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~1~

Welcome to my world.
Child protection is high on my agenda, as it shdaddor every parent. But why is it that one
in three girls are subject to sexual abuse, androfiee boys. The statistics in Australia
alone has shown an alarming increase in reporteesaaf child sexual abuse, doubling from
2000 to 2008. Although reports did decrease subatigrover the following two years, from
2010 they are back on the incred$e.
| grew up in a family where all the children wetdgcted to verbal abuse of one kind or
another, while the older children also became stéjketo sexual and physical abuse. When
my sisters reached about the age of eight or sdather daughter relationship changed,
since, in the eyes of my drunken father, he betldwehad the right to do whatever he
wanted to his children.

Sadly, my father got away with incestuous crimegerEwhen he died at the age of seventy-
two, he had never been convicted for the traumadanthge that he contributed to his
children’s dysfunction. It was years after the Kidsl all left home and his wife had divorced
him before his deeds became common knowledge thoaighe extended family. Even then
no-one believed they had the power to persecute Tim only consolation was that he lived
a lonely and isolated life. The fact that he goagwithout a criminal conviction has also
influenced the next generation of abusers withinfamyily. | don’t believe abuse is

hereditary, but the parental influence in my fanhidd bread disrespect towards women, plus
children learn more from what they see, rather thhat their told. You know the old cliché,
‘monkey see, monkey do!

By the time | was thirty, | had decided to trace family history, as | wanted to find out who
| was and where | had come from. It wasn’t longobeimy research revealed that my father
was not the first of his kind.

| found some interesting facts from both sidesheffamily that played a role in who | am
today! On my mother side there was one couple vdubtiventy-two children, with only one
set of twins among them. It was no wonder that@aqbf their fiftieth wedding anniversary
showed a very hard faced mother. It was sad tohsgdess than half the children celebrated
this special day with their parents, but | can ustdnd it if they’re anything like my family.
There was also my great-grand father who at tinivyried a sixteen year-old girl. They went
on to have sixteen children before his wife died sexually transmitted disease thirty years
later. There is evidence to prove she had the sksalhhe married life, suggesting she
contracted it from her husband and his promisclitestyle before they met. According to
acquaintances, he was well known throughout the towvhich they lived for flirting with

the ladies. With so many observers, it's a wonderreever knew, or did she? If she if like
my mother, then | believe she did know, but theiture dictated that they turn a blind eye.
But there’s more. On my father’s side, | met a gemtie. | caught her at a bad time because
her husband had recently died. Nevertheless, shestiaquite informative. After she had
exhausted her story about receiving a letter fioenqueen of England to commend them on
their wedding anniversary, | asked her a lot ofsjoas about her parents. | first asked her
how her mother had died. Probably not the most@pjate of question under the
circumstances, but she was willing to tell me. &it@ me the story as to how her mother had
died while my great-auntie and her father wereifiglon the beach. Her mother knocked
over a candle after falling asleep in their maki¢sl@ach tent. The tent caught fire, but no-
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one could get to her in time to save her from tamés. My great-auntie was only fourteen at
the time, and although she tried, there was kttle could do to save her mother. It was an
horrific memory for her to recall, yet, not as hiicras recalling the memories of her father. |
was under the assumption that her father was ifirdherigade, but when | asked, she went
off on a tangent as to how much she hated herrig@te told me how she couldn’t wait to
leave the family home; she’ll go anywhere and marryone, to get away from that man. |
remember those exact same words used by two ofsteyswhen they became old enough
to marry. My sisters were desperate to leave hamdechange their name so that they didn’t
have to associate with my father or his name. Botlgetting married was like a second
chance at life. Up until then, their life was fawrh normal.



~2 ~

Our Personality.
| believe everyone has a built in curiosity, a oe$d understand how things work and why
things happen. It helps us to grow and mature muunds. Nevertheless our childhood
experiences determine how we respond to this rlahstinct. Being abused physically or
emotionally can alter that instinct, as fear becomar driving force. Being constantly
threatened creates a fear where we become withdaadiafraid to ask questions, even if our
own health is at stake. The last thing we wantadsdorovoke our abuser.

The truth about mankind is that all people haver#sity, and as a result we all make
assumptions. A healthy person will use their asgiong as a guide towards their request for
information. But those who fear asking questioiisimstead only think and ponder before
using their assumptions as the answer.

When | was growing up, that was definitely the caglh most of my family, particularly my
oldest sister who would harass me even more thanyabther siblings. At about seven, my
seventeen year-old sister made a comment that slank so much, it has stayed with me all
my life. She said to me, very angrily, ‘you willver turn out like your father’.

She was not making a prediction about my future,vgas threatening me. She planned to
mould and shape me so that | would understand wdrettar than my older chauvinistic
brothers. To some degree it has worked. Althoughrftentions were honourable, her
methods were not. | did learn to respect womert,jasher.

Because of her, and others like her, | grew up oirvgamy own conclusions since | was too
afraid to ask questions. Any question | had, he fter or my older brothers, was usually met
with the same response, to mind my own businedgr Apending ten or twelve years in the
real world, | became more aware that my family diéferent, and not in a good way. I'm

not sure whether I've always been analytical ortivbel became it, but I learnt later in life

to seek and ask, not just for answers, but fotriliié. | learnt that assumptions are healthy
when used correctly, such as imagining scenaripsdblem sole, and then ask the questions
to fill in the gaps in our limited information. Ugj assumptions for answers, never gave me
the best results.

| was about thirty when | realised that | had nalyagrown up in a family of liars and
manipulators, but | had been irresponsible all gflifie. | also learnt that being irresponsible
was a family tradition. | realised what | was tautghbe the truth was nothing more than the
deception of older family members, so that theyld@ither get their own way, or seem
smarter than they really were. That means thatathef, mother, brothers and sisters, all
taught me that breaking some rules are acceptabiteng as you don’t get caught, or that you
can justify them.

Prior to turning thirty | had always accepted whags told. And why not, | was always
taught that to challenge what | was told broughtficct and consequence. | can still
remember the vivid comments of, 'just shut up amdslyour told'.

Just because | can’t ask questions doesn’t meam'tl @bserve. | had noticed that my dad had
tools in his shed that were marked with an armylsylmin conclusion, it meant that my dad
had stolen them from the army, which taught meelelse that stealing is acceptable,
providing you keep it small.



As one of the youngest in my family, | did not banuch contact with my father growing up
as he was away with the Army or at the pub windlog/n. In fact, | never really got to know
him until later in life. It was my brothers andtsis who passed on his legacy. My father’s
unwritten rules were well imbedded in my mind, tkao the older children whom he had
trained to obey his rules. | can only describe riysea conformist; | was unmindful to the
real world. | use the words ‘clueless’, ‘ignoraatid ‘oblivious’, to describe how | was then,
however it saddens me when | realise | am desgyitmyself. More recently, one of my
sisters reminded me of some advice that | had dgmnegrwhen | first found out about the
trauma that she had been through at the hands ¢dthmgr. It was that old useless saying that
| had learnt from my brothers; ‘just get over itvould never say that to anyone now, plus |
hate it when people give it as advice to othetsallene me. Even though the comment may
work for a few people, it does not fit my persotyadityle, or about eighty percent of
personalities.

| liken my upbringing to the blind guidance of adtyear-old. It was my parents who had the
mindset of children and the morality of adolescentese were my role models growing up;
and consequently, they were unable to teach met abaldife. Somewhere or somehow we
are all supposed to mature in our minds, not jusbody. | have found that if a child asks
you ‘why’, it is because they have some impress®ito what is happening around them. If
they don’t get answers, then it stunts their groarid child development. | believe my
parents were restricted as children, just as mat¢hey were restricting our development.

Thirty was a huge turning point for me, althougivould be another six years before | found
religion. | feel to share some relevant descriptlmat | was taught by the church before |
share my thirties.

The Bible, and some clever church people, taughthaiepeople have different personalities,
and the different personality types as well asarder of birth in the family will also dictate
how we usually behave in certain circumstances.

A general breakdown of the personalities can beratfour categories, Choleric,
Melancholy, Sanguine and Phlegmatic.

The Choleric are usually honest, direct and plair,because they believe they are always
right, they are experts at blaming. And like myestbrother they like control but don’t pick
up hints or subtlety.

The Melancholy seems to dwell in self-pity, theywntheir problems and would like to
change, but find it overwhelming; it’s just too HaAnd like my mother, they rely on others
to carry their burdens.

The Sanguine live life for fun. They are not aniabttand only recognise there is a problem
when the fun has stopped. They are the kind oflpasgbo don’t hold grudges, but will make
the same mistakes over and over. And like my olsiegtr, will generally mean what they
say, but when a different emotion is in controll\génuinely mean the opposite to a previous
statement.

And finally, the Phlegmatic. Their motto is ‘Peateall cost’. Their comfort and peace are
the most important. They don't like to be analyaed prefer to be spectators. They make
good liars in the attempt to avoid conflict. Evéthiey are confronted, they will adequately
justify their actions. They are the ultimate prathaators.

Believe it or not, the Phlegmatic is my favouritether, and | believe it's because he has an
exception to the rule. He will procrastinate abmaist things, that is true, but not sports. He
has always been my role model in this area, anélasys been there for me for over forty-



five years. We have clashed considerably whenllyaadim, but | have learnt not to
confront him with issues; | just bring things ugsaally in conversation, but never more than
one problem at a time. That way | am non-threatgtorhis life style, and | can slowly
satisfy my need to resolve conflict.

Family background also plays a huge role in whaveebecause we all have different
influences. Our birth order plays a major role ictating our personality. My oldest sister is
a lot more regimental than | am because her rol@efsavere adults. She spent all her life
trying to be like the adults who were educating Berfor me, my role models were many
but also closer to my own age as my brothers astdrsispent more time with me than my
parents. It was easier to achieve the goals setybsiblings, than for my oldest sister to
achieve the goals set by her parents. For exasipéehad to learn to read, | did not. As the
youngest boy, my life was more fun than my oldesess. | have to admit by the time she
was thirty, she was better educated than | wasirgy,tand financially, she is better off for it.
But since then | think the world is our teacher &hdve been a more willing participant than
her.

| also believe that God designed the family asaanieg curve for life, both good and bad. |
have noticed that children from one or two chilohfiges have poorer negotiation skill than
children from larger families. Our family influerceur learning and shapes our personality.
And although every family is dysfunctional, not gwé&amily has the same dysfunction.
No-one is perfect and most parents learn as thelang. Becoming a parent has some
natural instinctive qualities such as nurturingyeréheless the concept of parenting is
different in each person, just because each pexgamnsonality is different and we apply
what our parents did for us.



~3~

Responsibility.
A few years before my father died, | asked him almoy sisters and his response has always
lingered with me. He had the mindset that thesewer children and he will do with them
whatever he pleased. I'm glad to say that the lsagtees. Every person is valuable and
individual, and each person is responsible forrtbein actions. However, that responsibility
has to be learnt, like everything else. As babiesannot take that responsibility, although
we still have a free will, we are too immature seut. Every one of us will have to
eventually take ownership for themselves and thetions, but there is a process that must
take place. Responsibility has to be taught andtipesd, just like every other task. When
children master a deed, say toilet training, thentbecome responsible for controlling
themselves in that area. Sure, there are a fewapgsalong the way, but eventually we get to
the point where we are completely in control. like that with everything; responsibility is
learnt one step at a time. | like how my numbeegdisister was very animal orientated. Her
children learnt their responsibility by not onlyricey for their domestic animals, but also a
few chickens, budgies and finches. It was a grisaiepto visit.
From the time we are born, we are dependent onytaed we rely heavily on our family. It
is from this dependent youth that we learn to saibontheir control. Our old age is much the
same; nevertheless there is a period of indeperdehere we take life by the reigns and
gallop into the big wild world, where we sometinges to make our own decisions. The
transition from living under someone’s control,pessibility, teaching and influence, to a
self-responsible, self-providing lifestyle, is omet with mixed emotions; daunting at first,
yet gratifying. Some make the transition easilyjlevbthers can’t wait to get away from
being controlled, yet still others don’t want tae home at all. The family home means
security and comfort for some, and nightmares thers.

The parent’s role is to take responsibility for teld and teach it to be the best adult that
their potential will allow. We have twenty yearsachieve this and | promise you that it will
go much better if you get help along the way. Taemside is that not all parents make good
teachers, many choosing to give up the resportsifil their children and replace it with
control. But the reality is, if you brought a chitdo this world, you are responsible for them
for life.

So what changed for me, how did | realise thatd @en irresponsible? Well firstly, my life
was veering away from my expectation. What | baeto be normal was to go to school to
get an education. Leave school and get a job, ar@ha girlfriend. Next is to settle down,
buy a house and start a family, and live happilgrafter. Sounds great, yes! Well sometimes
a spanner is thrown into the works to bring us netlity.

| married my first love when | was twenty-one, lten it came to parenting we had two
different ideas and lifestyles. The only problenswlaat we didn’t know how to fix our
issues, although we tried. When | was married, ilasually agree with my wife’s
decisions since she always had our best interéstaat, but this time we strongly disagreed.
Our wealth was more important than being a paehet, whereas my priorities were with
the child first. Our best compromises only saw uft dpart as we worked opposite shifts.
This way we both could care for our son and bothkw®he consequence was that as
husband and wife, we were lucky to see each oteiday a week. After a year, we hardly
knew each other. We both had a different circl&iehds and our marriage was reduced to
communication by post-it notes. Neither of us relfiew how to solve the conflict properly
since we both believed we were powerless to chdrgethers view. The saddest part was



that we had no idea that we could get outside Mglen | told my dad my marriage was
over, he said to me that he never liked her anyWwiapk back now and think to myself,

‘what a piece of shit my dad is’, there wasn’t eagmint of advice. No-one in my family has
heard of marriage counselling, let alone any osioer of counselling. To my generation, it
was a sign of weakness, an indicator that displgged inabilities. My generation was all
about hiding your shortfalls, not exposing therhl kinhnew then what | knew now, what a
cliché that saying is; realistically though, ifilcknow how to get help, | would most likely
still be married to the same woman thirty years on.

My son wasn’t born until | was twenty four, andmy eyes, we were not going to have
another child until we sorted out our parentindestdnces, | made sure of that. Consequently,
he is an only child, which was one thing he waseneveant to be. We were married for
seven years before we finally called it quits. My suffered the most, but we didn’t realise it
at the time.

My next dilemma, prior to turning thirty, was besau believed | was not allowed to
challenge authority, and also, with the interactiatt | did have with my father, | learnt to
fear him. | can remember at least two occasions fmoy youth where | learnt fear. One was
where | received the back of his hand that sentloven a four foot drop. The other was
when | was seven. | was injured, and dad demarided stop crying so that | could tell him
what was wrong. | don’t remember which was worgghting back the tears or the original
injury. To be honest, | can’t remember the injuny bdo remember the fear | was feeling.
The fear rose up during my feeble attempt to halcklihe tears, so | guess | do know which
was worse.

With that in mind, there were two main events ttfeange me. When | was twenty-nine | had
a job where most of my lunch breaks | spent on my.dt was the first time in my life that |
had read a novel from cover to cover. It took neeaple of months reading a half hour a
day, but I felt a little proud of myself for ithiad never been encouraged to read.

It was during this time that | discovered a newdckof authority in my life. For the first time

| had someone who was genuinely concerned abongdibe right thing. One day at work |
had some pay concern and became fearful, sinaériatibelieve | was allowed to negotiate
or explain my concerns. After the fifth problem hazturred | knew | had to do something. |
started to make some notes regarding my grievaboe®efore | could finish, my boss had
caught me and wanted to know what | was doing. dlydid not normally require me to
make notes. He took me by surprise and | thouglasl in trouble. So when | began to tell
him about my pay concerns, | found it very diffictd breath. After about ten seconds | could
feel myself choking up. My boss sensed my fearask@d me for the note. He described
how two of my grievances were a misunderstandinmgrmart, but he also said two of these
are genuine problems that he will fix. The fifthwui look into, which he did and informed
me of the outcome that afternoon.
When | look back at that event, especially whehdked up as | was speaking to my boss, it
was reminiscent of the incident with my father whevas seven. When | held my breath in
fear of my authority, it was the exact same feelisdholding back the tears in my youth.

In contrast, my boss’s actions were foreign to especially since | never heard any ridicule
about a grown man nearly crying. My family would/Balayed on that for years to follow,
but not this guy. With his healthy response, Ihé¢#hat there were different kinds of
authority in the world.

The second main event was when one of my brottetsan affair. Now that was something
| could not cope with or justify. As | was growing, | had idolised this brother. When | got
married, | even had the wedding service in the samech that he was married in. He was



confident, decisive and in control, just what | wethto be like when | grew up. But this, an
affair; that I didn’t want!

| didn’t want to be like him anymore; but if nokdé him, then who? | was confused.

We are all like sheep, whether consciously or sobciously we all follow someone. We all
mould our lives on someone we can aspire too. Cuesely, | became like a lost soul. My
marriage had ended two years before and | hadtibpgag to find a new life. Now the one
stable part of my life that | could depend on weisd) a lie. | realised that my whole life had
been one long lie. What should | believe, who stidatust?

| remember when | was thirty | really began to laokardly in an attempt to find who | was
and where | fitted in this world. For some reasaiidh’t like what | found. | began to listen
to myself and realised | swore like a trooper.d ha idea why. | also asked my six-year-old
son if he was scared of me. His reply was trutiélgiven in fear. | didn’t realise | was so
mean. Every waking day he would wonder if my yegjlimould turn physical, and what was a
six-year-old to do when he upset his dad for jesbdp a kid?

Apparently, what | didn't realise, was that | hagtbme like my father. My father was a
yeller. He was a sergeant in the army who was &ogiesd to belling out orders to his
platoon. What | later realised was that it wasgbdect rank for my father, someone who
gives all the orders but takes none of the respditgj he only passes on the demands of the
officer’s.

For me to be like my father, knowing what he diahtp brothers and sisters, was very scary
for me. | lived in fear of becoming more and maoke him. Something had to change and it
had to be something within me. | didn’t understarny | was so nasty to my son, especially
since | was great around other people kids. Thempé#mnny dropped, that word
‘responsibility’. | was responsible for my son driderally harassed him to do the right thing
all the time. | had unrealistic expectations andit@d my son to take responsibility for more
than he could cope with. Expecting a child to knelaat an adult means is unrealistic.

One example was when he was five and draggingebis fftold him to pick his feet up when
he walked, but he began to walk like every step ovas a hurdle that was as high as his
knees. He did as he was told but not what | warged got mad.

When his mother and | split up, my son went with inum. It was probably the best thing for
him at the time; at least it gave me a while tal fimyself. | still had visiting rights, but I took
the time to work on my attitude for a while. It ws&san overnight success, but eventually |
got better. Since | was so good with other peokids, | re-thought my responsibly to my
son. | pretended he was someone else’s kid. Straageugh, | took more responsibility for
him and gave him more freedom to make mistakggstttook me a few years to work it out.
I’'m glad to say that | asked him the same quesiiban he was fourteen, ‘if he was scared of
me,’ his reply was the best response possible, taltumb question dad, why would | be
afraid of you”.

How quickly children forget, but | never will.

| say all this to let you know | am not perfect drain not worthy of accolades. | have stolen
money in my youth and lost just as much in busivesdgures. Even though | never had any
savings, | spent most of my life with enough moteeyget by. Later in life was | managed to
live just beyond survival.

When | was twenty-nine | had a bit of money, sodki up dancing lessons. | needed
something to focus on now that | was single. Martife had left me overweight, so | took



up squash again, something that | had enjoyed drofirsince | was sixteen. | even
participated in aerobic classes, all in all to hekploose twenty kilo’s.

By the time | was thirty, | was fitter, healthistjll single, but had no future. So | looked to
the past. Tracing my family history was a lessofiriding facts, it taught me to play
detective. There were some great stories of pesptse names seem to fit our family

profile, but if | could not verify them, | needed teject them. This is where | learnt the
difference between good and bad detective workreltsenothing wrong with speculation,
instinct or an assumption, for it is these thraegs that tell us where to search. They give us
direction and help us ask the right questions. Rigss of that, if we cannot find the truth or
discredit our speculation, then we need to dismi&peculation does not become the truth if
you can'’t prove the assumption, it always remapesalation. For me, it is the truth | seek,
not assumptions; so proof for me is compulsorgayl all this for good reason and that reason
is that our personality is affected by the truthby what we think is the truth.



~4 ~

The start of a victim mentality.
When my sisters were old enough to comprehencetpaistic side to their dilemma, they did
what they could to try and understand why theylbatla part of their childhood. But when |
was an adult, | thought that persecuting their dather either didn’t occur to them, or just
seemed wrong, | never asked at the time. Now s@hedn the subject has certainly
revealed itself, and quite significantly.
| was born when my oldest sister was ten, two yaties my father had begun his
unspeakable actions. And that word ‘unspeakablenhesreason it remained undetected for so
long. I've noticed that every victim has a reasonrfot speaking up and it’'s usually that they
are being manipulated by their abuser. Either thaye been lied to in order to prevent them
speaking up, or there is a fear of reprisal frogirtabuser. Both can be a controlling factor in
a victim’s life, especially when they are too youndgknow the law or the truth.

Before | discuss why children keep silent abouirthttackers, | need to shed some light on a
term | call a ‘victim mentality’. Most victims doat loose this way of thinking just because
they become adults. Part of the brain, or at ldespart that controls their thinking, stops
growing because of their trauma.

Most people are a victim of crime at some poirthiair lives, but some crimes are worse than
others. Some crimes affect us physically while thgset us mentally. All have different
coping mechanism. However, sexual abuse is theensynie possible to be inflicted upon a
child, because it affects every aspect of theindpeiheir body soul and spirit.

So who, why and how could someone commit such amhdous crime and frequently
repeat it? My father was such a man and to fincatimver to these three questions, we first
need to go back to the 1930’s where the cultutbetiay may have been different, the
people are still the same.

When my father was five, he was like every ordinfast born child. He had a younger
brother that he bossed around and a little sislerwas just learning to ride a tricycle. His
parents owned a bakery in the heart of the citgifTtlays began very early and there was
always a lot to do. One day my dad’s mother haddtien to remove the yeast from the oven
on time. When she removed the big pot from the alvesas too hot, so she placed it on the
back porch to cool. The other problem was thacthielren were out the back yard playing.
The youngest, Ruth, wanted to ride a bike, so sinetved her five-year-old big brothers.
When he discovered his sister on his bike, he redgubas any five year-old would, he
grabbed his bike with one hand and pushed his sifitavith the other. Ruth lost her balance
as she was pushed and accidentally fell into thefdaoiling yeast. It would be nine days
before she finally died of third degree burns.

Even though my father blamed himself, his guilt weiaforced when his father yelled,
“What have you done?” as he extracted his daudiasr the yeast.

Because no one explained the truth, that his actere normal behaviour for a five-year-
old, my father continued to believe his own feetin§o for a five year-old, it is an
understandable response to feel guilt. | belieigetthbe a contributing factor towards my
father’s victim mentality.

Without the correct guidance, the trauma can keggreof the brain at the age of the event.
The problem with a victim mentality is that it Isetpart of the brain that determines
reasoning.

My dad told me this event when he was sixty yeddsaad as he was telling me this, he was
talking as if it was still his fault.



Since the event was never spoken of when he wasth,yhe spent years believing his
speculation of the event. Someone should havehioldt was not his fault, or at least his
actions were that of a normal child. The real peablvas that the yeast should have never
been there in the first place. On the other handthis is the biggest problem for many, is
that at an age of understanding, he should have ddae to determine the difference for
himself. In other words, when he became a teerargearly twenties, he would have been
old enough to know the difference between an aaotided something deliberate. But it is as
if that part of the brain stops growing. Unlessrthesumptions are challenged, there is no
reason for him to change his beliefs, even if theywrong. Hence the victim mentality in
this case is due to the wrong perspective. The élaas someone else’s, not his.

When my son was growing up, he blamed himself osplitting up, since the problems
started when he was born. About once a year dlggeenage life, he would mention the he
was to blame for our divorce, and every year | wait him down and explain what really
went wrong. | never stopped trying to reassure thiah he was loved by both parents and that
our splitting up was never his fault. | was happydaffirm his innocence year after year for
as long as it took. Once was not enough for hinhplever speaking of a tragedy is damaging
and irresponsible.

Another dilemma occurred when my dad was nineteisfather was killed when a drunk
driver hit a spoon drain. It was Christmas Eve #redman had too much to drink at his break
up party. After he drove over the spoon drain,ds¢ tontrol of his vehicle and it veered into
the oncoming traffic, killing my grandfather on mstorbike. My dad never liked Christmas
after that. So I think it was safe to say that imay, my dad was a little bitter about life. He
still followed in his father’s footsteps and joingte army as his father had done before him.
Forty-one-years of service between the two of thibiait;s something to be proud of.

My dad was twenty-two when he married a sixteerr-pghwoman who had had a child out
of wedlock. Being a single mother was a big dedghose days for woman, especially since
there was no financial support from the government.

This is the part of my father that | am still cursoabout. Why did he pick this woman? |
know she is my mum and | know my dad has his owedarities, but why pick her
personality type and her submissive behaviour®these traits in particular that played a
major role in our future, so why did my father séletise attributes? | sometime think he
needed a woman who was submissive so that he seald self-confident around her. That's
an assumption on my part, because | sometimes thatlself-confidence means that no-one
is game enough to tell you how big a fool you nealle. Just a personal insight of my own, |
transgress, let me tell you about my mother.

Mum was nearly sixteen when she became pregnath@rby choice. She lived in a small
country town where work was hard to find. There wamsan in his thirties that offered to
have the young girl work in his café at the neasdlyvay station. He would taxi her to and
from work, a necessary stipulation in order to &geeher mother. It was not safe for a young
girl to walk the streets at night. A job meant fifieen-year-old could gain some
independence and earn a wage. My grandmotherisiatigins were clear, “he is your boss,
do whatever he tells you”.

Although my grandmother had her daughter’s bestast at heart, her boss soon found out
that her daughter had miss understood the comntexhich the instructions are to be applied.
Apparently, she believed she had to do exactly whatwas told in every aspect of life, not
just employment. One night on the way home, he amblantage of the naive young girl. To



be honest, | don't know if it was once or more, skeer said, but we do know she became
pregnant to him. Grandma thought she got pregesirne boy she liked and never told her
who. Even though my mum was too scared to quebeomother, she always blamed her for
saying that she had to do whatever her boss said.

Right up to the time of my grandmother’s funeray, mother still held a grudge against her.
She believed that Gran must have known what happhgeé my mother was still too scared
to say something to her. Even at the open coffia,sill couldn’t say what she felt, although
she wanted too.

What my mother didn’t realise was her boss was aipodator. Gran never knew the truth
about mum and mum didn’t know that her boss jusk @mdvantage of the situation. Seize the
moment, some would call it, however that doesn’keniaright.

My mum was sent to the city to have the baby. $&gesl with her Auntie so she could still
be with family as well as near a decent hospital.ddd soon found himself living across the
street from a sixteen year-old single mum and @wesything he possibly can to help. He
goes out of his way to buy her the necessitieswkmgpfull well that she does not have the
money to pay him back. As for my mum, here is antyx®ne year-old man with a car, soon
to be twenty-two and with a helpful nature that sheow indebted to. After several
proposals of marriage, the young mum finally comse@specially since the debt is getting
way out of hand and since she has no resourcepéy the man.

My dad adopted the little girl when they marrietiefe were another eight children that
followed.

I’'m sure there is more to their stories, but | wamnhighlight their weaknesses. Or at least the
things | believe are relevant to their future abesxistence.

Abuse can take two forms, aggressive and passiust people would look at my mum, as |
did, and see a woman who was kind and considekitemugh she is not as helpless and fralil
as some of her choices would lead you to belidve dees lack confidence. It is by her own
choice that she remains passive. There is an gidgdthe devil thrives where good people
do nothing’. If nothing else | can say that my nestlvas a good person overall, but her
passivity was the attribute that my father requieedonceal his behaviour.

My father’s ability to manipulate my mother had bedgrom day one. My mother’s victim
mentality had already been well established lorfgreeshe had met my dad. She was easy
prey for him. When my mother was sent away to ttye she believed she was being
punished for getting pregnant, even though, indwer eyes, she had done what was
instructed of her.

I’'m probably repeating myself here, but | rememiagrmother is so caught up in blaming
her own mother, that she can’t see the truth abeuboss. He’s a lying manipulating bastard
who took advantage of the situation. Just becaasmuld, doesn’t mean he should. So why
doesn’t my mum blame him?

My mother is another case of a victim mentalitygught about by having the wrong
perspective, her scenario justifies living a liedigming someone else, not necessarily their
abuser, but someone they though should have pedtdoem.

Both victims believe it is acceptable to remaincim in their own mind, but because
neither searched for the truth, they believe tbein assumptions. Unless they talk with
someone who knows the truth, then the truth willendoe discovered.



These two examples have shown us how people can\getim mentality, but the issue is
that unless they deal with it, they’ll keep it. Tirg&al question that needs to be asked is, 'does
everyone with a victim mentality become abusive?'

Well, no, thank God.

But everyone who is abusive has a victim menta8ty.it is something to look for.
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Continuing a victim mentality.
A truth about life is that you can only treat peofiie way you have been taught to. If you
have been treated with compassion when you wereiggaup, it is more likely that you will
be compassionate towards others. However, if yewabused, you are certainly qualified to
give abuse. Although we are naturally selfish, weeret naturally violent. Therefore we need
to be conditioned to do so before we will hurt eshé\n extreme example is the child
soldiers in Africa. When they are asked to kill trey human being, they won’t. That
changes when a family member is threatened or ¢theirneed for self-preservation becomes
kill or be killed, then hesitantly, they will sho@ver time, they will shoot innocent people
without a second thought.

People with victim mentalities are generally sélfialthough in saying that, we are born
selfish, but because their development is traumgtigictims generally stay selfish. Even
though there are always exceptions to the ruiedidinless there is some kind of
intervention, their selfish attitude will remainig what | have learnt to call, the 'why me'
syndrome. Our natural existence has given us toalse to help us develop, which is why
we should always have brothers and sisters. Fdgalshes us to negotiate, compromise,
resolve conflict and generally, how to get on vathers.

Marriage, in its true form, is also a great teachsrit teaches us to be other-people centred.
To be caring is something we learn and marriagieaest place to practice this gift.
Marriage has a lot of give and take, compromisesatitessness, and above all the reward of
companionship. We all know men and women are diffeand it is these differences that
stop us becoming complacent. When both partiesvarking together, even if one member

is subservient to a leader, you will have a grektionship when that leader considers all the
people within their family before themselves. Hoee\uf one person in the marriage is
subservient to a selfish bully, then the marriagengver work as it was intended.

Generally, and again | say that there are exceptiothe rule, but generally it is the women
who are givers and the men who are the takers, ViEwe one participant in the marriage is
constantly giving without getting anything in ratuthere will be a consequence. Usually the
giver will burn out if they don’t get what they rleesuch as romance, so both parties need to
be givers from time to time of their partner's need

Therefore, if we have a man and a woman who ate\wotims, both selfish and both trying
to get what they want from their marriage, it iodwed to self-destruct and expected to go
horribly wrong.

Men, generally want sex from their wives while wanveant romance, ‘generally’. If the

wife gets romance, she then enjoys sex and iswyith partake. The opposite can be said if a
woman is not getting romance, she usually doesniyesex, preferring not to participate.

In the case of my parents, when dad wanted sexaeswtding to my mother, since he was so
bad at it, he used whatever means he could td.gebmance was a foreign concept to my
father and because he was selfish, he was not &btaérn it. As for my mother, she was
naive. She didn’'t even know what she wanted siecenroduction to sex was non-
consentual and her education of sex was someth@ngdys at school only joked about. Even
if she did know, my mum'’s passive attribute medunat was too afraid to ask for what she
needed in the bedroom. My dad is what we callw@ tinute man’ and consequently mum
was not interested in sex. But my older brothds tale of a time when he was held for
ransom. If mum didn’t agree to sex, dad would h#renboy, using physical violence to
manipulate my mother. The time had come when myherts naivety and ignorance were



now becoming problematic. At least two of my besthhave told me their ransom stories;
what | now tell my mum is these are sure warniggsithat there is a problem.

| can understand mums plight to some degree. Isengnd marriage, | stayed married to a
woman who was violent towards me, hence the reatgrwe didn’t have any children. |
think it’s true that love covers a multitude ofsif but | also believed our conflict could be
fixed over time. With my belief that our love wasomger than the problem, plus | ‘wanted’
to believe it could be fixed, | put up with the abuhoping that someday she would change.
It didn’t work.

2 [Proverbs 10:12]
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Concealing the behaviour.
Using the boys became a tool in my father’'s armo8ngce one day the boys would become
old enough to tell the police what he had beengidirad needed a backup plan. The best
way to cover his crime was to implement the boylignactivities. In other words, he got the
boys to participate in having sex with their sistéte also convinced them that if they told
anyone, that they were just as guilty as he was.
As | said before, | did not know why my sisters ksifent, but learning about my brothers
gave me the insight to why so many children rengailet about their suffering. In a word,
‘blackmail’.
The truth of the matter was that the boys werediiato the act, it was non-consentual. It
was only the oldest girl who was put through thiseds but the three oldest boys were made
to participate. All the while my mother had no idees was going on.
Even though one night she caught my father in drileeogirl’'s beds, he claimed he thought
she was her and only touched her boobs. Since selmiak at the time, mum believed him.
One thousand warning bells were rung right there!!!
With the family rule of ‘don’t ask and don't telllpany secrets were transpiring and everyone
was afraid to tell anyone what was going on.
| am also sure mum would have noticed some changés girls and I'm sure it's
appropriate to put some of it down to puberty, ftottwhen it co-insides with many other
signals. As for the boys, | don’t think mum undecst boys at any time in their life, let alone
when something was wrong. But | do know this abboutn, she doesn’t cope with conflict,
because she gets over emotional. Besides, she wotulthve known who to talk to even if
she wanted too. The concept of welfare or politeriention was unheard of unless there
was more than sufficient evidence.
By my mother’s own admission, she claims she hadlea what dad was doing. But my
guess is that because of her victim mentality,faled to notice any warning signs because,
one, it was not happening to her and two, if sldenditice, she felt she was powerless to stop
it, and three, there was no one who would helpylsat was she to do with the information?

When my oldest sister was in her fifties she cimgigel my mother that she must have known
something was going on between dad and the giysmigther still replied that she really
didn’t know. The irony is that my mother also beéd that gran must have known something
was going on between her and her boss, but inabe af my mother she never challenged
Gran to find out. Both generations believed thatrtharents ignored any warning signs.
Maybe so, but both generations still blamed theeewho were supposed to protect them
more than their abusers.

| said earlier that the word ‘unspeakable’ is oe@son abuse remains undetected. I've
noticed that every victim has a reason for not kipgaup and it's usually that they are being
manipulated by their abuser. Another reason isiyigor neglect from the people who are
supposed to protect them. The fault with these esitay squarely on the men, however both
criminals thrived due to the neglect of the chilgistector.

Eventually the victims of these sex offenders hgreevn up and sort to find healing. In both
circumstances both women knew their abusers arddighese men admitted their guilt to
the girls when they were challenged later in IBeth girls have dealt with that part of the
abuse. However both women never received the adkdgement from their protector for
failing to protect. Their mother’s denial has hadhboth these women all their lives and
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