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To my children
Natassja, Terry, Lucas, Kiara and Kayl
and
Kayleigh
I love you, I always will.






To the three people I write here
My mother   My husband    My friend
I wish that you find
whatever was missing
that made you act
the way that you did.
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MY Mother
My Husband
My Friend
My Self: AWAKENING
My Self: Healing
DICTIONARY: Toxic Behaviours
[image: ]
Toxic people do toxic things
They don’t care if they hurt you
Empathetic people care too much
About people that are around them
When toxic and empathy come together
It can be very destructive
As toxic will use empathetics’ traits
To control and manipulate them
Toxic knows that empathy
wants toxic to be happy
So toxic will lie and cheat,
intimidate and threaten
Anything to get their way,
they really just don’t care
They will sit there and hold responsible
Empathetic for believing lies
Empathetic must be taught a lesson
To not hold toxic responsible
For all the toxic things that toxic did
as it was all empathetics’ fault.










My Mother
∙ Invalidation ∙ Neglect ∙ Devaluation ∙
∙ Scapegoat ∙ Blame Shifting ∙
∙ Physcial Abuse ∙ Invalidation ∙
∙ Walking on Eggshells ∙ 
My Mother
- Invalidation - 
What does she care about?
What makes her happy?
Clean rooms and faces
and babies in nappies.
What about me
Her youngest daughter.
Does it really matter
That I have fought her?
Of course it does
That's parent abuse!
But we all know
that's just an excuse.
She doesn't listen
to anything I say
She just tells me
to go away.
I want to be a vet
When I finish school.
No, she says,
You'll look like a fool.
How about a doctor
or teacher I say
No, you’ll get married
and run away.
Do I have choice?
Of course, I do.
But I know my mother
won't let me go through
with all the plans
I have for me.
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Frozen
- neglect- 
Cold, no longer feeling
Concrete, the step sat upon
Below zero, shorts and t-shirt on
Doors, locked and closed windows
Inside, is not possible
Mother, rules I stay outside
Brothers, told not to help
Frost, forming on blades of grass
Bitter, winter breeze blows through
Frozen, no longer shivering
Detached, mind from reality
Punishment, until dad is here
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Black Eye
 - scapegoat -
Eye swollen, black and blue bruising
Trying to see is like seeing through glue
Even opening the lid just a bit
Is painful, sore and feels like it’ll split
Brother and I had been out the back cricketing
I missed the ball while I was up batting
It rolled underneath a huge hawthorn bush
Prickly, nasty, impossible to see through
We were just kids, and he got so angry
I walked away, as I stopped help looking
Stuff finding that ball, go get another
Cricket bat smacked right across my forehead
My eye swollen shut and ice in my hand
My mother got home and saw what had happened
Her first words to me “What do YOU do to him?
This only occurred because you were provoking.”
Sent to my room with ice on my eye
Told to lay down and Dad deal with it
Headaches and swelling, black and blue bruising
My brother’s punishment: absolutely nothing.
Lipstick
 - blame shifting-
Spiralling, descending, out of control
​words in lipstick drawn on the mirror
Everyone at fault but her, so it seems
​Blame written in coral reef red
Scorning, dismissing the sentences there
Who cares that they threaten death
Declaring to everyone all around her
​those words in lipstick - definitely not hers
Screaming words said under breath
​Yelling words at herself and at others
Swearing, abusing, with lipstick in hand
​smearing red words all over the mirror.
 
Did not matter
 - invalidation - devaluation -
I learnt my lesson far, far earlier
then all my other siblings
that it did not matter how hard you worked
mother would never be happy


I remember the day clearly 
my Year 5 end of year report 
I worked so hard that entire year
trying to make my parents proud


My report card was amazing
the best report I’d receive
my report was almost all top marks
all A’s down the line, just a B in PE.


My teacher praised my consistent efforts
the work I’d put into assignments
the consistently high mark in all the tests
wishing me well for my future success


I thought you’d be proud, I thought you’d be happy
gave you the envelope, waited on the reaction
I got crushed by how you responded
all my efforts completely disregarded


“Your teacher doesn’t know you
this report is just made up
your teacher’s confused you with someone else
there’s no way that this is right”


All my effort throughout that year
completely dismissed and ignored
I would have gotten a better reaction
if I had received all C’s


Tempest
- walking on eggshells -
A black cloud descending 
as she walks in the house
everyone senses it
scatter like mice
moving away slowly
sanctity in their rooms
mother is home
and she's in one of her moods
Tiptoeing around her
try to avoid talking 
the smallest little comment
will set her off raging
sister gestures something 
that she finds offensive
that bad mood she was in
turns into a tempest.
Yelling and screaming
abusing my father
calling sister names
denigrating her character
wild eyed and shrieking 
threatening bodily things
everyone avoiding her
and then the phone rings.


Mother is pleasant 
and mother is nice
never realise a minute ago
she'd been threatening life
a nice conversation
a warm, even tone 
the bad mood she'd been in
would have never been known
when the call finally finishes
her mood shifts so fast
the eye of the storm
has definitely moved passed.
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Out of Control
- Physical violence -
Maths exam tomorrow
table in my room
Books and pens and paper
Concentrating on equations
Whirlwind of anger
Screamed obscenities
Study books hurled around
Mother is now raging
No more studying,
And no more table
No more pens and
no more paper
Mother is shouting
I’ve had enough
Closing the door
Maths can get stuffed.


Fees
 - devaluation -
Excited to accept a university offer
four years of study for a degree that would please
signing up for lectures, bought all of the books
approaching my mother to pay for the fees


A part of my parents’ divorce agreement
father would pay for my brothers’ school fees
my mother took on responsibility for mine
what happen next - I didn’t foresee


Dropped past to see my mother to ask
gave her the bill, and requested her card
she looked astonished, as if I was cracked
gazed at me, opened her mouth and just laughed


I only agreed that I’d pay for your fees
as you weren’t smart enough to be accepted to Uni
your father would spend all his money and more
I would pay nothing, your fees are absurd


That you’d get accepted was not going to occur
the funds set aside, that money’s all gone
this isn’t my fault, I can’t pay this bill 
go ask your father, he’s got money to burn


The bill in my hand, a shocked look on my face
what do you mean the moneys all vanished
you had an agreement, signed off on the line
how could you take it, that money was mine


If you want to blame someone, look at your father
it’s clear you prefer him over your own mother
your fees aren’t my problem, its yours to resolve
that money was mine, the agreement's dissolved.


A letter to my mother
I do not know if you are still alive
I do not know where you stayed
none of your children have spoken to you
for more than over a decade


We got tired of hearing how
you continuously blamed
my father, your ex-spouse
for all the wrongdoings your life


The reason that we all cut you out
was not due to my father wish
but your own words, your own actions
the things you did to us


Sometimes I do wonder 
if you ever think of me
of the actions and the words
that you threw in front of me


Of the three toxic people 
that I’ve had within my life
I hold a little sympathy
for the hurts within your past


Your own father was a monster
took advantage of your sisters
you were always completely mute
if he had done the same to you.


By taking into account
the likely traumas that you faced
I can feel some empathy 
for the anger you’d misplaced


I guess what I’m trying to say here
that if you ever get to read this
feel free to finally reach out
I’m prepared to come and see you






My Husband
∙ Belittling ∙ Constant Criticism ∙
∙ Invalidation ∙ Controlling ∙ Physical Abuse ∙
∙ Stalking ∙ Financial Abuse ∙ Devaluation ∙
∙ Parentification ∙ Grandiose Ego ∙ Manipulation ∙
∙ Neglect∙ Constant Need for Validation ∙
∙ Lack of Empathy ∙ Sabotaging Events ∙
To be loved
When she first met you,
she was desperate:
desperate to be loved
desperate to be validated
desperate to feel seen
you took that young girl
moulded her into someone
she did not want to be.
In the end all you wanted
was someone to look after you
you sent her out to work
demand she do everything
she tried to make you happy
earned an income, had your children
bought everything you wanted
but still that was not enough
you did not think her worthy
of receiving any love.
Lawn Mowing
 - constant criticism - belittling -
Last November days of spring
summer heat is rolling in
Thirty-one degrees outside
Grass - it needed mowing


Eight and a half months pregnant
ready soon to pop
but told I was too lazy
with chores around the house.


To prove that I was worthy
To prove I was not a sloth
Instructed to get out my arse there
and neaten up the growth


Sat there on the seat outside
a beer held within his hand
instructing me to keep lines straight
mow the lawn as he demands


As sweat started to drip down my face
Told ‘see you’re pregnant not disabled
If I let you sleep in bed today
Your laziness I’d enable’


The sun beat down upon my back
As back and forth I walked alone
not allowed to stop at all until 
the quarter acre block was mown


Unfortunately, I mowed straight over
A dried-out cauliflower stalk
It hit me in the stomach 
it shot up with some real force


He thought it very funny
as I bent over in pain crying
told to stop pretending 
and get myself back mowing.
[image: lawnmower]


Disappearing
 - controlling -
The random words of random strangers
​compliments upon your outfit.
Admiring un-familiars stating
​your visage is quite eye-pleasing.
Clothes that randomly dematerialise
​washing machines that devour dresses.
Dogs that selectively tear fabrics apart
​discerning bleach that eats your garments.
Husband stating over-innocently
​doesn’t know why these things happen.
[image: Clothes rack]


Black forest 
 - controlling -
Seven family birthdays
November to January
A barrage of birthday celebrations
A bombardment of birthday cakes
Every single cake served up
Was a black forest cherry torte
Not because the children liked it -
It was the only one allowed
No plain vanilla with strawberry cream
Nor caramel mud cake deluxe
Any other cake that graced the table
Might accidentally be dropped.
Layers on layers of cherry choc torte
With or without the kirsch
T’was his favourite cake of all the choices
That’s what we all had to have.


I  dare you
 - physical violence -
The only time you threatened
to actually, physically hurt me
you did it only one time,
you knew it was a boundary
You were complaining about the way
the kids were treating you
I said something flippantly
that you found so offensive
You turned to me and grabbed me
hand around my neck
pinned me up so that I was standing
on tiptoe against the door.
You knew quite well that I’d always said
that if you ever hit me,
it would be the only time it happened
as I would definitely leave.
Your fist was raised, eyes aflame
looked me in the eyes with rage
and told me I was lucky 
you’re not going to hit women.
The only thing I felt that time
was complete dissociation
I had come to terms already
that tonight I might be dying
I stared back at those eyes of black
I stared that fucker down
I told our son to grab my phone
call help if I hit the ground
He stared at me, anger vibrating
his rage clear for all to see
and still I stared right back at him
and dared him to just hit me.
I wouldn’t show him I was scared
wouldn’t show I was terrified
I stared that arsehole in the face
Backing down was not an option.
A battle of wills took place that night
in those long minutes that it took
where he was saying that if he hit me
an ambulance would be useless.
I didn’t show him any emotion
as I steadily stared him down
I wasn’t going to give him satisfaction
to know he was in control.
Eventually I think he knew
that my will was far, far stronger
he backed down, he let me go
that man had failed to break me.


OEBPS/image/image-0-0.jpg
JL Herald





OEBPS/image/image-0-3.jpg





OEBPS/image/image-0-4.jpg





OEBPS/image/image-0-5.jpg





OEBPS/image/image-0-2.jpg





OEBPS/image/image-0-1.jpg





OEBPS/nav.xhtml




Table of Contents





		

My Mother





		

My Husband





		

My Friend





		

My Self 





		

My Self     Healing





		

Toxic Behaviours













Guide





		

Table of Contents













