
CHAPTER

[image: Image Missing]

The Making of Me

I was raised in Liverpool in the ’80s, where home was a beautiful white Victorian house by the River Mersey. As grand as it looked from the outside, inside it was slowly crumbling away, and there was always work to be done: wallpaper peeling off, chipped paint, funny smells and a leaky roof. It was old but shabby chic, full of vintage objects passed down through the ancestors, and acquired over the years.

My parents were hard-working entrepreneurs who were driven, inspiring and ambitious. Mum won awards for her French bistro, a bustling basement restaurant in the centre of town, and Dad was a lawyer during the day, and a barman at night in the bistro. Somehow they managed to juggle two kids, their busy careers and entertaining clients day and night. Luckily we had nannies, babysitters, neighbours and grannies who took it in turn to look after us. Mum and Dad did the best they could to keep everyone happy, while maintaining their own sanity and keeping the family together.

Blessed with a privileged childhood, I attended a good school, went on holidays every year, rode horses and wore nice clothes. Life was peachy most of the time, but it wasn’t all handed on a plate.

At fifteen, I got a part-time job to pay for nights out with friends. I soon learned the value of money, and having to work hard to earn it. I funded my social life, my clothes and any extras I wanted. The deal was I could go out if I paid my own way. I worked in sports shops, cafés and call centres as well as flyering to earn money. I loved feeling like an entrepreneur, independent and grown-up.

My childhood was happy overall; there was nothing obviously wrong. But I was aware of missing memories, and certain ages I couldn’t remember anything about. Assuming this was normal, I put it down to a poor memory and accepted it as that. There was no reason to question anything; my life had been good so far. When I accidentally began a healing journey six years ago, I came to understand more about the forgotten memories. I learned about suppressing the past, which we all do to some extent.
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Difficult or traumatic experiences (of which we have many) can leave little “scars” in our mind, body and soul, which we don’t want to touch. 
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We humans are remarkably good at blocking out the bad stuff so we don’t re-visit. Good in the short term – but it doesn’t work forever.

Finding my inner child

All of us have an “inner child” who resides somewhere inside our psyches. This little girl or boy holds on to the past (especially the parts we’ve erased) and greatly influences how we live our lives today. Gentle excavation with your inner child can help you find the scars and understand more about the adult you are now. She or he knows your history, and holds many answers about why you behave the way you do.

When I discovered my inner child, she had quite a different picture of the childhood I remember. She reminded me about feeling “different” and “unsafe” and that my only wish was to “fit in”. She remembered dimming my light, being sensitive to life, and closing myself down to avoid standing out and getting attention. I reflected back to find more answers.

As cool as they are now, my parents were off-the-wall and quite eccentric. They strayed away from the herd to do their own thing. They wore quirky Japanese clothes, drove vintage cars, and bought only organic food. We holidayed in cultural cities rather than chilling at the beach – wholly embarrassing when I was sharing my summer plans with friends who travelled to fun-filled seaside resorts. Everything we did was radical, and in my young impressionable mind, we stuck out. I was trying my best to be “normal” and my parents seemed so alien. While I accept it’s natural for parents to be embarrassing, my hyper-awareness of how different we were made me extremely uncomfortable. Among Liverpudlians we looked distinctive, we sounded different, and we did the opposite of everyone else.

School was tough. My uniform was hand-me-down, faded and musty, with patches at the elbows. I felt (and smelled) like a misfit, and I’m now put off buying vintage for life. My reports were averagely basic, if that’s a thing! I was not academic and I barely scraped through. It was hard to focus and my butterfly mind was always getting me into trouble in class.

Packed lunches were cottage cheese sandwiches on rye bread, sesame snap bars and a packet of raisins (I hate raisins to this day) or chunky egg sandwiches that would stink out the classroom and cause complaints. Other kids had white bread, Monster Munch crisps, Penguin bars and a can of Coke. No one ever wanted to swap with me. Who wants a smelly lunch?

I felt like the weird kid in class, and wholeheartedly believed that I stuck out. I felt awkward and unsafe among my classmates, and in my body too. Paranoia was my best friend, and in my mind everyone was talking behind my back. I worried they wouldn’t want to be friends. All I ever wanted was to blend in with the crowd, but it wasn’t happening. Everything I did drew attention to myself.

I was painfully shy, turning bright red whenever the attention was focused on me. I wanted to stay beneath the radar, and not stick out in any way. I dreaded being questioned in class, as I’d never know the answer; I’d be too busy day-dreaming and sun-gazing out the window.

At some point, to save myself and my reputation, I vowed to do the exact opposite to my parents. Rather than stand out, I made it my mission to blend in and be part of the herd. It’s safer in numbers, so I knew it’d be better. I longed to be a wallflower and seek refuge in the long grass.

If you know me now it’s hard to believe, as I’m loud, gregarious and very sociable, but back then it was very true.

Not being “enough”

Aged around ten, I came out of my shell and decided to change. I suppressed the shyness to relate to the world in a louder, bolder way. Perhaps I was encouraged to speak up more? Perhaps I realised that being shy wouldn’t get me where I wanted to go in life? Whatever happened, as I suppressed my shy side, I forgot all about her, and her wish to blend in. She didn’t leave me, or change into something else, instead she was pushed into the background and into the shadows.

Along came senior school and I searched for my “tribe”, a gang I could happily lose myself in and be absorbed into their personalities. I considered my options and tried out a few for size before finally setting my hopes on the “cool” gang in our year. It wasn’t an easy ride as from the get-go some of them didn’t want me. I was treated as a threat, and one of the girls worked hard to keep me on the outside. I wasn’t invited out after school, they didn’t save me seats in class or wait for me after P.E. Despite being rejected a few times, I was still convinced I’d found my “peeps”. I clung on like a limpet, desperately waiting for any sign or acknowledgement of being accepted. I’m not sure how or when, but it happened eventually and I became one of them.

Anxiety kicked in. I felt insecure and fragile and, most of all, eager to please and desperate to be liked and accepted. I did everything I could to ensure this happened, but inside I was crumbling. One wrong move and I might be cast out of the gang I’d worked so hard to join. I overanalysed everything: what to say, how I’d sound, what to wear, how to act. I felt sure I wasn’t “cool” enough or “funny” enough or “clever” enough. I worried they wouldn’t love me for being me.

I was afraid to be me.

The fear was so strong, it was paralysing. It stopped me from being my authentic self and from expressing myself the way I’d have liked to. At times I felt frantic, desperate to be liked and seen, because otherwise I was ignored and rejected, which hurt so much more.

This act of suppressing my true self caused me to feel intense inner pain and rage, and these, in turn, meant I lashed out at the people closest to me. At home I was a petulant teenager who lived in a black hole. I was wild, vicious, untamable (my mum’s words, not mine). I spent four years slamming doors, stomping up the stairs and arguing with the rest of the family over dinner – not the most pleasant of times for any of us. I hated the world, and once I was in the midst of an “episode”, try as I might I couldn’t snap out of it. I kept everything buried deep inside me where it festered and fermented in my gut, making my anger a whole lot worse.

I know I’m not alone in this. In my experience, lots of us believe we’re not “enough”. This feeling can be especially strong in the teenage years, when we’re finding out who we are and comparing ourselves to others, but for many it persists way beyond then and can really start to hold us back in life. Low self-esteem affects relationships, work prospects and general happiness. What’s strange is that many people suffering from low self-esteem don’t even realise it. They never put into words that somehow they don’t feel quite “enough”. It took me a long time to realise it myself.

Starting a journey into the past

Experiences in our youth shape the people we become as adults. Some of them we remember, most we don’t. The real skill as a human being is to live through experiences, learn from them and grow – but often we get stuck with the learning and growing parts. Most of the values and foundations upon which we’ve built ourselves were laid down during childhood, so we’ve been heavily influenced by old memories. 
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Even if we mostly remember happy times, there will have been plenty of times when we felt rejected, abandoned, alone, unloved, and these memories will stick to us like Velcro. 
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Some of us are fiercely protective of our parents, or simply in denial that anything was less than perfect, but in order to move forwards, it’s important to be honest with yourself.

Common occurrences that might resonate with you include:


[image: Image Missing] parents getting divorced or arguing a lot;
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[image: Image Missing] getting lost in a public place;

[image: Image Missing] being pushed too hard by parents;

[image: Image Missing] having an accident or serious illness;

[image: Image Missing] being rejected by a friendship group;

[image: Image Missing] a family member’s alcoholism;
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Some of these are more serious than others, but it’s the way you experienced those events and your innate character that determine how much they affect you as an adult, rather than the severity of the event itself. Some people are more sensitive and hold onto damage more than others.

When we have an experience, good or bad, it’s as if we take a Polaroid (an instant picture), freezing the moment and the emotion we felt then, and store it in our subconscious. Over the years this creates a network of “baggage” with a big emotional charge, which lies behind the scenes waiting to be processed and released. 
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Inner wounds are buried deep underneath our everyday modern woes and cause anxiety, depression, fears, stress, illness, addictive behaviours and self-sabotage. 

[image: Image Missing]

When the pressure of life gets too much to handle, it’s easy for old wounds to be “triggered” and we react from those deeply buried places without even realising that’s what we’re doing.

I carried my “not good enough” wounds into my adult life as core beliefs about myself. My beliefs created my behaviours, and in my mind I thought I was never doing enough. In meetings, I’d worry about not contributing enough, or having a loud enough voice. I felt constantly insecure and anxious that I’d be singled out, just as I was in school. I played myself down and didn’t allow people to see the real me. And if I made a mistake or something went wrong, I’d feel completely ashamed. I’d get paranoid that I was being talked about and was about to be sacked. I’d feel guilty, blamed, and I’d punish myself by working late.

We are skilled at avoiding our emotional baggage, because we’ve learned how to protect ourselves. If you grew up in a family where you were discouraged from sharing or opening up emotionally, the process will be even harder for you.

But emotional baggage doesn’t just vanish. If we don’t address it, sooner or later it will spill out and damage our lives and our potential for happiness. That’s why it’s important to try and reconnect the dots about what situations made us the way we are now.


Buy a notebook to devote to LifeTonics.

When you start writing, let it flow without judgement. Allow yourself to write whatever you want to. When you get stuck, keep writing without taking the pen off the page. No one will read it but you, so be completely honest. And here’s what to write about on here:

[image: Image Missing] If you think back to childhood, how do you feel?

[image: Image Missing] What sort of childhood did you have? Who was around? Who wasn’t?

[image: Image Missing] What do you remember?

[image: Image Missing] Do any ages spring to mind?

[image: Image Missing] Note down any emotions that arise while you are writing.

[image: Image Missing] Does anything stand out for you? Do any particular traumatic events leap into your mind?

[image: Image Missing] Describe what you can remember about them.



Bringing more awareness to traumatic moments in childhood can help us to understand why we react the way we do in certain situations as adults: why we feel rejected, why we struggle to focus, why we worry so much. Understanding this helps you feel liberated, as you’re beginning to set yourself free. Awareness gives us our power back, and helps us heal.

Don’t worry about not having all the answers at once; they will come at the right time.

The aim of this book is to help you heal. We’ll explore your life together, trying to understand what was really happening back in your childhood and how it affected you in the present day. We’ll then move through it and into a brighter, happier life.

There is nothing wrong with you. You’ve simply experienced painful things. We all have. But now it’s your time to learn and grow.

Learning lessons from the past

As you begin to face your “shadows”, the parts you are suppressing, it’s common to feel uncomfortable, frustrated, anxious, even scared. It happens all the time – except now you’re going to learn from the experience. Life is constantly providing us with opportunities to heal, like a vast, efficient ecosystem, designed to help us grow.

There are three “learnings” I’d like to share at the end of this first chapter.

1) DON’T BLAME THE PARENTS. It’s easy to do this. Why weren’t they there when I needed them? It’s all their fault; they messed up. It’s because of their actions my life is such a mess. OK, sure, they let you down, they weren’t always there, and those moments of absence hurt. No one is perfect but most parents did the best they possibly could, the way they were shown by their parents (who weren’t perfect either). Mine wanted nothing but the best for their children and if the lives we led when I was a child caused me some emotional trauma, it’s not their fault. Ultimately, it’s pointless holding onto blame. It only hurts you. In order to transform your life, you need to let it go. We’ll work on this more in Chapter 27.

2) WE GROW FROM OUR EXPERIENCES. Everything we’ve ever experienced in our lives has contained a lesson. There is no such thing as a wasted experience. No matter how dark your past, there is a reason why it happened, and ultimately it will make you a stronger person. Some of my clients have been through horrendous experiences, the worst darkness you can imagine, and they emerged through the other side stronger than before. When we learn to be open and process the past, it is possible to make big shifts in a very short space of time.

3) IT’S ALL GOOD IN THE END! It really is. Whatever you’re currently facing, however scary it is, you will rise above it a better person, and be much lighter and brighter. Everyone heals at some point. Some scars take a little longer because they have more layers to heal, more teachings to receive and understand. But the more you address and transform, the easier it becomes.

Let’s start now, moving onwards and upwards together.


CHAPTER
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Masters of Avoidance

We all have baggage from our past. It doesn’t matter if your childhood was delightful and loving or utterly horrific: each one of us has experienced suffering in some way. It’s a part of the human experience. The question now is: what do we do about it?

The answer: we find a remedy. Of which, there are several different options available to us. However, the easiest option in life is to avoid the baggage one way or another, and most of us do this. It’s easier than confronting the pain, so why wouldn’t we?

We live in a fast-paced, workaholic society full of material possessions and chemical substances that can help us numb our pain. We have medicine to mask every kind of symptom, remedies to help us escape from everyday reality and, for a while at least, we can completely avoid our pain if we choose.
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We excel in avoidance. Dodging our baggage is much easier than facing it. 
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Why? Because if we face our baggage, we have to confront our pain. And why on earth would we want to do that? The most effective avoidance is through addictions, which offer a quick fix to plaster over pain from the past.

I bet you £50 that when I mentioned addiction, you immediately thought of hard drugs and homeless people, completely discounting yourself in the process. But there are lots of different types of addiction: shopping (online or in shops), gambling, love, sex, smoking, over- or under-eating, self-harming, work, exercise, alcohol, drugs, computer games, social media. Addiction can be whatever is easily available to us, anything that offers us a short-term fix or temporary high. Anything to distract us from facing ourselves.

Right now you might not even be aware of your addiction. I work with lots of people who are in complete denial. We grow up believing that certain addictive behaviours are a normal part of life. Sometimes we’re taught them as children but most often, if you delve deep and get behind the scenes, you’ll find emotional trauma attached to old memories at the root of an addiction.

The first step is to become aware, and bring the mindless numbing into the light.
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“Whatever you do, don’t try and escape the pain, but be with it.”
– Sogyal Rinpoche
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I’m not suggesting you’re an alcoholic if you enjoy a few glasses of wine some evenings, but if you regularly drink more than the recommended limits (fourteen units a week, or three in one night) and your drinking feels out of control, you might have a problem.


Grab your notebook and do some free writing:

[image: Image Missing] What might your addictions be?

[image: Image Missing] How are you escaping yourself?

[image: Image Missing] What can’t you live without?

[image: Image Missing] What are you doing that helps you cope with your hectic lifestyle?

[image: Image Missing] How often do you have a “blow-out”?

[image: Image Missing] Be honest with yourself. It’s pointless doing it otherwise.



Do you take illegal drugs? Were you a fan of those party highs that have now become illegal in the UK and many other countries around the world? If you think you have become dependent on drugs or alcohol, seek help from one of the agencies listed on here.

Do you sleep with people you really shouldn’t? What are you really seeking from those one-night stands?

If you enjoy shopping, great; but if you’ve got thousands of pounds of debt on credit cards and are always overdrawn, you might have a problem.

Constantly on social media? That’s fine, most of us are. But can you go on holiday and switch your phone off? Can you post something and then leave it for a day or two without needing to check the number of “likes”?

Use your common sense. What are you “using” in your life to numb your pain and escape from yourself?

Masking deeper issues

Addictions always hide a deeper issue – or several deeper issues. The old baggage, pain, emotion, trauma from your past has been stuffed so far down it’s completely out of reach. Because you don’t want to address this anytime soon, the easiest solution is to keep on stuffing it down. Except this pit is inside you, and everything in it begins to fester sooner or later. If you don’t deal with it, it’ll come out in other ways.

What would happen if you faced yourself and stopped running? I’ve done this, so believe me when I say I know what it’s like.

My main addiction was bulimia, which I battled for seven years. Although when I say “battled” it’s not strictly true because it felt quite normal. My binge-eating and purging sessions always went smoothly, and I never stopped to think about what I was actually doing to myself. It was a part of me, but unseen and well hidden. Nobody knew anything about it.

The frequency and intensity of the bulimia depended on what I was battling in my life at the time. When things felt wobbly and out of control, it worsened. When things were calm and relaxed, it subsided. It was always there, though, tapping me on my shoulder, offering me a way out. Whenever I needed a fix I could always turn to it.

As with most addicts, I became very good at keeping it secret. I hid my bulimia so well, I was in denial about it. If you somehow peeked inside my brain, you’d find zero trace because I’d become very good at removing all the evidence. If I was ever asked about my eating habits, I gazed blankly into the distance. I was busy living my life, and my secret was buried so deep inside I just didn’t recognise I had a problem.

And of course I’m not alone. A huge percentage of us have had some kind of issue with food and our bodies. I don’t think I’ve met one person who hasn’t. It’s one of the main areas we have control over in our lives.

As far as my friends and family knew, I was totally fine: the life and soul of a party, and a tough cookie. The thing is, I’m genetically wired to struggle on as bravely as possible (preferably alone) and not show any weakness or vulnerability in the process.

My history of binge eating starts at the family dinner table. We were definitely “eaters” and loved big portions. We’d pile our plates high, and eat everything on them. Mum loved seeing us eat everything in sight, and knew her job was done when we had. Ever the big tease, Dad would pretend to steal food from our plates when we weren’t looking. It was a fun game, and I soon became able to eat just as fast and as much as him so he wouldn’t have a chance. I accidentally learned about overeating when I was very young. This is apparently very common. It’s easy to ignore the signs that your stomach is full, and keep eating.

And then one day my body changed. I didn’t suddenly become big or fat overnight; I just needed to monitor my weight and do more exercise. I remember an ex-boyfriend telling me that I’d be even better if I lost a few pounds. I was seventeen and a healthy weight for my age, but his comment stuck with me.

Fast forward six years and the bulimia started. After witnessing how easy it was, I kept doing it. For me, it was the perfect solution to eating too much and putting on weight. I could now eat whatever I wanted without it affecting my body image or happiness. I was pretty pleased with myself. No one would ever know, unless I wanted them to. I could stay small, look good in my clothes, and be known as the skinny one.

Stuffing down food became a way to stuff down my emotions. To keep them suppressed deep inside, out of my way. If only I could keep pushing them all down forever, I could easily breeze through life – or so I thought. My mind was completely behind this idea; its primary focus was to keep me safe and protected no matter what, so it latched on, removed all “stop eating” signs and helped me to become an addict.

Deep down I was crying out for help, but I couldn’t connect to my desperation. You have to delve down quite far to find the part of you that is scared, anxious and freaked out by life being so out of control. You are desperate to claw back control, and you grasp at straws trying to figure out why you’re so full of fear. Why does life frighten you so much? How can you gain some normality and feel safe again? You do whatever you can to get a grip.

What I see now is that overeating was my addiction, and bulimia was my way of dealing with it. Overeating becomes an addiction quickly because it really works. It was my default way of dealing with life, just as getting high on drugs is for some people, or drinking until they are hopelessly drunk and distracted from what’s really going wrong.

If, as you’re reading this, your addiction is slowly – or rapidly – unravelling before your eyes and you feel scared: don’t be. My message to you is that you’re reading this for a reason, and it’s unravelling at just the right time for you to do something about it. You’re courageous for picking up this book, and now you are beginning a process of becoming more aware. This is just the first step. You don’t have to tell anyone else what you are discovering. For now, it is just about accepting it yourself.

We hold onto things, and keep them a secret because we don’t know how to deal with them at the time. We can’t see how to move forwards because we know that in doing so, we might be required to face some painful memories. We’re not ready to face that pain yet, and that is absolutely OK. There’s a chance that this chapter is the main reason you were guided to read this book. Maybe it has found you at just the right time.

Whatever you’re facing right now, know that you are an amazing person and truly good inside. The best thing you can do is tell yourself this. No matter what you’re feeling, or how sad you are, there’s a little inner child or teenager deep inside you who is hurting more than you know. In the next step, you are going to find them and comfort them and tell them that everything will be OK. Because it will.


For a moment, sit somewhere quiet, close your eyes and connect with your inner child or teenager. Choose the age you identified in the last chapter at which you felt most vulnerable, the time when you felt the most pain. If you didn’t come up with a specific age, what age do you get now? Taking it slow and steady, intend to speak to the person you were at that age and tell him or her this:

I see you.

(Pause and repeat)

I feel you.

(Pause and repeat)

I sense you.

(Pause and repeat)

I’m sorry I wasn’t there for you.

But I’m here now.

(Pause and repeat)

How does it feel when you say these words?

Is there anything else you want to say to them? Do any other words come up for you?

Notice how your body feels. Does it tense up? Does it relax?



You are stronger than you know. You have a feisty inner self who is always rooting for you – and so am I! This inner self will never give up, and if you ask it for help, you will receive it, without question.


CHAPTER
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Spirits and Signs

Do you believe in the supernatural?

Saying that word sends shivers down my spine, in a good way. It reminds me of those seriously sexy and ultra-cool vampire movies like The Lost Boys, Blade and, most recently Twilight (my guilty crush). As a child, I was fascinated with vampires, spirits and witches. When I was very little, I’d watch back-to-back episodes of Bewitched, and developed a nose twitch like Samantha’s. It’s something I still do to this day, usually a sign that something is awry.

I was always aware of the presence of spirits in the old house in Liverpool where I grew up. I’d notice if the temperature dropped suddenly or the dog barked at an empty room. At nighttime, I was afraid of being downstairs alone in case I saw something spooky. The house was old and creaky, and its walls were steeped in history. I knew every squeak, every thump, every smell – especially the ones that didn’t belong.

Not a believer in spirits? Please don’t skip this chapter! Suspend your disbelief for a few minutes and try to be open-minded. I’m sure you’ll agree there’s much we can’t explain, or can’t see with the naked eye. Once you are willing to accept the possibility of a supernatural realm, you become more open to things of this nature happening to you, and in my experience there’s nothing to fear. In fact, we can learn to receive
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Final Word From Me

Freedom is what we long for.

Freedom from the past.

Freedom from old emotions.

Freedom from pain and heartbreak.

Freedom from illness and disease.

Freedom from negative thought patterns.

Freedom from control and anxiety.

Freedom from limiting beliefs.

Set yourself free. Set your soul free, and let your spirit soar.

Thank you, thank you, thank you for reading this book. I am honoured you stuck with it, and tried my LifeTonics. I hope they have served you in the perfect way, and I’m so excited you allowed me to support you on this magical healing journey.

Sending love and infinite light your way.

You are an incredible human being, and your commitment and dedication to reading this book and practising the Tools will help you shift your world.
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