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February Activities
TREEHOUSE and TRANSITIONAL ACTIVITIES
Outpatient Breakfast, Weekdays
Mondays: Treehouse Lunch & North Boulder Park Outing
Tuesdays: Hike,
 
Community Meeting and Game Night
Wednesdays: Transitional Outing
Thursdays: Hike
, Chess
 and Treehouse Outing
Fridays:  Boulder Creek Clean Up, 
 Pita Pizza and a Movie
Super Snowshoe! TBA 
THERAPEUTIC GROUPS
Mondays:  Art Therapy
 and 
Social Support
Tuesdays: CBT
 
Wednesdays: DBT and 
Movement
 Therapy
Thursdays: Co-Existing Disorders and Expressive Writing
Fridays: Open Art Studio
, Career Exploration & 
Meditation
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Happy February! Colorado Recovery celebrated our 10th Anniversary on Friday, January 27th. It was a fun event. Lucy Warner, wife of the founder of Colorado Recovery spoke about Dr. Warner’s vision and values. A client wrote a tribute to Dr. Warner, read by our CEO.  Board member, Jason Wiener, spoke about employee ownership and the benefits of the model.  Two families spoke about their experiences in recovery, many clients appreciated the insights. Two clients performed some amazing music, enjoyed by all. It took them time and effort to plan and prepare for the event. We are very grateful for everyone who participated.  
 (
The Problem with the Solution
http://one.npr.org/?sharedMediaId=482311381:483156032
 
Go to the NPR.org website
 
to listen to a 
great story suggested by a board member and 
mother of a client
 at Colorado Recovery
. 
The broadcast
 
highlights
 a village in 
Belgium 
that embraces
 people with mental illness.
 
Learn about acceptance
, how people do living with 
dedicated
 villagers vs. family
 and the patron saint of mental illness, 
St. Dymphna
. 
)[image: NPR Color Logo][image: We are naturally drawn to finding solutions. But are there ever problems we shouldn't try to solve? Lulu Miller visits a town in Belgium with a completely different approach to dealing with mental illness. Families in the town board people – strangers - with severe mental illnesses in their homes, sometimes for decades. And it works, because they are not looking to cure them.]
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What is the Division of Vocational Rehabilitation(DVR)? 

The Colorado Division of Vocational Rehabilitation (DVR) is a State- and Federally-funded program that helps eligible individuals with disabilities find suitable employment. Our vocational specialist can help clients apply for DVR. Please encourage participants to reach out regarding this benefit. Once accepted, DVR can help pay for vocational services at Colorado Recovery(or the benefit can follow the client), help with funding for school/training or help an individual start their own business. DVR is federally funded so it is available in all states. Please contact: kgrebe@coloradorecovery.com with questions. 
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A true story of recovery f
rom an anonymous source: Narrat
ed by Tommy Radnoti
)


The Love of My Life

Thinking back I cannot recall our introduction or even where we met, but I knew my life would never be the same again. He was everything I was not, everything I wanted to be and for some reason he liked me, I was not sure why. I was scared and weak, not like him. He seemed to tower over everyone and when he entered a room it was as if music was turned down and all the attention pointed in his direction. While everyone was staring at him he was looking at me. He saw something in me I could not. After that wherever I was he was there. 
This went on through the summer. Southern California in mid-July is my favorite place to be. The days were warm and the nights were wild. It felt like we owned that town. Everyone was below us and we knew exactly where we stood. He had all the confidence in the world and his words spilled out bold and effortless. I felt invincible by his side and it was not long before his words became mine. We ran through July and August, another marathon of late nights with little sleep and much talk of the future, it was always the future with him. He had big plans and like it or not I was in all of them. We were no longer separate. I started sounding like him, walking the way he walked and doing things he would do. I became fearless, invincible. I believed that nothing could stop me and that nothing could hurt me. It felt like I was living for the first time, and then it hit me, I was him.
I was him and he was me and somehow slowly we dissolved together. My identity disappeared overnight. The new me knew exactly where to go and what to do. I could navigate through life effortlessly. Everything was conquerable, people especially. I became extremely methodical in my thinking and vocally aggressive in my interactions. I enjoyed sparking conflicting arguments just to prove my point. I felt more powerful than I could ever describe. My mania was the love of my life. He built me up so high, then without warning he let me fall; as they say what goes up must come down. I remember the first time I scared my sister. I don't remember verbatim what I said but I remember the look on her face and she knew! She knew what was happening to me before I did. Two years prior my sister was diagnosed with bipolar. She had been through her own up and down battles before seeing me and seeing something no one else saw. It all came crashing down from there.
A few days later my dad and I were driving on the freeway. I was in the passenger seat one moment and the next I was gone. I didn't jump out of the car though I might as well have. Everything was erased. Like a blank sheet of paper my confused glazed gaze pointed towards the glove box then it hit me, I didn't know what was going on. The look on my face that people had feared in those weeks leading up to this moment finally caught my attention. I was terrified and panicking. The tears kept coming as I turned to my dad asking him what was happening to me. We flew south toward the Kaiser hospital where I was born, which was ironic because a part of me was dying.
As my world was swirling I grabbed hold of a black Sharpie marker and instinctually and frantically wrote, "GET WELL SOON ______" on my left calf. I looked down and forgot that I wrote those words to myself. It felt like a cruel joke from God sarcastically wishing me well. I panicked even more. When we arrived at the hospital parking lot I was yelling at people staring at me as I was trembling holding my hands to my face. I continued to Sharpie on my body eventually covering my arms, chest and stomach with nurses, doctors, EMTs and police officers first and last names. I didn't know what was going on or who to trust but this somehow made me feel safe.
In the aftermath I was sent to a psychiatric facility in China Town, Los Angeles. I do not remember taking medication, but I do remember crying for three days because I could not open my eyes. I tried prying them open but nothing worked. This was the beginning of an eight-year battle with mania and depression. In those eight years I struggled mainly because of my resistance to medication. It was not until my third hospitalization that I gained some insight. At the time I believed I was an angel sent from heaven to live in psychiatric facilities to help cure people of their mental illness. I no longer believe that I am an angel though I do believe I have the ability to help others through similar struggles as my own. Someone once told me that whatever your biggest struggle in life is is what you are most knowledgeable of, and if you conquer that struggle it is your gift to share with others. I realized my life's mission was to be the person I needed by my side through these yearly battles. I now work for a mental health organization and do my best everyday to be there for those who are ready to get better. I believe that this is the first step, to make a decision to get better in order to help others. This is what my mental illness has taught me and I am grateful for my struggles.
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