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This book is dedicated to all the people in my life I have learnt from and who have loved me no matter what.


But mostly, this book is dedicated to my Nanny Fae Bindon. May your legacy of love, light, purity and faith in everything that surrounded you live on. I love you, my blue butterfly. Be free.
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Dear diary …


Ha! Totally kidding! I’m not that lame. Well, I kinda am … but I won’t do that to you all. Not this soon into our reading experience.


Firstly, I would like to start off by saying I am not a writer. These are just my own personal thoughts, opinions and experiences blurted out in text form as best as I possibly can with my bad Queensland education (just joking, in case any of my old teachers happen to read this).


If you don’t like/agree with what I have to write, well, don’t look, darling – just don’t look!


Again, I’m only kidding. But, seriously, you don’t have to agree at all. We couldn’t all possibly agree on everything. How incredibly boring would life be if we all agreed?


I have slowly but surely been drowning in the excessive amount of creative juices that have built up over time due to lack of use. So what better way to release these juices than to annoy those of you who actually want to read the dross that fills my mind? (I promise as time goes on my grammar and spelling will get better and the content will become much better too.)


I don’t even think that last sentence was very good English (and neither was that).


Truly, though, everyone has a story. Share and inspire people with yours. You have a story to tell so own it.


I feel deeply about everything I have been through and experienced so I am owning it and sharing it with you. Who am I to inspire anyone? I am no one but myself and my story. And my story could inspire others. Just as yours can too.


Most of all, I want this book to be about sharing. Sharing with those of you brave enough to read the words of a mad woman. I want to share with you my thoughts, my experience with mindfulness, meditation, spirituality, relationships, friendships and mental health, and mainly just to have a good ol’ laugh. The good people of the planet were not joking when they said laughter is the best medicine. I preach that like nobody’s business. I ask that you be open minded. Take what you will and enjoy the ride. Here we go …
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CHAPTER 1


Here and Now


Let’s start off with a little back tale about the last few years and why I think they’ve had such a huge impact on where and who I am at this very moment.


The last few years have been incredibly unusual, to say the least. I cannot speak for everyone, but it certainly has been a bloody stirring few years for me and for quite a lot of people I know.


If you love all things universe and planet-to-mood-related you will also be a huge believer in the Saturn Return.


But some of you might ask, ‘What is the Saturn Return?’


With the first Saturn Return of their life, a person will leave their youth and enter adulthood. It takes about 29.5 years for the Saturn Return to meet your natal Saturn – basically, where the planet Saturn was when you were born. The Saturn Return generally hits in the late twenties and continues into your early thirties.


Long story short, Saturn Return can be a right ball-ache and when it is done you finally find your place in this weird and wacky world. Please take the time if you have not already to Google Saturn Return if you are just reaching what I have felt to be the most hectic time of my life (mid to late twenties). I highly recommend you prepare yourself and know that you are in for quite the ride.


I can tell you this much, I have never been so happy to be twenty-nine. Twenty-nine has been my year, ladies and gents! Watch this space! There’s more to come from thirty.


Lately I’ve had many realisations and I have found that I am almost a completely different person in the way I think and feel about nearly everything. (Almost is in bold because I still have a lot of old-school tendencies that surely need some work, and some that I love and don’t really want to ship out. They can stick around.)


I grew up in a coasty environment, and unless you moved away there was a solid chance your destiny was marriage and kidlets at quite a young age. Perhaps own a nice little dress store or cafe or something along those lines. NOT that there is anything wrong with that at all. That was just never for me.


I always said that all I wanted was to get out of the Sunshine Coast and to become a successful director and/or producer, travel and just live my damn life however I want to live it. Despite society’s expectations.


Originally I was mad about theatre (don’t know why, I guess I just LOVED to perform) then that turned into wanting to make it within the film and/or television production industry. Mainly documentaries. I was mad for them.


When I first moved to Sydney back in December 2011, after studying Creative Industries at QUT in Brisbane, all I wanted was to work my butt off and be well respected for being a ridiculously hard worker. Not some 21-year-old who would just twirl her hair and hope for the best.


I prided myself on being a strong, independent woman ‘who don’t need no man’! I still to this day have that thought in the back of my mind. I’ve managed to embed this whole I-am-a-solo-woman-hear-me-roar in my mind pretty hardcore. I felt like I could not have both this really great career and a boyfriend (and, yes, I realise what that sounds like in light of something significant I’m undertaking this year, but we’ll get to that later).


So I well and truly managed to push away a good man at the time and pretty much have never had one since.


I think the reason behind this was because I had only really seen the women in my life have one or the other. They could have a family but no solid career ambitions, or vice versa.


While I was growing up my parents played their gender-specific roles to a T. My mum was very much there to raise us kids and cook and clean, and my dad worked hard and made most of the family-based decisions. My mum and dad didn’t have much of a romantic relationship, from what I saw.


I had a very strong aunty who I saw go off and travel the world and be a gypsy and date lots of different guys, and I thought, Yes! This is more of what I want. I want to travel the world, and date all the right people at the wrong time. (Or all the wrong people at the right time – depends on which way you want to look at it, really.)


I knew from a young age that I only wanted a relationship where I was equal with my partner. We would have our roles in our careers but when we came home the only role we had was loving each other and bringing out the best in each other.


I had not actually seen this type of relationship, therefore I avoided finding out if it was really possible. I feel that is where this whole I-can’t-have-both idea came from.


As I have grown up I’ve realised that this is not the case: the right person will love and support you and never expect you to play a role just because society used to make us believe that this was the way things should be. Men can cry and stay at home and look after the kids if that is what both of you want. Women can get down and dirty and fix cars or whatever the hell they want to fix.


Gender roles are stupid. That’s my feeling towards that subject. Now let’s move on, shall we?


Back to talking about when I moved to Sydney: I would work fifteen-hour days; I was ridiculously underweight and hardly slept due to being so anxious about trying to be perfect at everything I did. This happened especially at work.


I wanted to look like I could work as hard as any man in that office, and boy oh boy did I ever. When it came to having a day off, I would binge-drink and go out and paint the town red.


Ultimately, by the end of the night, I would manage to start a ‘poor me’ fight with a lot of nearest and dearest, because my subconscious was wanting me to vent one way or another. I was exhausted after trying to be so damn perfect, kind, giving, always there to solve everyone’s problems day in and day out.


There is lesson number one, dear friends: numbing your pain with booze is not the answer!!!


I feel there is this cultural agreement that us Australians have made somewhere along the line where if you don’t drink until you’re absolutely wasted then you are just not doing it right. It is so culturally acceptable to binge-drink here and it is so wrong.


But that was all I knew. I was born and bred watching my parents drink too much. Alcoholism is huge on the Kent side of the family. And frighteningly life ruining. The Kent men would work hard and drink even harder. I believe drinking is what killed my dear Poppy Ted. He most probably would not have had three strokes that eventually turned him into a vegetable for the last part of his life if he hadn’t spent years binge-drinking copious amounts of alcohol day and night. This is just my opinion, of course. I am obviously no doctor and I guess we will never know the real answer, but from what I have seen and experienced I know in my mind and heart that drinking that much has never done anyone any good.


All I do now is hope and pray that my father will cut down on his booze. Maybe after reading this he will. Maybe not. I know I love my family with all my heart and all my soul and only want what is best for them, and I know that drinking as much as some of them do is not the answer to the happiness they deserve.


You don’t drink your body weight in booze if you are happy. I know this because I have done it at times in my life and most of those times were not when I was loving life. They were when I was at my lowest.


Social drinking is fabulous. I love a cheeky boozy night when celebrating or attending an event. Anything more than that I know that I am pushing the limits. Especially nowadays. This old grey mare, she ain’t what she used to be.


BUT WAIT – there is a silver lining: I have learnt from my mistakes – yay!


Well, I am learning …


As I get older I realise how important happiness is. I always thought my happiness was to be a woman who could do everything herself and didn’t need no man. If I didn’t have a man or didn’t rely on anyone else, then no one could take away my happiness. I just didn’t think my little heart could handle that kind of loss. I wanted so badly to have a fancy-shmancy title at a well-respected production company and show everyone that you don’t need to get married and be someone’s wife to be … ‘someone’. I have just seen so many relationships not be equal. Especially with my mother and father, and my grandparents.


Growing up I also experienced such an interesting relationship with my father that after all that hurt I could not imagine allowing someone who hadn’t born me to treat me so terribly. I thought if my own dad could sometimes pretend I didn’t even exist, then what could someone who was not my dad do to me?


I don’t like to touch on this too much as I don’t want my dad to think I don’t love him more than anything and that I don’t appreciate everything he has done for me and my family. I do believe that because of his upbringing he has suffered in ways that you couldn’t even imagine, hence the way he was towards us kids from time to time. I also respect that this story is not my story to tell: it is his story.


Rest assured that we now have the best relationship that we have had since I was the apple of his eye when I was first born and his little girl. I guess that one day I will sit down and ask him why he did certain things and behaved in certain ways – but I know one thing for sure, and that is that I would never question his love for me and I hope he never questions my love for him. Without some of his MOP ways (Mental Old Prick is his nickname when he is acting out) I would not be the person I am today. I was raised by one of the most generous men and one of the funniest bastards you could ever meet.


I also believe this ‘I can do it ma’self, asshole’ attitude came from having seen so many women invest all their happiness into one person and then when that person took it all away from them they literally felt they had nothing.


So, because of this very strong yet very misguided way of thinking, I have almost made myself despise relationships – and that hasn’t made me happy at all. Where is the happiness in that?


This extreme way of thinking has obviously not come from nowhere; it of course stems from having seen interesting relationships growing up and experiencing some myself.


Them damn daddy issues – you could smell that coming, I’m sure. I feel many of us here in Australia seem to have them.
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CHAPTER 2


Childhood


My childhood was what I believe to be your everyday stock-standard Aussie childhood but with a few little hurdles and quirks along the way.


I was the first born. Came out looking like a cone head ’cause my poor little noggin got stuck and it was flattened like a pancake. It stayed like that for a few days.


I believe this is why I have a ginormous forehead and got a nickname from my very own father, Forehead Fred. Cheers, Dad, you sure know how to make a gal feel special.


I don’t mind the big ol’ forehead now. I feel the bigger the forehead the bigger the brain, really.


Apparently I was a very difficult baby and cried day and night. Mum did find out that I was a colicky baby – this meant I could cry inconsolably for several hours at a time.


Lucky Mum. Her first little bundle of joy was a screaming asshole with a massive flattened head. Cute.


I remember being very loved. Though Mum told me later down the track that we went to live with her parents for a couple of months after I was born because I was so difficult and Mum and Dad were not getting on. To be fair, they’d only really met a year before I arrived and Dad whisked Mum overseas for a pretty solid world trip and got her pregnant in Paris.


They were going to call me Paris. Thank god they didn’t as I was in my peak teenage years when Paris Hilton’s porn tape came out. Could you imagine the bulk banter I would have copped surrounding that?


I already got the delightfully catchy nickname Phalange – because ‘Angie Phalange’ almost rhymes, doesn’t it, and the boys at school just thought they were such clever clogs. It stuck pretty much my entire high school life, so I guess they were quite clever after all.


Dad won Mum back after a solid amount of time apart and they got married when I was eighteen months old. I think it’s pretty bohemian that I got to attend my mum and dad’s wedding. Running around the old-school 90s-themed church with all the 90s-themed attire with a bottle full of juice to shut me the hell up. The 90s, when you could fill your toddler’s bottle with pure sugar and no one would judge you. Nowadays, could you imagine the absolute disgust in every modern mother’s eyes? Christ on a bendy bicycle, the thought alone gives me anxiety.


Mum, Dad and I moved around a lot in my baby years and when I was three along came Bradley Mark Kent. For the next two years it was just us. The two best friends that anyone could have. I would say ‘Jump’ and Brad would say ‘How high, Ashgie?’ (That is how Brad would pronounce my name.)


When I look at family home videos now, I love listening to our little accents and our own little language. It is just so incredibly old-school Aussie that I crack up when I hear it.


Then along came Joshua Edward Kent.


I could probably do an essay alone on what Josh and my family went through when he arrived. Josh was born with a partial closure of the valve on his bladder, causing his kidneys to blow up, which then led to constant infections. Josh had an operation called a ureterostomy, which brought his ureter to the skin to rest his kidneys. So growing up we thought it was normal to see our baby brother do his wee through a bag for eighteen months. We called it his built-in peenie.


Dad and my mumma, Jane, a.k.a. Ma Sweet, were in and out of hospital with Josh for weeks on end. Josh had seven operations by the time he was six years old. My sweet little battling prince.


Not having parents around meant that I was raised by my grandparents on both sides of the family quite a lot.


If you were or are lucky enough to be raised by your grandparents, you would know how hard it is later to slowly watch them leave this planet. I learnt so much from all my grandparents.


I do not remember my mum’s dad, Pa Jim, as much as the others because he passed away when I was twelve. I do remember that the entire side of my mum’s family was so saddened by his loss and I felt the pain of my mum for a very long time after his death. Watching family videos and seeing Pa Jim, I can still feel the power of his love and the role he played in that side of the family. So much respect was there and losing him I watched a piece of my mum die too.


I also watched my Nanny Fae struggle for years with her mental health. Nanny spent months in a rehabilitation centre in the hospital when Pa first passed. Imagine loving someone so much that when they pass, a piece of you passes away too. That’s what happened with Nanny, but not just a piece of her: I feel like an entire half of her went away. It was so frightening to watch the strongest woman in our family lose her mind.


Thankfully, through the power of prayer and love and absolute determination, Nanny Fae came back to us. After months of therapy, love, and shock treatment, she came back.


I don’t remember this overly much because I was young, but I do remember the feeling. I have always been such a deep feeler. I sometimes think that I may be very sensitive to people’s energies and I feel everyone’s pain a little too deeply, so that I hold it in my body and heart not knowing what to do with all this feeling.


I got that from my Nanny Fae, for sure. Her heart was deeper than the ocean. She was just so important to me – there’s a whole chapter about her in this book – and when we lost her last year … well, you’ll read about that too.


My middle brother, Bradley, and I had that many epic camping trips with our dad’s father, Poppy Ted, who also passed away in 2018. Camping with your poppy and your dad is a serious must-do.


I was never a fancy kid. We never had fancy holidays. I didn’t go on a plane until I was sixteen and that was to Sydney with one of my best friends at the time. Growing up our holidays were footy trips and camping trips with Poppy. We would learn about all the different types of birds and drink condensed milk out of those tubes when my dad wasn’t looking.


Dad was adamant about us being these insanely healthy children. We had to smash an apple before we ever had any junk food. That doesn’t sound like torture, but it is when you are holidaying with bulk children who are allowed to smash chippies and poppers and you can’t leave your room until you eat your apple a day – because apparently it keeps the doctor away. Our dad was a goddamn OCD freak when it came to eating a piece of fruit a day and cleaning our teeth.


I tell ya what: an apple a day certainly does not keep the doctor away and that is a fact. I smashed that many apples during my childhood and I was constantly on antibiotics. So throw that big ol’ myth right in the bin along with ‘sticks and stones will break my bones but words will never hurt me’. Also a big fat lie. People’s words can really mess with your head. Especially as a kid. Whoever made up those two sayings needs a good talking-to. Words can hurt you for a lifetime. I’ve broken four bones and I have never been messed up over that. But remember this … words of others are choices. You choose whether or not you want to hold on to them. If they don’t serve your greatest self, then set that toxic shit free. You’re worth it!
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CHAPTER 3


Childhood: Part 2


Something pretty B-grade-movie-like happened to me when I was a little girl.


I think I was around seven years old. My Nanna Kent took me out for lunch at the ol’ Sunshine Plaza on the Sunshine Coast, where we lived.


Nan told me that we would be meeting a friend of hers there. I did not think anything of it – I was just excited to be with my Nanna smashing some food and I’d probably get a present because I was a bit of a spoilt brat – being the first grandchild on the Kent side of the family meant that Nan and Poppy Ted spoiled me rotten.


We got to lunch and this young lady was there. I was too little to understand age but I do remember thinking she was a lot younger than my Nan (she would have been about eighteen or so).
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