
This profound, personal account of a devoted mother trying to find solutions to help her primordially

wounded daughter illustrates the lack of understanding of wounds inflicted in-utero and a surprisingly

ambivalent mental health and educational system that allows so many children to fall through the cracks.

THURSDAY, MAY 13, 2010

How do I act, now that I know she is reporting that I am hurting
her?

I didn't quite know what to do upon picking her up today, wiped from a day of the

worst anxiety I've had in months. I decided not to tell her that I knew anything

because if she knows it hurts me, she would do it again on purpose,and if she

doesn't know I know- well, it really doesn't matter anyway since consequences

mean nothing to her. Certainly if she knew it would possibly get the others taken

away from our home, I have no doubt she would do it purposefully. That said, I

had no reaction and just went about our pickup like any other day.

She was fine until we got Talia and I said no to going to the park. I wanted to get

home where I have some semblance of comfort with her tantrumming. That said,

she began hitting her sister and when I said no, she did it more. I threatened to

take her to the police station instead of home and she still didn't stop. She knows

my threats are empty coming from an exhausted, beat up old woman.

We got home and they attempted to play outside successfully for 5 minutes

before Talia came indoors crying from some physical thing Ellie had done to her. I

began making dinner but within 3 minutes, maybe even 2 because the freakin'

chicken nuggets weren't even nuked yet she was chasing after, growling at and

scaring the shit out of Talia with her threats to hurt her.

I sent her to her room and she ran away like she always does. I sent her again

pointing up the stairs. I told her she could come down when dinner was ready, but

she kept running back down the stairs and threatening Talia. I tried to pick her up

and carry her up when she screamed that I was hurting her and she screamed

that she had told her teachers I was hurting her and would tell them I did it again.

All I could say, was, I know you told them but I didn't hurt you then and I'm not

hurting you now. I am putting you in your room because you are threatening to

abuse Talia and that is NOT OK!

She screamed the whole way up, flailing her arms at me until she slammed me in

the mouth so hard, I tossed her on her bed and slammed the door shut. Then she

came back down a few times, threatening both of us, hitting us and coming at us

with the growling and the psychotic madness! I kept yelling for Talia to lock herself

in her room (her therapist told us to do this) and she was trying but the damn

push button lock wasn't working right. She kept coming out to tell me it wouldn't

work. Meanwhile, as instructed by several therapists I grabbed the video camera

and started taping. Of course I ran out of tape but not before she attacked the

camera, me, and screamed "this is my private business. No one can see this!"

as I said, "No, this is not private business anymore! You cannot and will not abuse

us like this and get away with it! I will show this to the therapists at school and

maybe they will believe us!"

She kept running around and chasing us. Talia couldn't stay locked in her room.
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She kept running around and chasing us. Talia couldn't stay locked in her room.

She was afraid for me. I told Ellie when she would stop chasing us that we were

leaving the house. She thought we were leaving without her so she screamed and

fell apart louder.

I realized I needed a witness because she had already reported me once and I

couldn't be in this house without film and no witness with her threatening us. I put

her in the car thinking I would take her to the police station or the hospital. She

started screaming and slamming on the horn. I went inside and called a neighbor

to see if she would come and be a witness that I was not harming her in any way

and just protecting myself and my other child. She was in the city and could not

come. I called Craig (he was at a Spring Concert of Jonah's) and he suggested

the Sheriff. I realized that having her in the car could be taken as something bad

so I opened the door to let her out and told her that she could come out if she

would not come after us anymore and calm down and eat dinner. I told her if she

did not, I would have to take her to the hospital.

"No, NO, " she screamed, "not that place! I hate that place! If I go there they can

watch me, but I'm always going to hurt people!"

I didn't know whether to shit or go blind (as my dad would say). Talia and I weren't

safe in our home with her, I couldn't "put" her in her room for safety because she

would say I hurt her, I didn't have a witness, an ambulance would cost $800 as it

did in February and I sat there in tears when I realized that I was as much a victim

of domestic violence as any woman being beaten by her husband. No where to

turn, my word against hers, can't keep her safe, can't keep us safe, can't can't

can't...

She calmed down as fast as she escalated. In keeping with her 15 minute

hypomania and depressive states (as confirmed by her respite but denied by her

therapeutic school), she calmed down, her facial features changed entirely, and

she helped herself to her dinner that I put out for her. She ate, took her

antipsychotics and antianxiety pills, went upstairs and put on her pajamas, and

came down.

"Mommy?" she said, "Can I have dessert?" Different moment, different child.

I gave her an ice cream sandwich. Why punish when consequences mean

nothing and if she so deems me nasty for not giving it to her, she will report me

again for terrible wrongdoings I am not doing.

Then, I calmly set her up on her evening 20 minutes of controlled TV substance

(Talia watching hers in an entirely different location in the house) and I sat down to

realize that my whole body hurts. My shoulders from carrying her flailing up the

stairs, my lip where she jabbed me with her fist and fingernails, the cut she left on

my lip, my heart from being broken, my stomach from the sheer disgust of it all.

Everything hurts. And she gets all A's and a B and the school therapist wrote in an

email today and I quote, "I know I do not see a side to Ellie that you both see at

home." "Ahhhhh, but you do, in family therapy, before she runs out of the room...."

I think and then I realize even my brain hurts. When will all the hurting just stop?

The True definition of Impaired Reality

Ellie made up some story today about me kicking her in the head and abusing her

in our home at her therapeutic school so they called DCFS to report it. I have

never been so horrified. It's like my life is ripped from the fucking Sun Times now.
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The possibility that she would make up a story that would put all of the children at

risk of being pulled from our loving home made dysfunctional by Ellie's primordial

wounds sickens me to the point where I cannot stop shaking.

In the three hours that passed since the reporting, DCFS found no evidence and

therefore refused the report.Of course they found no evidence, because I have

never laid a hand on this child except to restrain her from hurting herself or the

others.

Meanwhile, the state did not give us the grant she needs for residential

therapeutic care because they believe that she does not have impaired reality

testing. She is telling people outright lies of abuse. She eloped 8 times last week. I

chased her out of the traffic 8 fucking times! What the hell is defined as impaired

reality if it isn't lying and running into traffic not aware of the consequences?

Is it impaired reality when she is dead and I'm left out of breathe having not been

able to catch her? And what of other means of hurting herself? What of other

creative means of using toys or clothes or food or pills or laundry detergent or

hotdogs or anything. Kids can turn everyday items into weapons of self

destruction...how much can my heart take? How much is a person supposed to

be able to do to stop another person from self destruction? None of this comes

under the job description of "mommy" as I relate back to the dictionary.

SUNDAY, MAY 9, 2010

Mother's Day Weekend

We almost had to hospitalize Ellie yesterday, but I couldn't. Even though our

attorney arranged a direct admit with the Medical Director of the Child Psych

Ward at Rush St. Lukes in the city so we wouldn't have to sit in the ER all day on

my birthday, I just couldn't find it in my heart.

First of all, she hasn't verbalized any suicidal intent this week (well, once she did,

during family therapy...isn't that sad, that in a week where she only tells us she

wants to die ONCE, that it's a week we feel she has no intent?)

That said, other than that one time, she has only just RUN. No words, just

actions. She attempted to run into the street 7 times in 6 days this week. The last

time was yesterday morning as she tantrummed, slammed her head on the floor

and bit and kicked staff before flying the door and down the street of her special

rec weekend program, even before Craig was out of the driveway.

Insurance won't pay if she's not verbalizing intent, and even when they do pay,

they only pay 60% leaving us with over 25K in bills over the last 3 hospitalizations

since November to cover without even considering another hospitalization. Then

there's the lawyer fees, and the additional evaluations we had to pay for so the

school would see there is an ongoing need for more support, but no. We are

empty handed. We need a lottery winning ticket to pay for the 6 months worth of

mental illness expenses incurred.

Long and short, we had to bring her home and go on lock down. Jonah went to a

friend's house and the rest of us spent the day reading and watching movies.

After she slept for a few hours, I had a long talk with her and she was so lucid it

was heartbreaking.
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"It's the alcohol," mommy. "The alcohol makes my brain do bad things and bad

behavior and I can't stop it. Mama J. did this to me."

"Ellie," I said, "Mama J made bad choices, but it's time to stop blaming her for her

choices and being a victim and start being accountable for your choices and

being a hero."

I'm not sure she got it.

I explained that there are many many people who have the same brain condition

she does and that they have to work very hard to train themselves to redirect

themselves when their brain gets confused and they are overtaken by their

feelings. Meanwhile, in my heart, I knew I was asking her to do something that

must feel impossible to her.

She started to cry that she loves our home and wants to live in her room that is

painted just for her and with her parents and her brother and sister.

I explained that we wanted that too, but that we just can't keep her safe anymore

because she flies out of buildings, out of restaurants, out of therapy,and out of the

house. I explained that we want her alive and that her behavior makes her reliant

on us to be completely alert every minute we are with her in order to keep her

alive. We explained that this is something that scares us and unless she stops it,

she will need to live elsewhere.

Meanwhile, there is no where to go with this. Incarcerating her to keep her safe

seems like such a fruitless sentence. No good will come of it, and it's not even

respite for us as this hospital is over 50 miles from our house and visiting hours

will kill us.

Sadly, eventually she will run and we will be distracted as people are known to be

on occasion and she will die. Knowing this makes it all the harder knowing we

have no alternatives to hypervigilence or incarceration,and yet I was willing to risk

this again on my birthday and on Mother's Day just so I wouldn't have to face the

fact that on either of those days I was taking my deeply loved daughter and

locking her up somewhere.

No parent should ever have to consider these options on any day, no less on the

anniversary of the day they were born, or on the Hallmark holiday of celebrating

the otherwise thankless job of being a mother.

I'm no different than many. These are the woes of moms of FASD kids...not what

juice has the dye or the most sugar in it, not what summer camp to choose, and

not what to pack in the lunch...but whether or not to have them locked up for their

own safety. Happy Mother's Day to all of us, and an extra hug and kiss from me to

all of the women who struggle to do what's right for our primordially wounded

child.

THURSDAY, MAY 6, 2010

Taking a trip to Normal

Wouldn't it be great if there were some sort of respite services available in our

own community so we wouldn't have to consider sending our incredibly damaged

daughter to another full time living facility 3 hours away in order to save our

family?
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On Monday we went as a family to visit the Residential Treatment Center in

Bloomington/Normal (I kid you not!). It is an amazingly organized and well run

facility that I found to be a little sterile. Hell if I even know what I thought I expected,

but on the outside it looked like a eastern prep school and on the inside it

resembled a day care center meets hospital. The school, which was about a mile

down the street, was almost exactly like her current therapeutic school.

The day started by interviewing Ellie while she colored. It was a little strange as

they asked her some pretty pointed questions about herself and her behavior and

why she was there visiting the facility. They actually asked her if she knew the

names of the medication she was on.

Afterwards, two therapists took the kids to play in the gym and we spent an hour

or so giving the administrators a history of Ellie's challenges. There were a couple

of incidents but nothing that got her an undeniable YES stamped on her

preplacement inteview packet. Meanwhile, with us, the staff verbalized their deep

concern that she would be exposed to children who had been sexually abused

and who are very verbal about it, This may be the reason she is not accepted into

the program EVEN if we DO get the funding. Which, btw, we have not.

The whole thought process on it is so loaded. I mean, here we are, a family with

two other kids suffering from PTSD at the hand of our brain damaged bipolar

daughter. We are held together with bandaids and safety pins most days and

some outsiders would say we're not even doing that. Certainly sending our

wounded daughter to live in an environment with other wounded children isn't

optimal, however, she needs intense therapeutic care if she is ever going to be

able to live as a functional part of our family. So, we reconcile that she needs this

help, but in fighting for it, we expose her to more woundedness.

Isn't it bad enough that she was traumatized by someone's bad decisions and

behavior IN the womb, now, as part and parcel of us finding some hope of

providing her a functional life, she will be exposed to the horrifiying stories of other

beautiful wounded children, some even younger than her, who have been raped

and abused on the planet she so wishes to leave.

Yes, we are drowning and yes, her rage is an outward expression of her deep

depression that will take her down if it is not reprogrammed. But really? She will

be living with 6 other surrogate brothers and sisters for up to 2 years and they will

share their vile abuses with one another as though they are tales of summer

vacations and Christmas holidays.

Many of the children at the RTC don't even have family ties anymore. Left for the

state to raise and with failed placement after failed placement they have found

their way to a residential treatment center that serves as the structured home

they can't find elsewhere. The whole thing is not for the weak hearted.

Ellie's year end report card arrived this week and sported all A's and one B. She

comes home with 100% daily reports and then growls, stomps and moves in to

punch Talia as soon as the opportunity presents itself.She eloped 3 times with

intent to run into streets on Tuesday and today she was as sweet as puddin' pie.

The cycling has us wearing our figurative helmets.

Last week our 6 hour a week, state paid respite worker told us she feels a

breakdown is imminent. This is helpful to hear from a third party outside of the

family. Sometimes we are so busy ducking and covering that we don't see it

coming, as crazy as that sounds.

It must all be in the plan though, as on the three hour ride home from the RTC on
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Monday I received an email from an agent who wanted to sign me and send my

(finally) finished manuscript (Not of my Womb: Parenting the Legacy of an Addict)

to 5 potential publishers.

I am hopeful that our story will work towards making some headway to getting

localized community based support for the families of the nearly 5-20%* of all

children in the United States with Psychiatric issues. It all has to be part of G-d's

plan to shed some light on this horrific dirty secret so many parents are facing

stoicly within their families.It just has to be his plan! 

*Studies of prevalence of mental illness, which included mental disorders

and addictive disorders, estimate that more than one-fifth (nearly 21%) of

U.S. children ages nine to seventeen suffer some degree of impaired

functioning resulting from a mental or addictive disorder. Although the

same research found that just 11% of this group suffers from significant

impairment, this prevalence estimate translates into four million children

and teens for whom difficulties at school and with their families and friends

are attributable to mental illness.Source:

Mental Health: A Report of the Surgeon General, U.S. Department of Health and

Human Services

THURSDAY, APRIL 22, 2010

Not of My Womb: Parenting the Legacy of an Addict is almost
Finished!

Many of you know I have spent the better part of the last year writing a book about

my life parenting Ellie. I've begun papering my walls with rejection notes from

agents, but with the stamina and willpower of a camel, I continue to query them

and publishers with my raw and uncompromisingly honest look at the life of a

parent whose is rasing a child born of an addict.

Here is an excerpt of the Epilogue...

"Before I formed you in the womb, I knew you. Before you were born, I

set you apart for my holy purpose.” Jeremiah 1:5

I’m not a particularly religious person, but in the quest of a spiritual

awakening I have begun to read the bible and recently came upon a

story that gave me the next piece to what has become the puzzle of

my life.

My understanding of this verse from a wonderful story of how God

created Jeremiah with a mission to fulfill giving a prophet to the

nations, is that each of us is born with a dream in mind. Not a dream

of our own, so much as a dream to fulfill a particular destiny, a

destiny chosen specifically for each of us by God.

Perhaps God is the ultimate delegator in his methodology of picking

one of us to accomplish a particular task he needs to see handled. In
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us, he creates the desire and the capability to accomplish it, though

because he respects our free will, he doesn’t program us to know

exactly what that task will be or to ever really trust we will be able to

accomplish it. Do you think the baby Buddha or any of the archetypal

prophets we know grew up knowing what their mission in life would

be? We grow to know as we grow to understand ourselves and that

only comes with time. We are the summary of our life experiences

and all that jazz, right?

It seems we dedicate our whole lives to trying to figure out what we

are meant to do, what our mission is, and why we are here on this

planet. In my early years, I would never have been able to put my

finger on exactly why the events of my life were taking place.

Elizabeth Gilbert likens the hugeness of success of her book Eat,

Pray, Love to standing under the model of the life size blue whale at

the American Museum of Natural History in NYC as a child. “I was

so small, and it was so big, I could not see the whale. I could only see

the ceiling filled with blue. I saw others seeing the whale and gasping,

but I could not see the whale.”

In the moments, my life events, the sum of my existence, has been

like standing under the belly of the blue whale. While standing “under”

them, I could not see the value of the intensity of each of the

individual events of my earlier life, and even in the moment, I cannot

much see past the difficult hours as I deal with my tragically wounded

daughter. But, in the moments of revelation I realize that, all of it,

every single minute of it is all driving me down the path to

accomplishing the task I was set to do. All of it has fed the chutzpah I

needed to feel comfort in, to be what I needed to be to stand up and

make a ruckus about what happened to my little girl.

Though Ellie is not of my womb, and was not destined to begin to

fulfill her dream until 2003, in the wee hours of a night in May of 1963,

in a very small east coast town, I was born to fight for Ellie and on a

larger scale, all the children who are the legacy of addiction.

Now, that is not to minimize my mission to love my husband or my

biological children to depths of my soul in a way I could never have

conceived, it is merely to say, “yup, I get it. I was born to make a

difference for this purpose. I was born to live a life that made me

strong and verbal enough to tell a story that would someday make a

difference to many."

This story is not over. I think that because my purpose came long

before I did ( “I knew you in the womb,” J. 1:5) it is forever woven in

my human spirit and in everything I do and touch as myself. I

fantasize a life affected by my fighting for this little girl that includes a

successful future for her, a better understanding of childhood

bipolarity, and the extinction of the term FASD, the only 100%
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preventable form of mental retardation.

SATURDAY, APRIL 10, 2010

Making a Difference One Garbage Bag at a Time

The last two days of this week,

I picked Jonah up at school

and took the same route to get

across town. In taking the

same route, on a daily basis I

was assaulted by a horrifying

strip of the road, maybe about

3/4 of a mile, on which

someone had dumped a

tremendous amount of

garbage.

It's a 4 lane road, the average speed of which is somewhere between 30-40 mph

and the Spring winds had whipped much of the trash into the

Forest Preserve woods just to the side of the curb. It hurt me to drive past the

mess all week but didn't feel it was safe enough for me to get out and pick up the

garbage without risking my life.

Today was another Spring Saturday afternoon, this one just as windy as the last

but sunny and we were in that continuum of trying to figure out what to do to fill the

afternoon without going to a mall or a movie theatre. I was reminded of the mess

as we drove near it and how much safer and surely rewarding it would be to attend

to it as a family on a day when the speeds and traffic would surely be less than

during a weekday rush hour.

First we stopped at Target and without so much as telling the guys (including

Craig) what my plan was, we all tried on gloves in the $1 bins. When the girls had

picked uncharacteristically dainty easter gloves that had found their way into the

cheapie bins post-easter and the boys had picked garden gloves for each of us,

we made our way to the grocery section and I bought a box of Lawn and Garden

trash bags. You know, the big black ones that you only buy when you mean

business.At the register, everyone picked a vitamin water to enjoy afterwards.

The kids were very excited. They had no idea what this meant for their afternoon,

but somehow I had earned their trust and their excitement hadn't waned as we

pulled up into a parking lot down the road from the trash.

I gave everyone their gloves and a big trash bag and told them what we were

going to do. Ellie exclaimed, "We're going to save the earth!" 

Well, I hadn't thought about it that way, but heck

ya! That's exactly what we are going to do...at

least our little part, for the day.
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We stayed single file and while Craig and I picked

up armloads of some really gross trash including

bathroom waste from the curb, the kids went deeper into the Forest Preserve and

when we were done, we had collected nearly 5 entirely full lawn and garden bags

of trash. We peeled off the gloves, tossed them and the garbage after getting

permission, into a healthclub's dumpster. Then we sat and enjoyed our Vitamin

Water in the sunshine.

As we did, the kids shared their pride at doing this project as a family today. They

all decided they would write about it and illustrate it so they could share it. It was

an amazing moment for me to hear my children express such pride and joy for

having done such an icky but selfless job for all the right reasons. 

After the kids were done talking about what a

wonderful experience it was for them, we had the

delight of driving past the strip of road, now spotless

and truly a haven for all the creatures of the

preserve to enjoy. That was the greatest payback

of all!

Here is what Jonah wrote tonight:

Today we went to a curb that I pass by every time I go to school that was littered

with gross stuff. My family and I thought it was very disappointing that people

would not take matters like this into their own hands. So, we took it into ours. At

first, the whole thing was a huge mess so we walked along the roadside to pick it

up. We kids would not go by the curb though, that was the grown-ups' job. We

saw some pretty disgusting things like a tissue stained with blood but luckily we

were wearing gloves. I always hated when I came upon a cigarette box that even

with a glove on I would have to pick it up which is really touching someone's

horrible habit that I couldn't change. Now, hopefully every time we pass that curb I

will feel happy because I know that I helped make it beautiful. I helped make a

difference. Proving, even a kid could make a big difference.

TUESDAY, APRIL 6, 2010

Ellie as a big sister, takes its toll on little Tali

Tali persists in talking in all our quiet moments about Ellie's birthparents.

Tonight, after reading her little bible storybook dated for each day of the year, we

settled down to cuddle in her cozy dimly lit room and, just when I expected her to

trail off into a 5 year old's version of "This was my Day" she turned to me and

asked about Ellie's birthfather.

"Mama, did Ellie have a dad? Did he eat and drink bad things to hurt her? Is he an

angel too?"

It is fast becoming apparent from her regular stomach aches in school, her

inconsistent sleep patterns and the fact that I keep finding her crying in her closet

alone or hiding in the bushes outside the house saying that she doesn't care what

happens to her (usually after some run-in with Ellie) that Talia is experiencing an

increased form of the PTSD her pediatrician says she is suffering from. In the

last week, it seems everytime we are alone she directs the conversation towards
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questions about Ellie's biological roots.

Yesterday, on the way home from school, she asked me to "make sure that when

you go to heaven and you see Ellie's mom there, that you ask her why she ate

and drank bad things. Ask her what she ate and drank and then tell me somehow,

ok, Mama?"

Side-note: Umm....she puts me in heaven a lot these days. She has this belief

that I will long be in heaven by the time she is a teenager. Which, isn't that far off if

the days fly off the calendar much faster.

I keep asking her why she thinks I am going to heaven and she attributes it to my

age (ok, I'm a few years from 50 for goodness sake...what happened to your late

40's being like the new late 20's? lol) and once I get past that, I ask, "why the

intense interest in Ellie's birthparent's Tali? Are you looking for confirmation that

Mama and Dada didn't drink or eat any of the same things that left Ellie's brain so

different from yours?"

"Yes," she answers without so much as a pause. She has so much anxiety about

what left Ellie in the state she is in, perhaps she believes her brain will eventually

go the same route?

"Tali," I respond," First of all, Daddy and I did none of the same things that Ellie's

mom and dad did. And, to answer your other question, Mama J. didn't tell us

anything about Ellie's dad, she never told us his name or anything about him, but

what we do know about him from Ellie's uncle is that her dad was probably doing

all the same things her mom was."

I can't help but think, that in all of her years, Ellie has not once asked about her

biological father, or even asked if she had one. It's like a black hole we have yet

to discover. But here, her sister, who really takes the brunt of all of Ellie's rage

and frustration wants to know who he is, what he's about, and what he was thinking

doing all that bad stuff and hurting Ellie.

Tali has a seemingly endless empathy for Ellie's challenges but she is 5 and is

already so obviously anxious. It's as clear as the nose on her face it's evolving

from the years of living with Ellie's mood swings, verbal and impulsive abuse. She

suffers at the hand of the same person she loves so unconditionally. She

obsesses over the terms from which Ellie was born so she can rationalize why

she has to continue to empathize with her. Tali is 5. Ellie is 7! The whole thing

breaks my fucking heart.

SUNDAY, APRIL 4, 2010

Winds blow the chimes and the cycling starts!

Aside from being exactly the 8th week after her release from the her last

hospitalization, this week was the first "official" week of Springlike weather with its

delicious sunshine and the explosion of buds on every tree.

The 8 week mark is an indelible and important anniversary of sorts, because in all

the years we have been medicating Ellie, the drugs have never provided sufficient

coverage of her mental illness much past this point. Whether it's because of her

growth rate or because her body's metabolism just learns to adjust to the drug

lowering it's efficacy, her cycling always returns and with just about no warning.
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Now, springtime in Chicago could be snow one day and 80 degree temps the

next. As such, yesterday and today saw odd temperature swings and volatile

winds from the south. Whenever I face the wind and find it makes it hard to

breathe I know we are in for it from Ellie. The winds* throw her equilibrium off

entirely, throwing her into a colossal battle with her inner demons.It sure as hell

didn't help that we were also in week 8!

From the BBC Weather Center: "How often do you hear people say that the

wind is driving them crazy! A persistent or noisy wind can lead to an increase in

tiredness and irritability, or even a sudden decrease in mood. Some school

teachers have noticed that children tend to be more irritable and that there are

more playground 'upsets' when it is windy.

Seasonal winds are known as 'ill winds' in many cultures and have a variety of

names such as the föhn (Alps), Mistral (southern France), Chinooks (western

Canada and the USA) and the Sharav (Middle East). They are linked to feelings

of anxiety, stress, depression and sleepless nights.

When these winds blow, temperatures can increase by up to 15°C in as little as

two hours. Studies have linked these winds to an increase in traffic accidents,

crime and suicide rates, and they have even been taken into account during legal

proceedings!

The exact reason why these winds have such extreme effects is unknown, but it

has been suggested that it may be the electrical charge of the air. When people

are exposed to negatively charged air they report feeling positive and vice versa.

Warm winds, such as those mentioned above are positively charged."

Back to our day: As we try to maintain some sort of normalcy despite the chaos

that reigns when the meds aren't covering her and the winds are blowing, we spent

Easter Sunday like any other jewish family, in search of any type of entertainment

and food we could find outside our home. We took two cars in case we had to

divide and conquer, but after a day at the Volo Bogs (very fun and very

interesting!)and an afternoon at a very windy park, somehow all the kids ended up

in Craig's car and I drove home solo.

I have been conspiring against them by listening to a Book on Tape that bores

them to death so I guess in some ways you could say I orchestrated it. Anyhow,

that said, I drove a good half mile behind Craig as he made his way back home

when about 2 miles from home I noted that he stopped DEAD in the middle of the

road. The whole car jolted, and as I approached I saw the car accelerate again,

this time heavily with a puff of smoke blowing hard out of the exhaust pipe. It's a

Volvo so I thought the worst, the breaks....the acceleration....I thought, something

is terribly wrong. I called him on the cell phone but he did not answer. As all this

evolved we got closer and closer to home so when I pulled in the driveway I asked

if everything was alright. Needless to say, it was not alright.

The girls had been sitting in the 3rd row when a game got out of control and Ellie

began pummeling Tali with her fist. Neither girl was innocent, but Ellie was mostly

at fault for the impulsivity of her actions. Tali was crying in the driveway when I

approached, Craig was livid and remained that way all night, Ellie was sent to her

room where her usual angry and self loathing litany was rolling off her tongue. It

took her an hour to calm down and even then she was self deprecatory for hours

thereafter.

Ellie's comments no longer take me off guard when she talks of wanting to live

with another family and how when she is angry and frustrated there is nothing

short of killing herself that feels like it can make her feel better.
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This windy early spring weekend has been peppered with dinners where she

expressed that she would rather be with her deceased birthmother and never

adopted by us,how much she hates us, how much we don't love her and love the

other children more, and of course the three or perhaps four attempts to elope

from us to find the nearest traffic to throw herself in front of. Tonight was

punctuated by finding Talia hiding in her closet after dinner crying that no one

needed her and that Ellie was so mean to her she must not love her.There is just

so much pain when Ellie cycles and life becomes so unmanageable.

Tonight the thunder clapped and the lightening flashed while the rain poured heavy

on our cedar roof. Ellie was deeply frightened when she went to bed. When I went

to check on her a few minutes ago she had pulled her blankets up over her head

and was in a sweat puddle underneath. This week, in addition to her bedtime

routine arguments about not wanting to brush her teeth, wash up or change into

pajamas, her night time anxiety also crept up and reared its ugly head.For the last

8 weeks, this was nearly nonperceptable. Things were unsettlingly stable and I

was working hard to enjoy it.

Ellie's inner demons play a serial game with her - it takes 8 weeks to stabilize her

and then she gets 8 weeks of stabilization before it's time to re-stabilize her. With

the weather,the seasonal changes, the 8 week sequence, her growth, and her

body's maturation,I wonder if the 8 weeks will begin shrinking to 6 and then 4

weeks.

I can't imagine how it feels to be a person in a body that is controlled by so many

forces outside her means...such a little person with so many challenges. There

are some days when I can remove myself as a parent managing her and just feel

the sorrow for her challenges, today was one of those days.

See interesting article on bipolarity and circadian rhythyms here.

THURSDAY, APRIL 1, 2010
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Many Middle-Class White Moms-To-Be Drink

Physician Urges Mothers To Avoid Any Alcohol While Carrying

Babies To Term Reporting

Mike Puccinelli CHICAGO (CBS)

Click HERE or on Mike's picture

to see the Story.

New research shows one in five women drink during pregnancy, and the rate

is even higher among middle-class white women. Yet research that shows even

one drink can harm an unborn baby at any stage in pregnancy.

CBS 2's Mike Puccinelli reports: Fetal alcohol syndrome is the only preventable

cause of brain damage to an unborn baby. Despite that, each year in this

country more than 40,000 babies are born impaired because when their

moms drank, they were forced to drink, too.

(© MMX, CBS Broadcasting Inc. All Rights Reserved.)
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Insight beyond her years

My car is like a therapists office. Since the very first schleppe to school, my kids

have always approached the back of my head as I drive as the ultimate

opportunity to share thoughts they otherwise never would. Funny, that it happens

that way...that the back of my head encourages them to pour their hearts out to

me about life, their fears, their questions, and their days.

Today was no different.

Talia turned 5 on February 14th. As sudden as the day came and went, she

evolved into this person who could sit at the desk on The View. The questions are

incessant but intensely thought provoking.

This is 9 minutes of my life with Talia, in the car on the way to school this

morning.

Mama, what is Alcohol made out of?

Mama, why did Ellie's Mama drink alcohol when Ellie was in her tummy?

Mama, who was Ellie's dada and did he drink alcohol too?

Mama, how do I make my eyes move?

Mama, why did Ellie's Mama take medicine the doctor didn't tell her to?

Mama, does G-d always forgive people for the mistakes they make?

Mama, is the rainbow bridge where dead people go under the stone at the

cemetary?

This morning, long before I was actually awake and even longer before business

hours she was asking me about Ellie's birthparents. She wanted to know

EXACTLY what the alcohol did to Ellie's brain, and Specifically, what all the drugs

her birthmother ingested did to hurt both of them, and to confirm that I did NOT do

any of that while she and Jonah were in my tummy.

I confirmed that she and Jonah were never exposed to the things that hurt Ellie in

her birthmom's tummy. I told her I didn't know many of the answers to her

questions but that what I do know is that Ellie's brain is different from ours

because of what she was exposed to before she even took her first breathe. I told

her that is why Ellie gets frustrated and angry at everyone and herself so easily.

I explained that we are doing every thing we can to get Ellie whatever she needs

so she can have a happy life like all of us, and not a sad, painful life like her

birthmom had.

We talked briefly about death and about the evolution into living in G-d's heart

from having had him living in ours, about angels and heaven and how everyone is

forgiven by G-d.

As we pulled into the school parking lot, she remarked, "Mama,whatever you do,

don't give up on Ellie, ok? Promise me you will never give up on Ellie."

I was stunned. "Tali, I absolutely promise that I will never give up on Ellie."

And with that, my 5 year old hopped from the car and joyfully entered her

Kindergarten classroom as though we had been discussing the weather.

Just another day, just another schleppe, just another nudge from G-d that he is

working miracles in our family even before school and business hours begin.
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The Bucket Trip- Caution: This Post is Not for the Squeamish

So we had our bags packed and our excitement running

high last week when not 18 hours before the flight would

take off for sunny California the phone rang with news of the

demise of Tali's lunch. Had it not been hand-packed by me,

my immediate response would have been to think food

poisoning as the culprit. While the teachers at school

suspected appendicitis, deep in my gut (pardon the pun) I knew it was the

dreaded stomach flu that had befallen at least 6 other children at her morning

school and just days before 3 more at her afternoon school.

Craig was otherwise gleeful when he picked up the phone having caught an earlier

train and already into his vacation mode. "Honey, it's Tali," I said. He immediately

heard the angst in my voice. "What?" he asked, "What is the matter?"

As is the modus operendi whenever the tumult of parenting throws us- we were

forced into overdrive. I picked up the other children and tried to arrange care for

them unsuccessfully, and he picked the sick kid up at school and brought her to

the urgent care though not fast enough to keep her from throwing up again in his

car. She blessed the sidewalk, the waiting room lobby, and the patient area before

being released for a long night of half-hourly uses of the bucket.

When daylight came, and the prospect of the car service waiting for us in the

driveway was dashed with another mess on the kitchen floor, we begrudgingly

cancelled everything to the unparalleled disappointment of our other two children.

A trip to the pediatrician for hydration loomed and he guaranteed that it was a 24

hour thing that should be over by the afternoon, so Craig got busy on the costly

flight rescheduling.

Somehow, we were able to take the trip on Sunday though Talia wasn't well until

Tuesday...we lugged the bucket everywhere. On Wednesday, as Tali was feeling

better, Ellie came down with it.Still with the bucket....On Saturday, Jonah. We

brought the bucket home.

As difficult as this trip was, it amazes me that when asked, each of the kids will tell

you they had a wonderful time on vacation. The pictures tell the tale of their

experience which is far better than the tale of ours. There are no pictures of our

friend,the bucket. The whole thing leaves me thinking about all that we do for our

children, even the most difficult and disgusting stuff and how worthwhile it all is. 

Wait, did I really just say that? I'm writing it, but part of me

thinks it's bullshit. The vacation was a trip, the bucket was a

bummer, but Craig and I had each other and we made it and

you know what, they had a good time. So, it was a

success...but we're never doing it again!

MONDAY, MARCH 15, 2010

Random Acts of Coffee
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Since Ellie's last hospitalization I have been on a serious spiritual quest. I'm sure

that strikes no one as an odd response to having my now 7 year old in and out of

the psych ward 3 times in a 3 month period so I'm going public in case you are

worried that I've gone and become a religious fanatic. Much the opposite, the

dogma associated with much of my religious upbringing has driven me to look for

answers elsewhere and I'm actually feeling my faith the deepest I ever have and it

all started with a cup of coffee.

Not my cup, of course, since I was told by a doctor over 16 months ago to give

up coffee. (Can you tell this was not easy by the fact that I'm still counting the

months?)

No, it all started when I heard a story about a toll paying do-gooder who made a

difference in the lives of strangers every time he drove to and from work. Years

ago when I lived in NYC I gave to the homeless and even offered a few a shower

and a roof over their heads. Not so easy when you live on the north shore of

Chicago, so I knew I had to come up with a different method of showing my

kindness towards others.

I don't know about you, but I spoil myself with a Starbucks drink every morning

after sweatin' at the gym (With 4 drive throughs within miles of my home, I rarely

hit the same one twice in a week). It occurred to me that akin to the toll, I could

pay for the person behind me in the same fashion. I also started to pay for

someone else everytime my family went out for a meal. Identifying the random-

actee is a lot of fun for the kids and makes my heart swell beyond anything I've

ever known. Sneaking around so it's completely random is even more joyful.

Parking lots, tolls, Starbucks, Mcdonalds, Granny's Pancake House, I've hit

them all. The more places I can find to leave my little acts of nicety, the more full

my heart gets.

So....the gift is SO in the giving. But the other day, I found out what my little

random acts really dominoed into...

Sometime in early February I drove through the Starbucks near my gym and paid

for the car behind me. Yesterday I drove through the same place and did it again

but this time, the Barista came to the window.

"I remember you," she said, "Do you know what happened after you paid for the

car behind you the last time?"

"No, tell me" I said, half fearful that there was some sort of accident and that in

some way I would be at fault.

"Well," she said, " The person behind you was so thankful, that she paid for the

car behind her, and that person was so graced that he paid for the car behind him,

and that person felt so blessed that they paid for the car behind him, and it went

on for 5 cars! The last person only stopped because there was no longer anyone

on line, so he gave us $5 in cash so we could apply it to the next car!"

"Holy cow!" I responded.

Meanwhile, as she spoke, the line formed behind me, no doubt, everyone's

patience being tested that my drink was taking so long.

"That fills my heart so deeply," I explained. "Isn't it amazing how a little thing like

that could make such a difference?"

"That's nothing,"she said,"I proceeded to FB it, as did everyone else who works in

this location! It was like witnessing G-d in Action," she said.
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It's not that I didn't fantastize about the smiles it would bring to the faces of the

those I treated, but to hear how far reaching my random acts of coffee were and

how they inspired others to give in the same way and touch even more lives blew

me away!

These are the little miracles I see everyday and no matter what the newspaper

says I know there is hope for us all yet!

Below are just a few of the tsunami of response I have had to this story

giving me that much more inspiration...

I knew there was a reason I wanted to work with you. When I lived in

NJ, I was stuck driving the Garden State Parkway almost every day.

If you remember, they have toll booth’s every 10-20 miles. We used

to do the same thing but it was out of good natured fun. The tolls were

.25 cents a pop. I loved your story. You have a great writing style.

SG, Il.

Loved your story about random acts of coffee kindness! Sweet! BC,

Ma

Very inspirational story! Its the little things that make a big difference!

JC, California

What a great story and a great gesture! BO, Massachusetts

Neat story indeed. Can I be behind you when you go to Morton's?

Thank you for sharing with everyone. Puts things in perspective.

Especially as I am a believer; it points out I need to reach out

anonymously like you did. CJ, Illinois

Lori, this is such a touching story and I will blast it all over the place

(FB, Twitter, etc!) just like the people at the coffee shop did. Thanks

for sharing and keep on giving. LD, Georgia

Very nice story Lori and keep up the wonderful acts! It is nice to see

there are still great people in this country of ours! JR, Middle East

I enjoyed reading your story, Lori. I am a true believer in paying it

forward. Thanks for sharing! CB, Ma

What a wonderful story! Everyone needs a reminder to pay it forward

sometimes! CC, Ma

Great Story! I'm a UMass alum and felt touched by the story. The

world would be such a better place if there were more people like you
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out there! RN, Ma

Lori, I was touched by your story it has inspired me to try it at the

local Dunkin Donuts! I practice random acts of kindness but never

tried coffee, looking forward to seeing what happens. DP, Ma

THURSDAY, MARCH 11, 2010

I Missed You Today!

Sending the kids off to school every morning is one of those frenetic activities

that never gets any easier. No matter how organized I am, it’s just one of those

things that never follows any particular order and someone always throws a

wrench into the plan.

Whether it’s a kid who wakes up sick, an argument over what to eat for breakfast,

the struggle to get three kids to brush their teeth and hair, or either for that matter,

it is not a picnic. And, it doesn’t change if you get them up earlier or later, though

it’s never much my decision anyhow since Tali is always up before dawn,

weekends notwithstanding.

This all in place, Jonah and Craig leave at 6:45, Ellie gets picked up by her cab

and aid at 7:45 and I drive Tali to her school drop off line at 8:30. From about 8:45

or so, the day is littered with calls from various school nurses, administrators,

therapists and kids over a variety of issues from an illness or injury, to the

lunchbag they forgot in the refrigerator.

Last fall I became conditioned to daily calls from Ellie’s school administrators

reporting a “physical restraint” incident or some other matter that raised the hair

on the back of my neck and increased my anxiety tenfold. 8 weeks into the

school year, those calls were coming from the therapeutic school they transferred

her to. Again, the calls were almost daily until about mid-November, when they

stopped abruptly and different ones started. From about mid-November to about

mid-February the calls were from Ellie or an administrator or social worker from

the hospital where she spent much of the winter months getting her medications

adjusted repeatedly. Now, since stability seems to be the mode of the moment,

while I get a few calls weekly from Jonah asking me to drop something at school

or to confirm what time I’d be picking him up, I don’t hear from or about Ellie all

day.

Today when I picked her up at the end of the day, I realized that although it is a

relief to know she is safely in a therapeutic environment all day, I miss the daily

contact from and about her. No, I don’t miss the reports of physical restraint or

news of some other emotional breakdown, but I miss her in my day.

So, today, just after picking her up and on the way into Jonah’s school to get him,

I looked at her right in the eyes and told her, “I missed you today EllieWand I love

you.” I tell the kids how much I love them all the time, but for some reason this felt

foreign to me today. She caught me on it immediately.

“You never say that to me,” she said and looked up at me squarely.

“What?”, I asked, “that I love you? I tell you that all the time!”

“No,” she said. “You never tell me that you missed me, after school.”
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There wasn’t a day in the hospital that it wasn’t the first thing off my tongue upon

seeing her during visiting hours, but she was right. It DID feel foreign telling her at

the end of a school day that I missed her.

As I mull this over, I realize that it’s foreign because, well to be perfectly honest, I

didn’t miss her during the day. I felt only a sense of relief that her care was

someone else’s responsibility when she was unstable. I realized that it’s been

SOME time since she had been as stable as she is, and perhaps, it’s the FIRST

time ever that she is stable enough for me to pine for some time with her.

I saw my darling niece (who was home from college this week) for lunch today.

We sat for hours discussing everything from politics to matters of spirituality and

the heart. I told her that I can’t quite enjoy the time of Ellie’s relative stability right

now because I know the medicines don’t cure her conditions, they merely regulate

the moods associated with them. I admitted today that though I am trying like

heck to maintain my positive attitude about everything in my life, that I am waiting

for the other shoe to drop and for things to get wildly out of control again, like they

were, for so very long before her last three successive hospitalizations.

It felt good to admit it, but it also felt good to see her smiling at the end of the day.

This week, two of those days were not good. She was not smiling at me when I

picked her up and she was downright violent to her siblings, but today, she was

smiling. And in her smile, I scratched the itch that was my missing her during my

day and it felt good. So I told her. It is days like today that I will try to remember

when the chaos returns and instead of dreading those times now, I am going to try

to remember to grab the good stuff while I can.

SUNDAY, FEBRUARY 21, 2010

Laughing in the Igloo Outside my Door

I can't believe it's been a week since Ellie has been home. The dunning note we

got from the insurance carrier is still sitting on the counter. The ICG Care Grant

notice of rejection is sitting just next to it.

Past are this week's doctor appointments, basketball game, pizza day, and

several trips to the pet store to see the bunny and puppy Ellie has been

perseverating on. And tonight we sit awaiting another snow storm to arrive in full

force in time to give that "snow day" feeling in my gut a little twist.

This week Ellie returned to school with little upset. Nothing much has changed in

the way of her medications since her last hospitalization during which she had

several Mt. Everest size meltdowns, so I am remiss for settling down into the

calm that seems to be where the chaos used to be. It is all part of my philosophy

of staying ok, even when all hell is breaking lose in every direction around me.

Yesterday was a beautiful mid-February day. I love a warm, sunny winter

day...the vitamin D for the grabbing, so out we went to build an igloo not unlike the

one my dad and I built when I was 7.

For 2 hours, I had them engrossed, all three of them, in their jobs as "mortar

spreaders" and "bricklayers" and "poop avoiders" (4 dogs, remember?). It was

great and we built quite the fortress. It was cooperative play and work at its best

and I was in heaven, even though my hamstrings were worn for the wear today
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when I woke up.

There was still a lot of work to be done to prepare to put a roof on the fortress,

changing its function from snowball protector to little house made of snow. So,

when the sun was as high in the sky as it was going to be today, out we treaded.

This time, I only got one kid at a time. There was shovel throwing and hitting. It

wasn't quite the showing I had hoped for. In fact, while yesterday had felt like

skilled labor, today felt entirely non-union and definitely on the verge of a strike.

About 20 minutes out, Tali gave up. Jonah was doing homework, and Ellie was

involved in something that meant she couldn't hit Tali, which was good. So, out I

stayed, performing all the tasks myself. As I proudly glanced over at the fruits of

my most recent labor,the most eastern wall (now about 4 feet high), I noted a bit

of a weakness, so I put down my tools and headed into the "building" to check

things out from the inside. I got down on my hands and knees to inspect the

footing and the whole damn thing crashed down on me.

In that moment, I realized I had been taking myself way too seriously. I rolled

over, face and most of my body covered in what had been the eastern fortress

wall and I laughed until I cried! I mean, I laughed from the belly! I could only

imagine what I looked like from inside the house, but for the life of me, I couldn't

get up and I couldn't stop laughing. I just layed there and laughed for 10 minutes.

With the sun beating down on me, the dogs came to make sure I hadn't gone

completely insane.

It was truly the most fun I had having fun poked at me from the big guy upstairs in

a long time. I've said a number of times here and in emails to friends recently that

I think that G-d has a heck of a sense of humor. Today he showed me in spades.

FRIDAY, FEBRUARY 12, 2010

Posted by LoriG at 9:28 PM 0 comments Links to this post
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Staying positive in a whirlwind of awful

I guess G-d has different plans for us. The meeting left me reeling. We will go into

mediation against the school district in the next two weeks. The state gave us the

nod on the ICG Grant by letter today too, the nod was side to side, not up and

down. Talk about a double whammy!

I am trying to breathe and let my emotions roll through me and I am having a very

difficult time. I am surrendering to knowing this is all supposed to happen just like

this, but I am struggling the most I ever have since adopting this philosophy. I am

almost without words while I drown in emotional conflict and self deprecating

thoughts.

I am surrounded by reminders of now refused ICG grant application documents

14 inches high and can still hear the voices of every one of the 17 people in that

room today singing the praises of my wounded and troubled daughter. I fear their

intent to prove themselves worthy will only go to prove me unworthy if I mess up

and she runs into traffic on my watch. Maybe that's what is supposed to happen.

Maybe that's what G-d has in store for me. I don't think I have led a life that

should reap that sow, but I am merely human. All I know is that the tens of hours

mastering my self mastery feels decimated and I am but a bag of bones in a

meat suit tonight.
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THURSDAY, FEBRUARY 11, 2010
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Manifesting Divine Providence

Our IEP School meeting is tomorrow. It is a day in which I will sit,

uncharacteristically silent, at a table surrounded by lawyers, doctors and school

administrators while my wounded daughter's needs and diagnosis codes are

volleyed about.

Best said by Buddha, "All that we are is the result of what we have thought", my

thoughts are strongly hinged on my inner knowing that what is best for our

daughter and our family is in G-d's hands.

It is difficult at best to reconcile the hugeness of this meeting, so I think I will just

think of it as manifesting divine providence, and then its outcome will be exactly

what it is supposed to be. And with surrendering to that, I will be able to turn the

lights out tonight and sleep comfortably knowing G-d sits at the head of the table

tomorrow.

WEDNESDAY, FEBRUARY 10, 2010

In the time it took ...

I joined a health and fitness club on Monday. I haven't spoiled myself with a real

healthclub membership in years. 2 summers ago I joined one of those $19 a

month clubs which seems like a bargain until you join and 2 years pass before

you think of going again. So, on Monday I swam, on Tuesday I Zoomba'd, and

today I took a Gentle Yoga class to unZoomba my aches and pains. I am

itemizing my schedule here because in the time it took me to join a club and take

2 classes, Ellie was discharged and readmitted to the hospital again.

What is time, really? 

There was a time when there was a full year between hospitalizations. Not that I

took those 12 months for granted, but boy, I'm pining for a little time between

psychotic breakdowns now.

How is time measured? By what we get done or by how long it takes to get it

done? 

The time it takes to make the trip to and from the hospital for visiting daily is close

to 2 1/2 hours. The traveling is about 1.5 hours without weather or traffic

complications. I usually visit during the day for an hour while she eats lunch and

has reward time and Craig hops in the car at the train station and literally

backtracks a half hour of his trip home from work on the highway adjacent to the

train tracks for the night time visits.

Does weekend time go faster or slower? 

On Weekends, the visiting hours are 2X daily and Ellie gets very sad if someone

doesn't come both times, so we go on weekends twice a day. Sometimes we split

up and I go during the day and he goes at night...but mostly,we try to maintain a

sense of a family outing by one of us staying with the kids in the hallway outside

the locked ward while the other goes in to see her for half the time. Then, we

switch. We do it in the early afternoon,do a family activity like go to the aquarium

and then back again to the hospital in the evening. The kids have a heck of a time
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eating the cafeteria food. lol. I gotta give them so much credit, they have been

amazingly amenable to busying themselves with various projects in the hallway

while we visit. On the rare occasion that Ellie is allowed to get close enough to the

door to see them, they yell back and forth to one another like old friends in the

train station.

Is time better measured by smaller increments to stretch it out? 

She was discharged and readmitted into the Partial Day Program at 7 pm and

arrived home at 8 pm the day I swam. She attended the partial hospital program

and was a little disregulated but easily redirected on the day I Zoombah'd, but the

day I took Gentle Yoga she found her rage again.

Does time stand still when loving moments are shared? 

Though it ended poorly, the day started on a great note. I've been listening to self

mastery books on CD in the car during my travels back and forth to the hospital

these past two weeks and had begun listening to the SECRET on Monday. With

her change in hospitalization status on Monday (changed from inpatient to

outpatient) it was still sitting in my disc player, and with the pummeling we got

from Mother Nature our travel times were doubled so I was testing a little audio

entertainment on her while taking her for the day program.

This morning, we listened to the part about Gratitude. After which, we shared all

the things we were each grateful for in our lives. My heart was so full as she

listened to the CD and then thoughtfully asked questions, like, "Is this real

mama? Can I really get the things I want for being grateful?" Teaching her how

she can manifest goodness and happiness in her life with something as easy as

expressing her gratitude felt to me like a dream come true with Ellie. When we got

to the hospital she was excited to attend "school" there and left me with a

distracted hug, which given my Zoomba aches, nearly knocked me over.

Does time fly faster when you know you need to be somewhere else? 

The days while she is there fly, as they are mostly dedicated to juggling a couple

clients and writing my book on Loving Ellie, but since I could hardly move, an

early visit to the whirlpool and perhaps a class was in top order too. So, it didn't

feel like long before I was taking the familiar drive to the hospital to pick her up.

I was so thrilled after yoga'ing my zoombah aches away so, I called Craig on the

way to pick Ellie up to tell him how great I felt. Given that I was limping around this

morning, his support for me was well received. I was on top of the world when I got

to the hospital and went about my daily routine of manifesting my "perfect"

parking spot, smiling at everyone I passed, saying a big hearty "Hi" to the

Concierge at the front desk, and then announcing my arrival on the speaker

system outside the locked Psych ward.

Does time stand still when things are ready to explode? 

Then as I walked in, I was greeted by "the look". Needless to say, the staff was

antsy to release her and get back to the inpatient scheduling so I took my little

soon-to-erupt volcano out the door, onto the elevator and down to the garage level

before the lava began to flow. Thankfully, she realized she was on the verge so

she agreed to go back upstairs with me, to a disappointed and visibly indifferent

staff when I buzzed and explained the situation.

How many times do we need to do the same thing over and over before it

becomes a habit?
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I buzzed.

The standard, "Yes, May I help you" followed.

"It's Lori Gertz, Ellie is quite angry and is refusing to be safe in the car."

The standard, "One moment please."

The door opened just as Ellie began the squirm that comes right before the

complete meltdown to the floor. Before I knew it, there was a sea of her coat and

boots flying, she was on the floor slamming herself in the head and spewing

suicidal intention and self loathing remarks.

"Um,the trigger was irrational, as they mostly are. Something about wanting to

wear sneakers to play in the snow. But, that is not what this is about. This is about

rage directed at her siblings."

They looked at me like I was clairvoyant.

"There were several situations where she got very upset during the day today

over talk of her siblings" they shared.

"Yes. The triggers used to be rational, but in the last few months they have been

completely unrelated to the meltdown at hand. This is not about the snow or the

shoes, this is about the rage she feels at being adopted by us, about not

belonging, about..."

Does time stand still when an explosion stops conversation in midstream? 

We were interrupted, Ellie took off running around the ward like a mouse in a

maze. This behavior got her overly medicated last week after which she

hallucinated and talked to her dead birthmother and dead relatives for hours

before vomiting from the doublevision. Here I was watching helplessly as they ran

around in circles trying to stop her and when they caught her and carried her to

the seclusion room, I listened from around the corner as she screamed at the top

of her lungs.

Is time a friend or foe while we wait for something to happen?

I was escorted to the familiar hallway outside the ward while they ascertained

whether the liability was too great to send her home. A little less than an hour later,

someone emerged from the ward.

Is time in control of us when we are rushing?

I had since called Craig, who was rushing back to the suburbs to pick up the other

two kids because the clock was ticking on their pick up times. Now, without the

pressure of having to pick up the other kids, and without the possibility that they

might be traumatized in the car by her "unsafe" behavior I was approached about

taking her home.

"She has settled down now, and we wanted to know if you would feel comfortable

taking her home."

When it's time to make a decision, is it your time or the time of the person asking

something of you?

I was paralysed to make a decision. The kids would no longer be in the car, so I

guess I wouldn't be risking trauma to anyone but me and her if she decided to
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lunge at me while I was driving. Thinking back on this now, I can't believe that I

held myself in such low esteem in that moment, that I felt like it would be ok - as

long as the other children weren't being placed in any danger. But, heck, me?

Sure, why not. But something in my gut held me back, as I said, "Hey, let me call

Craig to see what he thinks."

What is perfect timing?

Divine Intervention: for some reason, Craig didn't answer. Maybe he was in a

tunnel, or maybe he just knew not to answer. In the moment, I decided that I would

go in and see if seeing me would trigger another meltdown. Based on her

response to some questions I would ask her, I would decide.

Key in the door, I entered the ward and was escorted over to the padded

seclusion room. The door was ajar and Ellie was sitting halfway in and halfway out.

Several staff had been gathered to assess the situation both prior to my return

and now with my return.

What does it mean to "take your time"?

I sat on the floor next to her to talk to her. To comfort her I opened my arms and

held her as she cried her litany of self-loathing hate talk. After she kicked a staff

member and lunged at me for protection, I carefully picked her up and placed her

kicking and screaming in the padded seclusion room. As I did so,I noted a new

family being escorted down the hall and remembered how my stomach turned the

first time I saw activity like this with someone else's child on this ward.

What is the difference between timing and bad timing?

When it's your own kid, it's old hat. But, when you enter a Children's Psych Ward

and you hear the blood curdling screams of someone else's child, you want to

take your kid and run and never turn back. The first thing you think is NO, DON'T

LET MY CHILD HEAR OR SEE THAT! My kid isn't like THAT! It's like it all

becomes real when you see it in the face or hear it in the screams of another

child.

So, there I sat, half in the padded seclusion room, half out, Ellie lunging and

screaming and hurting herself, having just felt on top of the world not 2 hours

earlier. Course, she had only been discharged not 2 days earlier.

What is time in the mind of a Scientist?

The Scientists on The Secret say that time doesn't really exist and is only a

figment of our imaginations as a way to measure the distance between perception

changes. Perhaps this is why the time between hospitalizations has been whittled

from years, to weeks, to days.

In the time it took you to read this, they medicated her and she fell asleep hugging

her pink teddy bear under the safety of lock and key.

MONDAY, FEBRUARY 8, 2010

How the Hell are you?

You know, there is the level of, “hey, how Yoooooooooo doin’” in that Joey

Tribbiani AKA FRIENDS kinda way that is more of an act than an authentic
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questionW.then there is that, “how are you?” which seems as superficial as the

non-eye contact one has when they ask you. Then, there is the deeply set eyes

on you, hand on your hand, ask of “How are you doing these days?” in which you

know that the asker already has a handle on how things are and is opening the

door for you to come in and do a sad energy dump on them.

I have been asked a number of times by many deeply, compassionate people

who care for me how I am doing these days. I feel their authenticity in the ask and

love their surprise when I reply that I am GOOD! I am WELL! I am HAPPY! I’m

sure I’ve thrown a few people who may have otherwise been in avoidance of me or

asking me how I was doing for fear of an answer that would sap them of their

compassionate energy for that day. But uh-uh. Not me. Not now and hopefully not

ever again.

I have come to being “heavily meditated”. I have learned how to “Fall Awake” and

in that gentle, quiet no-thing-ness, I have found that I am all good when I just take

the time to balance myself in the quietude that is my connection with all the

goodness in the world.

Now, I know that sounds a little hard to believe. In fact, some of you might be

thinking, um, no way, who is this and what have you done with our Type A

passionately unbalanced Lori?????

My happiness, was punctuated, in fact, by the grumpy faces I stared into at their

steering wheels as I drove Talia to school this morning. I found myself wondering,

if they are all that grumpy and disheartened and they haven’t even gotten to their

destinations yet, how will they be when they actually arrive? Despite these faces, I

know that I have found a place to tap all the goodness in the world and it's ripe and

ready for the taking by anyone who wants to tap it.

I wish I could give a “meditation” prescription to every driver I passed today. The

only one I saw who was even slightly animated was on the phone and it looked like

it was “heated”. Meanwhile, I, who had a grumpy 4 year old in my backseat

glanced into the mirror to see myself smiling back at me. I think I even noted a

sparkle in my eye.

Ok, so today is the day Ellie gets discharged, or so we expect barring any major

meltdowns or side effects from a tripled dose of medication. And, today is the day

that the barometric pressure in our house changes upon her return. After another

two weeks of relief for her and us both, we will reconvene to see if we can maintain

the balance we have created for ourselves on our own in different locations. There

is usually a short honeymoon period, but after her last discharge there was none.

In fact, her anger appeared in the car before we were even off the hospital

premise. So, one would ask, why would I be smiling today? Why the sparkle?

Through this adventure with Ellie I have learned a grand life’s lesson. I, Lori,

cannot change how Ellie lives her life. I, Lori cannot control her condition nor her

response to her condition. I, Lori, cannot control anything but my response to her

condition. This is integral. But I have also learned something else, very very

important. I, Lori, have realized that no amount of grief or anger or fear or

sadness or regret or resentment will help her to feel better. If I feel bad, the only

person it hurts is me, Lori. So, while on occasion I feel emotion relating to my

human condition or hers, I let it roll right through me and then I find my balance in

how good I feel when it has passed. So, while some who might cross my path

might assume I am “heavily medicated” the real answer is that I am “heavily

meditated” and whose side effects are far from being a deadened sense of being

and instead are a greater sense of well being as a whole.

I prefer this path. I like feeling good. I know there are many lessons in my

9/27/2010 Not of My Womb: Parenting the Legac…

notofmywomb.blogspot.com/search?u… 24/32



Posted by LoriG at 10:53 AM 0 comments Links to this post

Labels: Ellie's Hospitalization February 2010

courageous story and path with Ellie and I feel good knowing I am growing from it.

So, please don’t be afraid to ask me how the hell I am, because, frankly, I am

really GOOD!

MONDAY, FEBRUARY 1, 2010

Do you See What I see?

Last night I got to evening visiting hours and Ellie was lying on a gurnee in the

hallway outside her room.

I didn't see her at first and was updated at the nurses station where parents check

everything including their belts at the door.

It seems my little volcano exploded pretty badly at around 3:30- just about the

time her stimulant wore off, but this time, it was in the presence of a number of

professionals, including the Medical Director on the Psych ward.

My girl, not wanting to disappoint, pulled out all the stops in this tumult, from the

head banging and kicking, to the speed of light running and dodging all who were

trying to catch her to keep her from hurting herself. When they couldn't catch her

to restrain her or place her in the room with soft walls, they called Security, and if

the 4 huge men in uniform who showed up with bats didn't scare her into

submission, I guess they would have resorted to other means including

injectables and potentially a little white jacket. Thank goodness, she's just a little

girl and the security officers scared the hell out of her, enough to stop the flight

and leave her curled in a ball against a steel door where she continued to hurt

herself and threaten self destruction. It was at this time, meds were administered

stat.

Too many meds. Too many kinds, too many drug classes, too many milligrams,

too damn much!

These outbursts are relatively regular events in our household but now, outside of

our household, I realize the level of tolerance we had built up, as last week her

therapeutic school (filled with psychologists) called an ambulance during one and

now the hospital staff(including the Medical Director, Psychiatrist with 40+ years

of experience) had resorted to thugs in uniforms and too many meds to calm

another one.

So...nearly 3 hours post the trauma I arrived to find her laying on a gurnee

hallucinating from a cocktail of Ativan, Atarax and Abilify (I guess the doctor was

pressed to stay in the drugs that begin with an A category).

Wiki defines "hallucinating" as: To imagine and dream unreal things. To have

visions. 

But who is Wiki or anyone else to determine if what people see when they are

hallucinating really isn't there? Who is to say that the journey of the spirit doesn't

take over and the veil between the living and the non-living isn't pulled to the side?

I had never experienced this before, certainly not with Ellie so I layed down next to

her and tried to ground her by touching her hair and drawing my love all over her

cheeks with my finger. All the while, she pointed at the ceiling, painting dainty

imaginary swirls of fairy dust, holding invisible angels she described to the

eyecolor and transparent books filled with important messages she repeated over
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and over.

She spent most of the time talking with, being held by, and holding the spirit of her

dead birthmother in her hands. She spoke softly and repeated what her

birthmother was saying to her. She had whole conversations that were eerily

sensical, including her birthmother telling her how sorry she was that she

"drugged while she was pregnant".

Ellie concluded emotionally,ON HER OWN, as she turned to me and said,"

Mama Janine says she drugged while she had a baby in her tummy. Mama, that

baby was me, wasn't it? She drugged and it hurt me, didn't it? That is so bad. That

is so bad." And the tears fell out like little stones from eyes that weren't blinking.

I was trying to use several means to ground her back to me on earth because

there were a few moments in time that I felt like I was losing her...in an etheric

way..like her spirit was being whisked away to someplace so beautiful it would

never return.

I tried my reiki, I tried my meditation guru's spiritual guide, I began thinking

heavily who on that side of the veil can I ask to help me....in the moment I

pictured my grandfather Myer. Ellie, who had never met him and rarely heard me

talk of him, said," Mama, do you want me to ask for your grandfather?"

I was floored. "Yes," I replied without so much as a stammer, "Yes, ask for

Grampa Myer and Grammie Et, and ask for them to help ground you here with

me." She, who had been drawing circles and speaking in a whimsical tone, asked

for them and then grinned. She turned to me, lying next to her and said, "They are

very nice people Mama." "Yes, I choked out, realizing the gravity of the moment,"

They are really nice people."

I spent an hour with her as she found herself in the ether with the spirits and the

fairies and her birthmother and my grandparents. It was amazing, and disarming,

and surprising, and only later, when she started to come down from the drugs and

see double and experience intense dizziness and vomit from the dissonance in

her brain, did I feel the weight of the fear she must have had coming down.

They made me leave after an hour and a half and they told us this morning that

she layed there staring at the ceiling until after midnight, catatonic with her eyes

wide open, barely blinking,drawing in the air with her finger and singing little songs

like a baby bird.

My heart ached so deeply I am pressed to find the words to describe how loving

this child felt in the hours that passed through the night. I think I slept, but I can't

be sure. I know I prayed over and over and over upon every slight wakening that

she be safe and cared for in my absence. It is only as I write this that I realize she

was cared for by the fairies and spirits that enveloped her in her compromised

state, and that in many ways, as she hounds us to let her go and let her die by

her own hand, that it is that world that she longs to be in.

For me, another long day on the journey knowing and loving Ellie. For Ellie, a

tough day of detox and another day closer to understanding the journey she is on

with me.

TUESDAY, JANUARY 26, 2010

Funny and Kind of Weird
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Sirens and Lights took Ellie to a safe place last night. She fell apart so

desperately at her therapeutic school that they refused to release her to me at the

end of the school day. So...with the logistics looking and feeling like juggling 6

balls with the two other children being top balls, we flew into action.

I do believe that in those rare circumstances where GOD does give you more

than you can handle, he gives you true friends who step up to the plate and act as

YOU when YOU can't be in all places. Thank goodness for my partner and dear

loving friend Peter for rushing to our home to watch the collected kids so Craig

could get to the hospital to beat the ambulance and begin the ER intake

nightmare while I waited at the school with the staff, the local police and fire

department paramedics, and Ellie to transport her to the hospital.

How odd it felt to be doing this all again...the same hospital, the same ER intake

doctor,it felt surreal, like a familiar jog around the same old track.

Just 5 weeks since her last release, this time she is in because she feels unsafe

from her own self destructive nature anywhere else. I came home to relieve Peter

at 11 pm , Craig came home at 1:15 am after finally completing the check in and

kissing his sleeping daughter gently on the forehead before leaving her behind in

a locked-down ward for the night.

Today I saw her and she was relieved and relaxed. She was lovingly verbal. She

told me to tell Talia that she loves her very much. So when I got home tonight I

told her, "Ellie was happy tonight". I wanted her to know that she isn't upset and

screaming a lot like she does at home. I told her how much Ellie wanted me to tell

her how much she loves her (which is a complete exit from all the verbal abuse

and "I hate you" she says to her face constantly these days).

Talia replied, "Mama, if Ellie is happy tonight and not going 'zerk, why can't she

come home?". I said, "well....she's happy there. She loves us more when she

doesn't live with us. When she is home, she is unhappy and doesn't feel love in

her heart. When she is there, she feels the love she has for us in her heart."

She replied, "that's funny, and kinda weird" and I realized that, yes...in essence

that about summed it up. With all of the thousands of dollars of professional

consultations, neuropsych evaluations, psychological assessments and medical

analysis, the best analysis yet is from our 4 year old! Yep, Funny and kind of

weird.

SUNDAY, JANUARY 17, 2010

Manifesting Change for Success

On Friday, January 15th, we mailed our ICG Application to the State of Illinois.In it

was 300 pages of documentation by specialists numbering over 25 all of whom

have worked with or assessed our very complicated little Ellie. In the world of

"there is no such thing as a coincidence" I finished re-reading "The Secret" the

same morning and know, that no matter what the outcome of the application is, we

are well on our way to finding a safe, structured therapeutic residential setting for

our daughter.

We found out last Monday that her diagnostic evaluation at her current school

placement was extended from February 1st to February 22 to reflect her time out

of the program while hospitalized. Our attorneys have made contact with the

school district's counsel and a meeting has been set up for the day the diagnostic
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evaluation ends. It will be the day the school will need to decide on a placement

anyhow.

The most interesting aspect of this whole "dancing for the dollars" is that if the

ICG grant is denied (which, yes...we will know by February 15th or thereabouts),

then the school district will be asked to foot the bill. If the school district foots the

$140K a year bill for the room and board and an additional 40K a year for the

school, they will be refunded the entire room and board cost back at the end of

the year. They are in fact, reimbursed by the state (yes, the same state that

would have denied the Individual Care Grant- try to find the reason in that...) for

every penny outside of the school costs. Here is the rub. They are already paying

the 40K for the outplacement school. It will cost the local district not a penny more

to place her in a residential setting where she has much more of a chance of

success (and our family has a chance of survival), and yet, we are told there is a

huge possibility they will refuse to do this.

So, this is where you come in....I am asking anyone who knows us whether only

through my cathartic musings here or personally, to manifest the thought of our

family in a little bit of a different context. I am asking that when you think of our

loving family, that you picture us as the family unit of 5 we have always been, but

divided by the miles that give our 5th room to grow and succeed. We are 4 in one

physical location, and 1 in another physical location, bonded together by an

unconditional love that allows us to see why this is necessary and the most

compassionate decision we can make. Thank you, from deep in my heart, for

caring enough to help us onto this next leg of our journey.

THURSDAY, JANUARY 7, 2010

The philosophy of Speedbumps

Stuff I do on autopilot

sometimes includes driving

through the library return lane

and getting gasoline. I am

thinking about this today

because I was borderline

insane when I couldn't find an

8 disc audio book I couldn't

remember returning and I ran

out of gasoline this afternoon

in the middle of a snowstorm.

The thing is, there are speedbumps at the library. Ok, does that feel like a non-

sequitor or what? Bear with my thought stream for a moment.

It seems to me I should remember the jarring bumps that send everything on the

seat of my car onto the floor. I should remember that I have to unbuckle and lean

nearly 3/4 of the way out of my drivers side window to open the ANTI

"convenience" return box. I should remember to slow down at these bumps, but I

don't.

Perhaps it's my rather irrational fear that if I slow down, I might stop. And if I stop,

I might not ever find the momentum or the willpower to start again.

The autopilot thing has happened an increasing number of times since Ellie's
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hospitalization, so it's not just an acrual of age related early dementia, or at least

I'm allowing myself the delusion that it's not age related for now. I guess that what

it really seems to be is a lack of being mindful, or more esoterically, not being

fully present.

I guess there could be a whole credible list of validating rationale, like- I am

shorter on time therefore I have to rush through things, I have too much on my

mind so I am not thinking of the minor things and just sort of slipping through

them, or the best one, I am so busy trying to keep my first grader from

committing suicide like her birthmother did in her later years that I am not thinking

about anything but her and my own mental exhaustion.

Ok, so now that I've admitted this so publicly, what does it have to do with running

out of gasoline?

Well, it was my revelation as I waited on AAA to bring me a gas can today that

when I don't take the time to slow down, the universe takes the time for me.

In that moment, I realized, that even though I am completely in charge of my

daughter's safety, I need to continue to breathe for myself. I need to slow down,

even stop (YIKES!) and find my ability to be present in the moment. Whether the

moment is a tantrum and I'm holding her down to keep her from hurting herself, or

the moment is quiet and I let my guard down enough to enjoy it.

I don't often run out of gas, but when I do I feel like an idiot because it's almost

always because I totally spaced out. The second the car conks, I experience an

internal embarrassment the likes of being caught naked in Macy's window. Ok,

maybe not that bad, but you understand the depth I'm aluding to. Today, was

different. The car conked, and it was like my guardian angel "flicked" me on the

head and immediately I had my A-HA moment of being stopped by a power

greater than my own because I wouldn't power down myself.

That said, as I sat there, waiting on AAA on the side of a snowy road, I

remembered exactly when I returned the 8 CD Audio Book and I had a hell of a

laugh at myself, which was a true gift after all the crying I've been doing.

FRIDAY, JANUARY 1, 2010

A New Year with Lofty Goals

I've spent every spare minute I've had in the last three weeks calling tens of

social service agencies or in meetings with attorneys, schools and doctors. It's all

in preparation for something called the Individual Care Grant (ICG). This Grant is

one of only two means of finding and being able to afford an appropriate

residential facility for our little girl. Residential programs cost upwards of 100-

125K per year and many of the better ones don't take private pay. Aside from the

fact that we don't have that kind of money it wouldn't matter if we did, because

again, they don't take private pay.

These residential facilities are set up to provide support to the school districts for

those children whom therapeutic day schools don't work for. A therapeutic day

school offers all the structure and support a residential care facility would,

however, at the end of the day the children are sent home to function as part of a

family. They are trusted to transport, then arrive home to a loving family who will

provide all the loving support a family does to all of its members. Great in theory

with a child who lovingly accepts the foundation of a family and all of the
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responsibilities of being part of a family. If, however, that child, like ours, despises

herself, us and anyone who tries to provide any loving support and comes home

to abuse us physically, emotionally, verbally and otherwise- it's just not an option

that works.

Yesterday, when we couldn't get the sticker off the cover of a notebook, she threw

it into the garbage, a tantrum ensued and before I knew it, she screamed, "I'm

going to punch you in the face" as she headed straight for me. Craig caught her

before she made contact with me, but (had I been alone with her) it would have

been in that moment that I would have been jarred enough by her statement to

jump away quickly, as if in avoidance of a rabid dog. My heart aches, but my

chest also hurts from the stress of always being on notice for these tantrums and

physical threats of violence at the turn of a dime.

Tonight, I found scratch marks all over Talia as I bathed her. It took a while to

coerce some reasoning out of her, but they were indeed from Ellie. It had been a

hard day, one by the end of which, Tali was just damn sick of Ellie's constant

nastiness,demands,and physical attacks that she started to fight back,

antagonizing even more out of Ellie.

Last night, at bedtime, I ended the day much like I do every day, with a kiss and

the words, "let's try to make tomorrow a better, more happy day ok, Ellie?" At

which point, she responded with," I know how to make it happy mama, make Tali

go away."

The interplay between Ellie and Jonah is equally as contentious. When Craig

broke up arguing between them today Ellie was sent to her room screaming how

much she hated us all. Can I repeat, she is SIX!!!!!!!!

So...back to the ICG. We've been told by all of our expensive attorneys and

resources that unless we can prove, beyond a shadow of a doubt, that she has

"impaired reality" she will be rejected for this grant. So, I've had the best doctors

in all of the midwest testing her and assessing and evaluating her to provide the

paperwork necessary to prove to a committee of people we don't know, how this

tiny little person is so desperately in need of this grant so she can go live

somewhere with no emotional demands and our incredibly damaged family can

try to find some healing in the spaces she leaves empty when she and all of her

rage is relocated.

Remember I mentioned there were two ways to get funding? The other is through

the school district, who will only even consider the option after the ICG has been

applied for. Then and only then, are we told we will be turned down by them as

well. This is where our attorney feels we have the greatest opportunity however,

as the school doesn't need a suicidal, rage filled child on their campus either-

therapeutic or non-therapeutic. The thing is, she needs to fail up. Like in public

school...she had to fail all that they tried for her...how do you fail when you are

suicidal? By actually getting out the door and throwing yourself in front of traffic of

course. So, the only way we will get them to fund the residential school is when

she attempts to do so on their property during school hours. Now, let's say she

does it there, but they have a strong staff of 60 that stops her. Then they put her

in a cab and she arrives home, where she attempts it without a staff of 60- and

succeeds. My guilt, my fault, my problem.

The assessments to date all very clearly state that this very sick little girl needs

to be in a controlled, structured environment 24 hours a day. The anecdotes

supporting her inability to control herself and her self loathing are endless, yet the

school district feels they know what's in her best interest and it's to keep her in

our home so that they can transport her to and from a therapeutic setting for 8

hours a day. That leaves her with us for 16 hours a day without a staff and without
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the structure during which time she threatens and abuses us and her siblings.

Having said all this, we are facing a new year...and I have a lofty goal of providing

a safe, happy home for all of my children. And this year, if that means that one of

them lives somewhere else so she, too, can have a safe, happy home, then I

pray that we can reach that goal.I pray that the school or the state can understand

that she is suffering tenfold what we are suffering.

While locks to some are scary, locks to others establish a level of security they

find no where else, and in that security they find their happiness. It's a paradox I

am on the other side of, but I see Ellie through the window and there she sits with

a smile on her face enjoying the reflection in the locked glass.

WEDNESDAY, DECEMBER 30, 2009
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Tears on the Shoulder of a Friend

The next to last day of the year was not to disappoint! Ellie's afternoon tantrum

was indeed a doozy, and for the first time ever, it occurred in our home in the

presence of a friend I've known for nearly 7 years.

The catalyst for this tantrum was not being able to draw a farm animal. I'm fuzzy

on which one, as I was called into action like a commando on call. The writhing on

the floor started first, punctuated by some very nasty verbal atrocities. Add to that

a bit of kicking at the furniture, head banging on the floor with some slamming of

her head with her hand. Ah, then as she seemed to flip all around the kitchen floor

hitting, kicking and biting herself, I did the "basket hold" that is used by the school

for restraint and she tried to bite, kick and hit me. Even though I was behind her

she was biting at me and flapping all around. It took all my strength to hold her as

my friend stood there helpless.

As it escalated, I decided that restraint wasn't working to do anything but add fuel

to the fire, so I carried her up flailing everywhere to her room, where I layed her on

her bed and left the room. She let loose on those blood curdling screams about

hating us, wanting to die, and the like while she whipped toys and whatever else

she could pick up at the walls. Her room has been stripped of dangerous objects,

and I have long since let go of my perfectionist view of how the walls and door

should look in the room. Right now, the damn thing is barely on the hinges.

It's almost cause for bittersweet laughter if you were to see the bright and fun

paint and decor of her room, filled with this rage of an untamed beast as she

screams how much she hates everything and how nothing makes her feel better.

Not the medicine. Not the fish she talked me into getting her. Not the horse she

says she wants that will keep her from killing herself. Nothing.

I came downstairs after struggling up the stairs with her to the look on my friend's

face, hardly shocked, but deeply saddened. After 7 years of hearing what we

struggle with, there it was, right there. And with that, she tried to utter some words,

and out fell the tears. And there we stood, for maybe a minute, with the sounds of

wild, blood curdling screams coming from above from Ellie over the sound of our

happy boys (she has 2 who were playing with Jonah) downstairs,each crying

mournful tears on the other's shoulder.

SUNDAY, DECEMBER 27, 2009
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Divide and Conquer

Today, Ellie woke up sick at the crack of dawn. She had a fever, she was

wheezing, with a rattly sounding cough, and she was covered in excema and

potentially another skin infection. She was whiny in a way that is hard to describe.

Well, at least it wasn't the eggs- it was obviously something else she is coming

down with that caused that tantrum yesterday. That guilt can be shelved for the

day.

By about 10:00 the other kids had had enough of her whining, picking arguments,

hitting and verbal attacks, so like the days of old before the hospitalization, we

divided and I stayed with Ellie and Craig took the others out.

There is in some fashion a relief at being the one who gets to leave, even though

one pays later with the mood of the other parent who has Ellie duty all day. Craig

deserved a "normal" day with the kids so I literally pushed them all out the door

with Ellie's cries of "I want to go" echoing to all. She was making sure they all felt

remorse at leaving her at home.

They went sledding again, Craig getting a taste of the rosey-cheeked kids I

enjoyed not 18 hours before, and the freedom that only flying down a hill on a sled

can give. They went for hot chocolate and lunch with no tantrums. They stopped

at the sporting goods store to look at new sleds and snowboards. They

transitioned multiple times in and out of the car like a normal (single parent)

family. Craig looked like he had his 90 minute "beauty treatment" when he got

home.

Staying with Ellie wasn't so demanding today. She wasn't well, so she layed

around and watched movies most of the day, did a little reading, complained a lot,

and took a long nap after her pediatrician suggested I give her a double dose of

an anxiety medicine that doubles as an antihistamine. She was decidedly much

more tame, though ill at ease in her skin and distraught in a psychotic kind of

way. I couldn't get much food into her, but I'll be damned if I didn't find a way to

make sure that Abilify got into her.

I finished one book and got halfway through another today. I didn't write much as I

find it difficult to write on the days when I am with her. It's the days I can reflect,

when the responsibility of keeping her on this planet is in some other person's

hands, that I get my best writing work done. Some days I just need to watch her.

Today was one of those days. Her behavior is almost always disarming, most

recently even disturbing and some days I find that I almost don't believe it is

happening to my little girl, my family, and my world as it revolves.
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