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Another Sunday. Uggggh. When I went downstairs to walk Zeus, mom and dad were making their breakfasts. Sometimes I wonder why they don’t prioritize Sunday school like they did when we were kids. Victor doesn’t attend church or Sunday school anymore. Mom and dad were so strict about church attendance when I was a kid.

Dad was wearing his surfing shorts with his knee length compression socks standing at the stove obviously distracted and struggling to fry his egg. I notice his distraction, shocked. What the hell happened to his focus? He didn’t used to be like that. I come downstairs and he gets skittish. Skittish is an understatement. It was much worse. I manage to catch myself frozen and I scurry to the door, not wanting my parents to use my behavior against me. When there’s no emotion to use, they’ll use anything; behavior, create situations, and sometimes they’ll stoop low enough to decide that if Pandora does that or says this it means that over there and we now have emotions to use. It doesn’t matter what I think, what I’m doing, or why I’m doing it.

Zeus and I walk around the driveway, say hi to Rover for a few minutes, and went back inside. 

Mom’s making something, and dad’s now struggling to make coffee with mom’s instructions. Without those instructions, I’m not sure how he’d manage to survive. Wow. And to think mom was ok with staying with dad. Letting him hurt her babies. Her behavior is just as wrong as dad’s, but dad’s is physical, so it appears faster than mom’s. But the part that upsets me more is how my siblings let mom and dad have access to their kids and hurt them with the same behavior that hurt them. What part of ‘I don’t want to be like my parents’ didn’t they understand? I listened to my siblings say those words over and over as a kid, and at first, I thought they were serious. Serious enough to create the necessary change so they wouldn’t be like them. They didn’t keep their promises they were making so now they are allowing their kids to be exposed to the same BS they were when they were kids. That’s not my decision to make, and I’ve tried talking to them enough that I’m choosing to say, ‘I’m done. I can’t emotionally do this anymore. I’m not going to help them. So, I’m letting go.’ My siblings will need to find their own way without me. Not like they were including me anyway.

I understand now why I show signs that I was abused by women more than men. I can work with men, no problem, but not women.

I taught myself that my behavior shows others who I am, and I go forward choosing respect, which gives me a protective shield against men’s physical behavior whether it’s abusive or respectful. Women are different. Few respect themselves enough to love themselves so they go through life abusing everyone on an emotional level. Respect can only protect oneself to a certain extent, and when a woman decides to hate beyond life and kill someone, respect doesn’t matter anymore. They will do whatever it takes.

Sometimes I wonder why my parents didn’t notice that their training didn’t work with me and that I was teaching myself because theirs didn’t work. Maybe my Asperger’s was enough to hide that part. Or maybe, they were more interested in that little game they played all their life; who can hate the other one more? They never listened to me either unless, of course, I was a member of the church they attended. My parents only listened to people who were members of that church. Can you really say you’re raising kids with behavior like that?

Eventually, dad and mom weren’t in the kitchen, and I made my tea and toast. I brought it upstairs so Zeus could run around while I was eating. He mostly opted between sitting and watching me or jumping on and off my lap, but there was room to run if he decided to and it was carpet so he could have the traction necessary for the speeds he liked to travel at.

Sitting down to enjoy my tea was peaceful. I could let my imagination go and allow my body to relax. It’s stressful being around them, and I suppose they feel the same way about me. I mean, they never take what I say as is. I say it like that on purpose so they can understand me, but they change it, twist it, and now they’ve decided I’ve been lying all this time. About what? And it doesn’t matter anymore because if I tried to help them understand, I’d be lying. These people are fuckeded upeded. I mean, their heads are so far up their asses that they don’t know anymore which way is up, down, left, right, backwards, or forwards. Or out.  So, I let them. They’re responsible for their actions and I’m responsible for mine.

I couldn’t listen to the church service. I mean, it’s traumatic enough living under this roof, it’s even worse listening to preachers tell a group of people god wants them to abuse others and it’s ok. I know I’m doing research for that book, but not today. I only have room for peace. 

Just before noon, I go downstairs and make myself some tea syrup, fill the dishwasher, start it, and made myself a cheese sandwich. Then I went upstairs and had a bath. A hot soaking bath. It felt good. Like relaxing good. I also almost forgot lunch until mom texted me. They were already eating of course. I wasn’t supposed to have a bath before lunch. Why? Because that was a rule they’d made up when they heard me running water for my bath and Bingo! Now they had me. I ignored them like I’ve always ignored them. I’ve been ignoring my family ever since I was raped when I was 9 years old, but I learned how to ignore them from them ignoring me.

The part of the rape that hurt the most was going through it by myself. I had no one to talk to. When I asked my mom if I could talk to a therapist, or someone like that, even a doctor or nurse, she looked at me and said I was fine. 

I asked her again, later, and she said, ‘Why? You’re fine.’

I said, ‘No, I’m not. Something is wrong.’

To which she said, ‘Why, what do you think is wrong?’

I said, ‘I don’t know what is wrong, but I can feel something is off or wrong with my emotions. It’s not how it was before.’

And mom said, ‘What? No, that’s impossible. You’re fine.’

I walked away, but as I walked away, I silently promised myself that I would check myself out later after I was on my own and I didn’t have to ask my mom for permission to see a doctor, nurse, therapist or something else.

For over ten years I struggled to understand what really happened because no one talked to me. No one asked me any questions; they all simply changed their behavior towards me like the rape had damaged me in some strange way.

Elsie was over for night. She’d come out with Harrison for the weekend. Harrison was seeing his girlfriend, and Elsie was along for the ride. I had a single bed, so I let Elsie sleep in it. I slept on the floor. As I started falling asleep, I heard her talking to me about the rape, but she’d gotten all the details wrong. But the part that angered me the most was that Elsie wasn’t asking me about the rape. She was telling me. And at the end she’d summed it up with something about hair down there. The only leverage I had now was to disagree. I knew Elsie had purposely waited to have this conversation until I was basically falling asleep. That way I couldn’t argue, she could have the details supported by me. Who was wanting verification? Seriously?

I disagreed with her. 

She tried to trump my disagreement by saying, ‘You know I’m right. Plus, we all know you have hair down there. We all do.’

I raised my voice and said, ‘Get your story straight, Elsie. That’s not what happened, and I’m not going to tell you you’re right, because I was there, not you. I know what happened. And what you said isn’t what happened. So no, you’re not right.’

Turns out Elsie, was a lot more stupid than I gave her credit for. I fell asleep telling her she was wrong, and she fell asleep telling me ‘You know I’m right.’

I never saw Elsie again after that. I didn’t go to her wedding either, but she was in an awful hurry to get married. I don’t know why. I mean, have you seen her mother? Who would want a girl that’s going to look like her in 20 years? OMG. Aunt Layla never took time for herself, nor did she exercise after having kids. Long before she had her last kid, she looked pregnant day in day out and one didn’t know if she was pregnant or not. Aunt Layla did glow when she was pregnant. Mom never did. Aunt Layla never exercised, but sometimes walked. She tried to tell me I shouldn’t lift weights or strength train, and when I taught myself yoga for after my surgery, she about had a panic attack. I tried to get her to talk to me instead of panicking, but all I understood was that apparently yoga is a religion. I researched it and found out it’s not a religion, however, it can be, if you choose to make it one. I simply chose not to make it a religion, I updated my Aunt Layla on the information to which she almost had a heart attack she went so pale. She’s lost all that weight now and has given up on being a missionary to me. I think she got the definition of missionary wrong. Missionary is a sex position. Not a way to try manipulating someone to believe something they don’t believe.

I always thought the reason that people struggled to get along with me were because of the scars from the rape. I remember the scars. I’d disappeared into the bathroom.  I’d had to swallow the tears that fell until all the girls left the bathroom. I cried out loud after that. My body took over and I couldn’t stop. I started trying to help myself stop because my body wasn’t stopping so I pretended to pick up all the pieces and put them back together. All I could find to wrap it up with was TP and duct tape from under the sink. I wrapped my heart up in TP and then duct tape. I washed my hands because everything was covered in blood. I had to talk myself out of trying to find the missing pieces. I was convinced they were just outside the bathroom door, but I couldn’t get myself to go out there and get them. During this game of pretend, my body stopped crying finally and I washed my face in cold water until I couldn’t tell I hadn’t been crying. I waited until I could swallow my grief without breaking into tears and then I swallowed hard and walked back out the bathroom, right passed the place it happened and into my classroom. After I shut the door, I looked at the teacher and silently acknowledged her. For some reason, she said nothing. I thought I was going to be punished, but I wasn’t. After that, I looked directly into each perpetrator’s eyes as I passed by the rows they were in. Every single one of them dropped their guilty gaze first and looked down to the left. I went to sit at my desk and saw a health textbook on my desk with a note for the chapter they were studying. I groaned silently as I opened the book up and saw the topic. I already knew all about the birds and bees, and just had a real-life practicum on it forty minutes earlier. My brain shut down and I couldn’t focus, but thankfully the second last bell was ringing. I could clean up and leave. I was unaware at how completely I’d forgotten what had happened after last recess after I had looked each perp in the eye as I went to sit at my desk. At home, I couldn’t trust my parent’s enough to tell them, but my stress level was high enough at home already, my memory was like a sieve. No one asked questions, no one mentioned anything, and I continued to heal like the game I’d played in the bathroom to help myself heal. The trauma from the experience and the stress from dealing with dysfunctional parents had me unable to speak for about ten years. The next time I was able to speak properly in longer sentences was when Elsie confronted me about pubic hair when I’d been raped. By that time, I noticed an odd lack of alignment in what was being taught, what was expected of men vs women, and who everyone decided God was. I’ve always been a progressive thinker and creative problem solver, but my parents did their best to ‘not let me be that.’ It didn’t work because I didn’t know how to be something I wasn’t, and despite their fury, I continued to be me and eventually they kicked me out.

That evening, I decided to listen to the program over the phone. It was weird, but I did enjoy singing along with the songs I knew. I found it fascinating how angry I’d get at them for mistreating my father. I mean, seriously. If they can’t see that their beliefs are all wadded up and tangled up like a cat got into a bin of yarn to play, I’m not sure there’s enough help in this world for them. It’s like the blind leading the blind!
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Uggh. Monday morning. I should’ve slept on top of the bed last night. I wouldn’t have to make it. The good news: dad went back to work today. YaY!

It’s my birthday week. All my friends say I should celebrate all week and set work aside. Yeah, like they’ve been wearing my shoes. They’d need to go to the gym before they could lift their feet and keep the shoes on. Them things got weights in the soles; I swear. 100-200lbs. Every year, the weight increases. Never mind. I like celebrating my birthday, I just don’t like doing it when I’m at home because I can’t do it how I would like to when I’m here. I have so many little red flags and clauses to be on the lookout for, it’s exhausting simply existing. I try doing something, but I need to think twice before activating movement. So, I do my best to do the twice thing beforehand. Plus, a cashflow problem isn’t the best time to be celebrating with things that require a little more dough than I have to put towards it. I have a system for living life with a cashflow problem, and it works great, just not when I’m at home.

Today was another same old, same old, but it was also one of those days that I can’t remember very well because the stress level was a little too high. I did my best to bring it down and keep myself in the right [stress free] zone. Like a hot bath, playing games, and taking time to play with Zeus.
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Good morning, I suppose. Some mornings I don’t care, but there are others, like this one where I’m feeling like, nope. With absolutely no wiggle room, but every time I’ll give myself a second chance. With a second chance, I don’t care, and I’ll just go make it happen. Maybe I just need another coffee. But I didn’t have a coffee this morning because I didn’t want one. Tea with cream and honey and as usual, Zeus danced for his tea. I, of course, couldn’t resist and gave him a little.

I like sitting in the family room to drink my tea, color pictures, and prepare my mind for the day and its activities. It didn’t work today because I wasn’t looking forward to making the phone calls that I had to make. Some were to change an address, but that wasn’t why I was ‘dragging my feet.’ I knew I had appointments to cancel; I found my eye prescription so I could replace my glasses, and I needed to tell the doc’s office the real reason why I had to cancel my doctor’s appointment. It was only the meet and greet, but I couldn’t take a risk that great when my mom was talking to her doctor about me when he wasn’t my doctor, but he was the doctor that raped me.

I managed to wade through the two most difficult address change calls and then decided to simply get it over with. I was doing my best to not let my mind panic because I didn’t know what kind of overreach my mother had done as a kid to destroy the possibility of a life, never mind whether I wanted it to be happy or not. But my mother was never interested in my happiness. All my childhood memories that remained after choosing to tie my tubes to heal my childhood trauma were the ones where my mom had tried to blame me for her behavior and actions. As a kid, I ignored her because I never did those things and I was responsible for me, not her, with both actions and behavior. Plus, after I was raped at school when I was 9 yrs old, my family tried to treat me like the family garbage can. I watched them going around, living their lives how they wanted, and I realized I could too, so I climbed out of their garbage can, choose to love myself just as much as they loved themselves. I did what I wanted, just like they did. I stood up for my beliefs, just like they did, and I refused to take responsibility for their words, actions, and behaviors that never at any given time ever added up. None of those three ever added up.

But now, I was back at home several decades after they tossed me out of their house because they didn’t help me like they helped their other kids when they became adults. I didn’t like it, but I didn’t let my mom and dad know because that would only become a weapon, they’d use against me. But my parents’ idea of ‘help’ was finding a man for me to marry because as a woman, the only good I was capable of was making babies, and I was getting older and soon I wouldn’t be able to give them babies, and then I would be no good to them. I might as well get sick and die. They knew just as well as I did that, I couldn’t work the jobs that they considered the ‘only jobs a woman could work.’ If I didn’t marry [and to marry I had to allow a man to ‘walk all over me’ and mom and dad knew I wouldn’t let anyone, never mind a man, do that to me] the only options I had were cook, teach, clean, or nurse. But that was my parents’ beliefs that came from that church they attended all their life. I never agreed with that church’s teachings and by the time I was 21, if I even darkened the doors of that church, every man would undress me with their eyes, make sure I felt like crap, and solidly ensuring they were pushing me so far away I had no interest in being a part of them.
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