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To anyone who carries the cloak of trauma
with them – we see you, and we believe you.
You didn’t deserve any of it and you didn’t do
anything wrong. And you’re not alone.











‘Jenny and I spoke last night and she said to me, “You have to think about this as a father first.


What would you want to happen if it were our girls?” Jenny has a way of clarifying things, always has. And … I’ve reflected on that overnight, and listened to Brittany, and what she had to say…’


– Scott Morrison





Who knows where rage lives while it’s dormant?


Rage, once sparked, doesn’t dissipate. It transforms, it leaks, it transcends and it builds. But it doesn’t disappear.


It falls out in silent tears in the shower, and flash changes in moods. An over-exuberant fuck! at a spilled tea. A pounding of the keys in a short text. A deep breath and a slow blink. Rage, once lit, constantly flickers. Anger is a primary emotion, an instant response. Rage is taught, the product of thousands of micro-cuts, of all those times being ignored, being dismissed. Being patted on the head and told to be a good girl. To hold the screams in, even as you’re being told to speak up.


Until one day, one moment, you can’t.


When I heard the Prime Minister explain that he now understood he needed to address the allegation of a rape within the walls of Parliament House because his wife had asked him to think about how he would react if it were one of his daughters making the accusation, it burst out of me. I don’t know what came first – the tears, or the sound. Too guttural to be called a scream, too broken to be a roar.


It was the day after Brittany Higgins had gone public with her story. Not because she wanted Australia to witness her trauma. Telling your story puts you straight back where some part of you never stops dwelling, like tying on a cape that’s always floating behind you and pulling it tighter around your neck.


Brittany Higgins could no longer pretend to be okay within a system that treated her account as a political problem to be kept under wraps and solved, rather than an all-too-common human tragedy. When Brittany told her bosses, which included a minister of the Crown, that she had allegedly been raped in Parliament House by a colleague, they didn’t see a young woman struggling to put the pieces of herself back together. They saw a headline just weeks out from an election. Even then, in those first moments, Brittany wasn’t put first. It’s a common theme in sexual assault and harassment allegations.


And now, twenty-four hours after her story had been publicly told, the Prime Minister of the country was addressing it, saying he’d been reminded to think of the situation as a father. His wife, Jenny, had seen Brittany’s interview with Lisa Wilkinson on The Project and wanted to know what was being done. At that point, it was nothing. And so Scott Morrison decided he’d order a review into parliament’s workplace culture. After all, he was now thinking about what happened to Brittany with the mindset of a father.


I was working – my fingers were meant to be typing the Prime Minister’s words, sending them out to the millions of Australians not sitting in Parliament House, not hanging on our elected official’s every word but nonetheless interested in what he had to say. But I couldn’t move. I sat, not seeing beyond the darkness that impinged my vision, not hearing beyond the rushing of blood in my ears.


The Prime Minister now had ‘clarity’, he said. He knew the way forward, because he had been told to think of it as a father would, by his wife. What would you want to happen if it were your daughters?


I sat feeling broken, unable to draw enough breath to sob, or summon the necessary clarity to open my lungs. I highlighted his words over and over and over from the transcription feed, copied them. Placed them into notes to strip them of formatting, copied them again and entered them into my work publishing system. Control C. Control V. Control A. Control C. Control V. Over and over and over, my fingers working even as my mind tripped over the same words and circled back. Someone else’s daughter. We always have to be someone else’s daughter.


Then rage pushed through the numbness. I felt it, bubbling from the toes I had dug into dirt and beds, struggling to get away from the weight pressing itself upon me. It spread up calves and thighs that had been bruised by thumbs and fingers forcing unwilling muscles apart.


It burnt through my core, to the very heart of me, which had been shattered by violations thrusting me into the ‘after’ time, where everything looks the same and everything is completely different.


My rage is centuries old. It lived in my grandmother, when the cells which would lend part of themselves to my creation formed inside my mother as she floated in my nana’s womb.


You’ll find it in almost every household, workplace, street or cafe. It’s in the women who sit at your boardroom tables and in your classrooms, in those who jog a little faster past you in the park, and the people who move seats on the train. It’s in those who speak about nothing on the phone to their friends, so the walk to safety doesn’t seem so long, or in the requests for company on a simple errand.


It’s individual and it’s legion. Of course, it doesn’t only live in women. It’s inside anyone who was once identified as vulnerable. In the overpowered, and the overwhelmed. In those marked as different, and those expected to carry a load because their existence is, and always has been, political.


That rage, that collective incandescent rage, was let loose by some clumsy words from a prime minister more concerned with the politics of the situation than the people. What had been individual seething became a chorus.


Rage never disappears. It only sits dormant. But once freed, it consumes your neurons, telling your adrenal glands to release the stress hounds – adrenaline, testosterone – to prepare you for fight.


Those words, that dismissal, the countless verbal pats on the head and the push to move on reminded all those who had come before of their own anger. It vibrated, collected. Lines were drawn between those who lived in the before time, and those who knew what the after felt like.


As the adrenaline flowed through me, I saw it echoed in the flabbergasted comments across social media. In the messages and emails. In the discussion of colleagues around me, and the heavy footsteps of those asking me if I’d heard the Prime Minister’s comments.


People were preparing for a fight. Not for us, but for those who would come after us. For a political system that relies on apathy, reckonings are few and far between. But what the government, the naysayers and the journalists who still saw the world in black and white failed to take into account were the countless stories that so many women had held deep inside. Gaslights leave much in the shadows, but when they burst, their flames illuminate all that has been kept in the dark.


What the government then saw as a political bump, something to be carried away by the 24-hour news cycle, survivors saw as a call to arms.


A reckoning was brewing.











‘… blokes don’t get it right all the time, we all know that. But what matters is that we’re desperately trying to and that’s what I’m trying to do. And we will get this right. We need to focus on that…’


– Scott Morrison





I’m not sure when I first learnt to stay quiet. It’s always been a part of me, like green eyes and misshaped little toes.
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‘Visceral, forensi¢, fierce: this book is a lit fuse’
JULIA BAIRD
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