for long. 
The chemicals dissipate and the emotional loops unwind 
themselves as the attack passes.  But the memory of the panic 
attack remains, a terrible, terror-filled few minutes, surpassing 
the most horrible moments we had ever before experienced. 
At all costs we must prevent IT from ever happening again.

How can we do that?  What made IT happen in the first 
place?  Whatever we were doing at the time, we will never do 
again.  Wherever we were and whenever IT happened we 
must never go to again.  As we suffer more panic attacks, we 
mark more places and circumstances as out of bounds.  Our 
world gets smaller, closing in on us, and we are beginning to 
slide into what might become agoraphobia.  This is the 
restricted life of fearing almost everything and retreating into 
the smallest possible environment of control and safety.



Fear, anxiety, panic and agoraphobia are different for all of us 
who suffer.  It does not follow that if you have anxiety you 
will always become agoraphobic.  I have generally found that 
the sooner you get help the sooner you reach a place of 
recovery.  Anxiety is a physical and emotional state of 
constantly changing high levels of fear.  The body has 
mechanisms and chemicals that are triggered by perceived 
danger.

The life I had led brought me to this door of high anxiety and 
down the hall of agoraphobia.  As the story unfolds you will 
see what brought me back down to Earth and regained a 
positive direction of travel.

An important thing to remember is a message that comes 
from the National Institute of Mental Health: Anxiety 
Disorders are real and they are treatable.  And that’s the truth. 
Anyone and everyone can recover to lead a happy, active and 
productive life.  It is entirely safe for you to believe that you 
are getting better every day.  Knowledge and understanding 
of self is the primary way for you to make these changes in 
your own mind and behavior.  Knowledge about the disorder 
also helps you to define your needs to your friends and 
family.  The more you know, the more you are able to defend 
yourself and structure your life so as to keep the anxiety in its 
proper place.



Chapter 2
Part 2: The Analysis

The events of that year would have seemed unbearable for 
anyone.  So often I hear people tell me that having a child die 
was their worst nightmare.  We feel that the loss of a child 
would kill us emotionally with the pain of that loss.  I take a 
completely different look at this segment of my life.  As 
Erik’s illness became more open to the community I would 
have many people coming up to with one voice, “How are 
you?’  That was a question that I had longed for.  My first 
thought after they asked the question I glanced over my 
thoughts to reflect on my enormous fears rather than Erik’s 
death.  For so long I knew that something was wrong but this 
final blow was just enough for people to identify that I might 
be having difficulties with the whole thing.  I was finally 
gratified to see that someone realized that I wasn’t doing very 
well but I finally had a viable reason in their mind.  It had 
also been eleven months since I began my journey into 
insanity and this was the first time anyone noticed.  It’s like a 
child who is comforted when parents divorce but little 
attention had been paid when the parents were fighting for the 
past two years.

As a therapist it is now relative easy to do some “Monday-
morning quarterbacking” on my own reactions to stressful 
situations.  I can easily see that self-confidence would have 
gone a long way toward getting me the help I needed.  But in 
my condition I was not about to ask anyone for help.  I really 
did believe that I was going crazy, and that if anyone ever 
found out about the depth of my fears and instability I’d be 
taken away to the “funny farm.”  Then I would never be able 
to see my children again — those who were still alive.  And 
they were the most important things in my life.

I can also now see that staying in the house without sunlight 
and exercise was just making things worse.  The alcohol was 
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also adding to the physical impairments.  My sense of self 
was so low that I did not feel capable of dealing with 
anything outside of myself; even within myself things were 
out of my control.  I was now officially suffering from Post-
Traumatic Stress Disorder.

Post-traumatic stress disorder, or PTSD, is severe stress  
resulting from a traumatic event such as rape, assault, a  
natural disaster, wartime combat duty, experienced a serious  
accident, or observing a serious accident.  A person with  
PTSD can experience recurring images of the traumatic  
event, a feeling that the traumatic event is occurring in the  
present, recurring distressing dreams of the trauma, or  
intense physical discomfort when exposed to events that  
symbolize or resemble an aspect of the traumatic event.  A  
person with PTSD may avoid places or things associated with  
the trauma or experience a general numbing.  This numbing  
can range from avoidance of thoughts or feelings associated  
with the trauma to a general feeling of detachment or  
estranged from others.  At least two of the following types of  
body arousal will also be present.

!
Difficulty falling asleep or outbursts of  
anger
!
Irritability or outbursts of anger
!
Difficulty concentrating
!
Hypervigilance
!
Exaggerated startle response
!
An excessive physical reaction when  
exposed to events that symbolize or  
resemble an aspect of the traumatic event –  
for example, a person who was rear ended  
in an automobile accident becomes very  
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anxious whenever a car approaches from  
behind.

Anxiety, Phobias and Panic
Reneau Peurifoy, M.A., MFT

The exaggerated startle response was most evident when I 
heard a car door slam across the street, when the telephone 
rang, when someone slammed a cupboard door in the kitchen 
I would jump.  It did feel like I was going to jump out of my 
skin.  My skin itself was jumpy.  I could only wear smooth 
clothing and had to cut out all labels in the back of the collar 
or the irritation would be extremely irritating.  I would be 
startled if a feather had fallen from the sky into my field of 
view.  Being so easily startled whenever anyone walked into 
the room all the while being frightened that they might leave 
the room.  Wanting to be alone and terrified of being alone 
was one of the greatest stresses of my feeble existence.  I  
longed to be alone in a quiet place so I could rest and get 
better.  That seemed to be a natural instinct.  But being alone 
was much worse.  I was nearly positive that I might die at any 
minute and someone else, anyone else, would need to take 
care of me.

That same startle response was propelled by excessive 
adrenaline all throughout my body.  It circulated in my blood 
like the vitamin C from that early morning glass of orange 
juice.  If I looked at a pile of laundry I didn’t just have a 
thought, “Oh, I’d better get that done.”  Instead, my first 
thoughts were, Oh my God, I’ll never get everything done.” 
Since shame floods us with negative thoughts, carrying 
negative chemicals, I was also giving myself a dose of 
Adrenal-Speed.  As the stress, tension and harmful chemicals 
caused the bodily sensation to spiral up my mood and self-
confidence was twisting down.
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Jumping out of my skin thirty or forty times per day would 
naturally lead to the outburst of anger.  If someone 
accidentally startled me my reaction was to instantaneously 
shout, “Don’t scare me like that anymore!”  The bursts of 
anger were not only to people and things outside of myself as 
I often got angry with myself.  “What the hell’s wrong with 
you,” was a common refrain that I’d yell at myself.

A form of compensation for living with the startle response 
was to be hypervigilant.  If I could see or hear anything 
dangerous heading my way I would be able to prevent the 
startle.  I didn’t discover until quite later in my life that I was 
a professional at hypervigilance.  I had always thought that I 
was just nosey and observant.  Being perfectly trained to 
never miss anything could have been a blessing.  A 
dysfunctional aspect of being keenly observant while 
excessively fearful led me to imagine all potential outcomes 
of every possible situation.  I could imagine that if one of my 
other children went outside to play they could be kidnapped, 
hit by a car, fallen out of a tree and bit by a dog all in one 
afternoon.  Therefor keep them inside where I could keep 
them safe from all imaginable dangers.

Difficulty falling asleep was far more the problem than 
stating asleep.  As the evening got late, kids tucked into bed, 
neighbor’s porch lights going out, and late night television 
had gone to old movies I’d be wide awake.  In fact the later it  
got the more awake I would become.  I wanted to be tired and 
I longed for sleep but who would prevent death from seeping 
in under the kitchen door if we all went to sleep.  I couldn’t 
call anyone as they too had gone to bed.  Instead I would be 
listening to police and fire sirens lightly calling way off in the 
distance.  I’d sit alone, curled up on the sofa, silently begging 
the sandman to drop by for tea and sympathy.  In the middle 
of the night, when the whole world is asleep, one’s own 
distorted mind is a very lonely place.  Completely numbing 
my mind with alcohol was often the only way to slur and alter 
the internal fearful voices.  I so felt that I had come to a dead 
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end on the road of my life that leads aimlessly into the forest 
of madness.  If the thoughts had only maintained a steady 
stream, of any reasonable length, I might have been able to 
figure things out.  Unfortunately, dreadful images danced, 
skipped and darted like flat rocks being thrown horizontally 
across any lake in the woods.  Just like all rocks, my thoughts 
eventually fell to the bottom.  I’d automatically pick up a new 
rock-thought to see if I could worry longer and further.  Only 
the first glimmer of dawn’s early light could carry me off into 
a mild state of slumber.

That degree and level of sleep was quickly interrupted as 
children arose wanting breakfast and play.  Since stress in 
cumulative, each day I would be digging a bigger hole toward 
the center of agoraphobia.  Since I only felt safe being in the 
house that is exactly where I would stay.  Like a dog taking 
all of his favorite things to a special corner of his world, I 
would keep everything important to me right nearby.  Day by 
day I was sinking further into isolation.  Making matters 
worse I was trying to work things out in my own mind all by 
myself.  That was like playing a whole game of scrabble with 
nothing more than the original seven tiles of letters and an 
occasional blank.

The grief of Erik’s death stayed deep inside my body.  Fear 
and doubted seeped out every pore of my body.  I was so 
afraid to feel anymore than I had already felt.  I was raw.  It  
seemed at times as though I had lost trust in everything 
reasonable.  And that I put complete trust in all that was 
unreasonable.  Areas became “contaminated.”  Anyplace I 
was when an anxiety attack occurred became contaminated, 
and I would never go there again.  Eventually everyplace 
became contaminated, and I was trapped in a prison whose 
walls were made of my own “magical” thinking.

I happened to come across a television show with Claire 
Weekes talking about “panic attacks.”  I sat transfixed as I 
listened.  They were talking about me!   She knew about IT! 
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They were talking about her book, “Hope and Help for Your 
Nerves.”  I bought that book, but I was afraid to read it.  It sat  
uselessly on a shelf.  I so wondered what might be in those 
pages, but the fear of finding out that something was deadly 
wrong deterred me from the quest for knowledge and 
understanding.

I tried in my own way to understand what was happening.  I 
did know that I had been told I was “too sensitive” and that I 
needed to learn how to be less sensitive.  That seemed quite 
difficult.  I remembered that when I was a little girl I was 
always very sensitive and cried quite easily.  Now how does 
one go about slowing down that inherent quality?  In many 
ways I believe that some of us need to be born with a caution 
notice taped to our foreheads: “WARNING — emotions might 
feel more intense than they really are.”

Sensitive people are sensitive about the past, present and 
future.  I have found that many of us with profound anxiety 
are often highly intuitive.  We are usually more aware of our 
surroundings than most people.  Our hearing seems more 
acute, or at least we pay more attention to faint sounds.  Most 
of us have very keen memories and we often (sometimes too 
often) experience total recall — and that really means total 
recall, as though we were re-encountering the original event 
including sights, sounds, smells and feelings.  With 
adrenaline flowing freely through the body and brain, all 
experiences are sent directly to long-term memory.  Anxious 
people are not only sensitive but often quite bright as well.

My mind was so tied up with thoughts of my own pain and 
confusion that I ignored what was happening to the rest of the 
world.  My husband had gone off into his own despair for 
having lost his first born son.  Three little children who 
looked to me for guidance were left to grow up by 
themselves.  Grandparents could hardly tolerate seeing the 
blanket of pain that was draped over their children. 
Neighbors politely cared for our children, mowed the lawns, 
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pulled out the garbage cans and anything else that might help. 
The nearby community support was extremely valuable.

Everyone involved was affected so differently but my main 
concerns were for how this impacted my surviving offspring. 
With time, knowledge and experience I can clearly observe 
how such a family event would alter the growth of siblings. 
Just growing up is difficult enough.  Add to that a social 
explosion and emotional assault I regret not being mature 
enough to handle their needs with greater skill.  As a therapist 
I spend most of my day repairing the damage done to 
children, now grown adults in distress.

Growing up to be confident and competent requires a health, 
stable and nurturing environment.  At the very least, life 
needs to be kind and consistent.  I would, more than anything, 
like to have been able to provide all of my children with a 
solid environment where they would have fully developed. 
The dream of creating that safe place for children sounds so 
simple when you pair it down to seven elements. 

1.  Confidence.  A sense of control and mastery of  
one’s body, behavior, and world; the child’s sense that  
he is more likely than not to succeed at what he  
undertakes, and that adults will be helpful.
2. Curiosity:  The sense that finding out about things is  
positive and leads to pleasure.
3.  Intentionality:  The wish and capacity to have an  
impact, and to act upon that with persistence.  This is  
related to a sense of competence, of being effective.
4. Self-control:  The ability to modulate and control  
one’s own actions in age-appropriate ways; sense of  
inner control.
5. Relatedness.  The ability to engage with others  
based on the sense of being understood by and  
understanding others.
6.  Capacity to communicate.  The wish and ability to  
verbally exchange ideas, feelings, and concepts with  
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others.  This is related to a sense of trust in others and  
of pleasure in engaging with others, including adults.
7.  Cooperativeness.  The ability to balance one’s own  
needs with those of others in group activity.

Emotional Intelligence
Daniel Goleman

I certainly was unable to give my children all of the social 
and emotional tools for being a child, and even less for being 
an adult.  As a lonely little girl growing up I would dream of 
how happy I would be when I had babies of my own.  We’d 
all be happy and no one would ever feel lonely.  As a child is 
distress I could only focus on a dream into the future.  In the 
years since their childhood my living children have managed 
to straighten themselves out with a wide range of 
experimentation.

The oldest child in any family tragedy has a unique burden to 
carry.  Paige always felt guilty for wanting to race home from 
school with Erik.  As time went on we could discuss this 
openly and honestly while trying to explain to her that his 
heart attack was inevitable.  She knew that on an intellectual 
level but the guilt still had a strong hold on some part of her 
idea of herself.  She recently sent me a communiqué with the 
following description of a dream and her comments about the 
dream.

Hi Mom,
Last night I had a dream that I wanted to share with  
you......Usually I would call you and tell you about it,  
but this one was so wonderful that I could not even tell  
it to Roger without crying....I still haven't finished  
telling him yet.

The dream starts with Elaine owing me 350.00...so she  
gives me her car which is in this storage "Place" it's a  
Mazda RX7. No big deal...I am thinking of who I can  
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sell it to.....I wander around this storage place and  
find different levels where items are stored on  
display....It looked like a giant flea market where  
nothing was for sale.....I found this one spot that had  
items for the United Methodist Church of  
Torrance.......years ago we had created this time  
capsule that we were going dig up many years  
later......here it was though on display.......you could  
touch things in this place and wander where ever you  
wanted to.....so I did......in the time capsule I had place  
some items of mine......my brownie pin and 5 bottles of  
Avon type perfume.....I knew they were mine and could  
not believe it...there was my name on the items......a  
woman comes up to touch my things and I tell her NO!  
These are mine....she looked at me and said "really?" I  
knew what she meant...they really belonged to the  
church...I explained that I was going to ask for them  
back.....I found this very nice older woman who was  
going to help me ask the church for my things.....I  
moved on.......I found a level with people next, all in  
cots hooked up to machines.........It was very  
clean....very peaceful.......and warm (in this way I  
mean inviting).....I met this man and he explained to  
me that all these people were in comas and that this  
was where they were taken care of.......I walked around  
with him and looked at all of the faces......Then there  
was Erik.....all grown up.....just sleeping  
peacefully....you see he did not die....this is what they  
did with terminal patients back then.....no one  
knew.....I told him that’s my brother and he let me stay  
with him....he explained how there cared for  
him....how Erik was going to have a ham sandwich for  
lunch......just blend it up and IV it......He explained that  
the patients did not wear diapers because it was to  
irritating to the skin....he let me sit there for  
hours......for days......one day came and he told me  
there was going to be a memorial for Erik....but how  
can that be he's still alive...the man explains that he  
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just knows after being there for so long when the time  
has come.....I leave....sad......I tell David about it........I  
think about telling dad but don't want to hurt him all  
over again........the memorial was set for 9:45.....I get  
there and David is sitting with Erik just talking......I sit  
on the other side of him and hold him in my arms and  
sing to him......." I need a hero...I am holding out for  
hero until the end of the night"  As I sing this to Erik I  
think that David must think I am crazy but I don't  
care..... I just keep singing that song to Erik...I lay him  
back down gently and the man comes over....I am just  
sitting there stroking his hand and his eyes open...the  
man says "it's a miracle".... Erik looks up at me and  
says "Hi".

End of Dream             Can you imagine I actually got  
to hold my brother again..... and see him as a man.  
What a great gift, even if it was only in my mind....the  
feelings I felt were real.

Love you!  Paige

(The next day)
Hey therapist mom,
Still thinking about my dream.  I cry but they are not  
so much as sad tears, yet tears of awe.  I wish I could  
describe to you (or anyone) the impact it has had on  
me.  Could you imagine being able to see, feel, and  
talk to Erik just once more.  Not the boy, but the man  
he was supposed to be.  I feel like I was given a great  
gift.  As if the angels graced me with sight.  I dream  
often, of many things none have ever made me feel this  
way.  It is interesting to me that in the dream I only  
shared this with David.  I could only hope that he  
dreamt it too.  I hope that you dream it or have. It was  
awesome.  The song hero will make me cry for a very  
long time.  Maybe it was just me letting of guilt....who  
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knows.  I just know that he came to me last night and  
that I love him still.

Paige

I never fails to amaze me how the human mind can heal itself 
when given enough time and maturity and security.  My 
oldest daughter is finding a special way to talk to herself to 
see the past, present and future all at one time.  However, 
when she was eight years old her life had already been miles 
away from where it ought to have been.  I can remember her 
going through all of the events surrounding the life and death 
of her younger brother with a smile and very few words.  I 
can barely imagine all of the conversations that she was 
having with herself.  It never dawned on me to actually sit 
down to ask her how she was feeling.  I only thought that if 
she was smiling everything must be fine.  I somehow 
magically felt that I was the only one who had bleeding pain 
from the grief of having a child ripped out of my heart.

Regardless of how low one could feel the clocks keeps 
ticking at life plods along.  One moment I’d be sitting at the 
kitchen table waiting for Erik to come in the door.  And the 
next moment I’d answer the front door accepting and huge 
bouquet of beautiful flowers with a sympathy card from a 
loving friend.  The bouncing back and forth left a few 
minutes to plan a party.  Some people call it a funeral but the 
preparations felt like a party was to come.  And all of the 
remaining minutes were filled with gut wrenching sobs of 
pain and tears.

Although we know that after such a loss the acute state  
of mourning will subside, we also know that we shall  
remain inconsolable and will never find a substitute.  
No matter what may fill the gap, even if it be filled  
completely, it nevertheless remains something else.

Sigmund Freud
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Chapter 3
Part 2: The Analysis

Afraid? Of whom am I afraid?
Not death; for who is he?

The porter at my father’s lodge
As much abasheth me.

Of life? ‘Twere odd I fear a thing
That comprehendeth me

In one or more existences
At Deity’s decree.

Of resurrection? Is the east
Afraid to trust the morn

With her fastdidous forehead?
As soon impeach my crown!

Emily Dickinson

One thing kept floating around in my head and that 
was the thought that if these attacks came on so 
suddenly why couldn’t anyone find a way for them to 
go away just as suddenly.  One day long ago I could 
drink coffee, drive the freeways into downtown Los 
Angeles, shop at any store and travel long distances 
happily in any airplane.  I can almost remember a day 
when I thought I heard something snap in my brain.  I 
wondered if something up there was broken.  I just 
wanted the ugly feelings to go away and I kept 
promising myself that if they all went away I would be 
good forever and ever.

Maybe there was a way for IT to just go away.  The most 
likely way would be in the form of a pill.  That wonder drug, 
the magic pill, that perfect thought, that wonderful doctor, 
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that heavenly intervention were all possibilities that I would 
have found completely acceptable.

I rarely if ever thought that I would have to do all of this 
myself.  After all, I was broken in every way possible.  I 
couldn’t take care of myself and I could hardly be expected to 
heal myself.  I heard from everyone over and over again that, 
“Janice, you’ve got to get a hold of yourself.  You’re too 
sensitive.  It’s all in your head.  You think too much.  Just do 
it.  Let it go.  What’s wrong with you?”

I knew of no alternative to treatment other than through 
medical doctors.  In the 1970’s physicians were themselves 
still relatively in the dark about anxiety disorders.  The 
National Institute of Mental Health has an excellent 
description of anxiety disorders that I would have love to 
have found anyway along the way.  Doctors know much more 
than they did over a quarter of a century ago.

People with panic disorder have feelings of terror that  
strike suddenly and repeatedly with no warning.  They 
can't predict when an attack will occur, and many  
develop intense anxiety between episodes, worrying  
when and where the next one will strike.

If you are having a panic attack, most likely your heart  
will pound and you may feel sweaty, weak, faint, or  
dizzy.  Your hands may tingle or feel numb, and you  
might feel flushed or chilled.  You may have nausea,  
chest pain or smothering sensations, a sense of  
unreality, or fear of impending doom or loss of  
control.  You may genuinely believe you're having a  
heart attack or losing your mind, or on the verge of  
death.

Panic attacks can occur at any time, even during  
sleep.  An attack generally peaks within 10 minutes,  
but some symptoms may last much longer.
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Panic disorder affects about 2.4 million adult  
Americans and is twice as common in women as in  
men.  It most often begins during late adolescence or  
early adulthood.  Risk of developing panic disorder  
appears to be inherited.  Not everyone who  
experiences panic attacks will develop panic disorder-
for example; many people have one attack but never  
have another.  For those who do have panic disorder,  
though, it's important to seek treatment.  Untreated,  
the disorder can become very disabling.

Many people with panic disorder visit the hospital  
emergency room repeatedly or see a number of doctors  
before they obtain a correct diagnosis.  Some people  
with panic disorder may go for years without learning  
that they have a real, treatable illness.

Panic disorder is often accompanied by other serious  
conditions such as depression, drug abuse, or  
alcoholism, and may lead to a pattern of avoidance of  
places or situations where panic attacks have  
occurred.  For example, if a panic attack strikes while  
you're riding in an elevator, you may develop a fear of  
elevators.  If you start avoiding them, that could affect  
your choice of a job or apartment and greatly restrict  
other parts of your life.

Some people's lives become so restricted that they  
avoid normal, everyday activities such as grocery  
shopping or driving.  In some cases they become  
housebound.  Or, they may be able to confront a feared  
situation only if accompanied by a spouse or other  
trusted person.

Basically, these people avoid any situation in which  
they would feel helpless if a panic attack were to  
occur.  When people's lives become so restricted, as  
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happens in about one-third of people with panic  
disorder, the condition is called agoraphobia.  Early  
treatment of panic disorder can often prevent  
agoraphobia.

Panic disorder is one of the most treatable of the  
anxiety disorders, responding in most cases to  
medications or carefully targeted psychotherapy.

You may genuinely believe you're having a heart  
attack, losing your mind, or are on the verge of death. 
Attacks can occur at any time, even during sleep.

The National Institute of Mental Health

Not knowing any of the practical knowledge of the body and 
the incredible situations stress can put one through.  I 
believed that it was all just my doing or my lot in life.  I was 
alone and no one else had ever been though this and I don’t 
belong here.  The long-term anxiety situation was leaving me 
tired and depressed.  Whenever I went to a doctor I would 
mention; pounding heart, sleeplessness, shaking, fainting, 
depressed, terrified, and stayed home in my bedroom.

Most of the physicians would hear me say the word 
“depression” and that they knew how to treat.  They would 
give me antidepressants hoping that the depression would lift. 
But these medications were stimulants and I would be 
bouncing off the walls.  The medications at that time were 
mainly a one-pill-fixes-all approach to chemical recovery. 
We’ve come a long way with prescription drugs as we have 
come a long way with information about this prevalent 
disorder.

Generalized anxiety disorder is an ailment that takes years to 
develop.  Many people who live with anxiety disorders and 
have panic attacks can look back in time and find that they 
did have symptoms of smaller panic attacks before the BIG 
one that threw them for a loop.  We also find that; anxiety 
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runs in their families, foods and allergies strongly affects their 
moods, that PMS times display more anxiety than others 
times of the month.  The issues of fear, stress and anxiety 
appear to be chemical and biological in nature.  When 
combining the natural predisposition for anxiety, all any of us 
had to do was to stir in excessive stress and you have pure 
panic.  Take a nice long string of panic attacks and it might 
lead to pulling away from life as much as possible.

In a vast majority of cases, agoraphobia begins with a panic  
attack.  Agoraphobics experience the attack, and the loss-of-
control it causes, as a catastrophic event.  The agoraphobic’s  
worst nightmare is that an attack will happen in a situation  
from which escape to a safe place would be impossible or  
humiliating.  Agoraphobic’s are not afraid of the situation  
itself, but of the losing control there.

The Good News About Panic, Anxiety and Phobias
Mark Gold, M.D.

The fear of losing control is truly at the top of the list of any 
upstanding individual.  There are so many ways that a 
creative bright anxious mind can image losing control.  On an 
airplane we could go screaming down the isles as soon as 
they close the door.  In a line at the bank or grocery store 
fainting would be most awkward.  Movie theaters, if able to 
go, require sitting on the isle to avoid being blocked in by 
strangers.  Driving a several thousand pound vehicle while 
passing out should definitely be avoided.  Getting stuck in 
traffic could be deadly.  Eating can cause vomiting – control 
that by not eating in public.  Elevator doors close and escape 
is undetectable, avoid elevators.

We usually want to keep the knowledge of our self-diagnosed 
mental illness a private matter.  So if we went on any of the 
above adventures, humiliation and exposure is the 
consequence.  “Don’t risk it,” is the only plausible 
conclusion.
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Every anxiety attack is perceived by the brain as a traumatic 
event.  Wherever you were at the time is remembered.  All 
smells are recorded.  Sounds are filed.  Setting are marked 
and deemed contaminated.  The slightest reminder of the 
episode can bring back all of the sensation that occurred at the 
time.  That would then mean that whenever you were when 
you remembered the attack and re-experienced the experience 
is also contaminated.  It doesn’t take too long or very many 
anxiety attacks to completely bring us all to a very small plot 
of comfort.  That is often the home.  For some people, who 
mainly suffer attacks at home, being away from home with 
their own car is their only comfortable zone.

Knowing that I needed therapy and found someone I felt I 
could trust was a huge step in the right direction.  When I first 
got into the counseling setting what I really wanted was to be 
given a diagnosis.  I wanted a name.  If there was a name they 
I would know that I was not alone.  By always looking into 
the eyes of a treatment provider all I saw was bewilderment. 
If my experience was a short time ago I often wonder what it 
would have been like a hundred years ago.  What would this 
have been like for someone traveling across country in a 
covered wagon?  That trip was certainly stressful and anxiety 
is a known part of all history.

For me it is extremely comforting to know now all that we do 
know about anxiety disorders.  Many people, such as myself,  
once recovered we’ve gone on to help others as only another 
sufferer can fully understand.  Some have become therapists 
and others have gotten into the medical field either as a 
physician or a researcher.  Once again I’d like to share with 
you the comments and suggestions from the National Institute 
of Mental Health on their recommendations for treatment.

Treatment of Anxiety Disorders

Effective treatments for each of the anxiety disorders  
have been developed through research.   In general,  
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two types of treatment are available for an anxiety  
disorder-medication and specific types of  
psychotherapy (sometimes called "talk therapy").  
Both approaches can be effective for most disorders.  
The choice of one or the other, or both, depends on the  
patient's and the doctor's preference, and also on the  
particular anxiety disorder.  For example, only  
psychotherapy has been found effective for specific  
phobias.  When choosing a therapist, you should find  
out whether medications would be available if needed.

Before treatment can begin, the doctor must conduct a  
careful diagnostic evaluation to determine whether  
your symptoms are due to an anxiety disorder, which  
anxiety disorder(s) you may have, and what coexisting  
conditions may be present.  Anxiety disorders are not  
all treated the same, and it is important to determine  
the specific problem before embarking on a course of  
treatment.  Sometimes alcoholism or some other  
coexisting condition will have such an impact that it is  
necessary to treat it at the same time or before treating  
the anxiety disorder.

If you have been treated previously for an anxiety  
disorder, be prepared to tell the doctor what treatment  
you tried.  If it was a medication, what was the dosage,  
was it gradually increased, and how long did you take  
it?  If you had psychotherapy, what kind was it, and  
how often did you attend sessions?  It often happens  
that people believe they have "failed" at treatment, or  
that the treatment has failed them, when in fact it was  
never given an adequate trial.

When you undergo treatment for an anxiety disorder,  
you and your doctor or therapist will be working  
together as a team.  Together, you will attempt to find  
the approach that is best for you.  If one treatment  
doesn't work, the odds are good that another one will.  
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And new treatments are continually being developed  
through research. So don't give up hope.

Most people have a therapist and/or a doctor and the 
two rarely speak to each other.  For the client or the 
patient to be relaying messages back and forth to both 
is like asking a fourth graders to come home and tell 
their parents about their grades.  Needless to say, all of 
the information might not be translated fully and 
correctly.

The physician can rule out other potential medical health 
problems and consider medications to help with the critical 
anxiety symptoms.  Doctors can also calm the ever-present 
fear that something inside is critically wrong.  That makes a 
lot of sense since anxious people can’t see anything wrong on 
the outside but the mind is certain that something is definitely 
wrong.  The mind is right.  Often a doctor looks at a good 
blood test, a normal EKG, a clean MRI, and a clear Xray -  
many proclaim that, “You’re fine.  It’s all in your head and 
you need to find a therapist.”

When dealing with doctors know exactly what you want 
when you go in, forget that your doctor was once a GOD. 
Take in a list of questions; ask for some blood work that will 
tell you how your body is working chemically.  Know that 
when you do not feel at one with your doctor “Get a new 
doctor!”  Do not take pills that you do not want to take.  Do 
not allow anyone to tell you that you are just too sensitive. 
Do not let family members verbally abuse you by telling you 
that you don’t need to go to another doctor.  There is plenty of 
help out in the world today and many doctors are quite 
knowledgeable.  Some doctors now have experienced a panic 
attack and openly speak about their experiences.

Most importantly please know that when you are dealing with 
doctors or therapists you are the consumer.  If you don’t like 
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anything about this professional please get out and find 
someone within whom you can trust.

As a therapist I might give the client a list of things to do, a 
specific doctor to see, a good book to read, good vitamins to 
take and power to make decision for themselves.  This breeds 
‘self’ power and self-command.  Action, along with sincere 
interest, helps a great deal to bring anyone back into control 
of his or her own life.  Success may be something that one 
experiences for the first time.

For me to take the big leap of challenging doctor’s would 
have to wait until any confidence developed.  I cherished the 
support that I felt from Lester Kim and Martha Roberts. 
Those two people gave me a moment to believe that I might 
not be at fault for all of this pain.  Going on the driving 
adventures with Martha reminded of how many wonderful 
things there were out in the world.  Now if I could only get 
there myself.

Strong loud and debilitating anxiety breeds shame.  That 
shame continues to lower ones image of self.  When our sense 
of self is broken we are literally unable to resurrect ourselves 
and we become depressed.  Shame is highly visible when we, 
the sufferer, think about ourselves and we do truly believe 
that we are almost too insignificant to be alive.  Getting out to 
do anything is to empower the individual who has such a 
poor sense of self.  Susan Jeffers, PhD, writes in her book, 
Feel the Fear and Do It Anyway;

Five Truths about Fear
1. The fear will never go away as long as I  

continue to grow.
2. The only way to get rid of the fear of doing  

something is to go out … and do it.
3. The only way to feel better about myself is to go  

out … and do it.
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4. Not only am I going to experience fear  
whenever I’m on unfamiliar territory, but so is  
everyone else.

5. Pushing through fear is less frightening than  
living with the underlying fear that comes from  
a feeling of helplessness.

My next adventure would have to be on my own and to 
someplace that I really wanted to go.  A library and a park 
would be that destination.  The importance of this being 
successful would mean the difference between my 
adventuring again or retreating into my safe world of my 
bedroom.  I had to do this alone and I knew how important it 
would be.
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Chapter 4
Part 2: The Analysis

If stress is the main contributor to anxiety I didn’t give up on 
adding to the pile of traumatic debris.  One of the most 
troubling problems associated with my life, and many others, 
is that when we are in the thick of distress we believe that we 
can’t get out alone.  Inside the mind the words of courage and 
logic are only a whisper.  And the voice of incompetence is 
sitting behind and big podium with a loud gavel.

Since two of the major symptoms of profound anxiety are the 
fear of going crazy and confusion or inability to make 
decisions, why should I trust me?  The look in the eye of 
people we talk to confirm the “are you crazy” question.  It is 
also such a deep desire for things to just be normal that we 
rarely think of making major changes.  Things like moving, 
divorcing, demanding, deciding and so much more appear to 
be going in the opposite direction of “back to normal.”  That 
confusion and distress in my own decision certainly led to me 
filing for divorce three times and withdrawing the papers 
every time.

A couple of years ago I asked a room full of recovered panic 
sufferers to list some of the main things that they did to 
eliminate stress.  Eight of them announced that divorce was 
the stress reliever.  In 1972 I couldn’t go that far alone.  It 
really did take the move of my husband to take himself out of 
the situation.  We didn’t get along and too many things had 
happened of a painful nature.  The scars of the fights, Erik’s 
illness and the drinking nights were too deep to heal.  Time 
has proved that his decision was a correct decision.  He has 
since gone on to be happily married for twenty-five years to 
someone with more compatibility and less scaring.
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It didn’t feel like a good idea at the time.  I was terrified, hurt 
and broken.  The only safe place for me to be was in that 
friendly bed just down at the end of the hall.  A place where I 
could hide was all I was looking for at that time.  I did end up 
in bed for a month.  No shower or food or phones or company 
and that’s exactly what I wanted.  Yet there were three little 
children still in the house who were being raised by their 
older sister. 

During my thirty-day emotion death march, right after the 
separation, I saw something for the first time.  I saw the real 
fear of Paige’s face.  She would come into the bedroom to see 
what I wanted to eat.  She recalls making a menu of all of the 
foods she could cook and pretended to be a waitress.  She’d 
put prices next to the food selection that ranged form five 
cents up to a dime.  I don’t remember the menu but it has 
been amazing to see the same moment in time from all 
directions.  Some how or another I was going to get the 
oatmeal.  She hurried off to the kitchen to make the meal.

She had already dressed Shelby and Dave after giving them 
breakfast.  Paige was ten and a half years old.  Always being 
tall for her age, people expected more from her than she 
should have been expected to do.

That morning as she came into my room she looked 
determined.  She said, “Mom, you have to eat.  Here’s the 
oatmeal, just try it.”  My first thought was that I really did 
need and want to have someone taking care of me.  I 
personally didn’t care if I died.  And if I didn’t eat then death 
might come sooner.  I was also screaming silently for help 
and Paige had the only ears.

What made this moment different was that I saw my fear in 
her face.  She really meant it that I had to eat.  She didn’t 
want me to die.  As I took one bite after another I sat up a 
little bit in bed and finally took the bowl myself.  I could 
almost see her fear settling down and she was attempting to 
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return to being a little girl, a very frightened little girl.  By the 
end of that magic bowl of oatmeal we were talking about 
what we should do today.  I was faking enthusiasm but I had 
to begin the journey back to motherhood and adulthood. 
Staying alive and getting better was my goal and protecting 
the children was my drive.

Optimism, like hope, means having a strong  
expectation that, in general, things will turn out all  
right in life, despite setbacks and frustrations.  From  
the standpoint of emotional intelligence, optimism is  
an attitude that buffers people against falling into  
apathy, hopelessness, or depression in the face of  
tough going.  And, as with hope, its near cousin,  
optimism pays dividends in life (providing, of course,  
it is realistic optimism, a too-naïve optimism can be  
dangerous).

Emotional Intelligence
Daniel Goleman

That morning might have been my first moment of self-
control.  Now I had two tools; motivation and a little glimpse 
of self-control.  Since neither one of these attributes were 
very solidly rooted I needed to seek more knowledge about 
myself and about life.  Getting the kids to the park and the 
library had been one of the best moves I had ever made.  Real 
mothers take kids to parks and libraries.  Real adults also 
want to learn all sorts of things and the library was going to 
be my portal out of Walteria and out of fear.  I was not yet 
ready to learn about medical matters as that whole subject 
scared me.  But I could read about the world and I hoped that 
the pictures and the stories of far-away lands would lead me 
to them.  Whenever I would get back home after that 
adventure I was both delighted with myself and exhausted.  I 
usually took all of my books to my bed and the kids went out 
to play.
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Those few glimpses of being modestly successful and 
moderately normal were clearly the seeds that needed to be 
planted.  Every trip got easier and that led to going more 
often.  The baby steps of this project were just fine.  My 
determination was to go a little further each time and never 
have a panic attack that would damage the process.  I do 
mean baby steps.  One of those baby steps might have been 
just to park the car in a different place.  Something just told 
me that everywhere I had gone and had “an episode” became 
more difficult to go to on future outing.  I had enough land 
mines buried all over the community and I was determined to 
take it slow and easy.  The tortoise and the hare came to mind. 
I had always shunned the tortoise but now I was one.

Learning about myself just took ample time and a good long 
look in the mirror.  Eventually, everyone who has experienced 
an anxiety attack knows what stressful experiences led to this 
natural outcome.  The good news is that once the stress has 
been reduced the body and mind will recovery.  The physical 
body really wants for everything to be just fine.  If you cut 
yourself the cut eventually will heal.  If you get eat bad food 
your body will clean it out.  If you get drunk the hangover 
will pass.  The body works all night to make tomorrow a 
better day.  I say ‘all night’ because during the day your body 
is primarily busy keeping you going.  That might be by 
digesting your food, processing chemicals, scanning for 
danger, or any other functions required in running your 
system.

An inciter or trigger is the switch that “turns on,”  
“starts up,” or at least intensifies a particular  
reaction.  Here we will cover the multitude of  
conditions that activate the switch that escalates us  
into fear and anxiety.

Why is it necessary to understand the function of  
trigger?  The answer is obvious.  If you know where a  
reaction originates, you have the chance to stop the  
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cycle in its first stage, and you also have the  
advantage of knowledge points along the way where  
you can intervene and block panic from progressing  
further.

This is a list of the most common triggers.  I will  
explain each one, how it causes the panic switch to  
activate, activate, and what you can do to intervene or  
prevent it.

1.  Natural sugar or excess natural carbohydrates
2.  Caffeine
3.  Alcohol
4.  Drugs
5.  Exercise
6.  Hormone imbalance
7.  Lights
8.  Heat
9.  Physical illness
10. Sudden shock and emotions
11. Environmental chemicals
12. Foods

No More Fears
Douglas Hunt, M.D.

All of this information would have been very helpful. 
However, in 1974 it wasn’t readily available or discussed.  At 
least eight out of ten items listed were constant companions to 
me.  Sugar, caffeine, alcohol, exercise, hormones, lights, 
sudden shock and bad foods were all I really ate.  So many 
people now get better by just dropping sugar and alcohol. 
Not me, I pored these substances into my body by the gallons. 
Coffee and sodas with caffeine were discovered very early on 
to be the fuse that ignites the terror.  They were easy to give 
up.  All of the other items of personal poison just kept 
coming.
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In addition to what is happening in our body there are also 
stressful situations that are happening in our lives.  It is 
difficult to tell where the stress is coming from and more 
difficult in figuring out how to make it stop.  Stressors can be 
hidden, such as in the case of an undiagnosed medical 
ailment.  Stress could have come along with childhood 
baggage camouflaged as a well-worn and family suitcase. 
But in actuality stress is mainly the everyday events of being 
a human being.  And it seems like every year is tougher than 
the one before.  Everyday situations are extremely taxing and 
complicated.  Things such family, job, traffic, finances, 
health, relationships and so much more, all take valuable time 
away from relaxation and pleasure.

Another element of stress is that each person experiences 
issues at different levels of distress.  Stress can be defined as 
anything that causes the mind and/or body to work harder 
than it was designed to function.  Anxiety sufferers seem to 
have a low-level threshold of what might be considered 
stressful.  Evil Kenieval has a much different threshold for 
stress than I do and many other people too.

Stressful situations consume more energy and wears the body 
down with great distress and should obviously be avoided 
whenever possible.  Most of the time we are all aware of the 
things in life that gives us the most stress.  Without knowing 
about the hidden stressors you can work to eliminate the ones 
that are obvious and as time goes by you will be able to find 
the other stressors and help them on their way out of your life.

One of the most fundamental stress ridden elements of 
anxiety sufferers is that we feel that we are incapable of 
taking care of ourselves.  We feel inadequate in so many ways 
and we are incredibly reluctant to reach out to ask for help. 
One of our greatest weaknesses is that we feel we should be 
able to do everything ourselves.  If we have to ask for help 
then at least that one other person will know that we can’t 
take care of ourselves.  This aspect of our personality seems 
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to come from the same place for all of us.  Some people were 
told, as children, that they would never amount to anything. 
Others are socially shy and just plain believe that they aren’t 
worth anything and they don’t want anyone, beside 
themselves, judging them.  The self-judgement is usually 
negative.  To think otherwise feels like arrogance and we 
were told not to do that either.

The lack of being able to reach out as an adult might have 
come from the place deep inside of us.  As children we would 
cry for food, dry diapers and any general discomfort.  If our 
parents failed to acknowledge these requests we soon realized 
that no one was there.  We did in deed have to care for 
ourselves.  

We have the desire to think that our wonderful mommies and 
daddies did pick us up every time we cried and fed us 
whenever we were hungry.  For good reasons we all want to 
believe that our parents loved us terribly and did whatever 
they could do to make us happy.  The truth is that some 
parents did love us ‘terribly’.  For some parents were simply 
neglectful.  Other parents were doing as told by ignoring us at 
1 a.m. if we cried from hunger and waited until 2 a.m. to fed 
us on that schedule.  Dr. Benjamin Spock so proudly touted 
many parenting tactics in his parenting book that was released 
in the 1940’s and 50’.  That little social experiment caused a 
generation of children to grow up believing that they, the 
infant, didn’t know what they wanted and that nearly anyone 
else would be better suited in telling them what to do and 
what to think.  Dr. Spock, in the past few years, has conceded 
that he might have been wrong.

That significant fact has produced a generation or two with a 
lack of personal autonomy.  By failing to allow the child to 
believe that when he said that he was hungry at 1 a.m. he 
were indeed hungry at 1 a.m. and should have been fed at that 
time.  If his wishes had been respected he or she would now 
know what they wanted and that these needs were real.  This 
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neglect and parental over-control left all of us feeling a loss of 
autonomy and personal authority.  And it is extremely 
difficult to blame parents who honestly believed at the time 
that this was the best approach to raising a child.  They were 
victims too. 

We also all have a very active central nervous system.  We get  
tired easily, we see lights as being much brighter, we hear 
noises much louder, we feel emotions with greater depth and 
we are in general ‘running hot.’  Some of the “others”, people 
who do not experience panic, say that we often out of control 
and that we desperately need to get control of our emotions. 
When I question these ‘others’ they tell me that they are in-
control of their emotions and that they believe that anxious 
people are that way because that can’t control those emotions. 
I have decided that these same people do not have control of 
their own emotions.  I believe that in order to “control” your 
emotions you need to be able to turn them ‘on’ as well as 
being able to turn them ‘off’.  Many of the ‘others’ have been 
able to permanently keep their emotions in the ‘off’ position 
and literally unable to turn the ‘on’.  An anxiety sufferer has 
been looking for that switch in every corner of our world.

As anxious people we have all tried to turn off our excess 
emotions, especially fear.  We have found that fear is a 
breakthrough emotion and we are basically unable to shut 
them down with any degree of regularity.  The internal 
perception of our other emotions, such as joy, sadness, anger, 
etc., if opened will surely be out of control.

I once told a client that people who rode roller coasters didn’t 
have panic attacks.  I didn’t completely believe that to be true 
but it is probably more accurate than not accurate.  He then 
set out to learn to like roller coasters.  As soon as he became 
comfortable on a roller coaster his anxiety attacks stopped.  It 
worked for him.  Expanding his range of emotions made fear 
a smaller element than it had been when fear was his only 
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emotion that he could feel.  He can now feel happy, excited, 
scared, courageous and omnipotent.

One way to make oneself aware and comfortable with all of 
the symptoms of a panic attack is to become familiar with 
them.  In doing so you will be able to lower the fear level by 
talking to yourself softly through the next attack and bring 
yourself back down to “calm” much faster than you could 
have done without the knowledge.

An anxiety attack starts with a thought and that thought can 
spread to the entire body instantly.  Once the thought has 
occurred the individual will often first feel the rapid heart 
beat.  The brain, through the adrenaline glands notifies the 
heart, that something is potentially dangerous.  That situation 
can be real or imagined.  For some reason the stressed out 
body does not have the discriminating ability to decipher the 
difference between real and imagined threats.

The heart beats faster in order to get the blood and its 
nutrients distributed throughout the body.  The stomach 
immediately stops digesting food and the bladder and bowels 
begin to empty immediately.  The reason for this is that our 
animal body senses danger and knows that it will need to run 
fast or fight hard.  When running or fighting the body needs 
to be as light as possible and the food in the digestive system 
can easily be eliminated as it is unnecessary in order to stay 
alive.  Because the body has stopped digesting food it has 
little need for salivation so the mouth becomes dry and we all 
experience thirst and a dry mouth.

Perspiration will begin next as the body prepares to sweat for 
the purpose of firing up the pre-air-conditioning system.  The 
pupils of our eyes become dialated so that we can see long 
distances in the event we have to run to the safety of our own 
foxhole across the open field.
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We also have great difficulties making decisions and often 
work directly off of our instinctual drives.  Weak knees can be 
a lack of oxygen to the extremities.  In some cases this lack of 
oxygen can cause all sorts of muscle cramps to various parts 
of the body.  This is partially do to the effects of 
hyperventilation and deep slow breathing is the best way to 
regulate those effects of oxygen deprivation and the unwanted 
build-up of carbon dioxide.  

Sounds also become louder and lights become brighter as our 
senses intensify.  In many ways we are preparing to go off to 
battle and our heart is sounding the drums of war.  All of this 
would be wonderful if the body could only tell the difference 
between fact and fiction.

Now after describing many of the negative aspects of an 
anxious person and this disorder I need to spend equal time 
on discussing all of the things that are right with us.  First of 
all we are not too sensitive and we are exquisitely sensitive. 
We can often tell what other people are thinking and 
sometimes our abilities to predict the future are better than 
even we want to admit.

Another positive aspect of our sensitivities is that we 
understand the fears of others.  Whenever we see a child 
crying that they don’t want to go to school we can understand 
their reluctance and we have great empathy of their plight. 
The “others” might simply say, “Just stop it and get in there, 
you have to go to school.”  The anxious parent would 
probably handle things differently by going to school with the 
child because they know that a small fear can grow into a 
bigger fear with little effort at all.

We are also more creative and artistic than most people.  We 
must be nearly brilliant in order to come up with some of the 
in-depth scenarios of impending doom and disaster.  Rarely 
do therapists see anxiety sufferers with a low IQ.  These 
phantom visions are elaborate and well defined.  The only 
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problem is that all of the terrible and projected possibilities 
can not all happen.  So we would all be well served if we 
could simplify our catastrophizing.  I personally delay the 
worry-factor until just before the upcoming troublesome and 
fearful event.  If I am leaving for a trip on Friday I refuse to 
let myself worry about it until Thursday.  If I do begin the 
worrying process prematurely I tell myself that I will not go 
into that now and that I will have to wait to worry until 
Thursday.  But I do promise myself that on Thursday I will 
devote good worry time to the upcoming event.  This delay 
often stretches things to the point that by Thursday I have too 
much to do to sit back and worry only.  John Bradshaw states 
that it is better to be a ‘human doing’ that it is to be a ‘human 
being.’  When I am “doing” I seem to be somewhat immune 
to the crippling effects worry alone.

One positive aspect of surviving anxiety disorders is that our 
bodies have a strong instinctive drive to stay alive.  That drive 
to stay alive is both a curse and a saving grace.  The curse is  
that we fear many things that could threaten our existence, the 
positive side of the instinctual drive is that we will fight to 
stay alive to the death.  You have been and will remain to be a 
strong-willed survivor.

We are also very kind, generous and honest people. 
Throughout our lives we have all experienced injustice and 
social abuse.  To us, honor and truth is a guiding imagine.  We 
have all often felt that if everyone did as they said that they 
would do and everyone could be fair in life then we wouldn’t 
need to be fearful and with that all would be right with the 
world.  But alas, we do truthfully know that an honest and 
just world is not likely at this time.  We are all bound to 
struggle to keep up the values of success and strength.

In time you will be able to look back over the growth and 
development of your own anxiety disorder and someday you 
will see clearly how it came upon you.  Hopefully you will be 
kind to yourself and decide that this is something you can live 
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with and that those little things that used to cause you great 
worry and concern.  You will then be able to let go of fear and 
enjoy your life and the body and the mind that you were 
given.
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Chapter 5
Part 2: The Analysis

The first step in any 12-step recovery program so to 

surrender.  Surrender to your powerlessness.  Surrender to a 

higher power.  Surrender to the fact that you have an 

addiction.  In many ways an anxiety disorder is like an 

addiction.  We are addicted to fear. And in some cases we are  

addicted to adrenaline.  We think about fear obsessively and 

we go out of our way to bring fear into our lives.  The “what 

if” thinking is ‘going out of our way to bring the fear into our 

lives.’  “What if” thinking is merely conjecture of what might 

happen.  Healthy people say ‘what if’ and move right into ‘so 

what, I can take care of myself’.  Why then have we become 

addicted to fear?  There are as many reasons ‘why’ we are 

addicted to fear as there are people who suffer from it.

Some people have lived such traumatic lives that they only 

know trauma, and subsequently they create more trauma 

because the familiarity of trauma gives them peace of mind. 

It is the only language that they know how to speak.
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Others individuals who grew up with trauma, either natural 

childhood trauma or forced trauma, saw that they suddenly 

lost control their lives wanted to avoid that into the future just 

as much as possible.  This is probably the most common form 

of anxiety processing.

And finally we look at the third group of people who might 

have physical ailments that have rendered the bodies 

somewhat weak making it more difficult to live a healthy and 

productive life.  But they too often obsess about relapses or 

additional problems of stress and distress.

The first group of trauma-addicts might be described as 

people who are also otherwise addicted.  Addicted to rage, to 

alcohol, to sex, to food, to religion and to nearly anything else 

is that could be considered self-destructive.  They get drunk, 

they get into fights, they get into destructive relationships, 

they lose their jobs and in general they are deeply angry as a 

result of those troublesome experiences in childhood.  But 

since this is the only social position that they know how to 

take they just keep repeating the same destructive actions 

over and over again.  This is a difficult client population to 

treat because first of all you have to work with changing the 

damaging behavior along with attempting to control the 

anxiety attacks.  Other this individual doesn’t want help 

because they don’t want to change.  Their anger and rage is 
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easily transferred onto the therapist and their reluctance to 

surrender to the process can become a primary point of 

therapy.

This type of individual is so highly addictive that they resist 

giving up their addictions and yet they want immediate 

gratification by having relief from the anxiety attacks so that 

they can quickly return to their other addictions.  It takes a 

great deal of time and patience for both the therapist and the 

client to get beyond hate, anger and rage.  If they are really in 

pain they are willing to work it out but the patient often 

returns to their addictive lifestyle before therapy is complete. 

But it usually occurs that the anxiety attacks will return 

within several months and we they return to therapy they are 

far more willing to look into the deepest part of their traumas 

and fear.  Once they get to that point the surrender-to-therapy 

process is usually much easier to handle.  This combination of 

social ingredients is extreme painful and frustrating to the 

individual who is suffering.

The second group of sufferers is affectionately refereed to as 

control freaks.  Since their world was “out-of-control” as 

children they learned that they needed to take control of their 

own lives.  All of this was quite fine when they were little 

children and their world was small and they had to control 

was their immediate environment.  In some cases they had to 

52



deal with and/or care for their brothers and sisters.  But all the 

same, that world was much smaller than the one they now 

face as a grown-up.  This newer grown-up world is much 

more difficult to control because of other big people have 

their own ideas of what they want to control.  This type of 

control it is often associated with someone who wants to be 

the king or queen of the land and control their subjects.  Not 

true for the anxieties of the anxiety sufferers.  All they want is 

to control their own environment.  If perchance someone 

wanders into that environment they, the sufferer, wants to 

control them also but not because they need controlling but 

because they are in that environment which is territorial 

protected by anxiety sufferer.

That is exactly why when someone asks the anxious ridden 

individual to go to a restaurant they decline because they 

can’t control all of the elements of restaurant so they don’t go 

or at very best they do go with enormous fears and 

apprehensions.

Now the person suffering with anxiety or panic attacks does 

not know exactly why they don’t want to go the restaurant 

they just know that they don’t want to go.  The same is true 

for the dentist, the airplane, the grocery store, the bank, any 

public place or social event.  For some people having a one-

on-one conversation with anyone causes extreme anxiety 
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because the sufferer can’t control that situation either.  They 

don’t feel that they can even control ending the conversation 

and ultimately they believe that they no control over 

anything.

Some of you might not have any idea of what a troubled 

childhood might be like.  One client that I am currently 

working with came into my office with all of the symptoms of 

fear and anxiety to the point of seriously affecting her health 

and well being.  As she presented her problems I had some 

difficulty picturing her as being emotionally disabled.  She 

appeared to be an ideal woman and grownup, one that I 

would have loved to become myself.  She was very attractive, 

had a good job and looked like a first class human being. 

After she was in my office for less than an hour she began to 

tell me the story about her childhood in the Midwest.

Her father had arraigned things so that the mother was out of 

the house for the evening hours.  Then sometime after dark he 

would begin his ritual.  That ritual began with him lifting her 

out of her bed and carrying her to the sofa where he would 

put a knife to her throat and proceeded to molest her. 

Sometimes the knife would slip and she could feel the blood 

dripped down her neck as she lay silent and helpless.  That 

wasn’t the end, he would the take her back to bed and pick up 

her younger sister, the middle daughter of the three siblings.
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My client would plead with her father and the sister would 

cry out loud.  But that didn’t even slow down his pace.  While 

the middle child was out of the bedroom the baby sister 

would lay in the bed and plead with her older sister, “Don’t 

let him take me, please don’t let him take me.”  He would 

finally return with the wounded middle sister and began 

searching for the baby.  My client would lay on top of her 

baby sister in an attempt to hide her. In his exasperation at not 

being able to find the youngest child he would pick up my 

client and throw her down onto the hardwood floors.  Then he 

found his little victim and removed her to the sofa where he 

violated her also.

On one other occasion she heard her drunken father speaking 

under his breath that he was going to kill his wife as he put a 

loaded gun under the pillow and went out in search of his 

adult victim.  My client arose in fear and went into her 

parent’s bedroom to retrieve the weapon.  She can still 

remember how heavy it was and that she was so frightened 

that he would come back, find her with the gun and use it on 

her.  Once she had the gun in hand she climbed out of her 

window and took the gun to the big dumpster in the back 

alley.  But when she returned to the house she could barely 

climb back into the window and ended up struggling up the 
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stucco wall cutting and scraping her knees and legs. But she 

finally made it. 

Dad then brought mom back to the bedroom and truly 

planned to kill her at that point and became enraged at the 

missing weapon.  My client hid in fear and was certainly 

living in a world out of control.  She can remember telling her 

mother what was happening and her mother said that “Your 

father would never do such a thing and stop making up such 

terrible stories.”

She can also remember one time when her mother was 

brushing her hair and a great deal of hair fell out.  That 

incident caused mom to pay a lot of attention to her and mom 

even spoke with the school nurse.  The attention felt so good 

for that little girl that she would spent time everyday loosen 

her hair by pulling it out at the roots just enough so that it was 

loose but still in place.  Then when mom brushed her hair 

even more hair would fall out.  All she wanted was to get 

attention at all from her mother.  I think it is safe to say that 

children will go to any length to get attention and it may, in 

some cases, emotionally injurious to themselves.  This 

woman is amazing to me and I love the thought of being apart 

of her growing-up process where she will be able to trust the 

people around her and surrender to her own strengths and 

abilities.
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There is no doubt in my mind that this client will have a 

peaceful life ahead of her.  You can see how a child that little 

had to take control of their own world just to stay alive and 

that issue of control is still echoing down the halls of their 

adulthood.  But we can deal with echoes, creaks and moans or  

groans just as long as those traumas are not still taking place.

Additionally, some individuals have become control-addicts 

because of things that are truly out of their control.  An 

example of that might have been an automobile accident, an 

earthquake, a plane crash, a fire, an explosion, war or 

anything that appeared as a major startling event.  Some 

people who lived through the Los Angeles earthquake of 

1994 packed up and moved out that day.  They felt that the 

only way to control an earthquake is to move somewhere that 

does not experience earthquakes. The only problem with that 

is ‘sudden trauma’ can happen anywhere to anyone and will 

probably happen at least once to all of us in our lifetime. 

I personally don’t believe that we can avoid all trauma in our 

lives.  Unfortunately, the anxiety sufferer doesn’t believe that 

they can take care of themselves so any sudden trauma could 

and probably does threaten death.  But this is something from 

which you cannot hide and no place is far enough away, as 

trauma strikes daily all around the world.
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The third type of control-addiction is that of medical 

problems.  When many of us were children we were aware of 

family members or friends of the family who were ill and 

some even died.  I can remember my family talking about the 

heart attack that my father had before I was born. And that it 

almost killed him.  Well I knew that I needed to avoid having 

a heart attack.  But how?  That was going to be very difficult 

to control.  So I simply worried about it constantly and went 

to doctors with every minor symptom and complaint with 

frequent regularity.  It is somewhat difficult to claim that 

anxiety sufferers are hypochondriacs but it sure looks like it. 

The statistics that came out from the National Institute of 

Mental Health states that the average sufferer of anxiety 

attacks goes to between 10 to 14 doctors before getting an 

accurate diagnosis and treatment plan.  Is that 

hypochondriacal or is it perseverant.

It is true however that a small portion of anxiety sufferers are 

probably at the doctors offices more than is necessary.  It is 

almost like they are looking for a father-figure to tell they 

take they are indeed all right.  The only problems that I can 

see from this is that it is obsessional thinking, quite costly and 

often runs the risk of having the doctor become impatient and 

therefore destructive to the emotional well-being of the 

sufferer.  It is also rather disturbing to the other family 
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members who sincerely tire of hearing of all of the 

complaints and the paying of all of the medical bills.  But in 

further thinking of this it becomes obvious that this patient 

also believes that they do not trust their own ability to care for 

themselves.  There is no escape from the fact that everyone 

who sufferers from anxiety attacks will ultimately have to be 

there own caretaker.  Anxious people resist that probability 

for as long as possible.

Medical matters should be an issue but not a lifestyle.  I  

always tell people that if there is ever anything truly wrong it 

will hurt so bad that you will go to the doctor.  When 

something is seriously wrong you never wonder, you know.

All of these elements lead us to be controlling individuals. 

And the only way out is to surrender.  Surrender to the fact 

that you had an unpleasant childhood, if true.  Surrender to 

the fact that traumatic things are going to happen.  Surrender 

to the fact that you are going to have things go wrong within 

your body.

Now all you have to do is trust the fact that you can have a 

happy life in spite of your childhood.  Trust in the fact that 

you can recover from a traumatic event.  And trust the fact 

that if something is truly wrong medically you will be able to 

get the proper medical attention to make it right.  But always 
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keep in mind that some day something will be devastating 

enough to end your life.  That is a reality that you can not 

control.

In essence, surrender to your anxiety disabilities and trust the 

fact that you do indeed have the personal strength and 

knowledge to take care of yourself.  And that when something 

is too big for you to handle alone you will be able to ask for 

help and get it.  Your recovery is in your own hands, mind 

and body.  Find the strength that is within you and apply it 

faithful to own growth and development.
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Chapter 6
Part 2: The Analysis

Growing healthy is a huge life long project. Are you sure that 
you are up for it?  It takes understanding and commitment. 
The commitment will apply to the learning and to the changes 
that you must make in your life. This subject is best discussed 
if we divide the concept into three parts. The mind, the body 
and the spirit, all of these elements work together and so will 
you when you get them all worked out. And if you work on 
two aspects while ignoring the third you will find that some 
forward progress is made and if you work on all three 
together you will find that a great deal of progress will be 
leading you right out of the pillars of anxiety.

The mind is the part of your collective self that remembers all 
and speaks to you, your body is the part that supports and 
carries you and your spirit is the part that guides you. It is 
impossible not to look at the whole when you think about 
recovering from any illness and I believe that it is especially 
important in the recovery of high stress and the disorders that 
follow.

We must first of look into the powers of the mind.  I don’t 
know who said it but you have all heard the phrase, “I think, 
therefor I am.” It is true that if you are still thinking you are 
probably still alive. The mind is a very powerful element of 
your ‘self’. It is the memory bank of your entire past and it is 
also the artist pallet on which you can construct the future. 
The past can not be undone but you do have the ability to 
alter some outstanding images from the past and create 
positive images that will guide you into the future.

Many therapists have the ability to look into your past and 
advise you to breath calmly through the memories and help 
you to remember that these episodes were probably a long 
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time ago and you were often much smaller and younger when 
they first entered into your mind. An example of that would 
be for children who are desperately afraid of authority figures 
because of different abuses in childhood. That was when they 
were powerless.  But that fear of authority does not 
necessarily apply now that they are all grown up and fully 
adultified.

And in the case of anxiety attacks, I doubt if any one of us 
didn’t at first believe that we were the only ones suffering 
with these horrible panic attacks. But when we found out that 
we weren’t alone we immediately felt better. That was 
knowledge alone that brought down the levels of anxiety. 
This truth uncovers many areas on growth and development. 
Knowledge is usually the pathway out of fear and despair.

Some people find that reading books on anxiety disorders are 
an excellent way of getting better by understanding what is 
happening to the body during stress and with that knowledge 
they begin to change their ways and slowly pull themselves 
out of the dungeon of fear.  Others, like myself, found it just 
plain too frightening to read books about anxiety and panic.  I 
was afraid of what I might read.  In other words I was 
attempting to control the words that came into my head. So I 
took a different route.  I asked questions and I listened to 
people when they talked about their anxiety.  Eventually I 
began to see that my anxiety attacks were as big as they were 
going to get so I was free and clear to read anything about the 
subject.

By learning about the medical situation associated with 
anxiety disorders you will find that some answers just come 
to you when you need them. That might be like knowing that 
all anxiety sufferers have dry mouth and great thirst because 
the body has stopped digesting food when frightened and 
therefore the body does not need to salivate. Hence, you have 
a dry mouth. You also learn that the tingling throughout your 
body can be a result of oxygen deprivation because we often 
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forget to breathe deeply when we are scared and we don’t 
have a good balance of oxygen and carbon dioxide. Breathing 
properly will make all that go away. The tingling sensations 
could also be due to a calcium deficiency, which I will 
discuss later.

In addition, the mind can be used to alter your pulse rate, your 
breathing rate and your tension through meditation and 
relaxation. When you learn how to calm the self and the mind 
the body will follow. The simplest form of relaxing the mind 
is to sit down somewhere quite and talk to your body through 
your thoughts and slowly learn over time just how to listen to 
what you are telling yourself. I will go into this aspect of 
relaxation in a later discussion.

Let’s look into the power of positive thinking.  Start by 
believing that you can get over this anxiety and the stressful 
episodes in your life. Others before you have managed to get 
control of their high anxiety and you can also. Believe also 
that you will live a healthy and prosperous life.  Believing 
otherwise is very unhealthy. Believe that you are not alone 
and that thousands of others are dealing with this problem 
also.  Believe that you can calm your body down to a 
manageable level. Believe that you are unique but that you 
are not so unique that you can’t get better like the others.

Visualize yourself being healthy, going outside of your 
restricted boundaries, feeling comfortable in most situations, 
and mainly believe that if something is seriously wrong with 
you will know, not wonder. When you are doing this 
visualization put yourself in a quiet setting, breath deeply for 
about three breaths and see the entire setting with yourself in 
the picture. See yourself being calm no matter what the 
negative situation. At first it will appear that this is just too 
difficult to do mainly because you have a real hard time 
quieting down the thoughts that are in your head. With time 
and practice you will be able to do this with greater ease and 
greater effectiveness.
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I too was extremely doubtful that this would work but as time 
went on I learned that this form of self-talk was very helpful. 
For me it all started when I was a full blown agoraphobic and 
I had sent away for an amazing miracle producing Taj Stone 
for ten dollars. When this Taj Stone arrived I was quite certain 
that this special pebble was going to do precious little for me 
in getting out of the front door but I wasn’t going to admit 
that I had wasted ten dollars. So I decided that every time I 
looked at the stone I would utter the following to myself, “I 
can be anything I want to be and I can do anything I want to 
do.”

At first that very seemed silly. I couldn’t go anywhere 
anyway and I didn’t know what I wanted.  But all the same I 
kept saying, “I can be anything I want to be and I can do 
anything I want to do.” Lo and behold, I am doing exactly 
what I want to be doing and I am full of calm happy thoughts 
most of the time. The rest of the time I’m just normal.

Keeping yourself happy mentally is both difficult and 
powerful. Seek out the company of people who like 
themselves and can teach you how to like yourself. Do things 
that you are good at and feel the personal power that comes at 
the conclusion of the endeavor. Take small risks and learn to 
count on a “can do” attitude of completing things that were 
otherwise too fearful to accomplish. And one hour ago is 
already the past so utilize your mental powers and energy just 
as often as possible.

Now I would like to move into the care of the body. You have 
all heard and thought about the phrase “You are what you 
eat”. That is so incredibly true and I often fear that many of 
you do not take this as seriously as you should.  The entire 
body must be considered when thinking about taking care of 
your ‘self’.  
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The first thing that you need do is to get a good doctor that 
you trust.  Make certain that the doctor you have chosen will 
take blood tests and rule out all other possible medical 
conditions. You need to know that your heart is fine. You 
need to know what medications you are taking and what they 
do. You need to know if you have any other medical problems 
and what treatment the doctor has planned for your medical 
health. If you believe for one second that the doctor doesn’t 
completely believe you or that you are just a little too 
sensitive please think about getting a new doctor. Many 
people with anxieties are so afraid to make their doctor angry 
that they don’t ask questions and are also afraid that the 
doctor would be offended if they were to go out and seek a 
second opinion. Please be quite confident that any doctor who 
is sincere about their knowledge and helpfulness in treating 
anxiety sufferers will also be sincerely supportive of the 
patient doing anything at all that will eliminate their pain and 
suffering. Any doctor who follows a different path of medical 
support should be dropped and go out looking for a doctor 
who will be completely helpful.

The portion of making the body calmer is mainly a project for 
you yourself. The main thing that you need to do is to take 
away the foods that will excite and bother the body. The most 
common dangerous foods for the anxious person that we 
know of at this time are; coffee, tea, sugar, chocolate, alcohol, 
vinegar, aspirin, lactic acid, MSG and any other preservatives. 
The stimulants of coffee, tea, sugar and chocolate are 
obvious.  

Alcohol is a little more difficult to explain because it can 
makes us feel so good when we consume it and it makes the 
anxiety attacks go away. But alas the problem comes up when 
the alcohol turns to sugar and leaves us feeling like we have 
had a sugar hang-over the next day. And in addition the 
following day the entire body must go to work to get that 
toxic poison out of our system. This medical process takes so 
much energy that the remainder of the body must be 
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depressed during the process. This depression makes all 
others things much harder to do. Therefore consuming 
alcohol is a misleading way of riding yourself of any anxious 
feelings. It only makes the following day a struggle and the 
individual who suffers with anxiety has only prolonged their 
recovery as the alcohol has now cost time, energy and health.

I completely understand the desire to feel relaxed and calm, 
and in the absence of anything else alcohol sure feels good for 
the moment. But I sincerely believe that there are better ways 
of getting that calm feeling and I will speak of those in a 
moment. In the meantime I would like to tell you about the 
problems associated with MSG, lactic acid and preservatives. 
The anxiety suffer does truly have a sensitive body and many 
chemicals provide us with sensations similarly to those of an 
allergic reaction. It is suggested that all people dealing with 
high stress and high anxiety would be quite smart to eat only 
healthy natural foods. Foods that have been prepared by 
others often have preservatives and soon after consuming 
them we start to have breathing problems. This difficulty with 
breathing will ignite your feelings about an anxiety attack and 
then the following surge of adrenaline could push you into 
panic. Just eliminate them by reading all of the labels of 
prepared foods and lean heavily on foods that are purely 
healthy and good for you.

Now we will look at the calming foods.  Calcium, calcium, 
and more calcium. Dr. Douglas Hunt, in his book, No More 
Fears, devotes six pages strictly to the necessity for anxiety 
sufferers to add calcium supplements to their diet. Calcium 
calms the body down within an hour and for many people 
calcium alone is enough to relax them once they have gotten 
the stimulants out of their system. In addition to calcium it is 
advisable to take vitamin supplements whenever necessary. 
Taking vitamin supplements is going to be quite specific for 
everyone. We all have different bodies and very different 
chemical needs. For most people in addition to calcium they 
take a multi-vitamin. Some people choose to take a whole 
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assortment of vitamins and minerals and it might be best to 
work this out with your trusted doctor and I might also 
suggest that you pick up a copy of Dr. Hunt’s book. This book 
is the most complete nutritional guide for anxiety suffers that 
is currently on the market.

The body also needs some exercise. As I have mentioned 
earlier it is often a common complaint that anxious people 
state that when they exercise they feel worse. So they stop. 
The simple reason is that of lactic acid. Once this element 
gets into your system it doesn’t want to leave and it can cause 
an anxiety attack all by itself. Lactic acid becomes stored in 
the fat cells of your body and when you exercise that lactic 
acid is released back into the blood stream and anxiety 
prevails. The conclusion is simple...stop consuming lactic 
acid, drink a lot of water when you exercise and have a glass 
of milk. Since milk loves to carry lactic acid out of the body 
you will soon get to the point that you have cleaned most of 
the lactic acid out of your system and exercise will become a 
good friend.

Exercise is extremely important and it is vital that you find a 
way to get as much exercise into your life as possible. Start 
out slowly and build up to something that gives you a good 
sweat. But please remember that a good healthy outdoor walk 
is all that is required for an anxiety-free body system.

Sunlight is also important for several reasons. Sunlight will 
raise your serotonin levels in the body.  Serotonin is the 
neurotransmitter that wakes you up in the morning because 
serotonin is aroused by sunlight. Serotonin is the chemical 
that is being stimulated by ‘prozac and friends’ and serotonin 
is also produced when you eat chocolate. With all of this in 
mind if you simply spend more time in the sunlight you will 
have a general feeling of well being. And you will crave less 
chocolate. Sunlight also gives you natural vitamin D, 
essential for the breakdown and usability of calcium in the 
body.
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We do know that the absence of sunlight in the winter is a 
partial cause of Seasonal Affective Disorder, a depressive 
state. That might explain why anxiety disorders affect about 
25% of the population in this country and about 33% of the 
people in Canada. Getting out into the sunlight every morning 
will help you to feel better everyday.

Sleep is the final aspect of caring for the body. Your body 
heals while you are resting and anxious people rarely rest 
well. Too often anxious people go to bed to worry. Or they go 
to bed with too much adrenaline and then lay in bed to worry 
about the fact that they are not sleeping. Getting a good night 
rest is second only to eating properly. If you are not sleeping 
take that issue to your doctor or therapist for outside help. Do 
not let this problem go on too long before you get back to 
sleeping nights. And let yourself take a nap during the day 
whenever possible.

The final aspect of calming the self is to find your way to a 
peaceful mindset of spirituality. You must believe that you 
came from somewhere and that you are going somewhere. 
That is called direction. It does not matter what you call your 
spirituality. Another term is faith. Faith that you are being 
watched over. Faith that you will know to do the right thing. 
Faith that the right people will be brought into your life. Faith 
that you will be able to recover from this horrible suffering.

Your body is the only thing that you have control over to the 
full extent that you need. Use that control and do not give it 
away to anyone. Be smart about being calm and in time you 
will make it all of the way. Then keep it there. Learn to listen 
to your body and look for the warning signs that you might be 
too close to the upper levels of physical distress. Your body 
will tell you when that is about to happen.  Stop, look and 
listen then act. When you are tired rest.  When you are 
hungry, eat and so on. In time it will become second nature 
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and you will respond automatically. Remember to rest well 
and be calm. 
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Chapter 7
Part 2: The Analysis

If you have ever had the power and taken the initiated to 
create chaos in your life you can create PEACE. Peace for the 
body, in order to be effective, must deal with all aspects of the 
“Self”. The mind is the most powerful weapon against stress 
and fear. The body is the agent that will act out whatever the 
mind has constructed as a pathway to peace. The spirit will 
provide the willpower and desire for the project to proceed. 
All three must be up and running in order for the future to 
greet you with a smile.

The question then comes, where do you start? The spirit must 
be willing, the body able and the mind capable. Since you 
must have a willingness to alter the body and mind it is 
suggested that you start with the spirit.

To find out if the spirit is willing you can ask yourself the 
following. Are you sincerely tired of feeling stressed out and 
nervous? Do you know that YOU must make the changes in 
your life? Is your love-of-self strong enough to pull you 
through? Can you see that these changes will need to be 
permanent?

In all likelihood you are extremely willing to be done with 
stress, fears, anxiety and the loss of self-control. But some of 
you have both reluctance and acceptance of the fact that YOU 
will have to make these changes for yourself. It is also 
probably difficult to completely believe that you have the 
self-confidence and self-command to design and follow 
through with a recovery plan. And finally, none of us want to 
acknowledge that this disorder is a life-long journey rather 
than merely a bad trip.
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The truth is probably somewhere in-between. You are 
definitely willing to change some things that would improve 
internal peace just enough to be able to make better 
judgments about the future. With a better and clearer picture 
of the future you will then decide the necessary steps required 
for additional progress. And to the point that this disorder will 
be forever a part of your life you will always prefer to think 
that at some point in the future you will forever be rid of fear, 
anxiety, panic and internal terror.

All you have to do is start to create a peaceful world for 
yourself. And as you create peace you will find that your 
racing thoughts start slowing done and you can think through 
the dilemmas that face you. Making successful decisions will 
give you the power and enthusiasm to go the next step, and so 
on and so on.

Once you have definitely concluded that the spirit is willing 
you can move on to examining and altering the thoughts that 
guide you. You can create this peacefulness for yourself 
through reading, listening, talking and experimenting.

Many people recovering from anxiety disorders mention that 
somewhere along the way they become mildly uncomfortable 
with the sensations of relaxation. When they realize that they 
have spent a great deal of time trying not to pay attention to 
their feelings, their apprehension toward learning to relax is 
understandable. The actual thoughts are something like, “If 
I’m relaxed, I can’t feel the fear; and if I can’t feel the fear, I 
won’t know where it is and it might come back and scare me 
real bad.” However the path to recovery must go through 
relaxation as a valid way out of the closet of panic.

When you are being hypervigilant, you must pay close 
attention to everything around you and it becomes an honest 
challenge to develop an equal balance between alert and 
alarm.  Even when your body is relaxed it is alert, but not 
alarmed.
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Before you get all set to relax I want to mention that this is 
another good time to talk about the need for calcium. This 
minor element plays a major role in your relaxation. A 
shortage of calcium could result in muscle twitches, racing 
thoughts and edginess of the nervous system. So up your 
calcium intake and find the right dosage for your own 
comfort. Warm milk is another great way to help the body 
learn how to relax. Yes, your body must learn how to relax 
and you will have to take the responsibility to teach it just 
how to do that little task.

Now that you know how to prepare your body for some 
relaxation, it is time to figure out what is relaxation. For many 
of you, the thought of relaxation comes with the idea of those 
few precious moments in the evening after dinner and when 
all responsibilities are put to bed. Well, how often does that 
really happen? Not often enough.

In order to retrain your anxious body it is best to do it through 
regular and reliable training sessions. This is just like 
teaching a child to tie their shoelaces. It takes more that one 
viewing for that little tike to master the project. You can 
develop an attitude of equal patience with yourself that you 
would have with that innocent and adventurous child.

Sometimes you have thoughts of things going wrong in the 
world. Even if it is your small little world, you will want to 
train your mind to turn off those thoughts. The best way to do 
that is to replace them with thoughts that are less frightening. 
With less frightening thoughts in the mind the body will be 
better able to quiet down. External fears can be 
counterbalanced with internal calm thoughts.

Teaching your body to calm down will require you to put 
yourself in a calming position with your feet up, turning the 
telephone off, and securing your environment so that you will 
be less involved with your external surroundings. Begin to 
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focus on your breathing. Take three slow deep breaths and 
focus on calming down. Attempt to slow down your breathing 
patterns and gain that all-important self-mastery. All of this 
can take place in a matter of minutes and last for hours.

When you slow down the body, you are actually balancing 
your blood chemistry in the entire body and that information 
tells the brain that everything is ‘all right’ in the lower portion 
of your body.

To start, pick some time during the day that you will be able 
to practice at home in your safe surroundings. If you can only 
practice once a week, try to do it at the same time every week. 
But don’t put off training until you are on an appropriate 
schedule. Practice whenever you can if you can’t do it with a 
schedule. As you begin to relax, you can decide what kind of 
relaxation thoughts that you would like to have in your mind.

And before you can put new thoughts into your mind you 
must erase the wild thoughts that already live there on a rather 
permanent basis. Picture your mind as a blackboard and you 
have an eraser in your hand. Erase that blackboard with your 
eyes closed and picture this blank screen. To that blank screen 
write the word ‘Shah’. And continue doing that until the mind 
is simply relaxed and void of major thought. Be patient and 
practice.

Once a blank slate is accomplished you can picture positive 
images in your mind.  Pick something to view that you have 
been known to enjoy. The following are some possible 
relaxing images. Swaying in a hammock and looking up at 
the slow moving clouds in the sky. Sitting under a big tree 
with sunlight filtering through the branches. Being in a grassy 
meadow lying next to a slow moving stream. Riding bareback 
on a magnificent horse along the seashore. Walking aimlessly 
along an ambling path in the forest.  Being gently rocked 
while in the arms of someone safe and secure. Watching the 
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waves breaking along the coast. Or, floating in the middle of 
a fluffy cloud.

You get the idea and from there you can make up some 
special places of your very own. Getting away in your mind is 
just as good as being there for the mental thought patterns. 
And if your mind believes that it is in a safe place, it will do 
whatever it can to keep the body relaxed chemically. This all 
has to work together. After you have practiced this several 
times at home, the body will know what to do with slow deep 
breathing and the positive images when the fear arises in 
public.

You will need to believe that you can change your own fear 
level and go into your imagery whenever you feel anxious. 
At first you will have to have complete faith to get you into 
your relaxation, but after a few successful sessions of quieting 
down your own body you will believe in the process.

You can use these relaxation tools whenever you start to feel 
really anxious and you say to yourself, “Here it comes.” At 
that moment you can decide that this is a real fear so you will 
want to create a positive imagery. Focus on your breathing as 
you take three deep breaths and focus on any positive image. 
Surprise! You will begin to feel your body relaxing and the 
fear will start to diminish.

You may have a secondary thought that the relaxation isn’t 
working and you know that your fear is getting worse. In that 
case, get home the best way you can and practice more. 
Practice until you know that it works. It does.  This little 
process applies to all of the fears. If you are afraid to swallow, 
focus externally by creating that positive external image. If 
your fear is being alone, focus on an internal image of 
something like your peaceful breathing.

The other aspect of relaxation and imagery is to pay attention 
to your ‘self talk’.  Find some nice and positive things to say 
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to yourself.  Some suggestions for these reaffirming are: “I 
am slowing down.” “I am safe and secure.” “I enjoy feeling 
relaxed.” And “I am calm inside.”

Sometimes you will be saying these things to yourself when 
you don’t believe them at all. Your image is closely connected 
to your feelings and telling yourself that you are safe is going 
half of the way to making it happen.

One of the most difficult things to accept about anxiety 
recovery is that it might take a little work on your part and it 
probably won’t go away as fast as it came upon you. The 
truth is that it took a long time for your body to get ready for 
that first panic attack. You had to go through many stressful 
hours and mounds of emotional distress. Keep telling yourself 
that it will go away if you take the time to regain the lost 
territory. You also want to internalize the thought that you 
will be doing this for yourself.

You do not need to do it by yourself, but you are the only one 
who can change this situation. It is so comfortable to think 
that someone will come along and make our world safe and 
we don’t want to realize that we are that someone.

In addition to taking care of your mind and spirit there are 
several things that you will want to do to take care of the 
environment that your body lives in all of the time. 
Fluorescent lights are one of those external problems that 
prevents people from relaxing. If you work in an environment 
with fluorescent lights you are under an invisible deep stress 
problem. Fluorescent lights are a bright flickering strobe that 
gives off a high pitched sound. That is why it is much better 
to work in a place that uses natural sunlight or to put a small 
table lamp on your desk to wash out the flicker. The high 
pitched sound is far more difficult to get rid of entirely.  Some 
people put a small radio in their desk space to control the 
sounds and possibly used to mask out the high pitched sound 
of the fluorescent lights.
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Other things that enter into a stressful environment are issues 
of relationships, physical health, financial pressures, job 
stress, family of origin issues and many other possibilities. 
You might need professional help in order to sort these things 
out. Because for you to truly relax you need to be in a place 
where stress is not always upon you. We can not cover all of 
these items at this time but I am certain that you know exactly 
what causes your stress. You just may be having difficulty in 
resolving such issues. But please proceed.

Since we are animals in a body with a brilliant mind we need 
to look back at just how an animal feels most restful and 
relaxed. Following the lead of the sun. Do most of your work 
when the sun is up and start the process of winding down as 
soon as the sun goes down. You can probably all remember 
one or more camping trips when you got up with the sun, 
worked or played all day, and went to bed when the sun went 
down. You can probably also remember that you were tired at 
night and ready to go to bed and subsequently when you 
awoke in the morning you felt relaxed and ready to go again.

All of this is once again pointing out the value of taking 
everything you do into complete consideration when you are 
attempting to relax the body and the mind. You are what you 
eat. You are a composite of all you do. And you are all  
capable of ridding yourself of these horrific anxiety attacks. 
That includes sounds. Your sensitive body likes quiet 
environments and any loud noises make you edgy. So pay 
attention to everything around you and know that you are not 
alone. Everyone in the whole wide world is suffering and 
struggling with stress and you have been given an early 
warning system and from there all you have to do is to relax 
and enjoy your special and precious body.

The following that I am going to present to you was written 
by Diane Van Loo in February 1979. I have never met Ms. 
Van Loo but I have always appreciated this story. It is title 

97



“The Stream” and I would like for all of you to assume the 
relaxation position and listen to the following story. I know 
that will be difficult if you are reading this article rather that 
listening to it being presented to you. Improvise. 

“There is a clear mountain stream that has become blocked by 
a fallen tree and many other branches and rocks. All the 
things that are normally carried along in the current of the 
stream have piled up against this dam until the stream is 
barely able to flow past it. You come along and see the stream 
and would like to clear away the dam and release the stream 
to flow freely again. You realize that the biggest obstruction is 
the tree, so you begin to tug and pull at it until you exhaust 
your strength. Still, you are unable to move the tree because 
of the many rocks and branches which are wedged it into 
place. You cannot free the stream, and you begin to doubt 
your strength and feel you are a failure.

But, if you will step back and quietly regard the problem, you 
will see that you have to go to work on clearing away the 
smaller debris which holds the tree in place. At first, this 
seems like you are ignoring the real problem, but by this 
easier exercise you build up your strength and your 
experience in removing unwieldy objects from streams.

Furthermore, as you remove the smaller obstacles, you find 
that the force of the stream’s flow is beginning to help you 
push away what remains of the dam. By the time you get to 
the fallen tree, which you were initially unable to move, the 
force of the released water sweeps it away and the stream 
runs free and clear again.

So it is with the debris that blocks the free expression of your 
best self. You can tug forever at your worst habits, and like 
this fallen tree, you may be unable to move them out of your 
life. If you begin to free yourself from small, seemingly 
unimportant habits and attitudes, you may find that your 
gradually increased strength. Coupled with the energy you 
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have released by these small changes, the stream will lift the 
biggest obstructions right out of your life, and you will be 
able to flow, free and clear, to your destination.”
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Chapter 8
Part 2: The Analysis

Self-confidence, self-esteem, self-respect, and self-command 
are all of the terms that are wonderful if you have any one of 
them and monumental if you don’t. If you have all of the self-
confidence that you need you probably don’t know exactly 
how you got it. And if you don’t have all of the ‘self’ 
command that you want you might not know how to get it. 
The one thing that these terms share is the word “self”. Self-
confidence is a firm belief in one’s own powers. Self-esteem 
and self-respect are a sense of one's own dignity or worth. 
Self-command is the ability to speak-to, listen-to and give 
honor your own inner voice. Self-command is also probably 
one of the most difficult things to acquire for your self.

Self-command means that you yourself must direct your 
future actions for the good and betterment of the self. If you 
need to lose weight, paint the house, stop smoking, write a 
book or anything else you will need the power of ‘self’ 
command to get it done. Some people use the fear of 
punishment to control the issues of self-command but I dare 
say that is not ‘SELF’ command but rather external-
command.

Self-command comes from the point that you know what 
needs to be done. You know the time it will take to get it 
done. And you know when you must start to make sure that it 
happens in a timely fashion. Self-command might also mean 
that someone can make you very angry and you withhold 
displaying that anger until appropriate and effective. Another 
aspect could be that you want a cup of coffee but you know 
that a cup of coffee might make you anxious but you want it 
real bad, yet you say ‘no’ to yourself and listen to that voice 
and refrain from having that cup of coffee. That is ‘self’ 
command.
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I do believe that the absence of ‘self’ command leads to the 
absence of self-respect. And the absence of self-respect leads 
to the absence of self-confidence. And the absence of self-
confidence leads to fear. The fear is that YOU can not take 
care of yourself. If you can’t take care of yourself then you 
must control your environment entirely in order to prevent the 
further loss of anything and that you need someone else to 
take care of you.

So in order to achieve self-command let’s back into it by 
starting at the bottom of the chain and work our way up to the 
top. That would start by taking an honest look at yourself and 
truly understand whom you and accept everything that you 
see. If you would have had a reasonable and normal 
childhood your parents would have looked lovingly into your 
eyes and told you that you were wonderful and special. And 
then for the rest of your life you would have been able to look 
into the eyes of anyone who was interested and said that “I 
am special and wonderful and you can’t make me believe any 
differently”. If you were raised in any different sort of 
household you could say to yourself “Am I wonderful and 
special?”

The difference between these two thoughts IS all is difference 
in the world. So start with the plan to tell yourself and believe 
that you are special and that you are wonderful. All children 
are special and all children are wonderful and your inner 
being or inner child needs to have that expression confirmed 
and believed deep into the soul. At first if you tell yourself 
that you are special you might hear a negative voice saying, 
“Are not”, or “Who says”. If you do hear those thoughts 
please remember that to believe that you are wonderful and 
special takes time and repetition.

You might remember the story that I told you about my 
famous TAJ Stone that I ordered for ten dollars and when it 
arrived at first I felt that I had just wasted ten dollars. But 
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then I decided that my TAJ Stone was magic and whenever I 
looked at it I would say the following, “I can be anything I 
want to be and I can have anything I want to have”. At first I 
mocked the thought and almost laughed or cried whenever I 
said those famous words. But as I looked back over time I 
wonder much less about the power of the words. As of this 
date I have nearly everything that I want and I am almost 
everything that I want to be.

So go ahead and take a good look at yourself and affirm that 
you are a good person, that you do good deeds and that you 
deserve a peaceful and happy life. There may be some things 
that you would like to change about yourself or your 
surrounding or your life, but please be assured that there are 
always things that you want to change about yourself and 
your environment. That is called growth and development. 
And if when you say these wonderful things about yourself 
and you don’t believe it keep it up, the words will become 
apart of your belief systems as you go along. And also 
remember that anything worthwhile takes time with trial and 
error. But the bottom line is that you are magnificent and truly 
a work of fine art.

If you can get to this point you are on the threshold of self-
respect. To further the aspects of self-respect you will want to 
define your boundaries of justice and morality. You already 
know deep inside what is right and what is wrong. If you 
know what is right and the have told yourself that you are 
wonderful and special then you will be able to do what is 
right. Often the difficulty comes in when you try to determine 
what is right based solely on the demands of others. 
Someone might tell you that it is right to go out of your fear 
zone but if you are true to yourself you will advise them that 
it may be right for them but it is not right for you. That is 
being true to oneself.

You are the only person who can decide what things are right 
for you and what your boundaries are at this time. And you 
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are the only one who can extend your boundaries and move 
out into the sunshine of freedom from fear. So as you decide 
to develop your self-respect remember that this is a process 
and you are in the middle of that process.

By standing up for what you believe in will also bring you to 
the point of defining what you believe in as far as your world 
is concerned. When a doctor, friend or family member says to 
you that you are too sensitive you will be able to stand up and 
say that I am not to sensitive but my body is keenly sensitive 
and I honor my body. That may be a little more difficult to do 
than I have expressed but the day will come when those 
words and thoughts just roll off your tongue.

For a moment I would like to look into the aspects of why is 
it so difficult for all of us to stand up for ourselves. Does the 
term co-dependency mean anything to you? ‘Co-dependency’ 
in simple terms is that we don’t always feel that we can 
depend on ourselves so we co-op someone else into the 
project of being the one that we can depend in areas that we 
feel that we can not depend on ourselves. But unfortunately 
this additional person actually has a different set of values and 
principles. So as you might have already found out this 
association might have problems of its own. And you 
undoubtedly already know that you would sincerely like to be 
completely in control of yourself, your surroundings and your 
fear.

And it is also important to know the difference between co-
dependency and inter-dependency. The latter is often a very 
healthy aspect of any association or relationship. For me, 
when I have a client in my office and we are working on the 
recovery from an anxiety disorder I sincerely hope that a level 
of inter-dependency will develop between my client and 
myself. And that would mean that the two of us will discuss 
the best approach for the client to take and an agreement is 
made based on my knowledge of recovery and the client’s 
desire for recovery.
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Our work together is for that of a joint effort toward a mutual 
goal of their recovery. If it were a co-dependent recovery 
system then the client would come into my office and I would 
tell them what to do and they would feel that if they didn’t do 
exactly what I wanted then they would lose my affection and 
they might fail. There is no failure in inter-dependency only 
support. There is no support in co-dependency only failure.

Self-respect is by definition the respect of the self. The 
respect that you believe whatever you believe and that is all 
right. The respect that you can decide for yourself what is 
right and what is wrong. The respect that you know what you 
want and you know how to get it. The respect that you are a 
valuable human being and that you deserve to be treated as a 
valuable person. The respect that you have or have had an 
anxiety disorder and on occasion you need to honor your 
body and it’s statement and sentiments for an honest fear.

Once you have gotten beyond the mountain of self-doubt you 
will find that there will always be some doubt about the self 
and that is also normal. It is just when we have a huge 
mountain of self-doubt just in front of us that we can’t see 
beyond and into the sunlight of self-respect. Once you can see 
you way into that light of self-respect you can tackle the 
challenge of self-command.

That is where we decide that we are going to make changes in 
our life or to stand up taller for our principles. Self-command 
is when we say “Self, I command you to do the following”. If 
you have self-confidence and self-respect your answer will 
be, “All right, let’s begin.” If you lack self-confidence you 
will quietly utter the words, “I can’t, I can’t.” And therefore 
you have found that you lack self-command. And that critical 
parents voice has once again risen to prove that you are a 
babe in the woods of life.
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But with self-command you know yourself well enough to 
travel beyond the old boundaries and establish a new 
demarcation line of freedom. And as you grow you will find 
that with baby steps of courage and self-determination you 
will be able to conquer any new adventure. With every new 
adventure that you have conquered you will be able to climb 
up to the next challenge. Then you can move onto the next 
great challenge. In many ways it is like climbing out of a deep 
well of darkness into the sunlight of ‘self’ awareness and 
responsibility.

You will someday be able to look into the mirror and declare 
that “I am able to take care of myself in almost any situation 
that comes my way and if I can not do it completely alone. I 
will solicit the help of others who will use their strengths to 
teach me the right way to proceed. Then I will have learned 
even more along the pathway of life and self-command.”

Try real hard not to let the aspects of perfectionism deter you 
from the journey. Perfectionism is nothing more than trying to 
be perfect so that others will approve of you. Instead, let 
yourself know that you are not perfect. You never were 
perfect and you never will be perfect. So drop the judgments 
and get on with the adventure. You really only have one life 
and you are the only person who can develop into the true 
individual that you were intended to be. And add to that all of 
the faith that you can muster up to believe that you do indeed 
deserve a happy and peaceful life.

So to summarize this concept I will restate that at first you 
take an accurate inventory of who you are and how you 
interact with others. Change the negatives and develop the 
positives. Construct a positive statement that you can say to 
yourself over and over. And believe it to be true, even if you 
have doubts. Disassociate yourself from those entangled 
relationships of co-dependency by encouraging the 
relationships that are truly healthy in an inter-dependent way. 
Count you achievements and rely on them with each new 
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adventure. And most importantly of all remember that you 
were once a sweet and innocent little baby with true beauty 
and self-love. And let that carry you through each endeavor 
that comes you way. You are special.

You are wonderful and you are exquisitely sensitive to all 
aspects of life from the just to the unjust. And that when you 
are old and gray you will look back with pride as to how hard 
it really was to deal with anxiety and that you had the strength 
to overcome it all. Your own level of self-pride at that thought 
of what you have accomplished will allow you to love 
yourself more than you can possibly imagine at this point in 
your recovery. Proceed with confidence and be assured that 
you can get to the Promised Land of peace and tranquillity.
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Chapter 9
Part 2: The Analysis

Becoming and accepting independence for the anxious person 
is a great deal like accepting sobriety for a substance abuser. 
The substance that anxiety sufferers have become addicted to 
is the juice of personal inferiority and adrenaline itself. As we 
look back over our past history of substance abuse we call all  
see the adrenaline is the chemical of choice. And ‘self’ 
degradation is a way of life that in most cases was taught to 
us over time. How our parents perceived us is how we 
perceive ourselves. If dad said, “Son, you’ll never amount to 
anything.” You then grow up knowing that you will have to 
overcome the concept that you will ever amount to anything.

If you were a cute little girl and daddy held you up to 
everyone as the cutest little girl on the block you would then 
most likely grow up believing that you are still the cutest little 
thing on the block. If you grew up being told that you didn’t 
know what you wanted and you certainly didn’t know how to 
take care of yourself, guess what?

The more years that I spend doing therapy the more I really 
believe that we become the people that our parents predicted. 
Overcoming that projection is extremely challenging. That 
will hold true if your parents handed out disparaging 
comments about you personally as well as if they had said 
nothing-but-praises regarding your talents and 
accomplishments.

But enough of this parent bashing because the authority figure 
that you may most identify with could have been a caretaker, 
teacher, baby-sitter, priest or other significant individual. But 
the final outcome usually remains the same. If you have been 
convinced that you can not take care of yourself you will have 
extreme issues about becoming independent.
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Independence is like learning how to walk. One ‘step at a 
time’ and one ‘moment at a time.’ You can have a burst of 
independence at the yogurt shoppe when you ask for “Vanilla 
Peach Swirl, Please”. Or independence can be making a 
profound decision about your future and sticking to it. In any 
event achieving and remaining independent is all up to you 
and to you alone. Others can help by affirming your progress 
along the way and encouraging you to do even better if you 
desire to do better.

Now let’s look a little closer at those small baby steps. You 
might not think too much about it but choosing something 
from a menu at a restaurant is being independent. That’s one 
of those moments. Or it could be that you have recently 
become honestly aware that your recovery from an anxiety 
disorder is your responsibility and you start to travel slightly 
out of your controlled safety zone. That is independence. 
Deciding to change doctors because the last doctor didn’t 
treat you with complete respect is an independent decision.

So if independence can be such a small portion of your 
existence then why is it so difficult to accept? It is difficult 
primarily because you still probably have a few of those 
degrading comments still locked up in your thoughts and you 
find that negative image very difficult to change. So where do 
you start? How about starting right now by looking back over 
time to the things in life that you have done when you knew 
that you were being excitingly independent.

By remembering some successes in your background you will 
be building future successes on the heels of previous 
triumphs. I personally like to reflect on the fact that when I 
was traveling a great deal with a national organization I began 
to challenge my independence as if it were a personal project. 
By the time that I was strong enough to travel without fear to 
a new destination, New Orleans comes to mind, I would not 
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make plans on how I would get from the airport to the hotel 
until I got to the city in question.

This was a personal challenge on learning that I could almost 
always take care of myself. So when I got to the airport in this 
new city I would find the information booth and ask someone, 
“Excuse me, how would you recommend that I get to the 
Hilton Hotel in downtown New Orleans?” Someone always 
knew the best way to get there. And I always knew that if an 
easy way was not available I could take a taxi. But this simple 
challenge helped a great deal to get me to the point that I 
could honestly believe that I could take care of myself.

As I stated before independence can be a moment and it does 
not have to be a lifestyle. Some classification of 
independence carries with it a much broader scope of caring 
for oneself. Most of us seem to believe that independence is 
much larger than that order of yogurt or getting to the Hilton. 
Some of us believe that to be independent we have to earn all 
of the money necessary to stay socially afloat, and that we 
never need to ask anyone for help and if we do have to ask for 
help then we are not independent.

Not true, give that some more thought. It used to be that 
parents and/or primary caretakers believed that you didn’t 
need go to a doctor and especially not to go to shrinks. 
“Everyone has problems and you should just pull yourself up 
by your bootstraps” might have been the comment made by a 
relative who survived the great depression. At that time in our 
history it was probably prudent to try to take care of these 
matters on your own. But life is different now and we have all 
become accustomed to relying on the medical profession to 
take us to greater physical heights than we would have gone 
without their help.

I am at this point also reminded of the wonderful minister 
who came into my office and was incredibly despondent with 
the fact that he couldn’t rid himself of fears and anxieties. He 
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struggled with the idea that, “God would never give me more 
to handle than I could bear.” But yet his fears and panic 
attacks were more than he could bear so he concluded that he 
was not yet a strong enough of a believer in the faith. And he 
further doubted that he could truly lead others in that faith 
that he loved so very dearly. After we had spent several 
months together we found out that his anxiety was just as 
much a struggle for his body as it was for his mind. He began 
to realize that he did have the proper faith and that he just 
needed to practice his faith with more sleep and less coffee.

He further concluded that his experience with this anxiety 
disorder was going to make him a better leader of the faith 
because he would never be able to force anyone to believe 
that they could handle whatever came along. And that he 
would be a better person himself by knowing and 
understanding profound anxiety. He was functioning as an 
independent believer and follower of the faith.

Many people who have come along the path of high anxiety 
have gotten there though the tunnel of co-dependency. Now 
this is something that we have talked a great deal about. That 
also means having to give up that co-dependent relationship. 
Now you will all remember that co-dependency is when you 
bring someone else into your life to take care of you in ways 
that you believe that you can not take care of yourself. And 
when you bring these people into your lives you take good 
care of them so that they will not leave you, ever. But if you 
are spending that much time taking care of someone else how 
can you possibly imagine that you have enough time and 
effort to take of yourself as well. And if you become 
independent then this person might leave you. And the 
thought that this person will leave you keeps you paralyzed 
from growing up to take care of yourself.

In addition, it is often common that people who volunteer to 
become your co-dependent helper also have a vested interest 
in your staying dependent. Or they will not have anyone to 
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care for as they have not yet been able to care for themselves 
just as you have not been able to care for yourself. So a true 
co-dependent partner might discourage your developing 
independence. And therefor in an independent world you 
might have to conclude that some people might have to be let 
go of if you want to succeed. Now that seems more difficult 
than gaining personal independence.

Communication is essential in any effort to becoming 
independent. And that communication might be your telling 
your emotional twin that you are in the process of taking 
more control of your own life and that process will only 
enhance the relationship. And that you have no intention of 
getting rid of this close relationship just because you have 
decided to grow up a little on your own.

I am so reminded at this point regarding the issues of 
separation of significant relationships while I was in graduate 
school. It seemed that every week in college I heard that one 
of my classmates was in the process of getting a divorce. You 
see graduate school, especially in the field of psychology, has 
a way of creating independence. While many newly 
independent fellow classmates realized that they were indeed 
living in a world of an unhealthy relationship. And they all 
had just enough education to find out that they could take care 
of themselves and that they no longer needed the struggling 
that goes along with a dysfunctional relationship.

Over the years of therapy I have found that there might be 
one more step to take and that would be to learn how to 
convert a dysfunction relationship into one have is sustained 
by independence and mutual support. After all we chose these 
people to be in our lives and to simply discard them now that 
we have some elements of self-dependence does not follow 
that we would need to terminate all relationships that existed 
before the healthy person inside of us finally decided to 
emerge.
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So for that sake in communication it is always wise to let 
close friends and family members know that you want to 
make some changes in your life. Here are some of the reasons 
and examples of how they can help and finally be around 
when the changes have been made. Start by having a 
conversation with these people and express that you need 
their help in becoming independent. You can ask them to tell 
you in what areas they see that you are already quite strong 
and ask them to stay away from talking about areas that you 
need work. You already know what those areas are and by 
having someone speak of your shortcomings will only 
exaggerate them in your mind. But if you are discussing the 
areas that you have already shown great strides in developing 
you will be able to grow even further on the coat tails of that 
emotional growth.

And always try to remember that happiness is the by-product 
of successfully completing small well-placed goals. So if you 
and your social partner agree on a common goal for your 
growth and development then they will be supportive along 
the way and once the goal has been reached the two of you 
could share in the glory. An example of that might be if you 
decide that you are going to get yourself to the dentist next 
week and your partner agrees that they will be near a 
telephone if you need them. This is mutual support and the 
two of you deserve a reward for this effort of mutual support. 
The reward might be a weekend getaway that is both 
financially and environmentally supportive of the both of you.

Independence does not mean solitude.  Independence merely 
means that you can take care of yourself in nearly most all 
situations that came your way. I do not believe that anyone 
can or should be completely independent. But I do believe 
that everyone wants to be independent enough to care for 
themselves whenever necessary.

I spoke just briefly about setting goals. Setting goals can be 
the guidelines for your independence. I often help people 
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learn how to set goals and what purpose is served by setting 
goals. I believe that it is a good idea to set three different 
types of goals. The first type is one or two small goals that 
can be reached within a short period of time and with a 
reasonable amount of effort. The second type of a goal is one 
that takes some reach and one that causes you to stretch your 
boundaries. The third type of goal is one that goes way 
beyond you wildest dreams.

The first one is for the purpose of gaining ‘self’ confidence 
for the second goal is the true vital goal of the project. The 
third type of goal is for the purpose of dreaming and 
fantasizing beyond your wildest dreams. Goal type one is for 
something like driving one block out of your control zone. Or 
staying three minutes longer in a place with high anxiety. Or 
something Like developing self-command by agreeing with 
yourself to say three affirmations everyday.

By making a commitment with yourself and following 
through you will begin the process of tackling even loftier 
goals. That second level of goals will be a little more 
challenging to accomplish. You might start with the 
affirmation that you truly love an adventure. And that 
adventure might be really a leap into recovery. But first you 
will want to commit to yourself that you really do want to 
recovery from the fear of anxiety and independence.

I once had a client that wanted so very much to be able to 
travel and we set a goal for a small flight that would last 
about one hour. She felt that she could stand anything for an 
hour. So she and her terrific husband decided on a small 
adventure to Scottsdale Arizona. We sat down in my office 
and set up a plan for the trip. We decided what was the best  
time of day to travel and what she needed to do to prepare for 
the trip. Then she went forward and made the plans. Her 
husband knew that at any time she could change her mind and 
abandon the project. With all of the plans in place she 
boarded the plane. When the plane touched down in Phoenix 
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she was both delighted and exhausted. She rushed right to a 
curio shop and bought me a small token of her heartfelt 
thanks. It was a plaque that read, “Freedom is terrifying, it 
makes you responsible for yourself”. When she got back she 
came into my office a completely different woman with 
renewed confidence and ‘self’ respect. I saw her one year ago 
and she told me that she has since been to the East Coast to  
visit her mother-in-law she was ever so pleased and proud 
with her efforts and accomplishments.

These secondary goals are vital for your recovery. And it is 
also vital that you set your goals just far enough out of reach 
that you can feel the stretch. And when you set these goals 
give yourself enough time and effort to properly prepare for 
the positive outcome that you have been looking for as you 
have been trying so hard all along to recover from the nasty 
feelings of anxiety. Plan to break into it slowly. Plan small 
steps along the way. Plan to succeed and plan to set new goals  
once these have been accomplished.

Even though I rarely have any issues with anxiety attacks 
anymore I still push the window of fear. You all know that I 
recently went parasailing in Mexico, and last year I took to 
flight in a glider, that’s a plane without an engine.  And I this 
year I also plan to go skydiving. As I ever have in mind that I 
need to keep the wall of fear pushed back to the limits. And I 
am the only one who can make sure that profound anxiety 
never crosses my doorstep again.

The third type of goal setting is for the wide-open skies of the 
future. Dream on. How about becoming an astronaut, or 
landing by plane on a glacier in Alaska, or maybe winning the 
Noble Peace Prize for literature? Don’t laugh. If you can’t see 
the future will never know how to get there.

With each of these goals you will want to picture yourself 
completing the project. You will be able to feel just how 
excited you can get over your accomplishments. You will be 
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able to grow into that independent person that you have 
always wanted to be.

And when you grow into that arena of independence you can 
look back over time and admire all of your accomplishments. 
And being independent only means that if you can take care 
of yourself. But also there will be times that you don’t want to 
be independent and for those times you can surrender into the 
arms of someone who would love to take care of you when 
you have had enough taking care of yourself.

And it is probably with the greatest importance that I tell you 
that you do not need to give up friends who somehow want 
you to remain the same old anxious person that they have 
known to depend upon. Your becoming independent does not 
mean that you will never again need anyone to care for you. 
We have all had times when no matter how independent that 
we have become we still need. We need people to tell us that 
we are all right. We need people to tell us that they love us. 
We need people to see our growth and development. And 
most importantly we need people to guide us into the future. 
In many ways we always remain children in the eyes of some 
and it is quite all right to be a child whenever possible just as 
long as we can always bounce right back into independence 
whenever necessary.

The dictionary defines independent as; Being able to support 
oneself financially, Self-sufficient, and self-supporting. Free 
from the influence, guidance, or control of others. ‘Self’ 
contained, ‘self’ reliant, and ‘self’ sufficient. Having political 
independence. Free, sovereign, and autonomous.  To the 
anxious person all of these definitions sound like a wonderful 
world of personal freedom. And it is. Go forth and declare 
your independence. 
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