A Mother’s Love

I AM A MOTHER - I have two children who have bought me complete joy. 
I am 38 years of age and work fulltime in a professional carer field. I enjoy being around people, listening to music, and reading verses that inspire me - my favourite saying is 'God grant me the serenity to accept the things I cannot change, courage to change the things 
I can, and the wisdom to make the difference.' 

I have lived in Alice Springs for ten years. I have been a solo parent for a long time and have recently started a new relationship. The specialists say I have schizophrenia, although when I’m introduced it’s not by way of, 'Hello, my name is Mary and I'm a schizophrenic.' 
I am much more than my mental illness. 

I will call myself Mary, though this is not my real name. I choose to remain anonymous because of how other people might judge and treat me and my children if they know I have a mental illness. When I was asked to tell my story I was apprehensive, but thought that if my story helps someone else, especially other mothers, then 
I would share my story. 

My first episode manifested itself with delusions (I’m using psyche talk now) of persecutions related to myself and my children. The voices in my head were telling me that my children had been murdered and were lying in rubbish bags. I really believed that this was true and was panicked and afraid. No parent should be put through this sort of agony. 

I wanted to end my life. I remember trying to hang myself, but I was unable to as there was no place in my hospital room where the sheet could be fastened. So I tried to drink some concoction that was in a bottle. Unbeknown to me, this was shampoo and did not have the desired effect, although for the following months my hair was in the best condition it had been in for years… I can laugh now at how absurd those thoughts were, however I am still haunted by how I felt at the time. 

As a mother, my condition has not stopped me from loving my children, nor has it stopped me from showing 
my love for them by providing hugs and kisses, a warm bed, food on the table and everything that comes with being a good parent. 

There have been challenges associated with my illness that we as a family have, and will continue to face. 
I am sure that many other families have dysfunctional elements too, but which might not be as easily recognisable, or may not carry the same label as mine. 

More than anything I know that 
at those times when I was becoming unwell or ‘not well’ that I needed help and support to care for my children, which has consisted of mentors for my children and a strong network of family and friends who I am able to rely upon. 

I love my children and would not willingly hurt them, but also recognise at times I have indirectly affected them. There have been times in my children’s lives when my mood or situation has affected how I have related to them or coped with the everyday things in life; though I am thankful that these have been few and far between. 

When they were younger they did receive mixed messages, and in hind-sight it would have been good to have someone talk to them about what Mum was going through, and that it wasn’t them or their fault. I think this aware-ness would have really helped them trust what they were feeling and cope with working things out. When I am not well I am not always able to see clearly so I rely upon my family and friends to be honest with me. Now that they are older my children are more aware and confident in also recognising the signs. 

Because of my condition and the stigma of 'mental illness' I have been plagued by losing my children to well-meaning people and government agencies. At times I have felt under-mined by the subtle ways in which people want to disempower me, and had to justify my mothering techniques and the decisions I have made even when I've been well. 

I have lived with my illness for twelve years. What is different now, 
is that as I’ve gotten older and wiser, 
I have gained insight into recognising the warning signs and remedies for these. I have not been in a crisis situation for close to seven years and have had minimal service support. 
I have a new partner and I am feeling really loved and happy in this new relationship. I am hopeful and have faith in the good things each new day brings. I have found people who believe in me and love me, helping me to trust again. 
I am thankful for the many gifts that I do possess. 

I have continued to receive love from my children with or without a mental illness. My children are beautiful, well adjusted, considerate, compassio-nate human beings. They are doing well at school and have good friends. They have problems too, just like all kids, and that’s with being brought up by me with my condition. 

Just because I have a mental illness doesn't mean I'm not a good mother. What was hard was not having more support, not always knowing how to deal with it. 

The road hasn’t always been easy, but I know I have been a good mum, even with having a mental illness. I am still here, and so are my children. Life can be good. I know that my illness does not define me.  
