Memory 5403
My seventeen year old son is having a lot of problems right now.  Recently, my ex-wife and her husband basically were trying to send him away to live with my daughter, who’s going to school to become a chiropractor.  She’s not married (she has a boyfriend, though) and she’s in school and I think that the responsibility would have been horrendous.  I mean, we’re having problems with him to begin with, and then for us, well, for my ex-wife to try and shove him off on my daughter, it wasn’t right.  I had to step in and basically embarrass my ex-wife into not trying to shove my son off on my daughter.  I know she’s recently remarried or whatever, but when you have kids, they’re your responsibility until they’re 18.  A lot of times in the Hispanic community, the 18 doesn’t mean anything; there’s still a lot of Hispanic kids that are 18 and older and they continue living at home or whatever. I was really relieved that I had stepped forward and told her that my daughter probably just shouldn’t have to take on that responsibility.  I know that my daughter feels that she’s helping and she would have been, but it could also have impacted her own personal life and her own goals at this time. I say that whatever it takes to get our son back in the mold, so to speak, that’s what has to be done. Sending him off to live with his sister doesn’t really do anything to address his problems.  Whatever it is, whether it’s psychiatric help, whether it’s some type of medication to be in to control his anger, his mood swings, whatever, I think we should do it. I feel really, really relieved that I put my foot down about trying to send him up to my daughter.

