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Foreword

Dinny Yellowwithin is a longtime friend of the author. Here, she shares her perspective on this book and its journey.

My name is Dinny. I am an Irish yoga teacher and kinesiologist living in Paris, France. 

I felt compelled to write this foreword, as David Deane Haskell and I have been on a truly unique healing journey together over the past three years.  

This journey has intertwined across different parts of the planet and has delved deep into many levels of timelines—past, present, and future—within the worlds we have discovered in our minds. Our stories have overlapped in powerful ways.  

David is the only other person I have met who, like me, has left no shadow abandoned in the dark on his inner child journey—the deep dive into the self and psyche. This is a quality I deeply admire, as he has not run away from his hidden shadow sides but instead searched for and confronted them in a way that is truly commendable.  

The space we have held for each other has not only been healing but has also led to massive transformations in both of our lives, on opposite sides of the planet—from Tokyo to Paris. Through this journey, we have healed, gained a deeper understanding of ourselves, and worked through abandonment wounds and the pain of addictions.  

In the constant search to understand our patterns, behaviors, and traits—and why we ended up where we did in life—we encountered continuous tests from what we called the “avatars” in our lives. These avatars were painful, yet through the lessons they brought, they led us back to old stories and emotions, allowing them to fully surface—to be seen, felt, loved, and accepted.  

We have witnessed each other through life’s darkest moments—hitting rock bottom, navigating life-changing events like divorces—and also through incredible transformations, such as creating businesses and serving others through our work, all thanks to the wisdom gained on this journey.  

This was not an easy road, nor a quiet one. It was three years of meditation—sometimes many meditations per day—reflection, sharing our experiences, fully feeling our emotions, and dismantling old patterns and triggers once and for all.  

I connected with David three years ago in a spiritual and meditation group. At the time, I was slowly beginning to heal and develop more self-awareness. I have always had a deep longing to understand who I am. I had just started doing inner child work, experiencing profound insights along with painful memories resurfacing. I longed to share what I was uncovering but didn’t know anyone else around me who was doing this work.  

I still remember the moment I shared one of my meditations with David. It was June 2021, just before the holiday. I asked if he was free for a phone call and told him about a young inner-child part of myself I had just connected with in meditation. This little girl inside me was around nine or ten years old, and wearing a yellow dress. 

When I first connected with her, she was hurt, sad, and lonely. But slowly, over time, she began to trust me because I never gave up on her. I kept returning to meditation to rebuild my relationship with this part of myself. I realized later that this hurt and in pain part of myself was in fact a wise and powerful inner guide, I just had to listen to and connect to her more.

This inner child was able to give me direction, answers and wisdom, more insightful and more in alignment than any outside influence could ever give. This is why I named my business after this inner child, Yellow Within, which is also connected to the solar plexus. As I transformed the pain with the help of this version of myself, self-empowerment took its place. 

I remember sharing this meditation with David, describing how I connected with this young version of me, wearing a yellow dress. She was so wise and creative. I remember David saying, “Hmm, inner child work—I’d like to get into that.”

Little did I know back then that David was about to embark on a deep journey of integration—one that would eventually lead him to write such a raw, vulnerable, and profound book as Wounded Angels.

From that point on, we both committed fully to this work. We connected more and more with our inner children using powerful techniques, eagerly sharing our discoveries and holding space for each other. It was fascinating. As powerful as it was to share my experiences, it was mind-blowing and invaluable to hear David’s as well.  

This is where my life took a turn for the better, and David holding place without judgement, and the fact he was digging deep also, was a deeply profound experience. Totally transformational on both sides. It wasn’t just the meditation, that was the key here, it was sharing it with another human being, and one that was unpacking it as much. David has some amazing insights about what I was sharing, our journeys were different but also so similar in relation to how much of ourselves we had suppressed and abandoned. 

It has been a truly unique and invaluable experience to have been on this journey with David. I think the most powerful part of it has been seeing how far we have both come—and how we have integrated our inner child work into what we do today.  

I did not know back in 2021 that David was a writer, I found that out later, and now he has taken this journey deep into his mind and transmuted it to another level and has the courage to share this story with the world. 

David is the perfect example of how wounds, pain, and trauma can be transmuted into something profound and beautiful—to help others feel less alone and to show that there are gifts at the end of this road. Not only were wounds healed on our journey, but seeds of pure creativity and expression were planted, blossoming into something truly meaningful.

It was very powerful for me to hear David’s memories and life experience these last years over the phone from Tokyo to Paris, and I am sure this book will bring you as much valuable knowledge on how to have the courage to search for your own shadows and bring them out into the light and know that we are all powerful beings. 

David is a very determined, resilient and honest spiritual being, no matter how many times life has knocked him down, he kept looking for answers and never gave up. I hope this book will offer you inspiration on your own inner journey.


Introduction

My Story

Welcome to my world.

I’m grateful to have you with me here on this part of the journey. It’s been a long one.

This opportunity to be heard, maybe even connect as a like-minded soul seeking answers in this confusing maelstrom called ‘life’, is a true privilege. My desire in writing this is to share something of myself in an authentic way. In particular, to share what has worked for me in terms of getting to know myself better, and heal from the childhood traumas so many of us have endured.

This book contains tales of real-time, current day triggers which—through inner child awareness techniques—led me to past experiences which shaped my reactions of today, my emotions and ways of thinking, and even my own sense of self. Through these experiences, I’ve come to know myself, and now I feel moved to share them. With you.

This book is not exactly non-fiction. I came up with ‘nom-fiction’ as a descriptive—a nominally fictional book, in the sense that it all emerged from my mind (and heart).

While real people and real events are involved, they’re nominally fictional in the sense that this is my inner world conjuring them up, based on perceptions and ways of thinking that reflected my own self far more than those in the room.

This book is not a how-to, an instruction manual, a self-help guide, or a medical reference. I’m not a licensed therapist or a mental health professional. While I share my personal experiences with Internal Family Systems (IFS), shadow work, inner child interaction techniques, mindfulness, and new age spirituality, this isn’t a comprehensive guide to any of these modalities.

I’m an amateur enthusiast who has experimented with healing modalities in his own life—I claim no expertise on how others should handle their own. This book pertains only to my own spiritual and emotional healing, forced on me out of the desperation to heal from a traumatic upbringing, which took me several decades to work through. And I’m still working on it.

I began my spiritual journey in 2017, and a period of healing and growth has followed, with slow but steady progress being the norm. I’ve cleaned up some bad habits, taken on healthier ones, and started engaging in exercise, mindfulness, and prayer routines. That helps me stay healthy and grounded, but it doesn’t make me a guru or a spiritual advisor. I have no opinion about your spirituality. I’m happy to talk about mine, but I don’t claim to know anything more or less than any other person.

When it comes to inner healing, too—spiritual, emotional, mental, and physical—I only know what’s good for me. Or at least sometimes I do. What knowledge I have in that department has come through lots of conscious contact with my creator, who has graciously placed the tools and the people into my life that I’ve needed, as needed, ever since I was blessed with the motivation to get down to business.

I started in a way you might call ‘pre-spirituality’, with several years’ worth of attempts at prayer and meditation that got me nowhere. Those who at the time I greatly admired suggested gratitude, plain and simple. I started making gratitude lists, and paying attention to things I should be grateful for—

a sunny day, a bit of nature, a healing conversation, new opportunities. Turns out there’s a lot there if you start looking for it.

Roughly four years into that process was when the spiritual work and the mindfulness work—meditation and all that—really began to take hold. In June 2020 I had a spiritual awakening, a profound shift which changed everything about how I see myself and the world. That experience led directly to the ones I’m sharing in this book.

However, another thing this book is not is a spirituality book. When I’m in communion with those internalized facets of myself, it’s a spiritual experience in itself, but that’s my experience. Yours is yours. So, we won’t be delving too much into my awakening, nor my specific beliefs unless they pertain to an inner child connection. Maybe in some other book someday. It’s not a secret, but it’s deeply personal, and I speak only for myself. I’m not here to tell you what to believe.

As for the techniques and modalities mentioned in this book, the inner child stuff and the expanded IFS (Internal Family Systems) version of that came pretty late in my healing journey, and I’d like to share a bit about that before we get to the work itself.

My Toolkit

Although this book isn’t Instructional in any sense, I’d still like to share a bit about techniques that I discovered or was shown along the way, which I used to get in touch with my wounded angels. I often use a ‘third person, second person’ variation on a shadow work technique I picked up from Ken Wilbur’s book, Integral Life Practice, which goes something like:

“He’s feeling great fear.”

“He has stomach pain.”

“He thinks there’s no other way to solve this”, etc.

And then, when I’m done describing what I’m feeling in the third person, I turn to questions like, “Who are you?” or “Why are you hiding?”, or “What do you want me to know?”, in order to draw this facet of myself out.

Sometimes it’s more about ‘into the body’ techniques, such as trying to feel an emotion as fully as possible, and then draw connections between current triggers and past events. The internet was a valuable resource, where I learned about IFS, inner child work, and shadow work. These are a few of the techniques that have worked for me, but there are plenty of others.

One thing I’ve learned is, the deeper the wound, the more elusive these facets can be to bring to light. They resist in all kinds of ways, some very subtle, some as blatant as pulling a fire alarm, and all of it as baffling as the subconscious itself.

Pure distraction is a big one in my experience. ‘Zeroing in on something painful, are we?’ says the little protective voice in my head. ‘Well, we’ll just see about that! Initiate distraction protocol 2.7!’

Oh my God, wait—I really need to watch more clips of the West Wing on YouTube!

My goodness, is that the time? I haven’t eaten breakfast yet. Better do that first!

Boy am I sleepy. I think a nap is definitely in order after the long half-morning I’ve had.

These facets are elusive, throwing up a smokescreen or inducing amnesia just when I’m on the verge of a breakthrough. And they often vanish the instant I look at them. Yet they’re often the ones who communicate the loudest, through triggers and pain. IFS concepts like ‘firefighter’ and ‘manager’ and ‘exile’ can be very helpful in those cases. I highly recommend checking some of that stuff out.

Because, again, this isn’t an IFS book, either. There are plenty of those out there, and they are fascinating reads. If I were to encapsulate this book, though, I’d say it’s the story of my experiences with all those wounded angels inside of me, and how they healed themselves, by healing me.


Prelude

Let’s get the trigger warnings out of the way. This book contains true stories of tragedy, neglect, and trauma--of mental, physical, and sexual abuse. Of mental illness and addiction, both of which feature prominently in my story.

And despair. The kind of sad, sick thinking that leads people to think that self-harm, even self-annihilation, is the only way.

I harmed myself in many ways, physical and emotional. Worst of all, though, was the spiritual. Giving up on myself and giving up on hope, on faith. Insisting God didn’t exist while at the same time hating Him (how’s that for mental gymnastics!?), and believing that He hated me.

It came up today.  Six months after finishing this book, and just before my publication date, I finally understand why I waited.

This prelude was missing.

You’ll begin to see my inner children emerge from chapter two onwards, but chapter one is primarily my direct perspective as of six months ago.

I’ve changed a lot since then.

While editing, I started to fret: ‘Oh no! The first couple of chapters don’t feature the inner child voices. What if the readers are bored? What if they tune out? Maybe I should change it! Or at least move it around. Maybe I should..’

Well, maybe.

But I don’t think I’m going to change much now.

It is what it is.

It’s a real-time account, after all. And chapter one came first.

Until now.

This morning I cut my wrist a little on a coral reef. (Okay, a bit of a humble brag, but bear with me) Six months ago, the idea of being here, enjoying life in Southern Thailand, was unthinkable. I was facing a divorce, paralyzed by fear.  This trip, here on the other side of all that, is a testament to how much things have changed even since writing Wounded Angels.

And as I noticed the little cuts, they sliced across the same way as other cuts I suddenly, vividly remembered. Cuts I made to myself with a plastic knife, which I’d snuck from the locked ward kitchen of a detox/psyche ward back when I was in college. Like, decades ago.

It wouldn’t be my last attempt. But it was my most desolate one. I’d really resolved in my despondent mind that everyone I knew would be better off, happier, more at peace, if I was dead.

And in noticing those little coral reef cuts that resembled those deeper, scarier ones, I realized just how far I’d come. I haven’t had a serious suicidal thought in years now, and I am more at peace with myself than I imagined possible. Oh, I have bad days, don’t get me wrong. The transition from Japan to Thailand was rough at first, leaving everything behind, not knowing what was ahead. But still, here I am, ready to publish a book I’m quite proud of, to open myself up to the world and hopefully offer something of value.

And almost three decades ago, I was ready to end it all.

So now you know a little about the extremes that got me here, and how the real-time inner child interactions began to flow.

And I know why it took so long to get around to sharing this with the world.


Part I



Chapter 1.

Perfection

‘We’re afraid of you.’

Each admission of fault, every confession of fear exposes me. Laying bare these facets of myself to your opinions, interpretations, and ultimately, your judgment, is terrifying. These wounded selves within me, so vulnerable already, know exactly what the knife-wound of abandonment feels like. So the idea of further exposure to rejection? Let’s just say they’re not wild about it.

Which is why I finished this book six months ago, yet I’m just now getting around to publishing it. The inner children had to think it over first.

But here I am, pouring my guts out, in the hopes that it might resonate with you and provide something of value—maybe even further the conversation… yet petrified that you might decide to tear me to shreds. Point out everything wrong with my work. Reject everything I have to say. Reject me.

‘Reject *us*, you mean.’

True enough. It’s not just my voice that fears rejection. There are others within me, younger facets, each with their own wounds and vulnerabilities.

I’ve learned to give them reassurance in these moments. “I see you, and I adore you.” That kind of thing. This time I add, “I’ll bring you all in soon. It’s your story, I know that.”

Even with this inner dialogue going on, and with all I’ve learned from them, I still can’t bring myself to read my own work. I get such resistance and shame from any hint of imperfection. Then, in a panic, I get desperate to fix it, perfect it—but it’ll never be. I know that. So I can’t even look.

And you know what? Even if there is a perfect sentence, or a perfect paragraph, something that resonates beautifully, somebody out there is going to think it sucks.

‘Derivative garbage.’ ‘It’s trite, but that’s not even the worst part.’ ‘Not worth the ink.’ ‘TL;DR.’

Whether it’s something uninteresting about the writing, or something off-putting about the story itself, there are people who are going to disagree with everything that comes out of my head.

‘It’s not adequate—not worth reading.’

‘You’re not worthy, David.’

Ouch.

Let’s be fair though. I reject others, too. There are people I don’t care to hear from. I try to be open-minded, sure. But there are some people and some philosophies, some words, some styles, some ways that just don’t resonate.

But here’s the thing, even though some people won’t ever dig what I have to say, others will be okay with it, imperfect though it may be. They might even like that side of me. The quirky, oddly angled thoughts and takes that can’t really be ‘professionalized’, let alone perfected, without losing something in the process.

So I reserve the right to be flawed. To be imperfect. To be deserving of connection and shared experience with people who like my stuff. Who appreciate what I’m doing, and what I’m trying to express.

When I create something ‘in the moment’, it usually feels right. I know I’m doing the best I can, and I’m okay with that. But could I make it better now that I’m further down the road? Sure. Maybe. I’m a little more mature, a little freer now. A little better at my craft.

But that doesn’t make what I wrote before bad.

So maybe, instead of fixing all the mistakes and adjusting all the stylistic immaturities, maybe I just leave it as-is. Maybe it’s beautiful, being able to see where I was at. Flawed writing from a flawed human, that’s me. So now you can know me.

But that takes guts, doesn’t it? You think I want you to know how flawed I am?

I’ve grappled with these feelings of imperfection throughout my career, particularly with my earlier work. I published four novels years ago. I’m proud of the effort I put in, and proud of certain parts of them, but the immature and frantic writing style I used back then makes me cringe. These stories came to light at a time of unwellness and duress. I wrote them because I was desperate. I wrote them to try to make money.

But I did work hard on them, and they are foundational. I don’t feel ashamed of them, and they’re still on the market.

Then I was stricken with writer’s block for a full five years, during which time I did a lot of emotional and spiritual growing. And now I’m writing on a different level.

But who knows? I could read my present-day writing ten years from now and cringe, thinking: OMG, how much different would this be if I wrote it now!

Or maybe I’ll have moved on and won’t care at all. Maybe I’ll be able to finish a story and just let it go by then. That would be nice.

* * *

This work is cathartic. I’m getting in touch with a part of me that can’t stand to make mistakes. I know why he finds it so unacceptable, too. Because to be wrong is for me to be unacceptable. This part of me, the one who struggled to write those four novels… he was overweight, drinking too much, smoking. So unwell. So unhappy. But trying, dammit. He gave it his best.

He believes he has to be perfect or else they’ll attack. Only through perfection can he rob them of ammunition.

I get it. He feels those judgments in the form of shame. Gross, unbearable floods of it.

But why should somebody’s opinion affect me so? Intellectually I know it doesn’t make sense. If someone wants to have a conversation, engage with my work, give me suggestions about what they think might be better, what’s wrong with that?

And if someone tosses a one-star review at me, says my work really sucks, well, then it really sucked for them. C’est la vie. They’re entitled to their opinion. I got plenty of bad reviews for my four novels, but I got some good ones, too. Even some glowing ones.

These days my writing is infused with spirituality and the infinite. And hope and vision, and an optimistic eye. It’s where I’m at right now, how I’m feeling and how I want to express myself. Some people will resonate with that, some won’t. If enough people do, that’s ‘success’, as defined by the outside world, anyway.

Which brings me back to that struggling, addicted facet, so bent on perfection, so desperate to succeed.

He endured so many failures. A failure in the music business, a failure at publishing. Even a failure at stock trading—though that particular venture crashed headlong into the financial crisis of 2008. Everybody failed.

The whole damned world fell apart that year, but to him, it’s just another in a long string of shameful personal failures. Another strike against him, another reason to demand perfection now.

I spent months trying to learn to love this part of me. It wasn’t easy. He was suffering, sure, but he wasn’t making it easy on himself either. He was unmotivated, a hermit living in a tiny place with the shades drawn. A slave to addiction and despair. But still, I had to find a way. I knew that was the key to it, loving these parts I used to want to hide away and ignore while they sat there suffering.

And so I did the shadow work, we connected, and a truth emerged; one that he in his shame and abject sense of failure could never have known.

He *did* succeed.

In trying to keep his demons at bay, keep his nose above water, he failed time and again, then fought his way back up for air just once more, over and over—until he finally exhausted himself completely, gave up, and sank, all the way to rock bottom, all those years of struggle for naught.

Finally, in desperation, he asked for help.

And just like that, he succeeded—that was the moment he turned everything around.

Embarking on a new path, clean and sober since mid-2018, I published my last novel to date in early 2019. And from there, into a long, frustrating writer’s block, where emotional and spiritual growth grabbed my attention and took precedence over the creative work for a while. Which led to this. Here, and now. My new novel. The first of many.

Was that guy a success story or what? I can see it now. And those parts of me that were so scared of rejection, so desperate for perfection? They’re the ones who kept flailing, kept trying, even when it felt hopeless. They were terrified, sure, but they were also stubborn. Hell, they were defiant. Refusing



