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How a “happy” family who was featured on the 
Oprah Show twice is recovering from hard times!

The Gallaghers know what happy 
times look like - they lived in a great 
neighborhood, a comfortable 
home, they had a happy marriage, 
and four beautiful children.  But 
when their family was ravaged by 
depression, they didn’t know where 
to turn, or how to cope. Many 
lessons were learned the hard 
way.  They have written a book as 
a family, to help others deal with 
difficult situations:

NO MORE SECRETS–A FAMILY SPEAKS 
ABOUT DEPRESSION, ANXIETY AND 
ATTEMPTED SUICIDE is the title of 
the book which is a compelling 
narrative of a family shattered 
by attempted suicide.  It tells of a 
family’s struggle to renew John’s 
interest in life. The Gallaghers are 
available for interviews.

Back when life was grand, before 
depression came into their lives, 
the Gallaghers were featured twice 
on the Oprah Winfrey Show on a 
segment about RAISING HAPPY 
KIDS ON A REASONABLE BUDGET. 
Patricia Gallagher had written a 
book by that title and Oprah’s team 

came out and filmed a segment at 
their home in PA. 
 
Oprah said, “I don’t know how this 
family does it...but let’s go on a visit 
to their home.” It looked so perfect 
back then, John Gallagher playing 
ball with his kids in the yard, kids 
doing their chores, a happy family 
mealtime. But the Gallagher’s lives 
were shattered just a few years 
after that appearance.         
 
John Gallagher was plunged 
into despair when his employer 
threatenedlayoffs. He couldn’t 
sleep, didn’t eat, became 
withdrawn. The rest of the family 
knew something was wrong, but 
didn’t know what to do.  Things 
got worse and worse, and when 
John attempted suicide, the family 
was torpedoed emotionally and 
financially.  Desperate to keep up 
appearances and ashamed of 
what had happened, they created 
a web of lies to cover up what really 
happened to John. 

Now, nine years later, the Gallagher 
family has begun to tell their story, 

and have found healing and peace 
in the process. They want to help 
other families in difficult situations; 
whether it is a parent struggling with 
depression, addiction, alcoholism 
or a chronic illness, the ripple effect 
devastates each member of the 
family.

Dr. Dan Gottlieb, the host of  the 
Public Radio Program” VOICES 
IN THE FAMILY, said this about the 
Gallaghers, “I have been doing 
this show for 22 years and I can not 
remember being so touched by a 
family’s story. Your daughters are 
beautiful inside and out. Thank you 
for trusting me with your story.” The 
Gallaghers are available to share 
their story and look forward to 
hearing from you.
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My wife woke up and saw me standing above her, next 
to the bed. I was dressed, but not in work clothes. 

“Trish, there’s something wrong with me. . . . I tried to kill 
myself. I was driving around. I was going to drown.” 

Trish got me to lie down; she covered me with a blanket. 
Then, she called my office and left a message for my 
boss, telling her that I would not be in for the rest of 
the week—that things were seriously wrong. She got 
Katelyn, age14, Kristen, age 12, and Ryan, age 9 off 
to school, then called my doctor. Robin, age 16, was 
already on the school bus.

“This is Patricia Gallagher,” she said. “I’m John 
Gallagher’s wife. He’s been in to see you a few times. 
Doctor, he needs to go somewhere to have a rest.” She 
continued: “He’s been driving around for an hour this 
morning. I didn’t even know he was out of the house. . 
Doctor, something is wrong. Where can I take him?” 

On the doctor’s recommendation, Trish made 
arrangements to take me to a hospital where there is a 
psychiatric unit. It was a beautiful day but, as usual, my 
mood was totally flat. 

“John, do you want to go to Denny’s and have 
breakfast?” 

“I don’t care,” I replied.

“Do you want to take a ride?”

“I don’t care.” 

The I don’t cares were my only response

As we drove on, I said plainly—almost matter-of-factly—
“I’m going to die.”

“No, John, you’re just stressed,” Trish insisted. “You need 
a vacation.” She strained to speak calmly. 

As we pulled into the Emergency parking lot, I blurted 
out: “Take me to the ER. I’m going to die. I took carbon 
monoxide.” 

I confessed that, when I went out driving around, at 
approximately 6 a.m., I had pulled the car over and 
breathed the exhaust from the back of my car. 

She asked how long. I said, “I guess about nine or ten 
minutes.” I didn’t want to say anything more than that. 
I knew she would just try to placate me and tell me 
everything was going to be okay. For me, I didn’t think 
that things would ever be okay again. So we went 
into the hospital hoping upon hope that we would 
somehow find relief. 

As a man in this world of ours, I am expected to hold 
a job, make enough money to pay my bills, provide 
for my four children, and be there for my wife. But 
sometimes, in the hustle and bustle of daily life, all the 
tasks and responsibilities cascade into overwhelming 
stress. That’s what happened to me nine years ago. 

On the outside, everything looked great. I had an 
MBA, a job as a financial analyst, and a wife and four 
children. But, on the inside, everything had begun to 
fall apart. My company was cutting back, and I feared 
being laid off and rendered incapable of providing for 
my family. I also feared telling my father and my father-
in-law about the possibility of losing my job.

John’s Story



I had a perfectly good job in the Advertising 
Administration department of a major pharmaceutical 
company. But, even before the announcement of 
future lay-offs, I didn’t think that was good enough. 
Recently, I’d started thinking that I should become a 
pharmaceutical sales representative. The people in 
that department seemed to be the “beautiful people” 
in the company and, I figured that, if I made it into that 
elite group, I’d have success. 

Come to think of it, I had always felt that I wasn’t 
good enough. I would get good jobs with Fortune 500 
companies, but, once on the job, I’d start to think that I 
wasn’t up to par. I would try to follow the adage, “Fake 
it ‘til you make it,” but doing so was very stressful to 
me. I also tried to go with the saying, “Don’t let them 
see you sweat,” but, since I was always worried about 
being fired, I wasn’t very good at that either.

Following popular wisdom didn’t do me much good.

Life began to overwhelm me. What I didn’t know then 
is that my high degree of worry and anxiety, coupled 
with the sense of not being good enough, were classic 
signs of a genetically scripted illness.

About two years after my accident, my family and I 
went to visit my aunt at the New Jersey shore. I asked 
her about my mother, who had died when I was nine, 
since I really didn’t have many memories. I knew that 
she was very beautiful. I had seen so many pictures—
wonderful pictures—but I really didn’t know much 
about her. 

During the conversation, my aunt said, in passing, 

Oh, your mother was so good at flower arranging! See 
that wall hanging over there, Johnny? She made that 
for me, and I’ve saved it for forty-five years. But I felt so 
bad for her when she had that depression sometimes 
and had to go to the hospital.

I was jolted.

My mother had depression. So maybe it wasn’t my fault 
that I felt this way.

For the first time, it occurred to me that my problems 
might be related to depression, and that depression 
might be genetic—something I’d inherited from my 
mother, along with her heart-shaped face—something 
I was not responsible for.

A few hours later, as Trish and I were walking along the 
boardwalk, I started to cry. 

“I wish my mother was here,” I said. “She’s the only one 
that would know that it’s not my fault, that I’m not a 
wimp.” 

That’s what it had seemed to me—that being depressed 
was like being a wimp because it meant I was too weak 
to take charge.

As we walked, moments of depression came flashing 
back.

The first was when I was 24 years old and out at a club 
with my friends, dancing and partying. Suddenly, I 
started feeling strange—not intoxicated, not drunk, but 
strange. I was sure that somebody had put something 
in my drink. I went home, feeling dizzy; my head was 
spinning. When I went to bed, I couldn’t sleep. My heart 
was racing. I felt as if a freight train was running through 
my head at a hundred miles per hour. 

That lasted for a couple of days. I didn’t tell anyone. For 
many years, I believed that it was all a matter of some 
prankster putting a drug in an unsuspecting guy’s drink. 
Over the years, though, the same feeling would come 
back sporadically, when there were no drinks and no 
possibility of pranksters. And no possibility of me being 
at a club called Uncle Sam’s American Flag. 

When it came back in 1990, the circumstances were 
entirely different. I was happily married, with three 
children and one on the way. But just before my son 
Ryan was born, I started getting anxious. The symptoms 
were more intense than the first time, and the time 
frame was slightly longer—four days. 

The first night that this was going on, I asked Trish to call 
the doctor. He told her that it sounded like anxiety, 
and said that it wasn’t necessary for me to go to the 
hospital. He said, “Just tell him to relax.”
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The next morning, Trish told me not to go to work, to 
just stay home and rest but I insisted on going. Once I 
got there, I found myself completely unable to handle 
things, and ended up leaving work before noon.

While I was at work for that short time, Trish had had 
some of the neighbors over for tea and a playgroup. 
She told them all what had happened during the night. 
Diana, a nurse, told her that it was anxiety. The word 
“depression” had not yet come up.

I was able to take some time off from work and stay 
home; this seemed to do the trick. After four days 
off, I was able to return to work and start functioning 
normally. Whatever the case, my symptoms went 
away as quickly as they had come. They did not return 
until 1998.

In March of 1998, I was working at the same 
pharmaceutical company as in 1990, but in a different 
capacity. Now I was a financial analyst. I had been 
doing a lot of overtime at work, and was starting to 
feel that my job was over my head. I was stressed out 
from a long commute and the strain of trying to learn 
new computer programs. 

It was a about a year before I jumped. Little by little, 
month by month, day by day, I was starting to feel 
different I was scared, sweaty, anxious, irritated, 
angry…..and so confused. 

My symptoms had returned with a vengeance. My 
condition was worse than ever, and I couldn’t seem 
to shake it.

Many evenings, when I was helping the kids with their 
homework, the headache, the racing heart, and the 
feeling of helplessness would come back. I couldn’t 
focus on helping them. 

I remember coaching my daughter’s basketball team, 
and feeling and looking like the living dead. My wife 
now recalls watching me as I coached, and seeing 
how timid and uncertain I looked. To both of us, I 
seemed like the shadow of my former self.

One night, at around this time, I was at the mall with 

the kids, when Kristen asked, “Dad, are you all right?” I 
felt as if I was having a heart attack, and had to leave 
the mall. I was afraid I would embarrass my family. I 
hated the thought of embarrassing them. 

Something else started happening. My worrying started 
to invade my sleep. Sleep became frightening and 
stressful, then, ultimately, impossible. My initial episode 
of frenzied sleep paved the way for three solid months 
of insomnia—something which further incapacitated 
me.

During that first night of troubled sleep, I experienced 
a sense of obscuring darkness, followed by a different, 
more palpable darkness that stirred inside me. I awoke 
and felt my brain racing in a way that I had never 
experienced before. It was worse than the time when 
I was in my twenties, and worse than the time before 
Ryan was born. I thought to myself, What is going on? 
Did I eat something? What is this? I prayed to God for 
this foreign and scary feeling to leave me, but it did not. 
I got up, walked downstairs and turned on the TV. My 
head throbbed and my heart raced. Could this be a 
stroke? I wondered. Or a heart attack? I began pacing 
up and down the house, focusing on the agonizing 
pain in my head and wondering what it could be.

The noise of my footsteps awoke Trish. 

“What are you doing?” she asked, sleepily.

“I don’t know,” I responded. My head writhed with 
pain as I spoke. “I think I have a brain tumor. My head 
is killing me. It’s excruciating.” 

After a restless night, I still had the throbbing headache 
from the night before. Though I didn’t feel like I could 
do anything, I went to work. 

At work, I felt unable to function. I couldn’t concentrate. 
Everything faded into nothingness and seemed unreal 
and insignificant, compared to the ever-present, 
searing pain that was splitting my head in two. Though 
my coworkers noticed that I was not myself, they had 
no idea just how disoriented I felt. 

This time, the symptoms alarmed me. I knew enough to 
know, by now, that it was something serious that was 
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not likely to just go away. I had been seeing a family 
doctor for months. I prayed earnestly, God please help 
me with this headache. Please help me go to sleep. 
Please help me to get to the right doctor. Please help 
me beat this thing. 

My family doctor prescribed several medications as he 
tried to help me find relief. He also listened patiently, 
as doctors do, and prescribed yet another drug for 
anxiety. The drug did not seem to help. I took it for a 
few weeks and I didn’t like the side effects. I went back 
to the doctor. He reminded me that it takes time for 
medicine to work. “Give it time,” he said.

In my depressed state of mind, I probably was not 
hearing what the doctor, or anyone else, had to say. 
My brain was often racing, and I was distracted and 
impatient. I stopped taking the medicine, not realizing 
that this could make things even worse.

What I know now but did not know then was that a 
family doctor may not be equipped to deal with the 
sort of chemical imbalance that was going on inside 
of me. At this point, my anxiety had progressed to a 
serious level. I needed to see a psychiatrist, but did not 
realize it at the time. 

As time dragged on, the unbearable feeling in my 
head persisted. On one occasion, I went with my wife 
to a healing mass, where I pleaded, “Please, God, let 
this mass work. Let it take my headache away.” But I 
returned home, still unable to sleep and without relief 
from the headache. 

As time went on, my situation only worsened. In addition 
to the pain, anxiety surged, and, increasingly, heart 
palpitations took my breath away. Sleepless nights 
became the norm, and eating became an undesirable 
chore. I simply had no appetite. I had lost close to 60 
pounds and had gotten into the habit of wearing two 
sets of clothing to try to hide how thin I had become. 
Feelings were absent. I could not concentrate, and 
felt powerless. My wife and kids were supportive and 
loving, but I was growing frustrated, and so were they. 

I tried everything I could think of to deal with the 
darkness that had descended upon my life. I even went 
to a neurologist to check for a brain tumor. There was 

none. Then I went to a cardiologist, who told me it was 
high blood pressure. From a multitude of doctors, to 
healing masses and prayers, nothing seemed to help. I 
felt betrayed by God, and completely abandoned in 
my suffering. 

I was beginning to have crazy thoughts inside my 
head, but I didn’t share them with anyone. I thought of 
running in front of a car near my workplace in Princeton, 
of trying to drown myself in our bathtub when my wife 
and kids went on an outing. I even held a knife to my 
chest at one point, but the blade was dull. I thought of 
jumping from the roof of the building where I worked. 

These thoughts terrified me. I had always been very 
sensible and logical. After all, my background was in 
accounting, where everything had to line up evenly. 
Thoughts like this were torturing me, and nobody knew 
but me. But I still had to do my work and take care of 
my family, even though I was falling apart.

Suffering was one thing, but the feeling of isolation and 
loneliness was another. I felt that no one understood 
and that no one could help me. I felt hopeless and 
helpless.

Finally, something inside of me snapped as I drove to 
work one day. I started to think about going to the bridge. 
I planned to jump but I couldn’t do it. The thought of 
inhaling gas fumes gave me a sense of peace. I pulled 
my car to the side of the road, got out of the car, and 
put my mouth to the exhaust pipe of my car. After a 
few minutes, I lifted my mouth from the pipe and got 
back in my car. As I reminded myself that my link with 
God, though thin and worn, was still intact. He still had 
a hold on me. I knew—at least theoretically—that my 
life was to live, not to take. I didn’t want to die. I just 
wanted this pain to end. 

I let my wife drive me to the hospital, to continue our 
desperate search for help. They kept me for one night 
and discharged me in the morning. A day later, I was 
admitted again. When I arrived at the hospital that 
day, my blood pressure was still very high, so they took 
me to the cardiology wing. 

Soon after I was settled into my hospital room, Trish 
came in. She stood patiently by the chair where I was 
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sitting, and started showing me a photo album filled 
with pictures of my kids—kids that I love with all my 
heart. She told me that she and the kids loved me. 

The pictures were meant to cultivate some feelings 
of happiness in me. Instead, they made me feel all 
the more desperate, convinced that the best was all 
behind me now. 

Then, Trish left the room to phone her mother. She 
wanted to tell her that I was doing okay. Robin and 
Katelyn were out with their friends and the two younger 
ones were at Trish’s mother’s house. 

Alone in my room, I reflected on my loving family, 
thinking that the best of life was now in the past and 
could only haunt me. My twisted thinking led me to 
imagine that they would commit me to an insane 
asylum. I looked at the window and saw the same 
thing I had seen in the exhaust pipe of my car: a 
way to end my suffering. I arose from the chair, and 
approached the window. The raw throbbing in my 
head had dulled my thought process; I acted without 
much thought beyond the drive to escape. Numb 
from everything but pain, I looked down. I can do it, I 
thought. I will do it. 

I jumped, relieved that the pain would finally go 
away. 

It did not.

The descent was frightful; the impact was heavy, 
obliterating. 

When I jumped, I had no idea how high up I was. I 
didn’t know whether I was 1000 feet above the 
ground or 50. I have been told since then that I fell 40 
-45 feet, and landed in a cement window well, or—as 
the ambulance attendant called it—a “viaduct.” I 
think I may have hit the side of the building on the 
way down. 

I heard that there was one eyewitness in the parking 
lot. I wish, now, that I could talk to that person and 
find out what really happened. But it took me nine 
years to want to know—and nine years to go back 
and stand in front of the window from which I had 

frantically pitched my body. 

I returned to that spot with my wife and my daughter 
Katelyn in July, 2008. When we got there, Katelyn 
and I stood in front of the building and stared up at 
the window together. After my first startled glimpse, I 
shifted my eyes to the tangible details of the scene—
the window well, the cement walkway, the trees—and 
contemplated the enormity of what I had done.

It struck me then, as now, that I am amazingly lucky 
to have survived—that it is only by the grace of God 
that I am not a quadriplegic—or dead. As I stood with 
Katelyn in front of that window, I pondered the fact 
that my family was with me once again in the same 
place—still with me, despite the intervening anguish. I 
prayed to God with gratitude for their presence and 
my safe-keeping 

I started walking away from the window, then went 
back—ready to remember and reconstruct the 
deadly moment:

I landed on my legs; they crumbled under me. Rage 
exploded inside me. I’m still alive, I cried. I could not 
even kill myself. I lay on the asphalt, bleeding and 
cursing my survival. 

Before I slipped into unconsciousness, I saw Trish’s 
terrified face staring out from the window above me.

Landing on my legs had saved my life, but they were 
now crushed and broken. The police and ambulance 
arrived in minutes.

“Cut his jeans off!” one of the paramedics yelled 
as they slid me onto a stretcher. Voices shouting 
commands seemed far away, until they faded into 
nothingness. I fell into unconsciousness. 

Shortly afterwards, a doctor awakened me. “Turn your 
neck,” he was saying. “Turn your neck,” he repeated, 
evidently worried that it might be broken. My neck was 
not broken, I heard him saying, but I had completely 
crushed both of my legs and sustained head and arm 
abrasions. 

I screamed in agony as he tried to straighten my 
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mangled legs. 

Several years afterwards, I found out that a nurse had 
told my wife then that I was not out of the woods—
that I still had injuries that were life-threatening. There 
were bone chips in my blood stream that had caused 
doctors to worry about infection—infection that could 
have done what I had failed to do—end my life.

The next day, my wife and children came to visit in the 
Intensive Care Unit. They didn’t recognize me. When 
the nurse directed them to my room, they all glanced 
in and said to the nurse, “That’s not our dad.” She 
assured them that it was indeed their father, and that 
they were in the right room. My head was swollen—
like a beach ball, one of the kids later told me. I had a 
tube in my nose. The kids said that my hair had turned 
gray. I have heard that that sometimes happens after 
a shock. I couldn’t really talk, but I know that I mouthed 
the words, “I’m sorry.” 

Trish’ s patience through it all has been disarming.

“I want you to know that I love you, the kids love you, 
we just want you to get better,” she said, consolingly. 
“Whatever you need us to do, we will do for you.” 

Every day she came in to reassure me, “Don’t worry 
about work, don’t worry about money, and don’t worry 
about getting better. As soon as you start getting better 
you’ll go home and we will all take care of you.” 

The jump landed me in the mental ward of the hospital, 
with 24-hour security to keep me from trying to kill myself 
again. I was there for five weeks, doing rehab for my 
physical injuries and beginning the process of trying 
to put my life back together. I needed both physical 
and mental healing. A psychiatrist was assigned to me. 
He and I began working on helping my mind, while 
an orthopedic surgeon began putting my legs back 
together. 

I remember having some strange thoughts while I was 
in the psychiatric ward. They had aides in the room 
with me at all times. I was still despondent, and would 
spend my time thinking of ways to harm myself. I would 
hold my breath, hoping that would work, or try making 
myself anxious, in the hopes that I could induce a heart 

attack. 

On one occasion, I had a very strange experience. 
During this experience, I actually believed that I was 
dead. Perhaps it was a matter of the medication 
playing tricks on my mind, or perhaps it was my guilt 
surfacing. 

Whatever the case, this is what happened. A nurse was 
tending to me. As I looked at her, I saw that she had 
Jesus’s face—a face I had seen in many depictions in 
books. 

Jesus said to me, “Why did you do that? You shouldn’t 
have jumped.” 

I thought I had died, and that this was Judgement 
Day. 

Afterwards, my sister came to visit, bringing magazines 
and candy. I thought, She’s being so nice, so 
compassionate, and here I am dead. What a waste! So 
I played the game. I knew that I had died, but I wanted 
her to feel that I was still alive.

Then, after my sister left, Trish came in with Ryan. At that 
point, I was stunned. “You brought my son!!” I exclaimed. 
I had thought I would never see them again. In a state 
of absolute euphoria, I thought to myself, Maybe I am 
alive!

Trish has since told me that it was at this moment that 
she left the ward, in despair, to call her mother and say, 
“Mom, John’s never coming back. Something is really 
wrong with him.” 

But I did. And that moment may have been part of the 
reason why—

for it increased my appreciation of what it is to be alive. 
It was an epiphany.

After being discharged, I had to continue doing physical 
therapy to help repair my battered body. I also had to 
see a therapist and go to cognitive therapy sessions to 
help repair my psyche. The antidepressants began to 
kick in, and I started to be able sleep again at night. My 
headaches soon faded into memory. 
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The support of friends and family contributed further to 
my recovery.

My neighbor Bob rearranged his work schedule so that 
he could drive me to therapy every day, lifting my 
wheelchair into his car, and helping me to get settled 
into a day program facility. His wife, Nancy, brought 
meals to my family. They took my son on many outings 
with them, to baseball games and amusement parks. 
They were our lifeline; they knew what had happened, 
and they gave us tremendous support. 

My sister and her family, too, were there for us every 
step of the way, preparing meals, driving me to 
appointments, and offering us money to help sustain us. 
One of her children would help my son with homework 
while another prepared a delicious chicken casserole. 

My wife’s family, too, was there every step of the way—
taking care of 

the kids, doing odd jobs around the house, and making 
adaptations to the bathroom so I could use the shower 
independently. Everyone visited me faithfully.

All of our neighbors reached out to help, but they did 
not know what really happened. Several tried to call 
and visit me in the hospital but I was not where Trisha 
told them I was. I was in a different hospital, having my 
mental and physical needs taken care of and could 
not have visitors other than the family.

I now knew how much everyone loved me and cared. 
Everyone in our immediate family and our two closest 
friends did everything they could to help. 

I didn’t tell my father what had happened, and for 
two reasons. First, he was at the beginning stages of 
Alzheimer’s disease and secondly, I felt a deep sense of 
shame. It didn’t feel manly to have done what I did.

I missed a lot during that time. My daughter Katelyn 
sang a solo at the junior high, and Robin went to a 
prom. Kristen had her elementary school graduation, 
and Ryan was pitching for his baseball team. Trish told 
me later how sad she felt to be at the elementary 
school, watching the recital and thinking of me lying 

in a hospital bed. 

There were positive things that came out of all of 
this, though. When working full-time, I had spent a 
lot of time at work and very little at home. Now, as I 
was home recuperating, I spent time with the kids, 
watching movies and eating pizza—many nights into 
the late evening, when they should have been in bed. 
I really got to know them and their friends, and enjoyed 
being with them. As I became able to walk and drive, 
I would take them to school and walk them up to the 
door. I helped Trisha with her “Team of Angels” project, 
and spent many afternoons with my sister, watching 
movies and enjoying home-cooked meals. I even took 
a cooking class at the adult evening school. 

However, even though I was on the road to recovery, 
I was still very irritable and weak from losing nearly 
sixty pounds and being confined for a time to the 
wheelchair. I was very worried about where I would 
work and how I would provide for the family again. 
Though my family was supportive, it became a lot for 
me to handle. 

After about a year and a half, my wife said we needed 
to have a serious talk. 

“I can’t do this anymore, John,” she said. “We need 
space. We are going to have to work on all of this 
apart for awhile.” 

Trish had been going to the monastery of the Poor 
Clares every day to pray during this overwhelming 
time. She had also been going to a family therapist 
who said, 

Trisha, by the look in your eyes, and from all that you 
have told me over the past year, I am worried about 
you. I think you are sinking now, too. Your children need 
at least one healthy parent. You are going to have to 
make a very tough decision. I think that you and John 
need to separate so that you can both work on things 
and heal separately. You can continue to see each 
other and plan a date once a week but, for now, it is 
too much.

Trish asked God to give her the words to say this to our 
children. She wrote them down in a notebook: 
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Daddy and I love you all very much but we can’t live 
together right now. We need some ‘space’ for a while. 
Daddy will still come over, but we can’t all live in the 
same house right now.

I knew that I had been miserable to live with, and that 
Trish and I had been struggling to get along with one 
another. But I did not want to leave them, or to be 
alone. 

I agreed, adding, “It will be better if you go your way. I’ll 
try to heal and get better. You go to therapy and we’ll 
heal separately.” 

I first went to my sister’s house, then I went to live in my 
father’s apartment in Philadelphia. Trish and I maintained 
our relationship, but it became more of a friendship then 
a marriage. I was still there often, to remain a father to 
my kids. We all got together every Sunday and holidays. 
I never stopped loving my family. 

But we were all embarrassed that I had tried to kill 
myself. It became a family secret that we hid with all 
sorts of explanations and excuses. There’s that word 
“embarrassment” again. I didn’t want anyone to know. 
This, in retrospect, was somewhat selfish. I didn’t realize 
the burden this placed on my family.

It probably would have been better if we had just told 
the truth from the beginning—if we had simply said that 
I had been suffering with depression after the fear of the 
downsizing, and that depression had led to a suicide 
attempt.

If I had acknowledged, earlier, that it was a health 
problem rather than just an impulsive act of despair, 
I might have been able to be more forthright. Now I 
understand how it worked, physically. My body’s 
reaction to fearful events had led to a chemical 
imbalance. The chemical imbalance was related to 
the stress, and the impaired thinking that resulted from 
it led to feelings of hopelessness and despair. 

I am sure that other people can relate to that. 
Depression, after all, isn’t a new disease in the medical 
journals! My mother had suffered from it years ago, and 
probably others in my family had, too. The same goes 
for other families.

I believe that we should all be able to talk about 
depression as we would talk about any other illness. If 
people were able to do this, the shame of containing a 
guilty family secret could be eliminated.

While I was struggling with depression, before I actually 
jumped, Trish began writing poems—devotional poems. 
It was her way of coping, day after day, as she prayed 
for the lifting of my spirits. She called upon a team of 
angels to help. The first poem was entitled a “Team of 
Angels for the Overwhelmed.” 

She began pairing each poem with a little trio-of-angels 
pin—something she had started making when the 
“Team of Angels” concept came to her. She created 
these pins from materials she purchased at a craft store. 
Then, after she made pins to go along with her poems, 
she began making pins by the hundreds, and passing 
them out to friends, neighbors, and more. 

The three angels on the pins were meant to represent 
peace in our hearts, peace in our homes and peace in 
the world. And they did, in fact, bring peace to us as a 
family. The Team of Angels became Trish’s lifeline after 
the tragedy—and something that bridged our family 
during the ensuing separation—enabling us to heal as 
a family, and to bond again after we were reunited.

Little by little, almost without even noticing, we did heal. 
For me, the negativity and irritability began to fade as a 
more positive me emerged. Medication and cognitive 
therapy sessions slowly gave me back my life. I also 

took a less stressful job selling clothing. 

I was actually shocked when Trish asked me to come 
home after a five-year separation. My son was going 
through a tough time in his life, and she asked that I 
be there for him. I, too, wanted this opportunity to be 
at the center of my family again. The life I had thought 
was only a memory was beginning to return. Healing is 
a long process but, little by little, I began to heal, and 
so did the family. 

On February 2, 2006, the day that I returned to live with 
my family, a new chapter began for us. Trish scheduled 
a Retrouvaille weekend, something designed to help 
couples in troubled relationships to heal. At this retreat, 
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we found the tools to bring about healing, knowing that 
we still had to continue with counseling and to work 
hard on our marriage. 

At around this time, I became actively involved in the 
Team of Angels project, working with Trish to broaden its 
reach. During the summer of 2006, Trish and I, together 
with Ryan and a few of his friends, traveled several 
thousand miles in a gold van, distributing the pins to 
those in need. And we began to transform the project 
into a family business as well as a ministry—one based 
on the principle of providing encouragement. 

The experience of working together on this kind of 
enterprise brought us closer together spiritually, and 
gave us the satisfaction of sharing in the creation of 
something meaningful and sound. Indeed, it seemed 
that a team of angels had directed our journey from 
pain to contentment; it had given us a purpose.

On January 20, 2008, yet another chapter began. I read 
a newspaper story about a high school student who 
had survived a nine-story jump. What struck me was that 
he was willing to speak out about his experience. It was 
then that I began to ask, Why did I survive? Why did God 
give me that second chance? 

I came to the conclusion that God spared me for two 
reasons: so that I could heal and be a father for my 

kids, and so that I could help other families deal with 
comparable experiences. My family and I learned 
the hard way that hiding this kind of truth is unhealthy 
and unnecessary. Once I came to this insight, I began 
thinking that sharing our story might help others break 
out of this pattern of self-imposed suffering. And that 
is just what is happening: we are reaching others, and 
giving them the comfort that comes from openness and 
acceptance. 

Now that I have begun speaking out, I find people 
coming forward to thank me, with a gratitude that is 
sincere. (I must admit that I have never had so many 
ladies hug me.) Most are dealing with depression in their 
own families. Most express the sense of relief that honest 
dialogue brings.

Reaching out to others has helped our own family to 
heal. Instead of hiding, Trish and I are reaching out to 
others by sharing the truth about the pain we went 
through. Our children, too, have spoken their stories

I never would have chosen the path of pain I have walked. 
But now, I can see how that path served to strengthen 
our family bond and to deepen our appreciation of the 
spiritual side of life. I am living proof that, no matter how 
bad things get, there is always a road towards healing 
that is paved with angels, and a plan for our lives. God 
indeed, works in mysterious ways! Our family’s journey is 
proof of that. 

John and Patricia Gallagher welcome interviews and 
speaking engagements. 

# 267-939-0365 Box 561 Worcester, PA 19490  
yngsparro@aol.com

Please visit our other family website:  
www.teamofangels.com

Our book and team of angels pins and products are 
available at a discount for fundraisers, special events, 
and for sponsorship opportunities. Please call and share 
your ideas with us. We would be happy to customize all 
products to meet your needs. 
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