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	May this book serve as medicine for those walking through the darkness, reminding them that even brokenness can become the way back to the Light.

	 

	
I dedicate this book to everyone that I have hurt. I am sorry, please forgive me.

	To KJ, Angel, and Flower, you are my world.

	To Eva-Irena, our first editor, who passed during the editing of this book and never saw it completed.

	To Peter, I am coming.

	To everyone who has never felt seen or heard, who fell between the cracks of life.
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My Name Is “Pete”

	It is said that everyone falls from Grace at some point. But some are not even born into Grace. They are born crawling in a darkness they do not understand, believing that the Light will never shine on them. To them, the Light is alien, a myth, something that may or may not exist. And if it does, it is not here and not now, certainly not for them and their families, whose backs are broken by the weight of unhealed generational trauma. 

	Converging wounds, unhealthy patterns, and non-consciousness—all the broken pieces of lives, minds, and hearts—build up into a dam that needs to get unstuck. This is when the Fallen are born into these families.

	At first, the Fallen try to be peacemakers, defusing what is volatile, explosive, and toxic. They use humour and take on other people’s responsibilities, trying to make things better. They become aware of the stories and patterns of generations. They initiate conversations, try to understand how things got to that point, and ask questions to challenge the status quo. For this, they pay the price: breaking up the “wounded party” or choosing not to participate in it, which is seen as disruptive. Yet, they have been called to heal it—not actively but by becoming aware that they don’t want to feel that, live that, or be that. They choose differently.

	Ultimately, they begin making positive changes in their lives, becoming more incompatible with family members who have differing values. They can’t keep having the same old conversations and disagree with the established consciousness. They are accused of believing that they are “better than” their families and “not like them.” “Black sheep” is a compliment to them.

	The Fallen come to understand that they cannot heal their families by force. All they can do is change the way they interact with them and the roles they play within them. As the Fallen begin to heal themselves, they learn to stop trying so hard to heal others. They simply hold space for them. Like distant guiding lights, they wait patiently in case they decide to navigate into the harbour from the stormy seas.

	My name is Pete, and I am one of the Fallen. 

	*   *   *   *

	After years of seeing myself this way, I am beginning to wonder whether “Fallen” holds a bigger meaning than I had given it in the past. Could it be that we are spiritually nocturnal souls that volunteered to descend into the darkest dark to help transmute it? 

	Some believe that people are born without a soul and must consciously cultivate it. This is what I came to believe about myself. I work for a Light I may never see, with no guarantee that’s where I will go when I cross over. Although Light always seems to elude me, I have learned that I can be compassionate, forgive, hold space, and not judge. I do its work. 

	I imagine being in the Light, living in the Light, taking it in with every breath. I wonder what it would be like to look into it when it’s bright, so bright that you have to close your eyes. To feel it warm your skin like rays on a sunny day. These are not things I have experienced spiritually. What I experience resembles walking into a cave where the temperature drops, the air changes, and you wait for your eyes to get accustomed to the darkness. And mine are. This is darkness in my normal. I am spiritually nocturnal. 

	Everything has its place in the universal order. Maybe mine is in the dark, and that scares me sometimes—not because I’m afraid of what I’m going to find there but because it’s lonely. I protect others from my dark path by keeping them at a distance. I protect myself from it by not remembering its every twist and turn. 

	 

	

PART I: The Apocalypse of Peter

	The word apocalypse can mean: 1. the complete final destruction of the world; 2. an event involving destruction or damage on an awesome or catastrophic scale.

	The terms apocalyptic and apocalypse are derived from a Greek word meaning to reveal, disclose, or bring to light, uncover.

	Our worlds are our lives, realities, and the events that are a part of them and have shaped them.

	We all go through our own version of an apocalypse. This apocalypse is ours.

	 

	
THE THINGS I REMEMBER

	When I started writing this book, I tasked myself with remembering, hoping that the fragments would form something that I could begin to call “my story.” What follows is a fractured tapestry of a life not fully remembered or lived, a tapestry of a soul that feels incomplete. It is told with a voice steeped in pain and read with eyes that long for their Light, their fire. I wish you had seen my eyes when they held the Light and heard my voice before it was filled with so much pain.

	 

	

My Family

	My story began before I was even born in Pembroke, Ontario, Canada, to a family of Algonquin intergenerational trauma survivors as far back as my maternal great-grandmother, perhaps more. 

	It breaks a parent to lose a child to abduction, imprisonment, abuse, and neglect. It breaks their soul. They lose their reason to live, and there is nothing they can do to fight back because the abuse is religion-sponsored, government-enforced, and “legal.” My maternal great-grandmother lost her daughter to Indian Residential School. My grandmother survived, but to say that her experiences were unpleasant would be an understatement. She didn’t share much, but I know that she was intimidated for speaking her language and beaten. The trauma settled in her chest and stifled her breath, her life force. Lung cancer. I remember her dying. 

	As a result of what she endured, she was not able to be the mother she wanted to be. She gave up her first two children, one permanently, and the other—my mother—for a time.

	My mother often told me that, when they were children, they would walk from the Indian Reserve to the baker’s in town to beg for day-old bread to eat with grease drippings and brown sugar, if they had any. Her nickname was “Dirty Face” because she looked soiled from always playing outside or being around farm animals. Even when her face was clean, she felt dirty. How much of our self-image is determined by seeing ourselves through our most painful moments?

	During a period when my grandmother was not able to afford her, my mother was placed into foster “care.” The caregivers cared about the money that came with her. She was forced to sleep in the barn with the animals. Barely fed, barely clothed, she was only cleaned up on the days my grandmother went to visit. And she was told not to say anything or else.... She developed a fear of certain farm animals. We never knew why until much later in her life. 

	I often see her as she described herself—a scared little girl, alone, and cold in the barn with no one to love, hold, or comfort her. I see her in Indian Day School, where she was taught in fear and taught to live in fear.

	Eventually, my grandmother had another family. My mother always sought her love. I don’t know if she ever received it the way she needed to—later in her life, she admitted that she was treated differently than her half-siblings.

	Everything her mother could not be to her, my mother could not be to me. She would never pick me up or hold me, even when I asked. I was always put into the crib to cry myself to sleep. I loved her dearly and cannot blame her for not being able to give me what was not given to her. 

	This is intergenerational trauma in a nutshell. You cannot do for others what was not modelled for you, and you recreate the circumstances for others to some degree. The wounds and deficits become part of who you are. You meet the world from that lack and see it through those eyes. Trauma becomes your normal, and everything that is not traumatic is abnormal. 

	Affection was absent from the lives of all mothers in my family line, maternal and paternal, so it was not part of our normal.

	My father also went to Indian Day School. He was assaulted by a priest, and that wasn’t all. His home life was difficult. His mother took out on him all the hurt that was buried inside her. I don’t know a lot about her because my father never said much about her. But she was a difficult person, not pleasant to be around—angry, judgmental, raising her voice, and never kind towards my father. Whatever caused her to be that way must have been significant.

	It got so bad that my father had to go live with another family, who gave him a true home. Until the moment he died, he was so grateful for them. 

	“My family had to work hard just to afford to be poor,” I remember him saying often. 

	Families that grow up poor have feelings of powerlessness, not being seen, not being heard, not being able to create change, and always just surviving. They feel hunted by life itself. My father believed our family was cursed and that the curse was old. Our normal was kidnapping, abuse, neglect, torture, hunger, fear, panic, anxiety—not being safe, not even at a minimum. This is what Indian Residential School and Indian Day School instilled in us. Systemic racism, discrimination, and the Church rounded out the rest. 

	My father always said that no one ever listened to him. His scars were deep, and as he got older, he could no longer make light of them. They were rearing their ugly heads, rising up into his conscious mind. Anger no longer worked. It had been depleted; only hurt remained. 

	My grandmother didn’t like or love my father, and she was the same way with us, his children. We were treated as less than... I never wanted to be around her, but then she wasn’t my mother. Until the day he died, my father longed for her approval, acknowledgment, and love. He never got it. It’s very difficult to give what you never received. Even so, my father truly loved me and did the best he could. 

	When everyone is in survival mode, it’s almost impossible to grow. And everyone in my family was always in survival mode, including me. That was the story I inherited. It became my reality, but not fully, probably because since childhood, I began to be aware that I was on a mission. I sensed that this was the family I had chosen to incarnate into, and yes, I believe our souls decide on the experiences they need to grow before we are sent into this world. 

	We are born into stories where we are the newest character. The plots are already written into that reality, which affects us as we affect it. Even so, we have a choice: to take control of that story, to heal it, and to make it better. We are not martyrs or special in that regard—we just know that there is work to be done, and we do it.

	We are woven into the tapestry of our lineages, and not only biologically.  

	I can’t help but think that I chose this particular tapestry of trauma to see if I could change it. Could I leave it better than I had found it? Could I transmute the ancestral pain, at least for me? And what would I have to experience in my body, mind, and soul to accomplish that?  

	The answers are in the blood, pain, hurt, tears, and silence of my journey, but also in the Light and support that I was blessed with along the way. 

	 

	

The Hospital Bed

	Blood, so much blood. I was so young, standing in front of the toilet, pure blood pouring out of me. I screamed at the top of my lungs. My mother coming in, looking at the toilet, and then nothing.

	I don’t know how much time had passed. Later my eyes were covered with cotton and taped shut, and I was tied to a hospital bed, legs and arms spread apart. Alone. I looked down at my body, and where there should have been skin, there was red, raw skin—flesh bubbling, peeling. Where there should have been a little boy, there was a serpent. I wish I had blocked that out, like everything from the toilet to that moment, but some part of me was beginning to reassert itself.

	I was told that I was tied so I wouldn’t scratch myself because my skin would crack, bleed, and emit whatever fluid was coming out of me. Every day, they emptied the bedpan filled with blood. When they tried to clean me, my skin opened and bled. When they changed the bedding, it was always bloody around my wrists and ankles. I learned not to struggle; if I moved too much, it was agony.

	I lay there day after day, sleeping that way, eating that way, for what seemed like an eternity. No radio, no TV, just the sounds of the hospital staff walking past a door they kept closed. I was in a room by myself, not for my sake but for everybody else’s. I was terrifying, a freak show. Hospital staff looked at me from the door as I lay there naked. Not much compassion, privacy, or understanding. The occasional doctor and nurse came in on their rounds. But it was mostly for the sake of being entertained. “Look at this kid,” or what used to be a kid.

	When my father and his best friend came to visit, in their eyes I saw that I was difficult to look at and that my father didn’t have the capacity to deal with what he saw. But I knew he loved me deeply. I kept glancing at the rope, pointing toward it with my eyes, wanting him to untie me. By that point, I couldn’t talk. I didn’t get untied, and I was resigned to it. I was asking more than he could give. He wanted me to be safe and healthy, but he couldn’t do any of those things for me. Nobody could. They were all trying and failing.

	They surrounded me with lamps and pointed them at my skin. “Lamping” dehydrated me badly. Even opening and closing my lids was difficult because my eyes were so dry. I breathed as best I could, fearing that I was going to die. I felt death around me, in the room.

	At night, when they closed the door, I always thought I was hearing things, sensing things. And those things weren’t always good. They felt scary. Dark.

	I prayed to whoever might have been listening for someone to help me, save me. Eventually, when I realized that wouldn’t happen, only pain was left, burning, itching.

	There were no painkillers, only the reality that I am where I am, and I need to let that be. While that scared me in some ways, I also felt better because there was a clarity that all there was in this world for me was that moment. I realized that I couldn’t block any of it or forget. All I could do was close my eyes, bring my awareness to it, and let it be. 

	I was not in control of anything, not even my body, and that was my first understanding: healing is not about escaping the thing that is hurting you, but about being conscious of it. This has been one of the most valuable teachings of my life. Years later, I would understand this as my first lesson in what healers call “holding space”—fully accepting where you are without trying to fix or escape anything. When there is nothing you can do, you can only bear witness. That restrained acceptance, forced upon me by circumstance, became the foundation of every healing practice I would later learn.

	There came a point when I no longer wanted to forget. I didn’t want to forget who I was, what I had been through, or what had brought me there. I realized that the pain was in my mind. The first time I acknowledged it, I felt like I was going to be sick. It jumped like a live wire being connected. It was overwhelming, like a wave. I felt its intensity, its impatience to be heard, seen, and felt—the immediacy it demanded.

	They say children don’t remember things prior to a certain age because the brain isn’t developed enough. But now, I know we remember everything. Maybe it’s stored in a deeper part of us, but the Soul never forgets. I also know that we need to return to the places that hurt us not to heal them, but to own them. Because in bloody, hurtful moments, we can become more.

	My mother came after work every night to spend as much time with me as she could until visiting hours were over. From where I was tied to the hospital bed, I watched her car pull to the side of the road after she left and crying uncontrollably. At the time, I only knew that her sadness filled the air around me. Looking back, I understand she was afraid for her baby, powerless to help, and still had to go home to parent the other three children. I felt her fear and heartbreak—even if nobody would have believed that then.

	The compassion of a young volunteer who would visit stays with me. I think her name was Victoria. Other than my mother, she was the only person who looked at me like I was human. She smiled with her eyes, looked into mine when she would change the cotton pad covering my eyes, and spoke sweetly. She was so careful when she brought a cloth to my body and stopped others who didn’t do it right. She stopped somebody who was trying to put ointment on my lips. The pressure cracked the skin, and I felt blood running down my chin. She said softly, “I got it,” yet remained compassionate with them. She would tell me how sunny it was outside and would just talk. She would tell me not to speak, even though I couldn’t. Like my mother, she was holding space for me, holding space for my healing. 

	One night, they left the lamps on accidentally with the door closed. At that time, I only knew my throat hurt and my lips were cracking, I was hot, and so very thirsty.  

	“Who left this on?” I remember hearing. “Close to death.” 

	There was panic, people moving. “Don’t say anything. Don’t put it in the chart.” 

	My lips were but broken skin—completely dry, caked yellow, and with blood. Somebody fed me water through an eyedropper. I was so happy to receive that. That went on for what seemed like an hour, maybe more. I lost consciousness or fell asleep, not knowing the difference.

	From a very young age, we begin to understand that we are more than the flesh that covers our bodies. As I lay there, day after day, shedding my skin—watching it stretch, peel, fall away, and listening to it crawl softly against the bed and sheets—I learned to be present. There was nowhere to go; I could not even escape into my mind. When you’re tied to a hospital bed for so long, all you have left is acceptance.

	In my time of pain, in my time of blood, a spirit came to remind me that there’s just as much beauty in the moments that hurt and scare us.

	A dream—or maybe it wasn’t a dream—a voice asked me, “In this moment, what is beautiful?” All I could see were the walls of the hospital. All I could smell was the bleach they used to keep everything sterile. I couldn’t answer the question. I didn’t know. The moment wasn’t beautiful. 

	Looking back, I see that was when I began to decide to love myself despite everything that had happened to me, despite that a part of me still hated me, despite the conflict with the voices in my head that I had made my own. 

	Even years later, long after those hurtful words were spoken, they still echoed in my mind and soul. And so, I held space for myself: I did not try to distract myself or go into fixer mode. I did not try to heal it or run from it. I lay still, breathed into

	
	
	
	
	
	