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Prologue
When I was young, I learned that monsters weren’t the ones hiding under the bed. They lived inside the house, wearing the familiar faces of people who were supposed to love me. I learned to measure danger not by shadows in the dark but by the sound of footsteps on the floorboards, the rise and fall of a voice, or the tension in the air so thick it made it hard to breathe. Some nights, I lay awake wondering if my father would kill himself—or someone else. This constant vigilance was the wallpaper of my childhood, shaping me long before I had words for what was happening.
And then there was my mother—the one who held the authority to protect me, the one whose job was to keep me safe. But when I needed her most, she stepped away. She decided her role as a parent was over, even though there was much left to be done. Her silence, her absence, her refusal to stand between me and the chaos cut just as deeply as the chaos itself. When the one who should shield you turns away, the wound becomes twofold: you are hurt by what is done to you, and again by what is not.
This is where HELLTH begins: the chaos of growing up with alcoholism, domestic disputes, homelessness, and never having a net to catch me when I fell. It is more than memories. Trauma does not sit neatly in the past—it reshapes your lens. It seeps into your bones and teaches your nervous system to expect danger, even in moments of peace.
HEALTH is the opposite. It is stability, safety, and connection. It is being seen and known. HEALTH is the foundation children deserve: a sense that their world is steady, that someone will hold them when they cry, that their home is a safe harbor. It is the starting line that many of my peers had—a fair chance at growth without carrying invisible burdens.
But I did not start at that line. The truth that took me years to swallow is this: I began ten steps behind. Not because I wasn’t normal, but because the world only made room for one narrow version of “normal” and did not accommodate anything outside of that construct. I wasn’t broken; I wasn’t deficient—I was carrying a weight that no one else could see. Some wounds do not bleed. While other kids studied or found their place in social circles, I was sweeping broken glass and searching for a place to sleep. By the time I reached the same starting line, I was already breathless.
Movement became my first therapy. On long walks and steady runs, I found clarity between rhythmic strides. Thoughts I wouldn’t dare say out loud came into focus: maybe I didn’t have to brace myself for the worst every moment. Maybe I could notice peace without waiting for the hammer to fall. Step by step, I began to see how deeply trauma had shaped me—and how I might begin to reshape myself.
As Brené Brown reminds us, “Owning our story and loving ourselves through that process is the bravest thing we will ever do.”
This book is not about denying the darkness but naming it—because only then can the light break through. It is about surviving HELLTH and reclaiming HEALTH. It is about giving language to shame instead of silencing it, owning the story instead of letting it own me, and choosing to write a new ending—one built on courage, honesty, and the slow, uneven practice of healing.
Writing these pages has been one of the hardest things I have ever done. Reliving the past, wrestling with the words, and then daring to share them with everyone was not easy. The truth is, I questioned whether my story even mattered. I ruminated for a long time, asking myself, “Who would even want to hear this?” And yet, the deeper truth is this: stories heal—not only the one who tells them, but also those who recognize pieces of themselves within them. So here it is, my bare soul for you to see, to feel, and perhaps to find a reflection of your own within its truth.
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Navigating the Inferno of Health
In the vast narrative of human existence, life often resembles a tumultuous journey through realms that parallel the mythological concept of hell. This odyssey is marked by harrowing transitions, profound emotional upheavals, and the daunting task of untangling the threads of our past to weave a tapestry of resilience and well-being. Living Through Hellth is a testament to this journey—a personal exploration of the infernal depths of human experience and the transformative power of emerging into the light of health.
The analogy of hell to health is not merely a literary device; it reflects the visceral reality many of us endure. In this context, hell symbolizes the chaotic emotions, unprocessed intensities, and psychological scars that accumulate over a lifetime, often originating from the tender years of childhood. If left unchecked, these experiences can manifest as obstacles that impede our path to health and fulfillment. Just as Dante traversed the circles of hell in his quest for redemption, so too must we confront our own demons to achieve a state of holistic health.
As the author of this narrative, I invite you to join me on a deeply personal journey—a journey that has been both a struggle and a revelation. Through my story, I seek to illuminate the pathways that lead from the darkness of emotional turmoil to the clarity and serenity of health. This book is not only an exploration of my own experiences but also a guide for those who find themselves entangled in the throes of life's transitions.
The importance of addressing these transitions cannot be overstated. Each phase of life, from childhood to adulthood, brings with it a unique set of challenges and opportunities for growth. By embracing these transitions and confronting the emotions they evoke, we can transform them from sources of pain into catalysts for healing and personal evolution. In this process, we learn to master our chaotic emotions, allowing them to seep out in healthy ways that foster resilience and well-being.
Living Through Hellth is a call to action for all who seek to transcend their personal hells and emerge into a life of balance and health. It is an invitation to embark on a journey of self-discovery, to confront the shadows of the past, and to embrace the light of healing that awaits us all. As you turn the pages of this book, may you find the courage to face your own infernos and the wisdom to navigate the transitions that define your journey.
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Acknowledging the Pillars of My Healing Journey
As I embark on the journey of writing Living Through Health, I am reminded of the profound impact my family has had on my path to healing. While this book does not delve deeply into their personal stories—touching only lightly on their presence—it feels essential to acknowledge their integral roles. This work stands as a tribute to my husband, Troy, and our three children—Hank, Grace, and Annie—whose unwavering love has been the bedrock of my healing process.
Troy, My Partner in Life
Meeting Troy at the age of nineteen was one of the most serendipitous moments of my life—an encounter that would profoundly shape the trajectory of my journey. From the beginning, he has been a pillar of strength and consistency: offering guidance, nurturance, and stability as I navigated the complexities of growth, healing, and self-discovery.
His presence has been more than support; it has been a steadfast force pushing me forward, urging me to take the next step even when the world around us felt uncertain. Through thick and thin, Troy has stood with me—a living testament to the depth of his commitment and love. He has challenged me to stretch, to grow, and to move through life not only with resilience but also with courage. For this, I am filled with profound gratitude, knowing that much of who I am today has been shaped by his constant presence and unwavering belief in me.
The Unique Perspectives of My Children
Each of my children has borne witness to my journey in their own way, carrying unique perspectives that mirror the stages of my healing.
Hank, my eldest, saw me at the earliest stages—when my struggles and triumphs were raw and unpolished. His quiet maturity and steady insights have offered grounding when I needed perspective most. As I was learning how to raise him, he, in his own way, was helping to steady me. Now grown into an incredible man, Hank remains a living testament to how far I have come.
Grace, perhaps the most like me, carries a robust love of travel and adventure—always eager to push herself to the fullest. In her, I see a mirror of my own drive and curiosity, a reminder that the apple truly does not fall far from the tree. Her zest for life and willingness to embrace new challenges have not only inspired me but have also reminded me to keep reaching for growth and joy along my own path.
Annie, the youngest, has witnessed the later stages of my healing, when transformation has become more visible and grounded. She is one of the most empathetic souls I know, with a natural ability to connect and feel deeply. Living recently as an only child at home, with her older siblings now grown, she has experienced me in a unique light—seeing both the strength of my growth and the tenderness of my healing. Her empathy, youthful curiosity, and hopeful energy serve as a daily reminder of the joy and vitality that accompany true healing.
Together, my family has been both anchor and sail—steadying me in the storms and propelling me toward calmer, brighter shores. They have each reflected back to me the different faces of my own healing, and for that, I carry an endless well of gratitude.
To my in-laws, Jenny and Leanne.  Thank you for showing me that family doesn’t have to be perfect to be meaningful. You have reminded me that it is often the most imperfect connections that carry the deepest weight. Your humor and colorful presence have added spirit and dimensions to our traditions, turning ordinary moments into unexpected memories. You have helped to shape a life that is full of richness, love, humor, and soul, and you have taught me that true family is not found in flawlessness, but in love, presence, and shared moments.
To my lifelong friends, Jill and Lacey, who have known me since the very beginning: Thank you for the countless sleepovers, FaceTime calls, and heart-to-hearts that have carried me through my most raw and unguarded moments. Our friendship has evolved over the years, yet their unwavering support and selflessness have remained unchanged. Without a flicker of jealousy, they have cheered me on every step of the way. Their presence has been a reminder that true friendship endures across the seasons of life.
My Professional Life
In writing Living Through Hellth, I have come to realize how deeply my professional life as a Psychiatric Nurse Practitioner has shaped my personal journey. My work in mental health provided me with a framework to piece together fragments of my story—an attempt to master chaotic emotions and weave them into a coherent narrative. Yet, in doing so, I also discovered that the very act of writing demanded something more than intellectual understanding. It required me to confront emotions I had long left unprocessed, emotions often stirred by interactions with clients or colleagues.
This book is not only an exploration of my own healing, but also a testament to the support and presence of those who walked beside me through transformative moments. At the foundation of that support are my husband and my three children—my bedrock, my constant source of love and grounding. I am equally grateful for the professional community that has surrounded me. To be able to walk across the hall or pick up the phone and connect with my colleagues in mental health has been a recognized privilege. Their perspectives offered me a structured lens through which to view my own experiences, helping me bridge theory with lived reality.
As a Psychiatric Nurse Practitioner, I spend much of my professional life listening, empathizing, and guiding others through the complexities of mental health. These same skills became invaluable in the writing process, enabling me to articulate my journey with compassion and clarity. But I also came to understand the limits of relying solely on professional tools. Emotions are not always tidy or easily contained—they demand to be felt, not simply studied. Allowing space for these emotions to surface was essential for genuine introspection and growth.
I owe much to the conversations that helped me along the way. Informal exchanges with friends and colleagues provided gentle reflection, offering a haven to express thoughts and feelings that might otherwise have remained unspoken. These interactions untangled emotional knots, fostered deeper awareness, and reminded me of the power of shared vulnerability.
My clients, too, have been unexpected teachers. As I bore witness to their courage in sharing their narratives, I was often prompted to confront my own. Their journeys became mirrors, reflecting back unhealed parts of myself and reinforcing the truth that healing is not a solitary act—it is communal, woven together through connection and shared humanity.
This book, then, is as much about connection as it is about survival. It is about the ways in which family, friends, colleagues, and clients remind us that healing cannot happen in isolation. It is about the profound power of being witnessed, heard, and held by others as we dare to face our own depths. For every listening ear, every moment of encouragement, and every reminder that I was not alone.
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Chapter 1: The First Flames
There is some unease in putting pen to paper and wondering where to even start. There are so many stories to sort through; chronologically, they feel jumbled, and I have yet to make total sense of all of them, if any.
To me, Living through Hellth really means not just surviving the chaos, but being shaped by it, carrying its imprint, and slowly turning pain into purpose.
This chapter marks the beginning for me—one from innocent and carefree childhood to an abrupt shift in awareness. A knowing that something isn’t right. A flicker of light in the middle of the dark. For many of us who have lived through trauma, the signs come quietly at first—through pounding hearts, sleepless nights, and the sense that this can’t be all there is. These memories leave imprints, and the imprints are defining moments. They speak to the physiological response of the body, the emotional freeze of the inner child, and the silent normalization of chaos.
The cool night air clung to my skin, my heart pounding in my chest as I crouched low in the ditch beside my mother. The roadside was dimly lit, with occasional headlights slicing through the darkness before fading back into silence. Beside me, my mother remained tense and vigilant, her eyes fixed on the gravel road that stretched before us.
The evening had started like so many others, with my father's voice growing louder and slurring as the night wore on. It wasn’t unusual for a peaceful evening to unravel swiftly into chaos, the alcohol amplifying his emotions and snuffing out any sense of reason. But tonight had been different; his anger was more intense, his words more threatening. “You will have blood on your hands by morning,” he screamed as he made his way into the woods with a rope, only to promptly return, angered that she didn’t chase him.
When my mother whispered that we should leave, I understood what that meant immediately. The urgency in her voice propelled me into action. We slipped quietly from the back door, lungs filled with cold night air as we moved quickly toward the nearest cover—the roadside ditches that meandered away from the house and into the field.
The ditch offered a makeshift sanctuary, its shadows embracing us like an old friend in our time of need. My breath came in shallow bursts, my ears straining to catch the smallest of sounds. Beside me, I felt the tension in my mother’s every muscle, a shared understanding passing between us.
Every rumble of an engine set our hearts racing; the fear was palpable in the small space of our refuge. My father's truck would round the corner, engines growling in search of us in his drunken haze, weaving from one side to the next. Each pass ignited fresh waves of apprehension as the truck's headlights swept over the road, missing our hiding spot by mere inches.
In the darkness, I listened to the faint chorus of crickets singing their nocturnal serenade, a stark contrast to the turmoil of the moment. I clung to the sound, willing myself to remain calm and focus on the life teeming invisibly around me instead of the threat prowling the road. These moments were likely the very beginning of my understanding of mindfulness and grounding.
Despite the terror that tightened my insides, I took comfort in my mother’s presence. Her hand found mine, gripping tightly—a silent promise that we would weather this storm as we had done many nights before.
Time stretched and condensed, each minute an eternity before the truck's engine finally faded into the distance, leaving us cloaked in the gentle hush of the night. The absence of that threatening sound brought a mixture of relief and residual tension.
Only when the silence settled more permanently did my mother squeeze my hand once more, a signal that it was time to move. We rose cautiously, peering over the edge of the ditch, the road now empty and serene against the starlit sky.
Quietly, we retraced our steps back toward the house, instincts honed through experience guiding our movements. Each step was careful, measured—an exercise in stealth as much as necessity.
Arriving home, we slipped inside with the same quiet grace, closing the door gently against the night. As I lay in bed, listening to the familiar sounds of the house settling, a profound exhaustion washed over me. Yet beneath it lay a sliver of recognition of the courage required in the face of uncontrollable chaos.
That night encapsulated the essence of, the essence of a childhood drenched in alcohol, chaos, and constant uncertainty, highlighting not only my personal experience but also the emotional journey of my mother as she navigated her own transition.
On that night, my mother and I fled the chaos of our home, seeking refuge from my father's alcohol-fueled rage. We hid in a ditch, the cold earth pressing against our skin, our breaths shallow and synchronized in the darkness. This moment is my earliest memory. The first imprint I can recall.
The emotions my mother experienced that night were not isolated; they were transferred and stored, becoming part of the emotional fabric that would be passed on to me. As children, we are sensitive to the emotional currents around us, absorbing the unspoken fears and hopes of our caregivers. The anxiety and determination my mother felt seeped into my consciousness, shaping my own responses. In the moments of the night, the primitive part of my brain—the part wired for survival—was fully alive. Years later, I realize the heightened alertness of my nervous system is wired to scan for danger and seek safety.
By becoming aware of these subtle shifts, we can better understand the emotional legacies we inherit and pass on. My mother's courage and resilience in the face of her own inner demons became integral to my own emotional toolkit, later equipping me with the strength to navigate my life's challenges. During those moments, I froze, I held my breath, I didn’t cry or speak. My body chose to do what it needed to do to survive.
But then morning came.
And everything… carried on… business as usual. I went to school like it was another Tuesday. My father went to work. My mother made breakfast. No one spoke of the night before, the ditch, the headlights, or the fear. There was no explanation, no comfort, no acknowledgment that what had happened was terrifying or abnormal.
And so I wondered if it really had happened at all. Did I dream this?
The ditch became a metaphorical boundary between the hell of our circumstances and the potential for health and safety on the other side. In that moment, I was acutely aware of the emotional and physical symptoms that fear would evoke. It served as a visceral reminder of the power of awareness in navigating life's changes.
According to Internal Family Systems Theory, that terrified little girl—the one hiding in the dark, holding her breath, not knowing what the night would bring—still lives in me. She is an “exile,” a part that took on shame and fear so that the rest of me could keep functioning.
This awareness allows us to confront our personal hells and move toward a state of health and balance. Like so many of us, I developed other parts to protect her: the achiever, the
	
	
	Chapter 1 Wrap-Up 


	
	
	
	
	


OEBPS/image/image-0-0.jpg





OEBPS/image/image-0-1.jpg





OEBPS/image/image-0-3.jpg





OEBPS/image/image-0-2.jpg





