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			Praise for

			You Are Not Alone

			
			
				“Dena Yohe transparently and compassionately offers God-centered, biblically grounded help and hope to parents in crisis. She shares what she has learned on her journey and reminds every parent that in the midst of the pain, you are not alone.”

				
					—BOB LEPINE, co-host of FamilyLife Today

				

				“Parents of prodigals often wrestle with feelings of profound loneliness and alienation. In her moving account, Dena Yohe offers encouraging reminders that countless other parents have been there too. Her wise and compassionate advice is sure to comfort and uplift many hurting moms and dads.”

				
					—JIM DALY, president of Focus on the Family

				

				“This honest book is full of Dena’s wisdom, experience, and compassion. Her daughter’s story has helped thousands of young people believe that no matter the circumstances they’re not alone and recovery is possible. I have no doubt that Dena’s perspective will do the same for parents.”

				
					—JAMIE TWORKOWSKI, founder of To Write Love on Her Arms and New York Times best-selling author of If You Feel Too Much

				

				“Ms. Yohe’s writing echoes in the deepest chamber of my parent-heart because she teaches me how much parent-love hurts, breaks, then heals, and—ultimately—molds us into people who can be deeply engaged in the Spirit of God. While there is no doubt that I will be using this book in my clinical counseling practice, I can also imagine that there is a hungry and vast readership that has been longing to hear from an author who understands the grit it takes to hope for a better tomorrow. She teaches us parents to ‘starve our fears and feed our faith’ with practical ways to grieve and respond to the difficult issues. What a vital resource!”

				
					—MARY ELLEN MANN, LCSW, president of Last Battle and Mann Counseling Group

				

				“Having a child or family member struggling with things like addiction or depression can lead to so many painful days and hopeless nights. These are often places we feel so alone, but Dena and her family have been there and their words are such a gift. This is not a book of quick fixes but of practical wisdom from someone who has been down those dark roads. Dena (and Reneé) have the unique ability to offer real help with beautiful compassion, for both you and your child. This book is a wonderful resource of direction, clarity, courage, and hope. It will be a wonderful resource of not just steps in coping but also movements toward healing.”

				
					—AARON MOORE, licensed mental health counselor, founder of Solace Counseling, and speaker for To Write Love On Her Arms

				

				“You Are Not Alone is a powerful resource written by a mom who learned how to live through her daughter’s cutting, drug addiction, and depression. Her story gives Christian parents permission to be honest with their anguish, guilt, shame, and fear, but also gives them tools so they don’t get lost in their child’s poor choices. One of the most helpful chapters teaches how parents love their wayward child yet emotionally detach. You will learn to stop enabling, covering, or protecting, and to trust God with your child’s future without forsaking your own.”

				
					—LESLIE VERNICK, LCSW, relationship coach, speaker, and author of The Emotionally Destructive Marriage and The Emotionally Destructive Relationship

				

				“I’ve walked with Dena Yohe through much of her journey with Reneé, and she tells that story so well, so passionately, so gently, so truthfully, so hopefully. You can feel the pain she endured and the fear she survived. Gratefully she lets us in on lessons learned, where to go for help for yourself and your prodigal, and how to hold tight to your child with love and grace. If you love a prodigal, you will be so thankful for this book.”

				
					—JUDY DOUGLASS, office of the president of Cru, founder of Prayer for Prodigals and Worldwide Prodigal Prayer Day, and author of Letters to My Children: Secrets of Success

				

				“The dark years of my son’s heroin addiction and imprisonment changed not only his life but mine as well. In her riveting debut book, You Are Not Alone, Dena Yohe gives us a mother’s powerful perspective on pain and suffering viewed through the lens of God’s sovereignty and purpose—it is healing salve for a wounded heart.”

				
					—ALLISON BOTTKE, best-selling author of Setting Boundaries with Your Adult Children and the Setting Boundaries series
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				The only real tragedy is a life that ends without…hope.

				—Nancy Guthrie, The One Year Book of Hope

			

			Everyone who knew Reneé thought she was doing well. But danger lurks around every corner for recovering addicts who also struggle with mental illness and self-injury, especially in the early years of sobriety. This was my twenty-two-year-old daughter’s situation. By 2009 Reneé had crisscrossed the country for three years to share her inspirational message of hope, but she had never traveled alone—until now. Reneé flew to a new city, then drove herself to a small university for a speaking engagement. That evening she, a gifted communicator, spoke to a group of students and professors. Audiences found her beauty, candor, and eloquence captivating. Amazed at how much she had overcome, many stayed after the presentation to talk with her personally.

			“May I have your autograph?”

			“Would you take a picture with me?”

			“You’re my hero. Your story saved my life.”

			It was both a blessing and a burden.

			Since Reneé’s story had gone around the world and inspired millions (via a nonprofit called To Write Love on Her Arms), this had become a common scene. But she never got used to it. For many who struggle with the same issues—addiction, cutting, mental illness, suicidal tendencies, and the sexual trauma that often accompanies a dangerous lifestyle—Reneé was a significant source of encouragement. To some, she became an idol.

			
			In her pain-filled story, both young and old found what they needed to continue walking out their own stories: hope and courage. Hope to believe things could get better, and courage never to give up fighting for their lives.

			On this night Reneé told her moving story one more time, then hung out afterward to talk with students and faculty as long as she could bear it. Unbeknownst to anyone, her recovery was unraveling. Life had been draining out without being replenished. The battle was raging and she was losing.

			My mother heart was about to be crushed—again.

			
				SHATTERED PEACE

				The phone rang in our bedroom at 3:00 a.m., piercing the peaceful silence of the night. Adrenaline pumped through my veins. Phone calls after midnight were never a good thing.

				My husband, Tom, sleepily answered the phone while I struggled to catch my breath. I tried not to assume the worst, yet somehow I knew. A sense of dread welled within me.

				We’ve been here before. I don’t want to go back. I don’t think I can do this again. It was brutal the first time. I’m not ready, Lord.

				No one ever is.

				“Hello? Reneé, is that you?” I heard Tom say.

				I knew it. I wish I had been wrong. Years of experience had trained my ear to recognize the sound of distress in my husband’s voice.

				“What happened, honey? Where are you? What?” Panic rose in his voice.

				“I can’t understand you. Slow down. Please, Reneé, calm down. Take some deep breaths. You can do it. Panicking won’t help. Now, what did you say?”

				
				There was an uncomfortable pause. I hurried to Tom’s side and sat beside him so I could hear both sides of the conversation.

				“I’m scared, Daddy.” If she’s afraid, it must be bad, I thought.

				“What are you afraid of, honey?” he asked calmly.

				“I can’t get the bleeding to stop!”

				Oh, God, no. I covered my mouth to keep from screaming.

				“And I’ve been drinking.” Crying like a baby, she confessed, “Oh, Daddy, I took too many pills.”

				Letting out a groan, I doubled over. I felt as if I were sobbing deep in my gut, though nothing audible came out of my mouth. Tom began to pace.

				“How many pills did you take, Reneé?”

				She whimpered, “I don’t know! I don’t know!”

				“Where are you?” he asked, on the verge of tears.

				“I’m in my hotel room. I’m on the floor in the bathroom. I’m getting sleepy and there’s so much blood.” She sounded groggy. “I don’t know what to do!”

				Nausea swept over me. I envisioned blood dripping from scarred arms onto pristine tiles.

				Then, in a voice filled with remorse, she said, “Oh, Daddy, I feel so guilty. I don’t want to disappoint all those people who look up to me.”

				“Oh, Reneé, I know you don’t,” Tom reassured. “I understand. It’s really, really hard. I’m so sorry, honey.”

				Don’t worry about them right now. Your life is in danger!

				As I listened, salty tears streamed down my cheeks. Her heart is so beautiful. How can she be so broken?

				Tom said, “But listen to me. No one expected you to be perfect.”

				Not in the beginning, but maybe I had started to. The realization jolted me.

				
				Reneé stammered an unintelligible response.

				Tom continued, “You made a mistake, but you’re going to get back up and begin again. You’re going to be okay. It won’t be easy, but you can do it.”

				Yes. Yes. With God’s help, you can. Hearing the confidence in my husband’s voice increased mine. All I could hear from the receiver was weeping.

				“You’ve come so far, Reneé. Remember, the only way you can fail is to give up.”

				“I won’t give up, Daddy. I won’t.”

				I wanted to believe her with all my heart.

				“Okay, now you’ve got to listen to me closely and do exactly what I tell you. Don’t hang up, but put your cell phone down. Grab some towels and wrap up your arms. Then go find the hotel phone in your room and call the front desk. Tell them it’s an emergency. Then come right back to your phone in the bathroom. I’ll be waiting here for you. Go do it right now.”

				Oh, my precious princess, hurry back to your phone. Don’t go too far away. Daddy and I will be waiting for you.

				I rocked back and forth as I sat on the side of our bed in the darkness, shaking and praying.

				We waited. Not knowing how severe her wounds were or how much danger she was in was pure torture.

				Finally, we heard her weak voice on the phone again. Tom and I let out a collective sigh of relief. Thank God. Help was on the way.

				“Good job, sweetheart. I’ll stay here with you and keep talking until help arrives. I know you’re scared. I understand how much you hate hospitals and psych wards, but your life may be at stake.”

				Please let them get there in time. We didn’t even know the name of the hotel or we would have called for help ourselves. I beg You, God, please save my child.

				
				The next words I heard from Reneé stunned me. “Are you mad at me, Daddy? I didn’t mean to hurt you and Mom like this.”

				Dear God, help me.

				Tom shook his head as he almost shouted, emphasizing each word, “Oh, no, Reneé! No. We’re not mad. We hurt for you. It breaks our hearts to see you in so much pain. We love you. We’ll always be here for you!”

				Her next question broke me wide open. “Can you forgive me? Can you and Mom ever forgive me?”

				Falling to his knees, Tom choked, “Yes, of course we forgive you, Reneé. You don’t ever have to wonder about that. We love you no matter what. We’ve always told you there’s nothing you could do that would make us love you any more or any less. Nothing will ever change that. Nothing.”

			

			
				WHERE IT ALL BEGAN

				Ten years before, I noticed the early warning signs of trouble, but I didn’t know what they meant—or I didn’t want to know. When Reneé was twelve she cut herself the first time and began to show symptoms of depression.

				Little did I know she had a problem that would become serious and life threatening.

				Or where this journey would lead.

				Or how much pain it would bring.

				I never could have imagined my daughter’s gradual, bumpy recovery from substance abuse and other life-altering issues. I never dreamed her story would be the beginning of an international nonprofit called To Write Love on Her Arms (TWLOHA.com), bringing hope to millions of hurting men and women all over the world.

				Little did I know how her life would change mine.

				But this is not Reneé’s story. That is for her to tell. This is my story—my perspective as a mother who learned to cope with deep pain, a mom who learned to let go of broken dreams and discover new ones.

				
				I’m not the only one. Countless parents struggle as I have—and maybe you have too. We wrestle with the same feelings of denial, shock, disappointment, hurt, anger, fear, and loss. Most of all, we don’t want anyone to know. We tend to suffer alone. Lacking support and feeling devoid of hope, we struggle in isolation. And our heartache intensifies.

			

			
				LESSENING THE HEARTACHE

				Let’s pause for a moment. I want to clarify that this is not a how-to-change-or-fix-your-child book. I have no strategies for guaranteed success. No tips to avoid trouble. I can’t tell you how to do that.

				But, parent, you are my focus. Lending you a hand as you try to cope with what might be the most excruciating experiences of your life is the whole point. My goal is to share what helped me, what got me through my darkest days, not knowing how the future would unfold.

				Friend, fellow parent, when we’re willing to be honest, to share our pain with other hurting parents and hear others’ stories, something unexpected happens. A mysterious exchange takes place. Our discouragement lessens and we find the strength we lacked. We let go of despair and unearth fresh comfort, even community. We find the courage to press on.

				And then, at last, we realize we aren’t alone. We can make it—together. If I’m able to continue my journey without knowing how it will end, then maybe you can too. I may not know the future for my child, but I know Who holds it. I can trust God with all my tomorrows and all of Reneé’s. With His help, you and I can find strength and comfort to carry us through our worst times.

				Again, I can’t tell you how to keep your child from making mistakes. But I can encourage and equip you with facts, tools, and resources. I can show you—weary, worn-out Mom or Dad—you can survive this nightmare. Not only that, I’m confident that one day, somehow, you can thrive again.

				
				“Impossible,” you say. “How can you make such a ludicrous statement?” I can tell you how: personal experience, from the core of my belief and the foundation of my hope, based on the words of Jesus, “With man this is impossible, but with God all things are possible” (Matthew 19:26). These are the very things I want to unpack in the chapters that follow.

				It’s my prayer that in the pages ahead you’ll find new hope and come to believe you can thrive again. I’ll share my honest journey, including mistakes made, eye-opening discoveries, and ways to cope that you might not have thought of. You’ll read about the truths God showed me and the steps I took that made all the difference. You’ll find resources and hear from experts and from fellow parents on a similar path. Reneé will also offer her insights where appropriate, providing a once-troubled child’s viewpoint. They’re things she wants you to know. I wish I had known them years ago. And each chapter will end with scriptures that helped me. I hope they’ll help you too.

				

				Scripture That Helps

				Lean on, trust in, and be confident in the Lord with all your heart and mind and do not rely on your own insight or understanding. In all your ways know, recognize, and acknowledge Him, and He will direct and make straight and plain your paths. (Proverbs 3:5–6, AMPC)
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				An expectation is a premeditated resentment.

				—Al-Anon

			

			When our issues with Reneé began, I thought back to when I first became a mother. At the seasoned age of thirty I had felt ready to be a mom. But as Reneé grew up, it became more of a challenge than I could have imagined—much more. This was not how I imagined my parenting journey would go. How could being a mom be so painful? It was bewildering.

			Maybe you relate. In the beginning I was full of starry-eyed goals, high hopes, and beautiful dreams. Being a mother is going to be the best part of my life, I thought. Every day would be a delightful, making-wonderful-memories experience, right? Sure, we would encounter some bumps along the way. But with plenty of love, biblical wisdom, healthy boundaries, reasonable consequences, gentle-but-firm teaching, and lots of prayer, we’d all be fine. We’d end up a close, affectionate family who celebrated one another’s successes, supported one another in our hard times, enjoyed being together, were able to trust one another at all times, and helped one another in ways that mattered. Right?

			Are you laughing? Who thinks things will be good all the time while raising children? I did, for one.

			
			What a surprise I was in for. My ideals were more fantasy than reality, especially with our middle child, Reneé. Michael, my firstborn, was four years older, and April was two years younger than Reneé. While they had a few bumps in the road growing up, both were easy to raise. They were peacemakers and eager to please, responsive to boundaries and wonderfully obedient. But with Reneé there would be plenty of frustrations and unfulfilled expectations. There would be enough hurt to fill an entire bookshelf. In our first troubled days of her toddlerhood, we knew challenging years were ahead. By the time she was twelve, we began to experience more problems. I thought, These things only happen to other people. Not to me. Not to my child. I’m a good mother. Haven’t I done it all right?

			When Reneé’s problems refused to be easily or quickly resolved, finally I had to admit that the experience was going to affect me for the rest of my life. I didn’t like that. But I’ve come to accept it.

			It’s taken more than ten years to become emotionally and spiritually healthy. I’m still working on it. It’s a slow process.

			Maybe you know exactly what I’m talking about. Has parenting taken you on an unexpected journey with more anguish than you thought possible? If so, hang on. I’ve learned some things that will help you endure and, as I mentioned in chapter 1, even thrive despite the pain you’re in. And I’m ready to share them with you.

			
				THE BEAUTY OF ACCEPTANCE

				How well people cope with trials and troubles—anything outside of their control—depends on how well they accept life’s disappointments. Merriam-Webster defines accept as “to agree to receive whether willingly or reluctantly; to put up with (something painful or difficult)” In my opinion, the last phrase nails it.

				Initially I was not willing to deal with the scenario we faced. Feelings of resentment fought against my ability to accept my situation. I thought I’d been given a raw deal. How many times did I want to shout, “It’s not fair!”? Have you said this too? After all, against our will, we were thrown into a gigantic mess by the choices and behaviors of our children. Because of my daughter’s struggles, I found myself in a foreign environment I knew nothing about: a world of addiction, rehab programs, self-injury, mental illness, and more. I had no idea what to do for her or for me. As a parent, I thought I was supposed to know how to help her and keep her safe. Feeling helpless was so unexpected. It felt terrible.

				
				In my desperation I sought ways to relieve the stress, even a little bit, and stumbled across some good tools. You can try these yourself and see if they help you accept your child’s situation and energize you for coping.

			

			
				Get Educated

				One way I found the willingness to tolerate this utterly difficult and most unpleasant situation with my daughter was to educate myself on her issues. I read everything I could get my hands on to learn about Reneé’s substance abuse, self-harm, and so forth.

				Ignorance was my downfall. In an attempt to change that, I attended a class to understand more about mental health issues. Learning about the problems she struggled with equipped me to face reality better. The Internet, books, experienced parents, counselors, and support groups like Al-Anon were also a huge help. Becoming informed empowered me, lowered my stress, lessened my fears, and increased my understanding of what was happening. I grew stronger and felt more capable when I faced difficult situations.

				I recommend that you, too, empower yourself through education on the issues. Because I know how overwhelming this can be, I’ve included a reading and resources list at the back of the book as a place to begin.

			

			
				Adjust Your Expectations

				Living through my worst nightmares changed me. Quite honestly, I’ll never be the same. I have to accept that. If I can’t, then I’m setting myself up for bigger problems. I had to adjust my expectations of God, myself, my children, my family, my friends, and life in general. I adjusted by identifying my expectations and hopes and lowering them. Instead of expecting God to keep bad things from happening to my daughter, I learned to trust Him with what I couldn’t understand. Instead of expecting myself to be the perfect mom, I accepted that I wasn’t, but that was okay. I knew I was doing the best I could. Instead of expecting my children to embrace my beliefs or do what I wanted (like get a college degree), I accepted that they were free to make their own choices. My goals and values couldn’t be forced on them. Instead of expecting my husband or my friends to satisfy my longings in our relationships and understand my needs, I accepted that no human being could fully do that. They did their best, but we all let each other down at times. No one but God is perfect. Only He could satisfy me. And instead of expecting life to be fair, I accepted that sometimes it isn’t. That’s how things are. But God is good, and He uses all things to accomplish His purposes. Doing these things relieved a lot of pressure and lowered my stress level.

				
				How did I reform my expectations? I listened to the wisdom of recovering addicts, other moms and dads with struggling kids, various professionals, and people living well with mental illness. I learned so much from them. I met many of them at conferences and in classes and recovery support groups for hurting parents. I read some of their stories in books that were recommended and listened to a great radio program called New Life Live led by several counselors and psychologists.

				I also left guilt, embarrassment, and shame at the door.

				I abandoned guilt when I stopped blaming myself and finally accepted the truth that my daughter’s problems weren’t my fault. At one of the first Al-Anon meetings I attended, the leader told us we needed to refuse this emotion. He said it was wasted energy and that our loved ones made their own choices, thus it didn’t make any difference how good or bad of a parent we had been. Nothing we did or didn’t do was a sufficient excuse for their destructive choices. Mental health issues aren’t our fault, either. We didn’t choose that for them. Heredity is beyond our control. It is what it is, as a dear friend of mine likes to say. Wallowing in guilt only makes us worse off. It helps no one.

				
				I abandoned embarrassment when I met more and more parents—great parents, godly parents, much-better-than-I parents—in the same boat (or worse) and realized I wasn’t the only one. When I saw how they were willing to be honest with what they were going through, it encouraged me to do the same. Setting aside my pride allowed me to find courage and strength from their example. If they could be vulnerable, then so could I. Then my daughter’s story became very public, and this helped. There was no need to hide anymore. Everything was out in the open. It turned out to be a blessing in disguise.

				I abandoned shame when I remembered that God is the perfect parent to billions of wayward, troubled sons and daughters who are disobedient, disrespectful, disloyal, and disappointing—beginning with His first two (Adam and Eve), who completely broke His heart and shattered His dreams. I’m in good company. What is there to be ashamed of anymore?

				I encourage you to join me. It’s humbling, yes, but abandoning guilt, embarrassment, and shame facilitates moving forward in a healthy way.

			

			
				Adjust Your Mind-Set

				Another way I found acceptance was to think of this experience as a race. Distance runners are willing to do whatever it takes to cross the finish line. They know it will demand every ounce of courage, strength, and endurance they’ve got. They consent to the process. It may be extremely difficult, but they accept the challenge. As a parent, can you accept the challenge before you? You’ve probably heard the phrase, “This isn’t a sprint; it’s a marathon.” There’s a lot of truth to that. I didn’t understand this in the beginning. That’s another adjustment I made: realizing this journey might not be over quickly. How I hoped it would, but lowering expectations helped me to be more patient with the process, especially when we experienced setbacks. After all, most of us don’t change overnight, do we? I don’t. It takes time, effort, falling down, and getting up—repeatedly.

				
				Here are some healthy mind-sets I adopted. I encourage you to embrace them:

				
					• I can walk this path only one day at a time. It can’t be rushed.

					• I must not dwell on the past or regret it. It can’t be changed.

					• I must not live in fear or dread of the future. It can’t be controlled.

				

				I know that if I am able to do this, you can too.

				It still breaks my heart that we didn’t know about Reneé’s private struggles when they first started, when she was a young child. She was a preteen when they became noticeable. We would’ve gotten her help sooner instead of waiting until she was seventeen, when more serious problems had developed. Would it have made a difference? No one knows. Would it have altered some of our decisions? Maybe. But we can’t redo the past. We have to let go of regrets.

				We have to accept what we can’t change. We have to forgive ourselves and move forward, not dreading the future. We can’t change that, either. But God is in the past, the present, and the future. We can leave it all with Him.

			

			
				TRUTH IS YOUR FRIEND

				There are three things I wish I had learned sooner in my parenting marathon. Once I heard them at a conference for hurting parents, they were like medicine for my sickened heart. I want you to hear them sooner rather than later.

				
					 1. You are not alone. We need to repeat these words to ourselves until we believe them. This desperate situation isn’t happening just to you and your family. You’re in good company! There are thousands, if not millions, of parents all over the world who suffer with children in turmoil.

					
					 2. You are not a bad parent. Although you weren’t and aren’t perfect, no one is—and that’s not your fault. Children have free will to make their own choices. Some of their troubles are genetic, such as mental illness or the propensity for alcoholism.

					 3. You are going to be okay. You will get through this. You can learn to let go and be at peace with unthinkable circumstances. You can! Joy will return, even if your child never does. You can find new purpose, new dreams and goals, and enjoy life again.

				

				Let out a deep sigh of relief. Whew. These three statements might be the best things you’ve heard in a long time. Take a minute right now to write them on an index card or a piece of paper. Put it someplace where you’ll see it often.

			

			
				GET SOME COMMUNITY

				As a hurting parent, you may be asking, “What did I do wrong? How could God let this happen? How will I survive? Where can I find help? Is there any hope?” Providing answers to these questions is the heart of this book.

				Remember, you’re in a long-distance run. You may have no clue what mile you’re on. At times you think you catch a glimpse of the finish line just around the next corner, but it’s elusive. You can’t quite get there.

				If you’re running alone, I have a suggestion. Don’t.

				Remember Dorothy in The Wizard of Oz? She found herself on an unexpected journey with no one except her dog. Then she made a few new friends who were all looking for solutions to their needs. What did they do? They locked arms as they traveled the yellow brick road and encountered its hazards together. As a group, they pressed on toward the Emerald City.

				Alone, they were overwhelmed; they succumbed to their fears and obstacles. But when they came together, they found the courage and strength they needed to keep going. They became a healing community, sharing common pain and goals.

				
				In community we can find the encouragement we need to finish the race by doing the hard things we could never attempt on our own: get up to speed on the issues our children are facing, modify our expectations, alter our mind-sets, grasp vital truths about who we are, and find some fellow parents to travel with. Please reach out for help from others who understand. Don’t run this marathon alone. Side by side we can finish our race. If I can keep running, then you can too, even if it’s uphill all the way.

				We can do it—together.

				

				Scripture That Helps

				Let us run with perseverance the race marked out for us, fixing our eyes on Jesus. (Hebrews 12:1–2)

				The LORD is my shepherd, I lack nothing. He makes me lie down in green pastures, he leads me beside quiet waters, he refreshes my soul. He guides me along the right paths for his name’s sake. Even though I walk through the darkest valley, I will fear no evil, for you are with me; your rod and your staff, they comfort me….Surely your goodness and love will follow me all the days of my life, and I will dwell in the house of the LORD forever. (Psalm 23:1–4, 6)

			

		

	
		
		
			
			
				
					[image: 3 Disappointment]
				

			

			
				No one is exempt from tragedy or disappointment—God himself was not exempt. Jesus offered no immunity, no way out of the unfairness, but rather a way through it to the other side.

				—Philip Yancey, Disappointment with God

			

			In an attempt to understand Reneé’s behaviors, many have asked about her early years.

			“What was her childhood like?”

			“How would you describe your parenting style?”

			“What do you think you did wrong?”

			Ouch. That hurt, but I wondered too.

			As loving, conscientious parents, Tom and I wanted to find an explanation for why things turned out the way they did. Dealing with well-meaning questions was difficult because we guessed what some people were thinking—and maybe they were right.

			What in the world did you do to her?

			Was there hidden dysfunction in your home?

			Did you have too many rules? Too few?

			Did you overindulge, deprive, or abuse your daughter?

			What kind of trauma did she experience in her childhood? There must have been something.

			All of their unspoken questions implied guilt and blame. It had to be something we did—or didn’t do. Was that true? When people start offering hurtful explanations for your child’s problems, implying it’s somehow your fault, give yourself permission to end the conversation and walk away. Don’t argue with them or waste your time and energy defending yourself. I remember when a relative asked us what we thought we did wrong that Reneé turned out like she did. “Didn

			
			
			
			
				DREAMS OF BECOMING A MOM

				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
			

			
				“WHO ARE YOU MAD AT?”

				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
					
				

				
				
				
				
				
				
			

			
				SECRET, SILENT PAIN MAKES US SICK

				
				
				
				
				
				

				Scripture That Helps

				
			

		

	
		
		
			
			To Tom, my loving, faithful, supportive husband. You believed in this book so much that you allowed yourself to be neglected many days and nights. You walked this journey by my side with incredible amounts of understanding and patience. You’re my greatest cheerleader. I’m honored to share our story and what we’ve learned along the way. Thank you for trusting me with it.
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