The Last Chapter
Easter weekend of 2002 was a time of resurrection at our house. Closets were cleaned out and old items discarded. The "in-box" in the computer haven was resurrected also. It was from this never ending receptacle that a signed sworn affidavit was found.

A contract written after my last suicide attempt. The cord kept slipping and I had seemed to have no power… no ability to actually end my life. My dear friend Nancy was the wonderful woman to have taken ownership of the cord used to attempt this end. In the very small dimly lit office of my therapist I swore I would not hurt myself or others. The blasted document had to have three signatures on it and my promise had been that I would keep a copy constantly in front of me. The other part of the promise was that I would give a copy of this "agreement" to two people that knew and loved me.

Tricky wasn't it? I guess the therapist figured if I could come up with two loving friends there was no need for suicide. Well it worked for me to follow through with that process. The therapist and I talked - shared - cried for about three weeks. We talked about how my life was shattered and twisted and hopeless. Sharon and I taped the sessions and worked through some past traumas and I made even more promises.

This period of time was "at the end of my rope" of twenty-one months of disability from work because of an illness brought about my silicone. This period at that promise time started finally ending. It was at that time Easter 1998, four years ago.

Easter week had brought several events from time to time in my life which could have put a normal person in an asylum for life. I chose survival instead. Surviving once again became my only option in 1998. Everyone kept telling me I could do it.  They said they knew me and were sure I was different. With all the tenacity one could muster the only action I could feel at that time to take was to survive. Changing my habits and ways was necessary.

Last night, Easter weekend of 2002, with my hands on the "non-suicide" "no-harm" agreement my heart welled up with so much gratitude for the changes that started coming then and never stopped. 

It was shortly after the attempt to take my own life that I went to social security court with my appeal. Without an attorney it was in that appeal's court that I won my case. Of course, what helped my case was that I had returned to working four hours a day and was changing. The pity party had ended. The hours and hours of trying to figure out "why me" had stopped.

Judge Masters had been proud of me for being strong enough on crutches to present my case alone and with tenacity. Crying with all the joy all the way back home that day driving from Fort Worth to Irving, Texas my promise and heartfelt agreement became to never give up again.

Working five, six, seven, eight and then even overtime was the reality that came from my new commitment. The employer had trusted me enough to bring back to employment and I had made sure my gratitude showed by being a good employee - one that was an asset and not a deficit. Once back at work, the crutches loaned to someone else that needed them, my life began to be brand new in all the other areas of my life too. All except my love life.

A day came in October of 2000 that I formed a publishing company by the name of Digi-Tall News & Media. The bills had accrued so much while I was disabled and receiving only 60% of my salary. Hours and hours of friendship with so many people brought me another step forward to "wellness." Then in April 2001, I met Thomas on the world wide web site "Unsolved Mysteries." Six months later we were married. Today we are still very much in love and increasingly happy every day we live today and share life. This next month we celebrate our anniversary and know that a resurrection time is a good time to go through together - not alone.

So you see, when my hand touched "the affidavit," the touch of that document took me back to a time when I was ready to hang myself. A time when I was willing to take my own life and now my reality is so far away from that. Today I am in love, helping Thomas raise his wonderful 14 year old son.  There are four grandchildren to enjoy. Natalia, Katherine, "little" Thomas and my special little angel "Christian," to whom I feel so very close.

I would not have had a new life had it not been for the cord slipping and had it not been for Sharon asking me to "promise." Today, instead, I am blessed with being able to know Thomas' two daughters Mary and Ann, and his grandmother Miss Inez who has become so dear to my heart. All my life I had wanted brothers or sisters and now because of meeting Thomas, I had three brothers in my life - of which David has become as close a friend to me as possible.

My father had been torn from me before I could walk was now being returned to me through Thomas' father. His lovely wife Cynthia is such much fun to be around - people just abounding everywhere. Cousins, uncles, just you could count them everyone.

Thomas' mother Pat and her husband… so caring and respecting of me… so easy to get along with… well as you can tell family was all abound. Me, the lady who had been so alone for such a long time was now full of life, love and happiness.  

My blessings were always there by having a loving mother, Evelyn, who had loved me always and taught me so much about survival. Always there had been my son who also is my friend, Marc I never have to doubt loves his mother. He and his wife, beautiful Crystal are living in Las Angeles but will always be with me each moment. All this love now brings me to where I am today, sure of "Hanging Myself No More!"

