Denise Pascoe’s Recovery Story (May, 2010)

My name is Denise.  I don’t believe that I have one thing that triggered my mental problems.  At the age of 3, my parents divorced.  I got to see my father, but not as often as I would have liked.  At the age of 8, my mother remarried.  And this is when my issues started.  In the beginning, I didn’t like the man that my mom married.  (Although today, I consider him to be my dad, as he has always been there).  Growing up, I had to watch my step-father be very abusive to my mother. (Physically and Mentally)  Of course, he was abusive to me and my older sister as well.  He took punishment to a level that it shouldn’t be taken too, especially on kids.  (Adults don’t need it either).  My parents took a trip to Utah, as my step-father was going to be working out there.  My sister and I got left with an Aunt and Uncle, (on the step side of the family).  This happened when I was 9, and while we were in the care of the Aunt and Uncle, I was molested by him.  Several times over the week that we spent with them.  I held onto that information until I was at the age of 25.  And that is when I shocked the family by disclosing this information.  At the age of 21, I was hospitalized for being suicidal with a bad case of Bi-Polar Depression.  I spent 8 days in the hospital, until I was able to open up and talk to someone.  And that was when I was first put on medication.  
I have 2 kids, but 2 different men.  I have had 3 failed marriages.  My first marriage failed as he put a gun to my head.  My second marriage…..I don’t know what happened, but we left the marriage still talking.  And my third husband, he was a control freak and wouldn’t let me out of his sight.  I have been single now for 5 years.  My kids are teens and out on their own.  So I am currently fighting a battle of being alone.  This past February, it got worse when I let my medication run out.  I don’t have insurance and I thought that I would be ok without going to a doctor.  I got proved wrong.  I slipped slowly into a depression that was horrible for me.  I lost 20 pounds in a month, and all I did was sleep, as I wasn’t working at that time.  I was all alone, and had several days with thoughts of suicide again.  (I am very grateful that it was only thoughts, as I think about what my teenagers would have to go through without me).  
In March of this year, I was hired by the Pine Avenue Drop In Center.  It was a god send for me.  Because I found this place, that I was going to be employed at, that I was able to fit in and everyone around me had their own struggles in life, and I knew that I wasn’t alone!  I have since been to a doctor and gotten on some new medication that is helping me in ways, that 3 months ago, I would have thought impossible.  And right now I am content with life.  I am still alone, but I feel that there is a reason for that.  I have a family that loves me, kids that adore me and the best job and coworkers that anyone could ever hope for.  I feel that I have had a rough life, but with the help of all of the above and bringing God into my life, I am on the road to recovery.  And that is all that I can ask for.
