THE BAYESIAN MIRACLE

The death of my Mother-in-law
Kathy Bayes
In our NAMI Fort Wayne spouse support group we often discuss our difficulties with our mentally ill spouse’s mother (our mother-in-law).  Very often the mother-in law blames the well spouse for her child’s illness and heaps upon us untold grief and guilt, when in truth the mother-in-law should be grateful that we have “hung in there” and taken care of the mentally ill person. Support and encouragement from the mentally ill person’s family is very rare and incredibly helpful when it happens.  So often the existence of mental illness in the family is such an anathema that it becomes natural for the family to blame the well spouse.

My mother-in-law died on my birthday – an event that will forever be know as “The Bayesian Miracle” in our spouse support group.  Most of our support group members would like to have a Bayesian Miracle.  Three have been so blessed.  In the paragraphs that follow, I analyzed why this “Miracle” affected me so much. 

SIDES OF ME

I think the trouble is that our own self image and complex self is greatly influenced by the feedback we get from others - good and bad. To say that is not true is very shallow I think.  I think some people stuff this truth instead of acknowledge its reality. But the truth exists, regardless of our refusal to acknowledge it.  And I agree it would be nice to accept some feedback as valid, and reject other feedback as invalid - harder to do than to say.  I'm not sure we trust ourselves - our inner core self - enough to do this.  And I certainly know I fear that others will believe this altered concept - others that I care about.
I'm thinking now that in reality - we each one are like a multi-sided fixture of some kind - each of us has different realities, depending on which side you are looking at -  and the negative feedback and perceived concept that we get from one or two very influential people in our lives (influential whether we like it or not) builds a side of this fixture - in a way that we don't like and that we don't think represents correctly the inner core - but it exists nonetheless.  I fear that others that I care deeply about see some of this side that has been built, and that they think it is true.
I think when my mother in law died - this side shattered and became no more, no longer a representation of me - it fell off.  I was no longer in any degree this person she had built of me.  It was enormously liberating.  I have no one now in my life that wants to build a side of me that looks like the one she built.  Nobody sees it any more.  It is gone.  I am liberated.
