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Before I was diagnosed with schizo-phrenia, I'd been to counsellors, psychologists and psychiatrists.  



I started going to psychologists about seven years ago to help me deal with an obsession I had with my face, particularly my eyes. I thought they were too small and very uneven. All I could think about for five years was my eyes. The psychologists did help me get rid of my obsession without the use of medications. However, I started to have symptoms of schizophrenia a couple of months after getting over the obession.  


When I started seeing psychiatrists, my experience was rather mixed. Some of them were very cold to me and didn't try to reach out and actively help. Most of them – I've been to four – said that the root of my problem was a dysfunctional family. I listened to them for quite a while and, as a result, my family went through hell since I blamed my mother, just like they said I should. 



However, once I became really ill, it was obvious that my illness was more than just family problems and that I may have a psychiatric illness. My current psychiatrist is the one who diagnosed me with schizophrenia and he has been the one to help me recover. I thank God for him every day. 


Finding the right psychiatrist who you can relate to is very important. 
It took me several years before I found the right one for me. Now I realise that my illness is a biological illness like high blood pressure or diabetes. I know to take my medica-tions religiously, and I've been recovered for about five years. 


When you have a psychiatric illness, the most important thing to remember is to listen to your psychiatrist and take the appro-priate medications. However, this may not be as easy as it sounds. 


When I was first diagnosed 
with schizophrenia, I was really ill. 
I thought that my parents were trying to poison me, so I wouldn't take anything. I thought that the whole world was plotting for my death because I was the anti-Christ, and unless I died, I would lead the world to hell. So I tried to commit suicide by taking all my medications at once. Luckily, my brother found me in time and I was rushed back to the hospital to have my stomach pumped. 


After the attempt, I stayed in the hospital for about a week. My ex-perience there was not a pleasant one. I felt that the nurses or care-givers were not very sympathetic. The hospital environment could be improved by having more trained nurses who have an understanding of mental illness and are caring towards the person with mental illness. 


As I speak now, I hope to take a course in January 2002 about mental illness, and the work at Riverview Hospital. We need more people interested in mental illness – and how to help those affected by it – working within the mental health system. There needs to be more caring and understanding on the part of the caregivers and gatekeepers. 


In addition to my psychiatrist, 
my family was probably the most important reason why I was able to recover. They have supported me all the way and never made me feel ashamed of having schizophrenia. My mother even quit her job to take care of me. Later, she found work as a house builder so that she could take me with her everywhere she went. 


We literally spent all house of the day together for about three years. If I was tired, I would just sleep in the care while she was outside talking to the contractors. I'm not saying that every parent should quit their job and devote all their time to their ill family member; I'm just telling you what worked for me. 


My mother goes with me to every single doctor's appointment. Both my psychiatrist and I find this very helpful, because she is able to point out things that I'm not aware of. For example, she notices my moods and symptoms much better than I do. She is very knowledgeable about my medications as well. She warned me many times not to switch medicatons, but I was determined to do it. In the end she was right, and I ended up going back to my original anti-psychotic medication as a result. 
Also, having good friends and social support helped me gain back my self-esteem. My family and good friends accepted me for who I was and understood that I had a severe mental illness. Never once did they force me to do something that I was not capable of doing, and I gradually got back my self-esteem and confidence. 


Three years after being diag-nosed with schizophrenia, I went back to university. By then I was stable, and therefore able to finish. It was a really good decision to go back to school; not only did it stimulate my mind, but I also gained a very active social life which helped my recovery quite a bit. Now, I'm about to take a certificate program that will enable me to help those with mental illnesses. I'm very happy about that. 


Financial support is also very important. I was lucky that my parents were able to support me financially throughout my ordeal. 
If your parents cannot support you, 
I think it would be good to go on Disability Benefits. I know many people who receive financial assistance, and this helps greatly. However, if you can recover and work, then I think that it's better to do that. Working provides me with structure, a place to socialise, some-thing to look forward to in the mornings and, most importantly, 
a chance to give back to society. 


If you have schizophrenia or 
any other mental illness, it's import-ant to realise you can be helped and you can recover. If you're not improving, getting a second opinion may be a good idea. However, give the psychiatrist a chance at helping you. Switching from doctor to doctor is not a good idea. It may take some time – often years – but with the proper treatment and support, you can live a very normal life. 


I thank you all for reading my story, and I hope that I have helped at least one person in some way. Take care, and God bless.  

Cindy
