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Why, oh why, does my heart ache so!

It's been 14 years and I still can't understand what went so dreadfully wrong. Was it really my fault?

Sometimes it helps to write things down, when I've done that I feel vindicated. But the pain comes back and makes me feel sick. Not physical pain more mental anguish.

Stress I should stay away from because Multiple Sclerosis is progressive and taking its toll on my body.

My husband does everything in his power to make my life stress free, and yet I lay awake night after night, year after year trying to work out where and when I went so wrong!

Going back a bit I'll try and explain...

I knocked on my daughter's front door, not looking forward to the confrontation I was about to have with her partner. I had asked for a meeting, I knew I was disliked by this man but wanted to clear the air for Susan's sake as much as my own. I also didn't like the way he talked to my daughter so felt the need to bring that up if possible!

I hate confrontation, always have, but to me it's natural to want the best for your child however old he/she is.

Susan opened the front door and invited me in:

"I'm sorry mum but Jimmy is still in bed, he said he wants you to come back another day?"

I had driven a fair distance so said in what I hoped was a calm voice,

"No! I'm here now so I'll wait!"

Not happy, Jimmy came into the living room. He started pacing and I felt uncomfortable, so spoke first by saying,

"Please have a seat."

The idea that I was taking charge in this situation showed on his face.

He had ADHD, needed anger management classes and after about half an hour of him shouting at me I left the house. I think I gave as good as I received without raising my voice.

My hands were shaking so much I could not get my key into the lock of my car. Susan took them from me and opened the door. I hugged her and said;

"As long as you're happy that's all that I ask!"

I drove home in tears of frustration feeling totally drained and it had all been such a waste of time.

The phone was ringing as I entered my house, it was my daughter. 

"Mum, can you come back? You didn't give him a chance!" "What!!!!"

Things went from bad to worse and I had less contact with Susan over the next few months because, "I was the bad guy!"

I could not discuss Susan with Mandy; she didn't want to be in the middle.
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I was dealt another blow this time from my eldest daughter Mandy.

She was getting married. She had two beautiful children, was very happy with her partner but wanted the big white wedding. I can't blame her for that, most girls’ dream of one day being married in white.

Susan was to be one of her bridesmaids. Jimmy was the groom’s best mate so he'd be there.

A few days before the big day Mandy stopped answering my calls! I kept leaving messages saying "Please talk to me. What's happening? Please don't do this. Don't you want us to come? Please, Mandy, phone me back!" She never did!

Putting the pieces together I'm convinced it was a decision that my daughter would not have made. 

The morning of the wedding I was distraught, my husband and stepfather to my girls decided if we weren't welcome we wouldn't go. I agreed. 

My beautiful Mandy, who had always been so close, for some unknown reason didn't want us on what was supposed to be the best day of her life. It was the worst day of mine.

It is amazing how grief can affect you. Both my husband and I were so hurt that we wanted to run away. Neither of us could come to terms with what was happening. We believed we had done everything possible over the years for both girls.

We sold off a lot of possessions. Our adored animals were found new homes. (That I will never ever forgive myself for.) We rented our lovely house to a young family and bought a one way flight to England. 

My memory is fading a bit but somewhere along the line Mandy and I had contact before we left. 

Susan was upset that I hadn't told her I was leaving: The fact being we didn't have contact and I didn't think she'd want to know. I can see now that was a mistake on my part!

It was a very long flight made longer by the continuing confusion going on in my head. 

Getting away seemed a good idea at the time but I was a mess mentally and physically.

In fact, I was suicidal and remember going for a walk alone one evening after having a silly disagreement with my mother-in-law. Unfortunately we were staying with her for a few weeks until the purchase of our new house went through, just before Christmas.

I'd walked down to the river and stood alone crying over my situation...

What could I have done that was so terrible for them both to turn on me?

I'd stayed married to their father for ten years and that was an abusive relationship.

I'd worked night shifts for 12 years after my divorce to earn good money, for them as much as for myself. I'd never received a penny in child support from their father. Taking him to court wasn't an option. They were my girls, I would look after them. Stupid l know. 

My daughters never knew and never will know the abuse I went through with him. 

When he died of cancer a few years ago he left them nothing in his will.

Now he has been put on a pedestal and photographs are on display in Mandy's home. A candle is burnt once a year to remember him: That is fine with me, he was their dad after all.

I was lucky to meet my second husband who was amazing with my girls. Nothing was too much trouble for him considering the fact he was a single man. He took on a ready-made family, knowing I didn't want any more children. That must have been very hard for him...

Now here I stood distraught, staring into the dark water wanting to end my life.

There were a few people walking on this cold evening and I wondered, if I were to jump in would anybody see me? Would I be rescued and have to look into my husband's eyes and see the pain I've caused? I thought of what I'd put him through if I took my life.

How could I do that to him! His father had taken his own life and that had been devastating.

What about my girls? Jimmy would probably say to Susan "I told you she was unstable!" Susan would surely agree.

I thought of so many things but kept coming back to "My Geezer." How lucky I was to have such an amazing, caring husband. He had no idea I wasn't coping. He was working hard and I was putting on a brave face each and every day.

I turned around and went back to the tiny room we were staying in. It was a guest room at the home where my mother in law lived.

Of course, my husband had to work. I couldn't, I have disabilities due to Multiple Sclerosis. This meant I was alone with my despair during the day.

Early one morning there was a knock at the door and my mother in law called to me. I couldn't or wouldn't answer, sending her into a panic. I lay on the bed in darkness with the curtains drawn feeling lower than I'd ever felt before. I wanted to go home to my girls but they weren't my girls anymore. They belonged to someone else. I say belonged as they both had men that were not good enough in my eyes.

Finally I managed to get to the door and open it. Also standing waiting to come in was a doctor. He assumed it was an MS episode and prescribed a course of steroids. Stress is one of the main factors in a relapse but this was despair!

A day or two later I went for a walk to the Terrace Gardens. Such a beautiful place! This is where I grew up.

I heard the sound of horses behind me and turned to see an amazing sight.

Two black horses pulled a coach, carrying a Bride and Groom. As they passed me on their way to the park they waved. I smiled, waved and burst into tears wanting to collapse in a heap. Oh what a state to allow myself to get in. So low!

I walked down the hill to the beautiful St Mathias church. Hoping for some sort of comfort. Unusual for me as I am a non-believer.

I opened the large wooden door and walked in. How it had changed from the days of my youth. Also, I had married my first husband here. Big white wedding with a choir. Beautiful stained glass windows.

I looked around. A few ladies having what looked like a coffee morning. Not one person approached me. I don't even remember seeing pews to sit on. I stood bewildered for a while before turning and walking away. No helping hand, no forgiveness for any sins I'd committed. What did I expect? Comfort!

It was up to me to stop wallowing in self-pity.

We were able to purchase a lovely little house that was in need of a lot of work. Luckily we were able to move in just before Christmas and my husband worked on renovating as well as a full time job.

Two years passed and I tried very hard to pull myself together. My health was suffering. I've always been quite a strong person and didn't like the misery I'd become. Always emotional! I would say to myself "For God sake get a grip! The girls are getting on with their lives and probably don't give me a second thought!"

I couldn't find a switch in my head to turn my nightmare off. I tried everything I'd been told about self- hypnosis and relaxation. Putting those nagging thoughts into an imaginary box and locking it. But I needed more practice. Those thoughts kept escaping from the so called "Locked Box!"

What on earth am I doing here? What mistakes did I or we make? I never found those answers. Would I ever discover the root of this dreadful riddle?

I'm sure the reason I kept going for those two years was because, my husband was happy. He enjoyed his job and was close to his family again. We'd been living on the other side of the world away from them all.

I had old friends that came to see me, a nice house with its tiny manageable garden, but I longed to be back in a warm climate in my big house, beautiful garden and very dear friends. Not to mention my girls!

An email from Mandy told me Susan was having a baby!

The house fully renovated we sold up, said our goodbyes and got on a flight back to Australia.

My heart ached to be back in the same country as my girls. Hopefully things would be different now.
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