
The Longer Version of Our Story 

 

Leon and I used to get blindsided by unexpected arguments. One of us would say something that 
suddenly triggered a powder keg of pain. Our nervous systems, caught off guard by a surprise 
attack — even a perceived one — could hijack an entire day. These ruptures were exhausting, 
inconvenient, and were eroding the foundation of our relationship. Now, we set aside time 
regularly to address issues and have potentially triggering conversations. Or, one of us asks the 
other to have a communication check-in. We do this when we are resourced, rested, and ready to 
bring our best (non-defended) selves to the table.  

My beloved used to roll his eyes at the mere mention of the words “nervous system.” To be fair, 
he survived horrors no child should ever endure. To cope, he suppressed his feelings and needs 
into near non-existence until they inevitably exploded. How could he attune to my nervous 
system if he didn’t even realize he had one too — one that was resilient yet deeply wounded? He 
believed he was Mr. Nice Guy, but in truth he often acted like a dark magician in flight or freeze 
mode. Hurt people hurt people. Maybe I should have run when I heard his story, yet I chose him 
anyway. I call him my real-life Harry Potter. His childhood was that bad, in some ways even 
worse. And still, he remains an incredible, alchemical miracle with a huge heart. I expect great 
things from him. 

When we first met, he jokingly told me he was the Tin Man from The Wizard of Oz — that he 
didn’t have a heart. I saw through that charade. He was more like the Cowardly Lion: a man with 
a huge heart, terrified to feel it, pretending instead to be hollow. That’s why I call him Leon, to 
remind him he is actually the courageous lion — a King among men. I believe love wins. Some 
would call me co-dependent. Likely there’s a grain of truth in that assessment, yet I still believe. 

I was raised in a seemingly perfect, middle-class suburban home. Under the surface, however, 
conflict oscillated between sweeping everything under the carpet — creating a floor that felt like 
walking on eggshells — to beating conflict into oblivion with military offer-grade dirty-fighting 
tactics. This combination created a strange Frankenstein creature: a giant elephant of 
unprocessed, broken-eggshell emotions. I developed a mix of highly refined debate skills, 
conflict anxiety, and the instincts of a human lie detector. I became a warrior for truth. 

Naturally, I also became an elephant hunter. I notice the pink elephant in the room and name it. I 
can’t help it — it’s obvious to me. It’s in the way, leaving a stinky mess. Why would anyone 
NOT acknowledge the elephant and do something about it? Anything else feels like inefficient 
insanity. It’s uncomfortable. It’s not easy. But to me, naming the elephant is respect. Truth 
equals love in my world. I’m not for everyone. Many would prefer I stay quiet. The elephant is 
embarrassing, sensitive, and inconvenient. 

As an elephant hunter, I use my tongue — my voice as my sword. And I admit, my tongue can 
be sharp. Too sharp sometimes. Cutting. Scary. I am learning to weave truth with love, to name 
the elephant with kindness and compassion. I can be a bitch sometimes. One glance from me, 



and I can cut a man to the core. I am powerful, and I am learning to wield that power 
appropriately. 

Leon learned early on that truth wasn’t safe. He was beaten, abused, exploited, abandoned, and 
neglected for speaking it. He learned master-level manipulation techniques, employed in 
moments where emotional or physical stakes were life and death. The very skills that kept him 
alive became the grim reaper of intimate relationships. Our love was dying under what we came 
to call “The Shadow D’s”: denial, deflection, dismissal, disorientation (gaslighting), 
downplaying, derision, D.A.R.V.O. — the big ones. 

But Leon chose me — the romantic elephant hunter with a sword of truth, who believes love and 
truth win. I believe his highest-self longed to heal old wounds and align with integrity. He tells 
me I’m the bravest person he knows. I did what I do: I fought for us and experimented with 
every tool I could find to help him stay. Stay present during conflict. Stay truthful when he was 
scared. Stay with his emotions.  Find ways to heal a nervous system many would call irreparable. 
He is learning, moment by moment, that accountability doesn’t have to lead to abuse. I’m 
watching a miracle unfold before my eyes. 

Maybe I’m crazy. Maybe I’m brilliant. I earnestly believe Leon is here to shine a light into the 
darkness and rise from the Lying Lion into the King of Integrity Lion. I’m bruised and battered 
from choosing to love a 10-ACER, but I see the light that shines from the depth of his eyes. I see 
him rising into his potential. Everyone says not to fall for potential, yet I see real change 
happening right in front of me. I see a man I’m proud of — a man learning to rewire his nervous 
system so he can help a generation of men learn true accountability and integrity. I’m a good 
witch. I am a medicine woman and a healer. I create as I speak. 

I see us as the AVATAR versions of ourselves — the highest expression of our souls manifesting 
in this lifetime to serve love and truth. We are doing it. It’s not just a fantasy. I believe any 
committed couple can alchemize the toxic sludge of their past into pure, nourishing nectar. 

This is why C.A.R.E. Cards exist. I gathered the tools we learned from books, therapy, and lived 
experience, and found a playful, gamified way to implement them in daily life. We are 
discovering a pathway to create harmony between the avoidant/disorganized and the anxiously 
attached. We are making peace between our dark and light and transforming our trauma into real, 
sustainable love. We are doing it. I hold him accountable. He insists I am kind. He learns to lean 
in, and I learn to relax. We are safe.  

I celebrate us. I celebrate every step that brought us to C.A.R.E. CARDS. I celebrate the 
moments we almost quit. I celebrate the tenacity and resilience of our wounded inner children. 
We are becoming whole. We care. We want to offer this tool, so it may help others navigating 
the tricky terrain of CPTSD in relationships. You are cared for. That’s why C.A.R.E. Cards exist. 

 

With love, truth, compassion and respect,  



Allison and Leon Avalon 

 


