 SEQ CHAPTER \h \r 1                      An Untold Story of Mental Illness

Hello - my name is Amy.  I grew up in Queens, New York with three siblings.  My Dad owned his own construction company and my mother worked for him.  In her spare time she drank alcohol and they played golf at the country club.  My father was in denial that she was troubled  - acting out  her frustrations on her four children.  By the time I was eleven years old I had developed an eating disorder, i.e. anorexia/bulimia.  My parents did not get me any  treatment but I continued to excel in school and athletics and went on to Columbia University as an undergraduate.  My social life deteriorated and my academic performance suffered as my eating disorder progressed and I developed other psychiatric problems.  My parents got me no help and received no help themselves.  My mother’s drinking continued.  I went on to graduate in 1984 and continued on to Dartmouth’s Tuck Business School.  There I received an MBA in Finance while suffering.  However, I did get brief treatment to help me graduate but again, my academic and social life deteriorated as my psychiatric illnesses progressed.

 After graduation I was hired by a Los Angeles commercial bank and had to resign within a year as my psychiatric issues prevented me from functioning properly in a professional setting.  I took a second job in Chicago but the illnesses worsened and I was briefly hospitalized while being put on disability leave.  Against doctors’ orders, I returned to my  family in New York.  With exposure to my family,  I got seriously ill, anorexic, suicidal and paranoid.  One year and one job later, I was hospitalized at New York/Columbia Presbyterian in White Plains, New York.  I remained in the hospital for one year and was diagnosed with paranoid schizophrenia, depression and an eating disorder.  My doctor probably kept me in the hospital after it was necessary.  The hospital limited my decline but failed to substantially rehabilitate me.  After  “treatment and medication” I returned to work at a low level job for four years.  Subsequently, I moved on to a higher level position in Connecticut but again could not maintain job stability for more than a year.  I was placed on disability and managed to get on a newer, more effective antidepressant and antipsychotic.. 

By year end 1997 I had met and married a psychiatric social worker who, ironically, had more difficult psychiatric issues than I had.  He came from a boundaryless, troubled, anxious and depressed family.  His mother and sister would manipulate him, he would then lose his boundaries and lose contact with reality and develop psychotic anxiety.  As a result, he would blame me for all his problems.  Despite all this,  I became pregnant and delivered a baby boy in July 1999.  The baby developed sensory integration disorder and I engaged the help of an occupational therapist and family therapist/social worker.  When my son was close to four years old I had a second child, a girl.  With the help of the two therapists mentioned, we became an integrated, functional family.  My husband finally got professional help and received  proper antipsychotic, antidepressant and anti anxiety drugs in 2005.  We still had  some stressful times with his suicidal, narcissistic sister, anxious mother and depressed father, but we are all doing well.  I have now been married  nine years and have two beautiful, healthy children ages 3 and 7.  I credit my success to adhering to a strict medication routine, trying my best at all times, functioning at a high level and very intelligent, caring doctors and therapists.  

Now, we continue to work with the terrific family therapist mentioned above.  I get along  well with my parents and siblings and continue to make an effort with my in-laws.  I run my own business part time with two clients.  I give them credit counseling and budget advice.  I am on a local Advisory Board to a non profit center for troubled children.  Also, I was invited down to a major international bank for a program to get stay at home Moms with MBA’s back into the workforce.  The bank offered me a scholarship to return to Dartmouth to upgrade my executive skills and return to work at a high level job.  My husband and children continue to do well under my ministration and care and I have many friends and an active social life.  My life has never been better.   Thank you for listening.  Amy <tulevech@aol.com>

