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God grant me the serenity to accept the things I cannot change,

courage to change the things I can,

and the wisdom to know the difference.

—Reinhold Niebuhr (1892-1971)
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This narrative, according to my memory and perception, is of my life and how I found a way to find peace within. May reading it help you find your own authentic self and the wisdom to re-write life scripts that have been passed down for generations.
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Praise for The Sitting Swing

“Brave and inspiring, full of heartbreak and hope, The Sitting Swing by Irene Watson is an astoundingly honest account of a young woman addressing a commonly overlooked addiction. Be forewarned: like me, you may recognize yourself on practically every page!”

—Barbara Robinette Moss,

author of Change Me into Zeus's Daughter and Fierce.

“In The Sitting Swing, Irene Watson poignantly tells her story of two parallel worlds—the fractured transition of Ukrainian speaking immigrants moving West superimposed on the pain of a small confused girl seeking transformation from her own cold loneliness. But the real story is in the courage of that small girl to look directly into the video camera and seize her own life. The Sitting Swing takes us on Irene's journey from an angry mother admonishing Irene not to sing to a woman freeing herself to sing her life. This book guides us through the 20th Century revolution of the immigrant seeking sustenance and refuge to the awakening of the individual seeking internal sustenance and peace. Irene Watson is no longer in hiding.”

—Stan Biderman,

author of Everything Changes

“Irene Watson's memoir, The Sitting Swing, provides a soul searching look at facing codependency and beginning the recovery process. Watson's insightful recounting of a journey from an overprotected childhood to facing her inner demons at a treatment center provide hope and help for those who struggle with a compulsion to control the people around them.”

—Kay Marie Porterfield,

author of Straight Talk about PTSD,
Sleeping with Dionysus, and Coping With Codependency

“The Sitting Swing is an inspiring story. Readers will empathize with Irene, and they will be motivated to begin their own spiritual journeys of recovery. While the path is not easy, Irene is proof that serenity is achievable. More than anything, readers will be impressed with Irene Watson's honest voice and her straightforward colloquial writing style that makes us realize we are a lot like her, and consequently, if she could recover from her past, then anything is possible for us as well.”

—Tyler R. Tichelaar, author of The Marquette Trilogy

“The Sitting Swing tells of Irene's discovery of that missing person, and it tells it with candor and sensitivity. I could relate on every level to her voyage of self-discovery. It was a two-box-of-Kleenex read, but it ends with a message of hope that will stay with the reader long after the book's pages have yellowed with age.”

—Lynda Fitzgerald, author of If Truth Be Told

“Irene Watson has written a psychologically savvy memoir. With insight and intelligence she takes the reader through her step-by-step experience of resistance and revelation. Told with courage and candor in an intimate, alive voice she reveals her discover of a Higher power and a new pathway for marriage and emotional freedom.”

—Babette Hughes, author of Lost and Found

“This is not a ‘for women only’ book nor is it a pretentious litany of psycho babble. In a surprisingly frank account of her life, Irene Watson bares her soul for all to see and provides hope for those of us whose life has unaccountably wandered into a dead end from which there seems to be no escape. At times, the journey through the book is torturous and almost too painful to follow. But follow it you will, because it is the kind of book you can't put down. A must read!”

—Ron Standerfer, author of The Eagle's Last Flight

“I recommend this book for anyone interested in improving her/his life journey. Irene Watson identifies the kinds of behaviors and personality characteristics that typically need to be examined in any human growth experience. It's a great read and carries the potential to be very helpful for anyone who wants to live a happier life.”

—Sharon Shaw Elrod,

author of Shar's Story, A mother and daughter reunited

“While The Sitting Swing is quite clearly a work of nonfiction, although reading it I found it to have the “feel” of an attention-grabbing novel, as Ms. Watson quickly drew me into her story and kept me riveted to it until the very end. There is no question in my mind that any person seriously interested in healing longstanding emotional wounds would benefit from reading this inspiring and thought-provoking book.”

—Jeff Maziarek,

author of Spirituality Simplified

“The book relates of heart wrenching moment when even in the face of danger, the author was not helped by the woman whose very role was to protect her and keep her from harm's way. It's about both letting go and going on in life. The book is cleverly marked with light hearted instances that help keep readers riveted, such as the author as a girl trying to cough up a child, since that's how she was told babies are born. An interesting memoir, that will keep you riveted throughout. The author has a clear, easy flowing style that's almost conversational and allows readers to connect almost from the start.”

—Shaila Abdullah,

author of Beyond the Cayenne Wall and Saffron Dreams

“The Sitting Swing is Irene Watson's compelling story of trying to understand her childhood. The author opens her thoughts to the reader almost as if she wants them to help her understand her childhood also. The book is a very interesting read. As the author states, it was very difficult to write this book and relive the past. The reader will do some deep thinking after reading Irene's story and see the courage it took for her to write this book. Irene's main purpose in writing this book is to inspire others to make changes in their lives. She has done an excellent job that will serve as an inspirational guide to many others who are trying to do the same thing in their lives.”

—Nancy Eaton, Best Sellers World
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Foreword

For the past 30 years I have been in the business of recovery, personal development and transformation. I have had the privilege of witnessing individuals overcome tremendous physical, emotional, spiritual and/or financial traumas and challenges.

I have had the honor of working with some outstanding people who have truly transformed their lives, their families and their businesses. Irene Watson is one of those wonderful beings who has undergone the process of transformation from pain to freedom, from limiting paradigms and belief systems to self love. Through the process Irene has helped many other achieve the peace and freedom she wanted all her life.

In this great book, The Sitting Swing: Finding Wisdom to Know the Difference, Irene takes you through her personal story, personal turmoil and pain and takes you skillfully to the other side where hope and freedom reside. This is a book on how to rewrite the script of our lives. A must read for anyone searching for a new vision.

Liliane Desjardins, Counselor & Teacher,

Desjardins Unified Model of Treatment

Higher Power Productions





Editorial Foreword

In over twenty-five years of clinical practice as a psychologist I have had the privilege of listening as each of my clients tells his or her story in order to arrive at the truth. Through telling our story each of us learns to sort out appearances from reality, our persona or false self from our true identity. It is in storytelling that we uncover the true meanings of the metaphors that our lives have pieced together in a sort of hieroglyphic code of human events, joys and sorrows, laughter and pain, beauty and despair. Regardless of an individual's station in life, their accomplishments, talent, circumstances or bank accounts, I have never met a person who does not require help with the translation and transformation of their own story into the spiritual masterpiece that gives life meaning.

The Sitting Swing is a living metaphor in which Irene Watson generously and artfully invites the reader to experience the stories of her life in order to decode the Rosetta Stone of their own. As I read it, I was drawn in by the unassuming and magnetic quality of the narrative, as she reflects on life and all its irritations and grandeur from the perspective of humility and curiosity that welcome us with its candor. She includes us in her own struggles with self-knowledge from inside the halls of “Avalon,” a cleverly camouflaged treatment center where I myself consulted for several years.

I confess that I couldn't help scouring each page for a hint of preachiness or moralizing that seemed inevitable in a book about life—especially one that included the expose of the transformational process from within the halls of “Avalon.” Certainly none of us would tolerate another condescending lecture on how to live better lives. Frankly, it was to my true surprise that I found myself appreciating it even more after the third read, than the first. Apparently it is true—“Seek the Truth and the Truth Shall Set You Free”—free even from evangelizing. In The Sitting Swing, Irene Watson gives us a powerful glimpse inside a treatment center where the characters are just as real and flawed as we are. She exposes the myth that addictions are about drugs and alcohol and helps us both love and laugh at ourselves with greater wisdom and feelings of humanity than before.

Since graduate school in psychology I have been especially fond of the notion that we are all spiritual beings going through a human experience. I reject the fiction that mental health practitioners are perfected and anointed beings charged with the task of healing others. In fact, my favorite definition of psychology is “the care of the Id by the odd” and one of my favorite books on the subject is “The Myth of Mental Illness.” I embrace the belief that we are all being called out of our collective and consensual cultural trances to awaken to our real purpose for being. While societies may lend themselves to stereotyping and marginalizing certain behaviors and attributes as “normal” and “crazy,” I am drawn by the metaphysical writers who challenge us to think above our thinking to the real truth about life and its purpose.

In The Sitting Swing, Irene Watson tells her tale and lets the reader do the translating. She allows us to insert ourselves into the story and decode the enigmas of our own lives.

Jan Ford Mustin, Ph.D., Clinical Psychologist,

international public speaker, television host, and author

Removing Your Roadblocks, Love You Can Live With, Freedom
from Codependency, People Who Love Too Much, and
Celebration! Relationships Begin with You.





Part I:

The Center
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It was the damnedest thing that they thought I'd fall for it. A video camera in plain sight, in one corner of my room, pointing right in on everything I'd be doing for the next twenty-eight days. Not likely. I couldn't figure out why they wouldn't bother hiding the thing. Even a hanging plant in front of it might have kept me from noticing it for an hour or two. But they didn't even try, and that was their real weakness as far as I was concerned. Here they were, helping some of the most messed-up people you can imagine, people addicted to just about anything, and they thought if they had cameras watching these people get dressed, watching them sleep, that they would just reveal everything about themselves in an instant?

Some experts. I started to wonder why I'd paid good money to be here. But there it is—we all want to fit in. I had many friends graduate from this utopian little institute, and they all swore it changed their lives. They all used “Avalon talk” as I called it—the catchphrases and jargon used in this Avalon Center. Tiring as it was to listen to their new language, they were my friends, and it was even more of a challenge to be outside the group in that way. So, I decided to call some of my own challenges “addictions” and to make a trip here. Twenty-eight days of dealing with real addicts; then I could graduate and get back on the inside track with my friends.

I pulled a chair out from the small desk and turned it to face the camera, then sat and reclined myself a bit against its stiff back. I folded my arms across my chest and looked with a cold grit at the camera. I probably looked the way my own kids did when they decided to pull the rebel thing. It's not that I was overly confrontational, but a camera was a statement, and I would make one right back. I stared it down, just hoping someone was watching me live. I wanted my eyes to tell the story—you might have me stuck here, you might control a lot of what I do, and I might even tell you a thing or two about myself, but you're not invading my privacy. There was a me I would share; there was a me I would not.

After a three-minute stare down, I got up from my seat and rummaged through my suitcase, pulling out a white washcloth. That would do the trick. I walked to the camera and flipped the cloth up over the thing, covering its lens. I brushed my hands against each other in a mocking way. Done and done, I thought.

The camera wasn't the only reason I felt this place was like a prison. For starters, you weren't allowed to bring books, magazines, tapes, a radio. No incoming phone calls either. They pretty much had your input covered. From then on, you'd get input from them or from your own brain, and that was about it. And just like in prison, everything I'd need for those twenty-eight days, I had to bring with me—clothes, toiletries, extra money. Well, they did offer things like massages, so cash wasn't a bad idea. But isn't that a little like pleasantries to keep shackled people happy? Amazing that I'd heard nothing but good things about the place from my friends. Most of these points I knew ahead of time, but the camera had put me on edge. Maybe the big joke among graduates was to get other people to attend so they'd experience a month of prison too, sort of a hazing ceremony to get back inside with your friends. Looking at my surroundings, that didn't seem out of the question.

The place was called “Avalon” with good reason. Well, it wasn't as glorious as the island from the Arthurian legends, where magic was said to reside and where Arthur himself was supposedly healed of a mortal wound. But the place was on an island, relatively hidden from the world, connected to the mainland only by a long and narrow bridge. Maybe half a mile from the center, there was a very small resort community, with a resident population of five hundred year-round, and twice that in the summertime. It wasn't what you'd call a booming tourist destination, but it had its visitors. A road circling the island connected the community, the Center, and the substantial woods covering the area.

Those woods and this room seemed the only real havens, now that the camera was out of the loop, where I would have some time to myself. The rest of Avalon was made up of common rooms where groups would gather either for recreation or for talking sessions led by the staff. Those were the sessions, I'd been told, when people learned what it meant to open themselves up in front of a bunch of other addicts. And if scrutiny from other addicts wasn't bad enough, that's when the staff would direct you to confront all your issues. I wasn't one to avoid issues, but there are two facts about that. First, you don't deal with that stuff in front of other people. On that point I was sure. The last thing people need on their path to healing is to have a bunch of others judging them. Second, I had some disappointments about my life so far. But I doubted that any of my challenges really counted as issues, not things that had to be “fixed” by a professional. Pain about some choices I'd made? Yes. A bit of insecurity about who I was? Yes. I wanted to spend time thinking about these and setting new goals. Surely new goals would help point to the “real me,” as my friends now put it. But I just couldn't see how these could be “fixed” with therapy. After all, a little pain and a little insecurity didn't make me broken.

I sighed a deep sigh. Like it or not, I was here now, and I had paid to be here. Twenty-eight days. I had better settle in as best I could, so I started to unpack. As I opened my few drawers and started setting in my clothes, I thought about the airport where I'd arrived. At a small bar near the luggage, I had met many of my fellow “addicts” as we waited for our ride to the Center, and I watched in disbelief as many of them chugged down drinks. I said a silent prayer of thanks that, if I had to be surrounded by addicts, at least I wasn't really one myself. I felt sorry for them, but I was grateful not to be among their ranks.

There were kids here in their twenties, and elders in their seventies—people up and down the scale who had seen something wrong with life and wanted it fixed. There was something positive about that, and as much as I pitied most of them, I also had a small sense of hope. As I finished unpacking my clothes, I smiled with that in mind.

And then I looked up to see a woman staring into my room from the bathroom, toothbrush held in her mouth. I sighed again. Forty-eight years old and I was sharing a bathroom with a perfect stranger who seemed interested in spying on me. I say “spying” because she wasn't looking at me. She was looking at the washcloth over the camera. I pretended not to notice what she was looking at. She walked back to spit out some toothpaste. When I knew she was finished, I went in to introduce myself. “Irene Watson,” I said, hand out for her to shake.

She took my hand but looked sort of absently past my shoulder. “What's that rag doing up there?”

I shrugged. “A little privacy never bothered anyone, don't you think?”

She blinked, then looked at me maybe for the first time. “Sure.” She wandered back to her bedroom, and I didn't learn till later that her name was Gabby, Gabriella in fact. A native Puerto Rican living now in Connecticut, she went by Gabby, and later, I decided it was a good name for her.

Yes, things were off to a terrific start. My best course of action was becoming clearer all the time. Give them some things about me to play with, to feel that they could fix. Show how happy I was to have my problems resolved, and what a different person I could be at graduation. That way I wouldn't be opening up to people like Gabby, or to people who would put cameras in my room. And along the way, I could make use of the retreat—open up, perhaps, and spend time in personal reflection. Then at graduation, maybe I really would be different. They could let me go, believing they'd made a difference, and I would leave, knowing I had made a difference on my own.

But that's not how it worked at all.
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That evening, things began with a storm. Not the weather kind, but of the speech variety. Gilles was the director of Avalon, and he was there to make sure we understood his message clearly. “It's not that you chose it, and it's not that you want it. Fact is, I can't see any healthy person wishing it on anyone else. And here you are, clinging to it because that is your view of life.”

Gilles paced back and forth at the front of the room, animated and obviously a zealot on the topic. He must have been in recovery himself. “You see, it doesn't really matter why you're here, or why you're here, or why you're here,” he said, dangling a long finger out toward members of the crowd before him. “Because what you think of as your problem is just a symptom. That's all. The problem, my friends, is why you face these symptoms.”

I started to snicker in my seat, but a look from one of the counselors standing along the wall silenced me. I couldn't help it if I started thinking of Gilles as a preacher, and I sure as heck couldn't help what I remembered of churches and sermons. But I gritted my teeth and kept quiet while he continued.

“I've got a little story for you, guys.” He stroked his chin a minute, as if he'd never told the story before and had to find just the right words for it. But I knew it was well-rehearsed. “I've struggled through addictions myself, and I'm not even going to tell you what kinds. And you know why now, don't you? Because the kinds don't matter. The question is, why was I dealing with them?”

He paused dramatically, looking across us all. It was like those awkward moments in school when a teacher asks a question so stupid that no one wants to answer, but the teacher is looking for someone to answer anyway. Luckily none of us had to raise a hand. Gilles spelled it out. Literally. “P.A.I.N. That's right, pain, my friends. It's something everyone suffers in one form or another. And I'm here to tell you something right now, something that had better make you realize you're not alone in the world. If everyone suffers pain, then we all suffer addictions of one kind or another. Anyone who hasn't dealt with it and says he doesn't have an addiction is either lying or deceived. And sometimes, I admit, addictions aren't very obvious. But we all have forms of escape. We all have forms of getting away from whatever causes us pain. And that's what we have among this group, is it not? Forms of escape that can be overcome by simply dealing with that pain.”

I loved that he said, “Is it not?” It made him sound even more like some evangelical preacher on TV, and I got a kick out of that. Sure, for a forty-eight year old, I had a pretty immature sense of humor. But then again, I liked being so easily amused.

Gilles stopped pacing, stepped up a little closer to us, and lowered his voice. “But that's the challenge now, isn't it?” The atmosphere became intimate. “We've got to find that pain, find out why there is this deep need, this longing, to slip into addiction. What is your experience? Why does addiction bring you so much relief, even pleasure? These,” his voice broke just a little. Oh, he was good, “these are private questions, aren't they? Questions you could never answer out loud. Questions that shouldn't even be asked!”

He glanced around. I think he was waiting for us to nod our heads when obviously we were supposed to shake them. I imagined myself standing up in a drama and calling out, “Questions we've got to ask, Brother! I see the light now, and I'm ready to tell it all to you. Let me face my fears, Brother! Let me ease the pain.” I had to bite my tongue hard enough that it hurt, just to keep from laughing again. Yeah, I was easily amused.

“Co-dependence,” he said after his very long pause. “Do you do whatever it takes to please those around you, even to the point of ignoring your own needs? Or does your spouse do this to keep you happy, to help smooth over the fact of your addiction? I know because I have been there. I could look directly in the eye of every person in this room and ask, ‘Who in your life is co-dependent?’ And you would have an answer for me. Maybe it is you, maybe it is your friends and family in response to you.

“If someone gives up his or her own needs always to satisfy the needs of others, this is co-dependence. And I'm not talking about giving up the things you want. I'm talking about what you need for your own well-being. Give that up because of someone else, everyone else, anyone else, there is co-dependence. It walks hand-in-hand with addiction because addictions need to be smoothed over, yes.

“But you guys —” One last dramatic pause. “Guys, co-dependence is an addiction as well. It results from pain, as does any addiction. And so again I say to you, we have to release that pain. That is what these twenty-eight days are for. But that cannot happen without you, without you understanding that the only way to let go is to know what you must let go. The only way to be free is to know what you must escape.

“The people around you, they are in pain as you are. They are here to find freedom as you are. There is no reason to judge, and no reason to feel you are being judged. We'll speak frankly in our sessions here, because we're here to find the truth, to find the real you that is buried beneath the pain. I speak from experience here. You will never feel a greater release, a greater uplifting, than when you find and let go of that pain. Let's work together to achieve exactly that.”

As he concluded his words, there was a hesitant applause among the crowd—maybe because they weren't sure whether they were supposed to clap in this setting. I know why I didn't clap myself. I didn't clap because something he said was true, and because after snickering about the preacher-man-addict, I wasn't laughing at the end.

I knew what co-dependence was. I had sort of diagnosed myself with it from time to time when I was frustrated and feeling buried by other people's needs. But I'd never really taken it too seriously, and I'd never thought of it as an addiction.

But why did I act that way? Was there really some pain involved that drove this in me? And most important of all, would I ever consider talking about pain with a group of perfect strangers? Even now I doubted it, but for the first time, that door of possibility opened up just a crack.

As I pondered all this, I watched as a counselor walked up to Gilles and pulled him to one side, whispering some matter or another to the director. Then Gilles turned to us with a serious expression on his face, with an obvious and deep concern. “I've just received some rather disappointing news, friends. But I guess it underlines my message. Here, where we need an atmosphere of real openness, someone is paranoid that we're watching you with cameras. I tell you now, it would be totally against the law for us to do so. I hope you will reconsider where you are, and what we're here for.”

And with that, my door of possibility slammed shut. No way was I telling them a thing. And no way I was taking that washcloth off the camera.
























































OEBPS/nav.xhtml

    
  
    		
      Cover Page
    


    		
      Title Page
    


    		
      Copyright
    


    		
      Dedication
    


    		
      Praise for The Sitting Swing
    


    		
      Table of Contents
    


    		
      Acknowledgments
    


    		
      Foreword
    


    		
      Editorial Foreword
    


    		
      Part I: The Center
      
        		
          Chapter 1
        


        		
          Chapter 2
        


        		
          Chapter 3
        


      


    


    		
      Part II: My Past
      
        		
          Chapter 4
        


        		
          Chapter 5
        


        		
          Chapter 6
        


        		
          Chapter 7
        


        		
          Chapter 8
        


        		
          Chapter 9
        


        		
          Chapter 10
        


        		
          Chapter 11
        


        		
          Chapter 12
        


        		
          Chapter 13
        


        		
          Chapter 14
        


        		
          Chapter 15
        


        		
          Chapter 16
        


        		
          Chapter 17
        


        		
          Chapter 18
        


        		
          Chapter 19
        


        		
          Chapter 20
        


        		
          Chapter 21
        


        		
          Chapter 22
        


        		
          Chapter 23
        


        		
          Chapter 24
        


        		
          Chapter 25
        


      


    


    		
      Part III: My Work at Avalon
      
        		
          Chapter 26
        


        		
          Chapter 27
        


        		
          Chapter 28
        


        		
          Chapter 29
        


        		
          Chapter 30
        


        		
          Chapter 31
        


        		
          Chapter 32
        


        		
          Chapter 33
        


      


    


    		
      Part IV: The Miracle of Avalon
      
        		
          Chapter 34
        


        		
          Chapter 35
        


        		
          Chapter 36
        


        		
          Chapter 37
        


      


    


    		
      Afterword
    


    		
      Study Guide
    


    		
      Appendix A: Suggested Additional Reading
    


    		
      Appendix B: Additional Resources
    


    		
      About the Author
    


    		
      Back Page
    


  




OEBPS/images/9781932690675_FrontCover.jpg
[REENY E WETACATER ST O S

{liFEE
SITTING
SWING





OEBPS/page-template.xpgt
 

  

   
	 
  

   
	 
  

   
	 
	 
  

   
	 
  

   
	 
	 
  

   
     
       
       
       
       
       
    
  

 

  
   
 





