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My Island

I was born in Galveston, Texas, an island located along the Gulf of 
Mexico. I had a wonderful childhood. My parents, brother and three 
sisters lived a few blocks away from the beach, and it was always fun 
to have picnics with my family or just take a walk along the seawall.  

My father was born in a small town in Mexico. Imagine an old west-
ern movie, no city lights to drown out the stars or a rush hour. There 
is a main highway into the town and roads going north, south, east or 
west. That was home for my father. He worked for the postal service. 
At a young age, he was offered a chance to work in Galveston, Texas. He 
moved, met my mother and they were married. After my parents were 
married, my father was offered another job with a railroad company. He was a car inspector. 
Each year his company gave him passes to travel anywhere in the United States so we enjoyed 
our vacations every summer.  

Fast forward three years. It was the season of Lent and my 
mother and I were shopping for Lenten meals. We were about to 
cross the street to shop in the neighborhood market, but I was 
struck by a car when I was three years old. I was rushed to the 
hospital. I don’t know how my mother managed the next sever-
al hours. My mother and father were taught by their parents to 
pray to Our Lady of Guadalupe. Comfort, strength and answers 
were in desperate need, but fear and anger was in the mix. The 
accident tested my family. After weeks, I was healed and 
released from the hospital. Prayers of comfort were answered 
by Our Lady of Guadalupe, our beautiful lady.
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RebootIng My bRaIn

Before I was married, I was successful in the 
business world, school and sports. I was very 
active in the Catholic Youth Organization 
(CYO) as well.  

I met my husband in 1977 and married him 
in 1979. My husband, two sons and I were 
so happy for many years. His job consisted of 
business travel for eight to nine months out of 
the year so we often went on trips with him.

a CRuel dIsoRdeR

Fast forward again to the year 1988. I was diagnosed with a chemical imbalance. My family had 
no idea what my doctor was talking about. How can someone with such discipline all of a sudden 
not function? How can someone all of a sudden not speak?   

The doctor educated the family. He explained, “Among children and adults between the ages of 
1 and 44, traumatic brain injury is the leading cause of disability and death. Bipolar disorder is 
a condition that affects the chemistry of your brain. The cause of this disorder is not known 
exactly. However, it is generally believed that the disorder is the result of a combination of 
genetic, neurochemical and environmental factors. Bipolar Disorder, formerly called manic 
depression, causes extreme mood swings that include emotional highs (mania or hypomania) 
and lows (depression). Think of the brain like a computer that crashed and must be rebooted.”

Unless you or someone you know has this cruel disorder, you will not understand.
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Before the severe depression set in, I was in the dangerous manic mode. What is manic? For 
me, it was a sensational state of mind. Energy was in abundance, but it was risky. I felt like I 
could walk and never stop. I also felt like I could communicate with the universe just by thinking 
about numbers. I filled pages with number combinations – all sorts of combinations that gave 
me a feeling of power. I couldn’t speak very well by this point. My thoughts were not real. 
When I did speak, I made no sense. Everyone was convinced the doctor did not know what he 
was talking about. Our life was filled with fear, denial and anger.

My HealIng

After two years of numerous medications and shock treatments, I began to connect again. One 
day I looked at my calendar and noticed the year. I asked my husband, “Where have I been?” He 
explained, but I did not understand. I was angry and in denial. I made the mistake of not taking 
my medications for a few days and the mania set in. I stopped self-medicating myself after a few 
times because I no longer liked the manic feeling. I convinced myself that my meds are like 
vitamins for my brain. By 1990, I was standing on my own. I applied at Kelly Temp Services, 
and I was placed at Citigroup in St. Louis, Missouri. 
   

Walk MaRsHal foR PaPal VIsIt

On January 16, 1999, I was chosen to serve as a walk marshal for Pope John Paul II. Hundreds 
of volunteers attended training sessions. Our job was to direct ticket holders into the Kiel 
Center in St. Louis, Missouri, and non-ticket holders to the papal plaza.

How was I going to pull this off? For years I had been afraid of the public. My mother convinced 
me to pray to Our Lady of Guadalupe for strength, take a deep breath and go. My parents had 
been in Rome to see the Pope John Paul II in 1988, the year I became ill, and now the pope will 
arrive in my hometown! He came to St. Louis on January 26, 1999.

I also prayed to St. Dymphna. “Lord, our God, you graciously chose St. Dymphna as patroness 
of those afflicted with mental and nervous disorders. She is thus an inspiration and a symbol 
of charity to the thousands who ask her intercession. I ask this through Christ our Lord who 
suffered agony in the garden. Amen.”
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The day for the papal visit had arrived. Several blocks around Soldier’s Memorial would be 
transformed into the papal plaza. I was in fear, but I drove downtown, parked in an assigned 
lot for volunteers and caught a shuttle to the papal plaza. I noticed so many security agents all 
along the route. They were everywhere. As I checked in at the security gate, a sense of peace 
came over me. Jumbo screens were set up around the plaza. We watched the pope land at the 
airport. We waited for him to pass around the plaza in the Popemobile. Hours later, when he 
passed by our area, his face looked angelic. I felt happy, excited, safe and amazed. I began to 
weep with pleasure. I was at peace. I felt the Holy Spirit. 

It’s remarkable that in today’s world, our country has so much respect for the pope. 
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tHe MoVIe

If you have seen the movie, “The Beautiful Mind,” 
it will give you a glimpse of what my brain did to 
me. When I saw this movie, I just shook my head 
and thought, “God, You DO love me. I thank you for 
placing me in the hands of doctors who care!”  
I continued to see my doctor once a month for 
several years. Each appointment consisted of the 
same questions. The question that annoyed me most 
was, “Have you inflicted any pain?” My answer was 
always “no,” but I was very offended by the question. 
It made me feel like a failure. Why would I hurt myself?   
All I wanted to do is write my numbers. For some reason 
I found comfort writing numbers.

a VICtoRIous bRaIn

A number of years ago after the 5:00 p.m. Mass, I found 
the Victorious Missionaries brochure at The National 
Shrine of Our Lady of the Snows in Belleville, Illinois. Bro. 
Francis Sullivan, OMI happened to be there. I asked him 
a few questions about the VMs, and he told me I would be 
a good candidate for this group. He asked if I would like to 
attend a retreat so I signed up for my first one.  

On the day of the VM retreat, I walked into the conference 
room and Carol Buchla from Buffalo, New York, intro-
duced herself. She made me feel so comfortable and 
secure. Several other VM members arrived. I began to feel 
uneasy, but Carol was there to guide the way. I learned that 
the VMs are kind people. After the retreat, I felt renewed 
with hope.  

Debbie with her VM Family

Carol, Debbie & Nancy
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It’s now 2016. I see my doctor once or twice a year. I am in charge of my life again. All along 
I knew I would be well for my sons, my family and, of course, my extended VM family. What 
works for me? I follow strict doctor’s orders.  

When I read the poem, “And God Said No,” I think back to my struggle. This poem is a reminder 
of God keeping me alive. God took my thoughts – all of them!  Each day God shows me love. 
He knows, “Ah, she finally has the idea.” 

I have worked for the same company in St. Louis, Missouri, for 25 years. I have shared my story 
with one person at work – a friend with a son who has the same disorder. I felt embarrassed at 
first, but we share the same concerns. She claims I have helped her succeed in getting her son 
proper assistance.

My next step is to retire in the near future and to move to Indiana with my sons. I will miss the 
VM Journey through Missouri and Illinois, but I can share the victory as my life continues.    

And God SAid no
                                     by Claudia Minden Weisz 

I asked God to take away my pride. And God said, “No.”
 He said it was not for Him to take away, but for me to give up. 
I asked God to make my handicapped child whole. And God said, “No.”
 He said her spirit was whole. Her body was only temporary. 
I asked God to grant me patience. And God said, “No.”
 He said patience is a by-product of tribulations. It isn’t granted, it is earned. 
I asked God to give me happiness. And God said, “No.”
 He said He gives me blessings, happiness is up to me. 
I asked God to spare me pain. And God said, “No.”
 He said suffering draws me apart from worldly cares and brings me closer to Him. 
I asked God to make my spirit grow. And God said, “No.”
 He said I must grow on my own. But He will prune me to make me fruitful. 
I asked for all things that I might enjoy life. And God said, “No.”
 He said He will give me life, that I may enjoy all things. 
I ask God to help me love others, as much as he loves me.
 And God said, “Ah, finally you have the idea!”


