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My husband is seriously mentally ill, diagnosed with Obsessive Compulsive Disorder and major depression with psychotic dimensions. As I try to live with him, I often feel like I'm losing myself, my identity.  I feel like I am constantly fighting not to be taken over psychologically by another being.  It's like the amoeba is trying to swallow me up and live through me in a symbiotic manner. 

Let me try to describe this very abstract uncomfortable feeling that I have:

Sometimes I think he has no concrete identity.  He is so unsure of his ability to perceive what is outside of him correctly and his perceptions are so unstable that he cannot relate to these perceptions in any sure, predictable way. He has an incredible lack of trust in his own ability to perceive reality.  What we think we know of another person's personality is formed largely by how we observe him reacting to stimuli over a period of time.  We feel like we "know" someone when we can begin to predict how he will respond to stimuli and we understand the logical reasons for his response, based on his own personal history.  We are comfortable with someone when his responses make sense to us.  We are very uncomfortable with someone when his responses are unpredictable, don't seem to make sense, and are very different from how we would respond to the same stimuli. Guy has difficulty perceiving reality correctly.  What he takes in is not what I see, and what he takes in is very inconsistent.  Therefore, on his own, he responds very inconsistently and unpredictably. 

Furthermore, my husband knows he is not interpreting what is going on around him accurately, so he uses my abilities of perception and logic to interpret for him events that are happening, people's behavior, people's motives and attitudes, etc.  From my viewpoint, he often misinterprets events, becoming unnecessarily upset as a result.  He is constantly accessing my mind to interpret for him, so I don't have the privilege of getting to "know" him.   Rather, I'm getting to "know" a twisted me. It's as if he is taking over me and reflecting me back to myself slightly distorted. He is very suggestible and believes what I tell him almost without question. But my perceptions are only really valid for my being, for my psychological makeup and my history.  When he takes them in, they might not fit for him.  Interpreting reality for him is a big responsibility and that responsibility makes me very uncomfortable.

Guy is not in touch with his emotions.  He refuses to admit to himself his feelings of anger or rejection.  He often projects these feelings onto others. He honestly thinks others are feeling anger or hostility instead of him when it is not true.  This way he doesn't have to take responsibility for his own feelings (which he interprets as sinful and bad).  But the most frustrating result is that it works! When he accuses me or someone else of being hostile or rejecting, this very accusation and his accompanying behavior makes the accused hostile and rejecting, so he has manipulated that person  into the very feelings he is projecting which were not originally there, and he can avoid responsibility.  I sometimes come away feeling his feelings and not my own. I come away being that person he is projecting and not myself. I feel anger and frustration at the realization that I have once again behaved as he was expecting, and not how I really felt.  I feel like I lose myself in this transaction.   

My husband loves me dearly and needs me desperately.  I often think he needs me so badly to be perfect that he perceives me to be perfect, and that I'm not at all who he perceives me to be. Again, I'm being manipulated to be who he thinks I am and not who I really am. I feel like he doesn't even know me.  He is not watching me to see how I react to external stimuli and then learning my patterns and how they differ from his.  He's absorbing me into himself and he can't separate himself from me.  But what he is absorbing is all jumbled up with his mother and his sister and himself; and my distinct differences are lost.  For example: I have made is so blatantly clear to him that I hate cut flowers, even to the point of returning corsages to the flower shop.  And he still buys them for me with love and good intentions, and then apologizes profusely when I react angrily and say "I'm a distinct, individual person, with distinct individual likes and dislikes.  I am not your mother or your sister".  It was a family tradition that his mother and sister get corsages for Easter and other important events.  I cannot count the times this exact same scenario has played out.

I think we begin to know ourselves partly by how others respond to us, and the feedback we get.  But Guy is not responding to me as an independent entity.  Rather he is taking me in, distorting me slightly and throwing me back to myself. It's like looking into a crooked mirror.  I don't get back from him trustworthy feedback about who I am in relation to him.

The end result is an enormously complex counterbalance of being the eyes and  ears of Guy, having my own perceptions valued and revered and used by him to  react to external stimuli, and at the same time receiving his anger and  frustration and hostility thrown on me and becoming a part of me unwittingly. I begin to feel like I'm being taken over.  My perceptions are being taken away from me and used by someone else, and that person's emotions are being injected into me. I want to flee.

I need some space, psychologically.  If I cannot relate to a personality that has more definition and boundaries, then I desperately need to know where I end and where he begins. I need a very strong, accurate self concept with strong boundaries protecting it. I often get that help from the spouse support group I attend. I have become a person who needs a lot of assurance that my perceptions and feelings are OK and accurate. I need to be able to verbalize my ideas and perceptions to someone else because the verbalization itself solidifies the reality, pounds a stake in the dirt that stays put, and I can tie myself to the stake so that I don't drift so badly. I can set psychological boundaries around my self concept so that my very identity is not invaded.

