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Who would of thought. Not me.

No one to blame. Just didn’t see.

What’s it worth.  Not really sure.

A Constant Curse.  An endless bore.

No light to follow. No goal to reach.

Inside just hollow. Obliged to teach.

Harsh & real, or protect & shield?

One grows strength, the other will yield.

For them or I? Be honest now.

If I knew, I’d tell all how.

Outright truth leaves no hope.

Temptation only, to knot the rope.

Smile & tell stories. Really?

Trick our own.  Seriously?

Where is the end.

How long now .

When may I

Take my bow.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


PREAMBLE


[image: ]




Three and a halve years to go and counting. That’s how long until I am released. Not from prison or some asylum, which might be more appropriate, but from a loveless marriage where resentment slowly grows like a toxic mould, smothering every last ounce of a love I once thought was unbreakable.

So why am I still here, enduring this suffocating and demeaning relationship, you might ask? For my children. Don’t get me wrong. I know they would survive if I took a more selfish path and ended the solitary confinement I now find myself in, but the disruption and life-changing impact such a move would have, would I’m sure lead not only to resentment against me but also to far fewer life opportunities for them.

So instead, I suffer in silence. Well, almost. My only outlet is to put pen to paper in hopes of releasing many of the unhealthy thoughts that stir within. Okay, maybe that’s a slight exaggeration of me romanticising my actions. Realistically, I’m typing away on an out-of-date iPad with a cracked screen, or occasionally even on my iPhone,  if an unexpected memory or thought strikes while I’m on the road somewhere. I constantly urge and encourage myself not to hold back but to divulge every inner thought with no apologies and no fear of repercussions.  Knowing very well that if my writing was to be shared, the ramification's would be detrimental.

I have so much to disclose, and while some parts may not be as interesting as others, I hope some of it resonates with you and that I am not alone on this journey. Journey being the ultimate word as I am just not sure how it all ends yet. I guess that could be seen as the exhilarating part, although it’s hard to find any excitement at present. I have given myself four years to tell my tale, which is still evolving as I write. That of course, means just like you, I currently have no idea how this story ends.

I have dreams and aspirations like everyone, but right now, it feels as if everything has been placed on hold. Life around me continues of course, but it’s as if someone has pressed my pause button. I feel almost nothing at all. It is like I am viewing the world through a glass cage. So, in an effort to chip away at the cryotherapy that seems to have frozen my heart.  My every emotion. I thought this was the perfect opportunity to see if I am indeed a lone iceberg or just one in a larger cluster.  Drifting aimlessly in the great ocean of life. Silent tears vanishing into the salt water, like they never existed in the first place. Slowly, ever so slowly melting into oblivion.

————-
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It was nineteen years ago that I had my first son, so I guess ultimately, he is an adult, but his four younger siblings still have another 1, 2, and 3.5 years to go, before they reach the so-called “responsible” age of eighteen and more importantly, obtain their driver’s license and the freedom that comes with it. There’s a set of twins in there too, in case you’re thinking my numbers don’t add up.

Oh, don’t mistake me. I love being a mum, and I love my children more than anything in this world, but that’s just it. The personal sacrifices a mother makes for her children can become overwhelming. It’s not that they have ever asked me to make such sacrifices or are even aware of them. And it’s not that I’ve had a hard life because I know in reality, how lucky I am in so many ways. It is just what it is, I guess. Which is so far from what I could have ever imagined and hoped for.  My childhood dreams no more than a distant memory of what once might have been.
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Lola Finocchiaro. I wasn’t entirely sold on how that sounded, but it didn’t stop me from practicing what I knew would one day be my signature: L.Finocchiaro. It had crossed my mind that I might keep my own family name Carrick, after marriage, as the Italian heritage that Finocchiaro represented felt extremely foreign to me. Yes, I loved Italian food. Who didn’t? I even enjoyed listening to the likes of Andrea Bocelli, but that was pretty much where my Italian affiliation ended.

Aside from his inherited surname, even Logan displayed no obvious links to his father’s Sicilian background. In fact, I think I knew more about the country and language than he did. Nevertheless, the possibility of one day having children together meant they would either end up with a ridiculously long hyphenated surname, Finocchiaro-Carrick, or my own babies would bear a different name from mine. Shakespeare’s words, “A rose by any other name would smell as sweet,” were where I finally found solace. I was certainly no rose, but it was enough for me to have already made the decision to forgo my own name so that my now-nonexistent children and nonexistent husband for that matter, wouldn’t end up with writer’s cramp every time they had to sign their own name.

This in itself, should have preempted me to understand the unknowing power that a child can hold over their mother. I guess this was the very first of the self-sacrifices that were to come and they were not even born yet.
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At eighteen anything is possible. The fact that I was approaching three years into a relationship with Max Conroy didn’t seem to impact why I was now signing my best friend’s surname as if it were my own or even contemplating the effect this might have on my imaginary children. Let me clarify that. I was not dreaming of one day marrying my best friend, Katie Finocchiaro. It was her older brother, Logan, who had recently caught my attention.

It’s funny when you spend your early years side by side. For a long time, everything just is as it always has been and then, overnight, everything changes. Hormones kick in I guess, and you grow up. I don’t mean literally of course, as none of us could claim any significant increase in height, at least nothing worth mentioning, but in maturity. It’s just that it probably took Logan a good part of three years to catch up to where I was. I believe that’s quite common for many boys.

The Finocchiaro's lived exactly five houses down from us. Katie and I became best friends through our local dance school, and Logan often hung out with my older brother Eddy, playing soccer, cricket  and even the occasional basketball game together. The four of us spent the summer holidays in constant competition, whether it was makeshift Wrestle-Mania, classic catches in our pool, or BMX bike riding. There was definitely no love lost between us. It was simply that a group of four rather than two, increased the variety of games and things we could all do.

Growing up in the 1980s was all about entertaining yourself, and if our parents had any say in it, that meant preferably outside. The extra company of friends and siblings at least made that task easier. Living in a small country town with the nearest general store a hilly three-kilometres away, there weren’t many alternatives. It was only on rare occasions that we would find the energy to make the long steep trek to our local milk bar. The boys wasting their coins on the double dragon table top once there, while Katie and I chewed the 2 cent chocolate Mates until our jaws ached. It wasn’t uncommon for our days to end with either Katie in tears or Logan storming off for one reason or another. Sometimes, Eddy and I didn’t even know the cause of either, but we were all so accustomed to each other’s moods that we knew tomorrow would be a new day and everyone would start afresh as friends again. The four of us spent the better part of five years hanging out after school, on weekends, and during the summer holidays. Young, innocent fun, without hardly a care in the world.

A couple of months after my sixteenth birthday party, my hormones had well and truely awoken  and that’s when I met Max Conroy. He was two and half years my senior, and I was instantly taken by him. Sun-bleached dreadlocks, a tanned, strong body on display as he conquered the local skate ramp. It was my first time at the ramp, and needless to say, his ease at dropping in and getting far more air on his “ollies”  than any of the younger boys there, attracted my full attention. I knew nothing about skating and until then wasn’t even aware the ramp existed, but I immediately sensed the admiration Max commanded from the other skaters.  It was only later that I learned his impressive tricks had landed him a double-page spread in Thrasher, a popular skateboarding magazine that often featured the likes of Tony Hawk and other up-and-coming talents. No wonder there was a sense of awe surrounding him at the skate park that day. 

I don’t even recall the specific details of how Max and I hooked up. Don’t get me wrong of course, I remember the first time we slept together, as it was my very first time being intimate with anyone. To his credit, he was aware of this and at least, refrained from taking my virginity in the backseat of his ford XC. Instead, a friend of his invited us back to his place.  Well officially, his parents’ place while they were overseas.  Being the only couple in the small group, Max lead me straight to the parents’ bedroom suite and I don’t use the word suite lightly. The house was incredible, every room screaming money. Not that any of this mattered once the lights were out of course. In the darkness, the experience itself was neither unpleasant nor unforgettable. It was simply a relief to tick the box, no pun intended and that was all.  Oddly enough, we never returned to that house, that is now forever etched in my memory. Nor did we ever see this so-called friend of Max’s again. His name, to this day, remaining a mystery.  In recent years, I’ve driven close to where I think the house was, occasionally feeling the urge to turn down that quiet side street just to prove to myself that it really did exist. I say think because, well, it was 33 years ago now, and as a 16-year-old drinking premixed whiskey and coke out of a 1.25L Coke bottle, I wasn’t exactly paying close attention to the precise location. Besides in fairness, I had other things on my mind that night.

Max had just passed his driver’s license about a week before we got together, and that made my semi-country life so much easier. No longer did I have to plead with my mum for a lift here and there or sleep over for nights on end at various school friends’ houses, just to remain in the vicinity where there was actually enough population for a teenager to have a social life.  I went to school in the suburbs, so all my schoolmates were accustomed to the kind of social life I was always trying to be part of. Looking back, I wonder now if I took advantage of Max’s drivers license.  A boyfriend with wheels meant I was literally going places, not to mention the fact that he could purchase my liquor and more often than not, pay for it too.

Max was an apprentice, working full-time for his father’s company, so he was no doubt being paid more than most boys his age. In comparison to the jobless student that I was, this had its advantages. I say jobless because I never really considered my part-time role as a dance teacher on Saturday mornings to be work, though it did at least mean I had enough money to support my recent smoking addiction.  A $3.50 pack of Winnie blues still added up pretty quickly, when only working part time. Looking back, I can honestly say that the added benefits Max brought to the relationship never crossed my mind at the time. I was simply taken with his masculine appearance, his generosity, and his kindness toward me. It was three years of carefree fun which, I guess, is how your teenage years should be. Yes, we had our ups and downs, which I’ll touch on more shortly, but all in all, looking back, we were just kids enjoying each others company. The fact that we eventually broke up just after I turned eighteen and got my own driver’s license was a pure coincidence, not some predetermined plan on my part.
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During my time with Max, the once inseparable Finocchiaro and Carrick siblings all started to go our own way. Logan, a year older than me, had dropped out of school and started an apprenticeship in horticulture. Katie and I still caught up occasionally on weekends and at dance, but as Max and I tended to hang out at his place rather than in the remoteness of where I lived, our friendships had definitely taken a step back.

Eddy, always fitting in wherever he went and forever being my protective big brother, often came along to parties with Max and I. I wonder now if this was because he actually enjoyed the social scene in the suburbs more or if it was because he was stepping up to ensure his younger sister was okay.

Logan, being the oldest in our group of four, got his license a year into my relationship with Max and upon doing so, he began popping into our house after work to catch up with Eddy again. It’s funny how when you only live five houses away, it takes a car to drop in and see someone. Looking back, I think it was really a means to try and impress me.  He had bought himself a clean, white Ford XD, much newer than the car Max drove and he had had it fitted with new wheels and the latest six-stack CD player. Materialistic things never really interested me much, but I was intrigued to see what music he had chosen to listen to. Transvision Vamp’s “Baby I Don’t Care” was currently blaring from a Hot Hits 100 disc, with Roxette - Look Sharp! next in line. Not bad, but nothing too deep there. It definitely lacked the emotional pull of U2’s Rattle & Hum, Billy Joel’s Greatest Hits, or if the right situation,  Mike Oldfield’s Tubular Bells.  All of which were my go-to albums at the time.  Depending on my mood of course.

A year of outside work and manual labor had been kind to Logan and he knew it. He no longer possessed the soft, spongy body of most schoolboys his age. Instead, he carried an air of confidence and was not shy about walking around in nothing but his camel-coloured trade shorts and steel-capped boots. His now hardened, bronzed chest was on full display. More often than not, his day’s work would leave its mark, with traces of dirt here and there, or I’d inhale an unexpected whiff of his body odour forcing its way through his freshly applied deodorant. His now manly presence and subtle pheromones awakened my every sense.

The sexual tension between us was increasing every day. Initially, it was just a sneaky glance here and there, but slowly, it became lingering stares, silently daring the other to look away first. Nonchalantly, he started dropping off magazine extracts that he knew I was interested in reading, highlighting any playful words he picked up within the text. My stomach would do somersaults as I read each word, knowing he had highlighted them intentionally to grab my attention. Most had some sort of sexual reference if taken out of the writer’s context. Simple words such as “deeply” or “yearning” stirred up the butterflies within and making me nervous as I searched each page for the subtle messages. I thought about what the future, our future, might entail. It was clear he was testing the waters, gauging my reaction to his discreet advances.

This was how I soon found myself signing his name as my own. I knew it was only a matter of time before we were together, but for that same reason, I felt no need to rush what was clearly inevitable. An entire year came and went with our harmless games, and our attraction to each other was now unquestionable, well to us, anyway.  I had not dared to confide in anyone else about our secret glances and cautious flirtations, not even my best friend, aka his sister, Katie. And of course, I still had Max to think of as we were now approaching our third year anniversary as a couple.
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Max’s jealousy eventually reached a whole new level. I know my actions were partly to blame, literally only a couple of weeks after Max and I had started going out, there was a brief interlude where I was taken by his best friend, Jason’s striking looks and cheeky smile. In my defence, if I’m allowed one, this was short-lived and was pretty much over before it even started. My initial attraction to Max was far stronger, and we were able to rekindle our relationship, ignoring the early speed hump along the way. Probably not the best  choice of words, although they do seem rather fitting.

Credit to both Max and Jason for never letting my young, inexperienced ways damage their strong friendship. At sixteen, I was new to the whole boyfriend-girlfriend scene, and thankfully, Max managed to overlook my temporary distraction. We continued our courtship for the next 3 years. However, the hidden scars this hiccup left understandably remained etched in his brain. Over time, it was enough to resurrect the insecurity that lay beneath the surface.  Maybe it was that, or maybe it was just in his DNA, but thankfully, Eddy was always there to jump to my defence whenever the Vat69 caused Max to lose his dignity and start verbally trashing everyone, myself included. Surprisingly, it wasn’t my slow simmering secret infatuation with Logan that fuelled Max’s continued anxiety. Logan always kept his distance from Max, and we were rarely ever  all breathing the same air, so Max was definitely none the wiser of the growing connection between Logan and I. When I turned eighteen, I became the proud owner of a little white Toyota Corolla. This greatly reduced my dependence on Max as my chauffeur, which in turn meant he no longer knew my every move. The uncertainty of my whereabouts only further fuelled our already-tested relationship.  Location sharing or even mobile phones, for that matter, weren’t a thing in the early 90’s. If you were out, you were out. There was no way to contact each other or check Find My Friends or Snap location, like there is today. All you could do was wait until the other person finally picked up a landline and decided to call you, if you happened to still be home at that time of course.

Max generally preferred to party at home in his parents’ garage with his mates, listening to the likes of Cold Chisel and various other artists, so pubs and clubs were never really on our agenda and rarely visited. Even though I had had a fake ID for a number of years, there was always a risk of getting caught out. Ultimately, our three years of dating were pretty limited to local parties and home gatherings with his close friends.  After spending so much time by Max’s side, the freedom that came with my own license, not to mention the never-ending list of eighteenth birthday parties that we were now being invited too, began to take its toll.

The final crunch came when my close girlfriend Annabel and I happened to be chilling on my bed, gossiping away about various things as girls do.  It was late and the boys were out in the next room, watching MTV or something similar.  For one reason or another Annabelle, began laughing at some comment I had made.  The comment itself was neither here nor there, but Annabels snort and throaty laughter that followed,  couldn’t help but remind of the Character, “Muttley”, from the TV show “The Wacky Races”. The moment I pointed this out to her, Annabel snorted even louder and  then quickly covered her mouth in a failed attempt to smother the breathy cackle that followed.  This only aided in promoting the sheer resemblance to the animated character even more and  resulted in an endless cycle of her snorting and giggling while we both became hysterical at her failed attempts to stop.

Our outbreak in laughter caught Max’s attention. Over hearing only half our conversation, he somehow twisted it into me supposedly having the hots for a mystery man by the name of “Muttley.” Even after explaining ourselves and clearing up the joke, Max remained suspicious. That’s when I knew, the time had come to end our teenage romance once and for all and it wasn’t a day too soon.  I had attempted to end things a couple of times before due to our growing disagreements and his jealousy, but after nearly three years together, at eighteen, that was practically my entire teenage life. It was never going to be easy and it wasn’t. Enough was enough  though and I found my inner strength to finally end my first true romance. 
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THE BEGINNING OF THE END
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It was Christmas Eve, 1992, when Logan and I finally succumbed to our desires.  It was a warm summer evening and Logan had come over for Christmas Eve drinks with Eddy. With daylight savings well in force, the sun didn’t set until close to 9 p.m, so the three of us had set up around the pool with our overly large Bali boombox tuned into the latest Top 40 Countdown, with an esky full of sickly sweet Scotch and Cola UDLs.

Katie was off at some party. It had been ages since the four of us had hung out together. This was mainly because of the age difference as she was still a couple of years off from turning eighteen.  Also, her and Logan’s sibling relationship was nowhere near as strong as Eddy’s and mine. To be honest, I don’t think the two of them would have hung out at all if it were not for Eddy and I.

The conversations above the table didn’t burn in my memory, but the fire that was ignited below still gives me goosebumps today. First, a fleeting brush of Logan’s  bare foot on the back of my calf. My insides jumped as I tried to appear as if it were nothing. I wasn’t even sure if it was intentional, but the warmth of his skin on mine sent tingles all the way up my leg, causing me to clench internally. As a means to hide my excitement, I laughed with even more vigour at the irrelevant story Eddy was telling above the table.  The second touch was much slower and with clear intent. Skin against skin, he gently brushed upwards, reaching the back of my knee and continuing toward my inner thigh. Nervous not to alert Eddy to the games going on under the table, I tried to keep up the illusion that I was listening attentively. At the same time, I intentionally ignored Logan’s piercing eyes, which were locked on me the entire time. Every one of my senses was on overload as I tried to remain calm and nonchalant.

It felt like time had stood still, but midnight had come and gone hours ago, and with the esky now empty, we all agreed to call it a night. Eddy retreated to his bungalow, which only months earlier had been our backyard shed, and I accompanied Logan to the front door, to see him out.  Stepping outside, I closed the door softly behind me, careful not to wake anyone in the house or stir the sleeping dogs. As I lit up a cigarette, hinting that my night wasn’t quite over yet, I took a slow, deep drag, in an effort to suppress the nervous excitement that had again built up inside me. As I slowly exhaled, Logan gently took the cigarette from my fingers, flicked it into the dirt below the  rose garden, then swept his other hand behind my head and pulled me toward him. The kiss was so intense that there was no stopping it there. Our patience had finally given way to our physical desires, and neither of us dared to whisper a word or let the thought of any consequences ruin what we had both been waiting so long for. The uniting of our bodies was desperate and passionate, and only once it was all over were we both consumed by laughter. The anticipation was no more and as we finally relaxed. We were able to fully enjoy the moment I had only visualised until then.

As the adrenaline subsided, the hard bricks beneath our bodies suddenly became apparent, and the realisation that the Christmas Day sun would soon be peeking over the horizon brought us back to reality. Lingering in the moment was therefore brief, almost nonexistent. Covering our half-undressed bodies, Logan reluctantly continued on his way home, while I levitated back inside my parents’ house to my own bedroom. I crashed onto my bed, silently giggling at the realisation that Santa wasn’t the only one to come that Christmas Eve. Not being able to remove the smile from my face, I welcomed sleep and the pleasant dreams it would now entice. 
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