OH, THE CHILDREN!

· A letter to my 15-year-old daughter, who is in a mental hospital, suffering from severe depression and drug abuse.

· “And the sins of the fathers shall be visited upon the children to the third generation.”
Dear Katy,

In the years after we moved to Louisville, Daddy was really mentally ill, to the point of not being able to work and doing a lot of weird things.  He was obsessed with a sick kind of religion.  He was also very compulsive and very depressed.  His behavior hurt us all a lot.  That is usually true with families of a mentally ill person.

I tried very hard to protect you and John as well as earn a living and provide a home for the four of us.  I could not abandon him because I thought he would die.  Nor will I ever abandon you.

I was angry with him and I felt very trapped.  I'm afraid you absorbed my anger.  I did not understand what the battle was that I was fighting and I had no help from anyone. I did not know he had a mental illness. As a matter of fact, I felt like I was the sinful one (just as you do).

During this time I did try to protect you from some of the damage his bizarre behavior was inflicting.  But please remember I felt like a "bad" person for resisting his religious obsessions.  And please remember -- he was very sick. He didn't intend to harm any of us.  He truly thought what he was doing was right.

Later when you were in the hospital after your suicide attempt and we began to get some help for the family, I found out I was right all along about a lot of things.  I also began to understand that Daddy had a mental illness.

Then I felt very guilty and responsible that I was not able to protect you (especially you) from the damage done.  I set out to fight a new battle to rescue you from all the hurt.  I felt like I was losing you and I loved you most of all in this entire world.  

I really thought we were winning.  Now I know I could not and cannot win this battle.  I am powerless.  It wasn't mine to fight.  It was yours, and all I could do was provide you with some help.  Now I find that you were not choosing to fight for life.  You were not using the tools we tried to provide. I remember you saying to me several times that you were not the person I thought you were. You were choosing drugs and alcohol instead of the help the doctors and I were trying to give you.

You must choose life for yourself.  I cannot make this choice for you.  I will help you in every way that I can, but the battle is yours alone.  I love you more than my own life, and I would gladly give my life to make you well and happy, but I can't.  The force of life must come from within you.  The fight for life must be yours.

I will certainly provide you with all the help I can, but the choice remains ultimately yours.  There is no power on earth that can make the choice mine.

And Katy, you cannot win this battle for life by hating me or hating Daddy or blaming us.  That merely siphons off the energy you need to make yourself well.  That is merely a diversion from the real issue, which is "are you going to live".   O God, I love you. 

Mom

