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Carrie is heartbroken when she is diagnosed with a mental disorder. A short time later, she

comes to realize that all three of her boys have Aspergers and Autism. Feeling overwhelmed,

Carrie looks to the Lord for guidance as she finds solutions to the challenges that must be

faced.Carrie and her husband learn to take one day at a time as they deal with their boys

hyperactivity, temper tantrums, and judgement from others. There are also trials with jobs,

friends, and even social workers, but then, there are the joys and laughter too.This mom comes

to see her boys smartness and hidden strengths. She also learns to be thankful, to face her

own fears, and that through it all, there is a loving, dependable God who would not leave her

side.
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Called HopeWho do you run to in times of trouble?by Tammie DunnPrinted in the United

States of America.9781498431842All rights reserved solely by the author. The author

guarantees all contents are original and do not infringe upon the legal rights of any other

person or work. No part of this book may be reproduced in any form without the permission of

the author. The views expressed in this book are not necessarily those of the

publisher.Scripture quotations taken from the New Revised Standard Version (NRSV).

Copyright © 1989 the Division of Christian Education of the National Council of the Churches

of Christ in the United States of America.www.xulonpress.comWhy I wrote this bookAs I

researched and talked to people, I really began to see a need to write this book. After all, with

so many people and families going through these same issues, I wanted to tell my story with

hopes that it could help others who are going through the same kinds of problems.Many times

throughout the writing of my book, I have asked myself the same question: Do I really want to

write about THIS? But I knew the answer. Yes, because if monsters exist in the dark, so to

speak, then perhaps shining some light on a difficult subject and giving it a voice would bring

about help, hope, and healing.I did not write this book to expose myself or my family. My

family’s names have all been changed. In fact, almost all the names in my book have been

changed for everyone’s own protection.The events of my story are all true with only slight

variation of certain situations. The variations are mostly because, although my memory is

good, some of these events happened many years ago, so minor details might be a little fuzzy.

Writing this book was therapeutic for me in some ways, and for my husband and I, it was a trip

down memory lane. “Can you believe we actually went through THAT?” we asked each other

as I would read the chapters out loud to him.I really think that each of us has our own story to

tell and something to give others by telling it. If I had diabetes, heart disease, or cancer, I would

write about that, but this is simply what God gave me to write about. Autism and mental health

issues affect so many. In the case of mental illnesses, some people may have one and not

even know it (especially if it is not a serious one) and then there are others who know, but

would never admit to it or want to speak of it at all. That’s okay. Everyone handles these

problems differently.I choose to speak out. It takes courage to speak out, and I believe it is a

courage God can use to make a difference.
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wrote this bookAs I researched and talked to people, I really began to see a need to write this

book. After all, with so many people and families going through these same issues, I wanted to

tell my story with hopes that it could help others who are going through the same kinds of

problems.Many times throughout the writing of my book, I have asked myself the same

question: Do I really want to write about THIS? But I knew the answer. Yes, because if

monsters exist in the dark, so to speak, then perhaps shining some light on a difficult subject

and giving it a voice would bring about help, hope, and healing.I did not write this book to

expose myself or my family. My family’s names have all been changed. In fact, almost all the

names in my book have been changed for everyone’s own protection.The events of my story

are all true with only slight variation of certain situations. The variations are mostly because,

although my memory is good, some of these events happened many years ago, so minor

details might be a little fuzzy. Writing this book was therapeutic for me in some ways, and for

my husband and I, it was a trip down memory lane. “Can you believe we actually went through

THAT?” we asked each other as I would read the chapters out loud to him.I really think that

each of us has our own story to tell and something to give others by telling it. If I had diabetes,

heart disease, or cancer, I would write about that, but this is simply what God gave me to write

about. Autism and mental health issues affect so many. In the case of mental illnesses, some

people may have one and not even know it (especially if it is not a serious one) and then there

are others who know, but would never admit to it or want to speak of it at all. That’s okay.

Everyone handles these problems differently.I choose to speak out. It takes courage to speak

out, and I believe it is a courage God can use to make a difference.My hope is that those with

Autism and those with mental disorders can be accepted and valued members of society. My

hope is to educate others about Autism and mental disorders so people will be more

compassionate and understanding. My hope is that I can help (even in a small way) the ones

who are hurting or suffering.Above all, my hope is for healing- healing of individuals and the

healing of families. Please know that God loves you! He cares about what you are going

through. Keep trying, one day at a time. Never give up hope!I want to thank God, most of all, for

all of my blessings and for allowing me to write this book. I also want to thank my family and

friends, who have been so supportive of my writing. Thank you!CHAPTER ONEA shadow

moves inIt was a happy time for me and for my family, my growing family. The doctor had just

announced that we were having twins! We were having two boys and now, along with our two

and a half year old son, Jason, our family would soon be complete.My husband, Jim, almost

fell over when he heard the news. He was a twin himself and now history seemed to be

repeating itself. I walked out of the hospital beaming, picturing two of everything and thanking

God for the wonderful blessing He had brought into our lives.I kept looking down at my

protruding tummy and talking to my two unborn miracles. No wonder I was growing bigger

quickly. At least now the morning sickness was over. I was sure the months ahead would be

easier.“I can hardly wait to tell my family,” I said happily on the way home.“I just hope we can

afford it,” said Jim.As the days passed and after my first elation subsided, I began to face the

usual questions so typical of mothers of twins. How was I going to handle two babies plus give

enough attention to my other son? How would I get enough sleep? Would I keep them on the

same schedule? What about feedings, going places, and all those diaper changes...and would

we be able to afford all those diapers?In spite of my concerns, I remained positive. God will see

us through, I told myself whenever my worries would pile up. After all, this was Gods plan.A

friend gave me a book about raising twins that I eagerly began reading. I absolutely love

reading! What else could relax me so much and occupy my mind so completely? I read as

often as I could to learn new things or just for my own enjoyment.A few nights after the doctor



told us we were having twins, I lie awake in the recliner reading my “Raising Twins” book. It

became later and later, but I dreaded getting up and getting ready for bed. This was because

“getting ready” for me meant checking the entire house before I even set foot into bed.

Sometimes I would get into bed only to think of something else that I forgot to check or maybe

something I should get up to check on again...just in case.
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heart disease, or cancer, I would write about that, but this is simply what God gave me to write
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people may have one and not even know it (especially if it is not a serious one) and then there

are others who know, but would never admit to it or want to speak of it at all. That’s okay.

Everyone handles these problems differently.I choose to speak out. It takes courage to speak

out, and I believe it is a courage God can use to make a difference.My hope is that those with

Autism and those with mental disorders can be accepted and valued members of society. My

hope is to educate others about Autism and mental disorders so people will be more

compassionate and understanding. My hope is that I can help (even in a small way) the ones

who are hurting or suffering.Above all, my hope is for healing- healing of individuals and the

healing of families. Please know that God loves you! He cares about what you are going

through. Keep trying, one day at a time. Never give up hope!I want to thank God, most of all, for

all of my blessings and for allowing me to write this book. I also want to thank my family and

friends, who have been so supportive of my writing. Thank you!CHAPTER ONEA shadow

moves inIt was a happy time for me and for my family, my growing family. The doctor had just

announced that we were having twins! We were having two boys and now, along with our two

and a half year old son, Jason, our family would soon be complete.My husband, Jim, almost

fell over when he heard the news. He was a twin himself and now history seemed to be



repeating itself. I walked out of the hospital beaming, picturing two of everything and thanking

God for the wonderful blessing He had brought into our lives.I kept looking down at my

protruding tummy and talking to my two unborn miracles. No wonder I was growing bigger

quickly. At least now the morning sickness was over. I was sure the months ahead would be

easier.“I can hardly wait to tell my family,” I said happily on the way home.“I just hope we can

afford it,” said Jim.As the days passed and after my first elation subsided, I began to face the

usual questions so typical of mothers of twins. How was I going to handle two babies plus give

enough attention to my other son? How would I get enough sleep? Would I keep them on the

same schedule? What about feedings, going places, and all those diaper changes...and would

we be able to afford all those diapers?In spite of my concerns, I remained positive. God will see

us through, I told myself whenever my worries would pile up. After all, this was Gods plan.A

friend gave me a book about raising twins that I eagerly began reading. I absolutely love

reading! What else could relax me so much and occupy my mind so completely? I read as

often as I could to learn new things or just for my own enjoyment.A few nights after the doctor

told us we were having twins, I lie awake in the recliner reading my “Raising Twins” book. It

became later and later, but I dreaded getting up and getting ready for bed. This was because

“getting ready” for me meant checking the entire house before I even set foot into bed.

Sometimes I would get into bed only to think of something else that I forgot to check or maybe

something I should get up to check on again...just in case.Last night I had checked the oven

five times and that wasn’t all. I lingered by windows, hovered over outlets, and literally ran

around like a hamster in a cage, exhausting myself with checking absolutely everything!I would

go into Jason’s room and make sure things were okay in his room. His window had to be

closed, the covers on his bed couldn’t be too close to his face, and I had to feel around his bed

for any sharp objects or small toys that he could possibly choke on at night.My own anxiety, like

a strong, unstoppable currant, would drive me to check everything I could think of. And my

checking had to be precise, exact and perfect. I felt as though by making my checking rounds, I

could somehow protect my family from something bad happening. I feared fires starting,

someone breaking into our home, or something happening to my son.Most of my fears seemed

to happen at night. As odd as it sounds, I think I really feared going to sleep at night. After all, I

reasoned, what if something happened while I was sleeping and I would be powerless to stop

it? Also, the night with its darkness just seemed cold and mysterious while the bright light of

day brought a sweet relief. Daytime just seemed friendlier somehow.Off and on throughout my

life, I had been burdened with checking and anxiety, but it had become worse lately. I wondered

how I would cope with this after my twins were born. This would mean two more precious lives,

two more to worry about, protect, and check on at night. How hard it would be to go to bed

then! And with multiple feedings and changes, it would be impossible to stay in bed.In many

ways, I felt like a prisoner being held hostage by my own anxieties. I felt that way now as I sat

motionless in the recliner with that all too familiar feeling of dread coming over me. I was tired,

but I knew it was going to be at least another hour before I made it into bed.Here I go again, I

thought as I wearily stood up and dragged myself through the checking rituals. Okay, first the

windows and then the doors...“Honey, are you coming to bed yet?” my husband called to

me.“Yeah, pretty soon...” but not soon enough, I thought with an exasperated little sigh. Ten

minutes soon became twenty and then thirty.I walked through the dining room and happened

to notice a picture on the wall that was slightly crooked and felt compelled to straighten it. If I

had just walked away from the picture and left it crooked, it wouldn’t have felt right.The picture

straightening seems like an insignificant thing, but there were many little things like this that

kept me up at night. I needed the house to be a certain way before I went to bed.If the nightly



checking had been my only symptom, I wouldn’t have worried too much about it. There were

other problems for me as well, and I felt sad and overwhelmed as I finally crawled into bed that

night and thought of the fears I was facing and all I was going through.I had a sudden fear of

being contaminated by germs. I had a fear of accidentally saying the wrong thing to someone

and offending them.Worst of all, and since my pregnancy, I had been troubled by persistent,

reoccurring and totally uncontrollable dark thoughts. These intruding thoughts came on

suddenly like a bolt of lightening streaking across the sky. A sudden bad word or phrase would

catch me completely off guard. I know it sounds odd to say, but these thoughts were so

different from my regular thoughts. These thoughts came into my brain literally against my will

and went against everything I thought, felt, and believed in. I realized they were coming from

my brain, but they weren’t me!Each time I had a bad thought, I reacted by counteracting the

bad thought with a good thought and always begging God to forgive me. I began to be

consumed with guilt over this silent secret, a secret that I was sure I could tell no one.Since I

had never experienced these thoughts before, I thought that maybe they were early signs of

post-partum depression or my hormones changing or something like that.However, I did not

feel depressed. Not exactly. I felt down because I had these thoughts, but I did not have these

thoughts because I was feeling down. Neither depression or anger triggered the thoughts. If

anything, anxiety and stress seemed to bring them on.Since the bad thoughts would happen

mostly at night as I was checking things, it made the night even harder to get through. It was

such a relief when I could finally get into bed and fall asleep. Once I was asleep, I had no

problem sleeping through the night.I didn’t know it then, but I was suffering from Obsessive-

compulsive-disorder (O.C.D), an anxiety based mental illness. The obsessive part is the

anxiety and the compulsive part is what I do to relieve the anxiety. There is a direct cause and

effect relationship between the two.For example, I was anxious about something bad

happening at night. My compulsive response was to repeatedly check the house before going

to bed. I was anxious about germs. My compulsive response was to wash my hands very

often.I was anxious about saying the wrong thing around people. My compulsive response was

to do a mental replay of any conversation I had with anyone I felt I had even remotely offended.

If I thought I had offended the person, I would usually go to that person and apologize. Most of

the time, they were not offended at all with what I had said, so the apology was not even

necessary. It just made me feel better at the moment.The thing about these compulsive

behaviors is that they only take away anxiety at the moment. It is a temporary fix, until the next

time, when the anxiety comes back like an annoying house guest who just won’t go away!I had

heard of O.C.D before, but I was in complete denial that it could happen to me. Up until now, I

had a pretty naive and self-centered view on life and sort of thought that bad things couldn’t

happen to me because I was Carrie. Somehow, I felt magically protected against sorrows that

other people went through. That attitude had worked for me so far. Looking back, I had an ideal

childhood. I had plenty of friends and boyfriends in high-school. I worked as a preschool

teacher for almost ten years. I had married my best friend when I was twenty four and we had a

beautiful son together. There were a few bumps along the road, but they were minor and not

many. My life ran a normal course, so it had been easy for me to look at the world through my

own set of rose colored glasses.But now it seemed that in the midst of what was a joyous time,

a dark shadow was moving in. I knew I would need God’s help in the days to come and I would

also need His help during the night.CHAPTER TWORunning on adrenalineAndrew and Aaron

Blake were born on December 9, 1999, weighing six pounds and seven ounces and five

pounds and eleven ounces, which is a good weight for twins. Still, they seemed so small to me,

yet they were so perfect looking and complete. Later, as I looked at them, I was reminded of a



verse in the Bible saying, “We are fearfully and wonderfully made”.I couldn’t take my eyes off of

them and was in complete awe of their “baby perfection”.It was a good thing I didn’t have to

have a cesarean, I thought to myself as I kept getting up to feed, change and hold my newborn

twins. Even when they were both sleeping, I couldn’t sleep. I was just too excited, too wound up

after giving birth to relax very much.It didn’t help that there was no nursery in the hospital. In

fact, the nurses were not permitted to take the babies out of my room, so I couldn’t ask a nurse

to watch them while I had a quick nap. This was something I should have found out prior to

their birth, but had not thought to ask.I could have had someone camp out in my room with me

and help out, but there was no one for this job. My parents had their hands full with Jason and

my husband had to get right back to work. He owned his own business, a driving school, and

couldn’t get behind on the students he had scheduled to teach. He didn’t want to get behind on

the money coming in, since at the moment, we needed all the income we could get.After two

days of nonstop hospital activity, we were able to take our babies home. By this time, I was

truly exhausted. My head ached, moving was an effort, and my eyes just wanted to close, yet I

faced another sleepless night getting up with Andrew and Aaron. After that first night at home

with our little twins, we knew we needed help.This brought Carman into our lives, a sweet,

warmhearted woman with a great sense of humor. We met Carman at church. She was a

Godsend, and my grandma paid her to stay overnight for the first six weeks to help with the

babies. How good it felt to sleep again while someone capable and loving took care of the

babies!I was still checking the house at night, of course, but I tried to be done by the time

Carman arrived at ten thirty. Inevitably for me, she did catch me at it a few times.“Your bed is

waiting for you,” she would say, just like a loving mother. So, feeling slightly embarrassed, I

would finally tear myself away from whatever I was checking and go reconnect with my “waiting

bed”.Then there were the times when Carman would watch the babies while Jim and I went

out to dinner. This was always an event I looked forward to with joyous anticipation. It was so

much fun getting dressed up (and actually parting for a few hours with my typical household

uniform of sweat pants and old tee shirts) and picking out the restaurant and getting to have

some grown-up conversation.However, leaving the house proved to be a difficulty. I kept

running back in to check things or to give Carman some last minute instructions. My poor

husband would be waiting in the car as I sprinted back to the house where Carman would be

laughing at me. I laughed at myself, but really, I felt like kicking myself over this frustrating

anxiety of mine. It was a good thing Carman had a sense of humor. And it was a good thing my

husband was a patient man.Wash, wash, wash! I couldn’t stop washing my hands! They were

raw and red as I made my way to the shower for more washing. I had to take my daily shower

while the twins were napping, but after the shower, it was hard to get out.Once out of the

shower, that all too familiar surge of anxiety hit again. I just stood there dripping as I thought to

myself, “I don’t think I washed under my arms enough. Some germs or soap residue could still

be there and if I don’t get it all, it could absorb into my skin and become toxic. I could be

contaminated from this and get some horrible illness. If I was sick or even worse, dead, then

who would take care of my children?”This way of thinking was enough to send me right back

into the shower again. Didn’t I shower “right” the first time? Absolutely! But this way of thinking

is a very typical OCD way of thinking. When the anxiety comes on strong, it sweeps away the

reality of the moment with a very clear message: Do it perfectly, do it right, otherwise

something bad will happen.That was the way I felt when I checked the house at night. Even

around other people, I felt I had to say everything just right (and really, who can do that a

hundred percent of the time?) Yet I felt that if I didn’t say everything right around my friends

then I could loose them as friends. I panicked that my friends would simply move on to find



other friends more “perfect” then I.“Dear Lord,” I prayed as I finally made it out of the shower

that day. “Please help me. I feel so consumed with fear and worry. I can’t relax. This is so hard,

God. What is happening to me? I feel such anxiety and such guilt when I don’t do and say

things just right. Please, please help me.”I just gave my pain to the Lord and at that moment I

did feel better. His peace surrounded me like a warm, tropical island in the middle of a

turbulent, stormy sea.I also realized something. There was just no way I could keep on being

silent about what I was going through. I needed to talk to the people close to me about this and

I needed to do what I had always dreaded doing. I needed to see a psychiatrist.CHAPTER

THREEA one in a hundred girlSo it has come to this, I thought grimly as I made the drive to

Kaisers psychiatric offices. At least I didn’t have to drive on the freeway to get there. I was a

good driver, but the high speed and lane changes of freeways made me nervous.Within

minutes I arrived, not knowing what to expect, but I made myself get out of the car. I took a

deep breath to calm myself as I walked into that office and up to the front desk.My issues and I

are here, I felt like saying, but I didn’t. I signed in and sat down, feeling the weight of the world

on my shoulders.Quickly I glanced around the room at the few people sitting in the waiting

room with me. They all looked pretty normal. No one was skipping, drooling, or counting

imaginary spiders on the ceiling. Curiously, I wondered what their problems were. I didn’t have

time to think about it for long. Soon someone called my name and before I knew it, I was sitting

before a tall, rather serious looking man. His name was Mr. Benton and he was a

psychologist.“What brings you here today?” asked Mr. Benton.“I think I have Obsessive

Compulsive disorder,” I blurted out. Then I explained my symptoms to him.“Have you ever used

drugs or alcohol?” he asked me.“No.” I had never even had one drink of alcohol, not once, not

ever, and drugs were a completely foreign concept to me.“Do you smoke?”“No.”“Do you have

an eating disorder?”“No.” I had always been slender, tried to eat well, and only had a few extra

pounds to loose after having my twins. I took care of myself, so why was he asking me all of

these questions? Oh, of course. He had to rule out certain things.“I’m sorry,” he said. “But I had

to ask. Do you know that it would be considered typical if you did? Unfortunately, many people

who suffer from mental illness turn to these things as a way of coping or self medicating.That’s

because its so hard, I thought to myself as tears came to my eyes. I felt like I had been skating

on thin ice lately and only a loving, powerful God was holding me up and keeping me from

falling into frozen water and drowning. If I didn’t have God in my life to turn to when the going

got rough, what would I turn to instead? I was just as humanly capable of falling into

destruction as anyone else, but God was lifting me up.“God takes care of me,” was what I said,

hoping that God would use that to reach him.“That’s good,” he said. Then he continued. “Now,

Carrie, you were saying you have more symptoms now then you use to?”“Yes. I never had this

fear of germs before or the bad thoughts I sometimes struggle with. My symptoms were so mild

before. I never really knew anything was wrong.”Mr. Benton nodded. This made sense to him.

“That’s because your illness is progressing,” he said.Sadly I nodded. This told me two things:

that I had an illness, which I already suspected I did, and that mental issues, like other health

problems, can and do progress.“This does not affect your IQ or your personality,” Mr. Benton

went on.I realized that my IQ was not affected since I still thought of myself as a reasonably

intelligent person. I’m sure my IQ is at least average, but I did disagree somewhat about OCD

affecting my personality. The OCD made me quiet when I would naturally have been more

outgoing. The OCD made me worried and tense when I normally would have been more

easygoing. There were just those times when the OCD seemed to be contradicting my natural,

God-given personality. I think that this is when mental issues become very complex- when they

start to contradict or take away some of who you are.However, I believe no illness (even mental



ones) can take way who you are completely! I was still kind, creative, smart, funny, and in

many ways the same person I had always been. There was still a big part of me shining

through,
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