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Messages Of Praise For Skye High’s From Darkness To Diva


A truly inspiring story! The heartfelt message instils a valuable lesson about not judging the differences in others.


Even through the many difficulties which are encountered along the way, this gripping story highlights the need to be honest and true to one’s self.


This is an affirming example which shows that it is possible to overcome adversity and celebrate our differences.


A must read for those who symbolise the letters in which PFLAG represent.


Shelley Argent OAM, National Spokesperson, Parents and Friends of Lesbians And Gays (PFLAG) Australia


This is a raw, courageous and uplifting story that you won’t want to put down. Although beyond that, most people, regardless of their own sexual orientation, will identify a little of themselves or someone who they know throughout aspects of this journey.


Similarly, it parallels with the path that many young people are on, even in this day and age, as they work out who they are and what is truly important to them.


This book reiterates the need for our communities, our societies and for the entire world to accept our differences, on our own terms, or risk being surpassed.


We are also reminded along the way that we must be genuine with ourselves and live the life we want, without fear of judgement, before it’s too late.


The powerful message that’s delivered is simple: The Sky(e) isn’t the limit, it’s only the beginning!


Roger A. Roberts-Loose, The Global Thinkx2 Initiative


Just like the truth, our own individual LGBTI (Lesbian, Gay, Bisexual, Trans, Intersex) stories will set us free. One of the biggest challenges we face is being able to share our stories in our own words, in our own way and in our own time.


Skye’s journey is an intensely personal narrative with an important reminder of the challenges so many have faced, and continue to face, on the road to simply being themselves.


This captivating journey will resonate with many different people, for many different reasons.


Daniel Witthaus, Author of Beyond Priscilla, Beyond That’s So Gay & Founder of the National Institute for Challenging Homophobia Education (NICHE)


It’s real. It’s honest. It’s Skye High’s own perilous adventure to discovering and becoming herself. It hasn’t been an easy road, but Skye’s tale is both compelling and hopeful. We need more empowering stories like this.


Matt Akersten, Australian National Editor, SameSame.com.au
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‘In loving memory of Oskar’









‘This book is not only dedicated to those who now celebrate their freedom by surviving a life of adversity. It is also dedicated to those who are yet to discover their own courageous voice, which will one day set them free to celebrate their own survival’







Prologue


Have you ever experienced a moment when you question why your life has taken you on the course it has? I believe many of us have. It’s worth taking the time to reflect on circumstances and events which have brought us to where we are in life today, right up to this very minute.


Regardless if your path has been harsh, mediocre or abundantly full of riches and pleasure, I believe most of us think our lives could still be more enriched in some way, if only we’d had the experiences we’ve gained at this very moment to guide us when we were younger. Yet, as I’ve become older, I believe that very notion of hindsight is nothing more than a ‘happy escape from reality’, which allows us to feel more secure about the past and the present.


I understand that on the surface, my story may appear no different to other peoples. Nevertheless, this is a story that can only be described as an empowering adventure which may allow you to break free from your own life and experience that of another. This is my own personal story, which highlights the good, the bad and the completely unexpected.


I will take you on a journey, where you’ll soon discover how one person’s life can be so dramatically different to another, but perhaps parallel in so many similar ways. Allow yourself to indulge in the dreams, hopes and realities of a boy as he conquers adversity, to one day become more of a man than he thought he could be and more of a ‘woman’ he ever thought he would be.


Over the years, I’ve become a firm believer that life is a very precious and a very powerful creation. I know this from firsthand experience, due to certain circumstances within my own life. Having said that though, not all of those experiences am I proud to admit. However with life experience comes a level of personal development and the ability to actually achieve the goals we set for ourselves. Whilst we may sometimes need to redefine those goals from time to time, they are still a driving force behind obtaining what we want to achieve. I believe this type of individual maturation offers solace from the demons that once troubled us, so we are able to become the people we were born to be.


I guess that then begs the question, ‘how do we know who we were born to be?’ Even though that’s a question which has been asked since the beginning of time, to be honest, I can’t offer a definitive answer. The only response I can provide, through my own experience, is once we undergo our own intimate journey of self-discovery, do we then have the potential to find that answer. Amongst the lessons learned during that time of self-examination, we hope that our own personal beliefs, along with guidance from the universe, will at least steer us in the right direction to become that very person.


I consider the universe as we know it, offers much more than what our physical being allows us to concede. Having said that, I’m not actually sure how the universe was created either, but I’m open minded enough to accept all theories and all possibilities. There are many plausible speculations, even including those stories of Adam and Eve and the Big Bang theory. As this is not a story of how humanity was created, nor do I want to preach my own beliefs, it is worth taking a minute to be thankful for all of the beauty that life has to offer, regardless of what you believe your life purpose is or however you believe the universe was formed.


Personally, I believe that there is definitely a higher power of some kind which conceived and continually maintains this stunning, wondrous, ever-changing evolution called life. I also believe with the creation of life, each of us was born with an individual and unique spirit. Although, there’s one thing I’ve learned about the possession of our precious spirit. That is, when we surrender ourselves to those who could abuse or mistreat us in anyway, we surrender that spirit, along with our own identity which therefore, gives greater power to those who may want to hurt us.


More often than not, when we allow a person to take control of our spirit for the purpose of their own self-serving or malicious advantage, our life becomes nothing more than a mere existence, barely worth living, let alone being able to share it with anyone else. However, on the other side of that theory, if we charge ourselves with the belief that we are validated in life, we are then in control of our own future. It is only when we truly accept ourselves and others in life for their differences, can we then understand and open our own minds to become more enriched by the diversity which is shared in so many different varieties of humankind.


Many years ago a very dear and wise friend once shared a poem with me. It states that people come in to our lives for a reason, a season or a lifetime. When I heard her speak the words of that poem I thought they were beautiful, but it wasn’t until I essentially sat down one day and replayed those very words over and over in my mind, that they revealed their true meaning. I discovered that it was more than a lovely ensemble of words. I considered this poem to be a mantra for living and for the acceptance of allowing people to share my life for whichever time frame that’s relevant.


Without people coming in to our lives we never evolve, we just remain stagnant. Surely there is more to life than standing still whilst letting it pass you by. What’s even worse, is living a life pretending to be someone, or something that you believe others want you to be.


Everyone has a unique story to tell and I believe it’s important for us all to make the time to not only listen to their experiences, but also share our own insights in return. Sometimes when we bare our souls and share our life stories and our experiences with other people, we have the ability to reach out in ways we may not realize or even believe to be possible. At times, I don’t think we fully understand the strong influence we can have when we communicate with other people.


I’ve discovered that these occurrences usually mean that we have the ability to not only help ourselves to understand our journey’s a little more, but in return, also help others to understand the meaning behind their own life and indeed, their own destiny. To genuinely learn through another person’s shared wisdom can be a very powerful and uplifting experience. We can greatly benefit from each other’s narratives and knowledge, regardless if we are together for a reason, a season or a lifetime.


With those shared personal stories and our own valued experiences we all, sometimes unknowingly, have a unique quality to impress vast and contrasting individual footprints onto this world. You may not relate to me as a drag queen, or even a gay man for that matter. However if you take away that small portion of my life, you’ll soon discover that I’m just like someone who’s already a part of your life, that you’re close to.


First and foremost, I am someone’s son, someone’s best friend, someone’s partner or someone who you may perhaps meet on the street one day, extending his hand to you when you need it the most, without judgment or hatred. I am someone who wants to make a positive difference in this world, to enrich the lives of other people. Every other aspect of my personality and sexuality is just an added bonus to make up the generous and loving person I am.


Without trying to sound cliché, remember, life really is all about the journey, not the destination. I think we all have a responsibility to play a part in making a vital difference along our way, not only for ourselves, but for the integrity of humanity. It’s important that we all try to be positive toward our differences, respect the views of others, embrace true love, but most of all, learn how to celebrate own individual diversity and indeed, the diversity of others.


Every single person on this earth is living out their own personal journey. Some people have a happy story to tell, some have an unpleasant one and some can’t even share their story because they are barely existing through a life of darkness and misery, being too afraid to be the people they were born to be. I believe that everyone has the right to live a life of freedom and acceptance, without fear of persecution, especially those who are ostracized because of their sexual orientation or diversity. Nobody has the right to treat others poorly, or make them feel as though they’re any less of a person, simply because of their own beliefs, or because of a perceived difference.


For me, I believe the essence of being human means that sometime in our lives we’re all going to be touched by sadness, enriched by courage and affected by adversity. But even more significantly, we also have the right to celebrate a life enhanced by happiness. This should be a sense of happiness which can bring peace and security to a life, that may otherwise seem hopeless or despairing. I think it’s also important to remember that every experience we live through should be kept close to us, but not close enough to hold us back from moving forward and exploring the uncharted territory that life has to offer.


When all is said and done, in life, one of the greatest ‘pat our own selves on the back’ moment should be when we realize that we still have the capability of laughing at ourselves, even through those bad times. Throughout my experiences, I’ve learned that only when we can openly laugh at ourselves, can we then genuinely love ourselves, even more. It can be too easy to gratuitously harbor an unwarranted grudge against the entire world because of our dire circumstances, or worse, because of the influence of negative people. It is that type of ‘chip on the shoulder’ approach to living, which only breeds more contempt, for a life that we should otherwise be living to the fullest.


Life really is the one opportunity where you get to act in the moment and that moment is right now. I truly believe the universe will provide all that we need. Sometimes we just have to find the courage and conviction from within, to ask for whatever it is we seek. The power of being impeccable with our words can make even those unlikely dreams, become a reality.




Voices, Which Echo From the Past


Let me take you back to a former image of myself. This is where you’ll soon gain a firsthand and up-front insight in to my environment, my experiences and the life changing factors, which have eventually led me to where I am today.


Being the youngest of three children, I was born on January 30th 1971. Whilst growing up, for as far back as I can remember, I was an overweight, short stature, slightly effeminate boy. I grew up in the outer south-eastern suburbs of Melbourne, Australia. I consider my upbringing was middle class, as I never seemed to go without anything and I was always very thankful to receive those things I did.


I believe that my siblings and I were treated fairly and equally. At no time throughout my youth was there an underlying animosity about one child being loved or favored more than the other. More importantly, I wasn’t the product of being in an abusive, dangerous or neglectful home environment. Our home environment was always loving and caring. My parents always did the best they could to protect us and provide everything we needed. Even though, like most kids, I’d always push the boundaries and want more, whether that was attention, money or the independence which I craved from a very early age.


Yet, it was rare that my parents ever gave in to my demands, no matter how many different ways I’d ask the same question. Whilst no child likes to hear the word ‘no’, my parents would also justify why they wouldn’t meet my demands. I simply had no other option but to accept their reasoning, without further questioning. Although, that didn’t stop me from throwing the occasional tantrum in the hope they’d change their minds.


My father was a self-employed man who volunteered on many various local committees. He was an old fashioned thinker who worked hard to provide for the household. He was also well known and commended for the voluntary work he did within our community. I sometimes think he worked even harder to represent the ‘picture perfect’ image of our family to those who were on the outside looking in.


Sadly, my father rarely ever spoke of his own upbringing or family. It appeared his own childhood and teenage years were vastly different to mine. Although, with the short snippets of his life that he reluctantly shared, I think some aspects of his life were comparable to that of mine, but in many different ways. To this day his early life remains sketchy and a bit of a mystery, which unfortunately, is how it will remain for the rest of my life.


As for my mother, she was a stay-at-home mom who raised my brother, sister and I. She was a wonderful mother, who was very nurturing and tender. Unlike my dad, she was a progressive thinker. She was also a very talented and gifted artist. She could reproduce any image that was in her mind, either on paper or in a more three dimensional way. Our family home was blanketed with the most beautiful artwork which our mom had proudly created.


As I grew older, I started to wonder why our mom seemed to stay in a marriage that didn’t seem to provide her with what she needed or deserved. Although, she seemed content enough with the fact that she was living the life she made for herself. However like me, she had a free spirited nature that could have taken her on any path she desired. Regardless of her circumstances or reasoning, I feel extremely honored that she is the lady I could call my mother.


As for my siblings and I, we were very different from one another whilst growing up. By the time I was old enough to appreciate having a close family unit, my brother, who was twelve years my senior, was looking for his own independence and ready to make a name for himself, which he did later in his life. To date, he is the only sibling to have been married and raise a beautiful daughter, who could carry on our family name later in life should she choose to.


From about the age of three years old, I remember my brother was an outgoing, good looking boy who enjoyed time with friends, going to the beach and living his life. I also remember him taking on a father figure when our dad was busy with work or attending to social commitments. To which I also remained grateful, because of that, he ensured I never missed out on having a male role model to look up to.


My brother was also more grounded than me. He would often think his actions through more carefully before making any decisions, or taking a ‘leap of faith’. However, he and I share many similar traits. I still continue to find out just how similar we are, as my life progresses. I always admired him for being the person he was throughout my childhood. I still hold that same admiration for him to this very day.


As for my sister, who is six years my senior, she was also slightly different to me. Growing up I thought she appeared somewhat distant and disconnected toward me. I didn’t believe she inherited that ‘free spirit’ gene from our mother. Many times I would often wonder why she and I never seem to connect on an emotional level. I certainly don’t think it was because neither of us tried to relate to one another. I just think that we were always moving in two different directions while growing up. Also given the age difference between her and me, she too was living her life when I had just started to explore my own life and who I was becoming.


My sister was a more introverted person with a soft nature. She seemed content to live a quieter lifestyle and enjoy spending quality time with our mother. Independence didn’t seem as important to her as what it had been for me. Whilst she had a small close circle of friends she would associate with on occasion, it was extremely rare for her to venture out on the social scene. She would rather enjoy her own company within the solitude and surrounds of our family home.


To be honest, I think it was difficult for her having to deal with a much younger brother. One who would crave the most attention and who would, at times, be awfully disrespectful towards her by using cutting words as a weapon to make her feel as though she was an outsider. A lot of water has gone under our bridge, however, I’m very proud to call her my sister. Our blood is, and always will be, thicker than the water under that very bridge.


And then there is me, the youngest member of the family. It’s almost as though I need to break myself in to thirds, so people understand the different sides of who I was, to who I became, to who I am today.


For as far back as I can recall, I started this life as a vibrant, happy and outgoing young child. I often liked to please people and ensure they were happy and laughing. Whether that was from telling jokes or just to help them out around the house in some way. I guess I was a bit of an attention seeker. Still, seeking the happiness of others would far outweigh any personal gratification I received from my outrageous antics.


Even at that tender age of three years old when I was in awe of my brother’s nurturing kinship, I knew I wanted my very own independence. I wanted the same freedom and concessions as he seemed to have. He didn’t appear to answer to anyone. It appeared he could come and go as he pleased. To me, that was very appealing.


There was one difference between him and I though, that was, I could be quiet stubborn and somewhat argumentative at times. I quickly realized that this was sometimes to my own detriment, especially the older I became. Perhaps I was more of a spoiled brat than I ever realized.


As a family, like most back in those years, we would spend every Christmas holiday away from our home. We would usually spend these holidays at Phillip Island, in the South East region of Victoria. This is a quieter, bay side retreat that is well known for its fishing, surfing and its tourist industries, such as the world famous penguin parade. Back in those days, the serenity of Phillip Island was appealing in a somewhat retrospective way.


We would stay in a caravan park within close proximity to the water, which I loved, because it provided a remoteness which I really enjoyed. There were also often many people from all over Australia holidaying there at the same time of the year, which made it easy for me to blend in and remain somewhat anonymous with the other holiday makers. I also basked in an overwhelming sense of freedom when we were spending time there. That was because I could change my personality to become anyone I wanted to be. My imagination was limitless.


Regardless of which personality I took on, no one there knew of my secret desire to want to break free and experience a different life. Sometimes, for me, the fantasy of being a part of another family was appealing. I wanted to see what the other kids lives were like. I needed to know if I was missing out on anything.


Don’t get me wrong, I always felt blessed to have been born in to the family that I was. However my family life was rarely what it seemed to be like, especially the view from the outsiders who were looking in. Growing up with a father who was a public figure, my life could sometimes be more about the perception of a golden family, rather than the reality it actually was.


For the most part, we were a happy family, probably not that dissimilar to most. We used to play board games, take road trips to the country and spend our holidays away from home. There wasn’t a special occasion that went by which wasn’t celebrated either. Our birthdays and Christmas’ were always a festive highlight of the year, where presents were in abundance.


More importantly, my parents provided us all with an ongoing feeling of love and protection. Although, I could never understand why there seemed to be an underlying current of discontentment in my life. That made me wonder why my family life seemed so different to others, especially those families that I watched on television programs, such as ‘The Brady Bunch’.


If you’re unfamiliar with that television program, do some research and you’ll soon discover that whilst on the surface they appeared to be a happy family, the issues that you and I faced growing up would always be fixed within a thirty minute time slot, no matter how bad the trouble they found themselves in was. I have to admit though, I often look back now and wonder why I ever wanted my life to be as clean cut as the Brady family. I think it’s because perhaps I saw them as the perfect perception of all the things which I thought were missing in my own family life. And I’m not just referring to our lack of housekeeper.


I should also point out that throughout my naive younger years, I did believe the Brady family was in fact, a real family. I often wonder if I’m the only crazy person who ever thought that too.


Whilst I did and still do admire the core family values of the fictional Brady family, I believe the reality of those days have long gone. To be honest, I doubt if those extreme fairytale values ever really existed in the first place. It was a way of life which seemed all too good to be true.


This led me to think, ‘Why did my life seem so different?’ I could only assume that maybe because my family wasn’t fictitious and my problems couldn’t be solved within a thirty minute time slot. The idealistic perception of a happy ending, so to speak, always seemed so appealing though. Perhaps in many ways, the perception of my early childhood was really no different from most others kids, even those on television.


In any case, let me get back to the realities of growing up. Especially growing up with an uncertain difference which I thought no one knew about. If truth be told, I wasn’t even sure if I knew what that was myself. Although, I guess I always suspected there was something fundamentally different about me, which alienated me from the other boys I admired.




The Brave Face of Fear


As I mentioned, my earliest memory is when I was about three years old. I recall we lived in a big white double story house with many windows. Each window had a beautiful view of bushland sprawling as far as the eye could see. I also recall how fostering that environment was. Each night my mom would sing lullabies as she tucked me in to bed, before I’d fall asleep and dream of the magical words which she had spoken.


On the acres of land that our house was built upon, we had a variety of farm animals including horses, sheep and chickens. That was in a suburb which could only be classified as the country back in those days. However, that is certainly a far stretch from what it is now, considering the urban sprawl that has taken over. Sadly, that beautiful country scenery has now been dominated by an expansive concrete jungle.


Even at that young age, I remember thinking that one day I was going to grow up to be just like my parents. They seemed to have it all. They had a warm family home, three beautiful children, a close circle of good friends and a perfectly happy marriage. Perhaps back in those days I really was living in the ‘Brady’ house. Although, I really couldn’t compare it to anything else, because I didn’t really know anything else. So for the time being, I was happy to accept that we were no different from other families.


We only lived in that picturesque home in the country for almost two years before we moved. That move took me to the house which I called my forever home. I use the term ‘forever home’ as it was a place which was full of continued happiness and fond memories of my early youth. It was a house I never wanted to leave. Of course, there were the usual Christmas and birthday celebrations, but there was also a warm sense of belonging. At that time, our family seemed more emotionally connected than ever before. Perhaps that was because we knew we were going to spend many years at that house without moving again.


The house we moved into was a modest 1970’s brick veneer home, which had only been built a couple of years before we moved in. I had a big bedroom which was next to my parents’ room, at the front of the house. There was also a large backyard with lush green grass and a newly built cubby house where I spent many days playing.


It was there, I really thought that life couldn’t get any better. However, it never occurred to me that growing from a young boy in to an adolescent would only become more difficult the older I got. I was soon faced with so many new mixed emotions. Yet, I never understood why I was subjected to those unmanageable feelings. Those were vast and varied emotions, some, which were more agonizing than I had ever expected to feel.


In February 1976, shortly after celebrating my fifth birthday, I started primary school. I wasn’t nervous to start school, in fact, I could barely contain my excitement for that first day to arrive. The thought of playing with other kids and making friends was something I thought would make me even happier than I had ever been. Unfortunately, it wasn’t long before I realized that my school experience was going to be very different from what I had predicted.


In fact, those first few years at primary school were a tremendous struggle. I was isolated and alone. I didn’t fit in with the other kids. I thought it was because I was overweight that they didn’t want to be my friend. Because of that, my lunchtimes usually consisted of wandering aimlessly around the school grounds, on my own, watching the other kids playing and enjoying themselves. At that point, the idea of making any friends seemed like light years away.


As time went on, my mind became pestered with thoughtless questions that buzzed around my head over and over. I used to sit by myself and contemplate, What was wrong with me? Was I hated because I was overweight? Why didn’t the other boys want to play with me? All I wanted, was to be so badly accepted by those other kids. The harder I tried, the less inclined they were to even acknowledge my existence. They would just giggle among themselves whenever they saw me coming. I was embarrassed and wanted to hide away from the entire world.


At one point, I fooled myself by thinking I related well with some of the girls throughout those early years. That was only because I would often barge in, uninvited, and play hopscotch and elastics with them. I secretly knew they never wanted me to play with them, but I continued to live in hope that they would befriend me. That wasn’t the case though. Yet, I could still never understand why I didn’t fit in with the other boys. They too would only stare and point at me as they ran off in their groups to play at lunch breaks.


I never knew what I had done to those boys to make me practically invisible to them. The only time that I had been noticed by them, was when I was the center of their ridicule. The more I was ignored by them, the more questions I had running through my head. Why didn’t they pick me for their football teams? Was it because I was slightly more effeminate than them? I didn’t want to be an outsider. I only wanted to play their games and join in with their fun. Yet, that never happened. I knew I needed to find answers to those elusive questions before they might include me in their fun and games.


As hard as I tried to think about what those answers were, the more I was left totally bewildered. Instead of being accepted by those kids, I found myself in a lonely place of solitude, whereby it was easier to have pretend friends. At least those pretend friends couldn’t ignore me or make fun of me. At lunchtimes, my pretend friends and I would sequester ourselves away from everyone while we enjoyed playing our own made up games. At that time, self-delusion was better than the truth of reality.


As far as my younger academic school years were concerned, I was probably no different to many other children. My report card always highlighted that I was easily distracted and liked to talk too much about things that weren’t a part of the school’s curriculum. I thought that by being disruptive it would mean I’d be taken out of class, away from an environment which was filled with the other kids who made me feel so segregated. I would rather have been alone, as opposed to feeling alone with other kids surrounding me.


Nevertheless, I still managed to progress through my school years without having to repeat any of my year levels. I did actually like school. I enjoyed subjects such as art and drama. They allowed me to be creative and explore my immeasurable imagination. I also liked to learn of different cultures and countries which I never thought I’d be able to go to. I would often day dream about traveling to many other countries, as they seemed to be a mystical world, which was far away from my very own.


Several years later, when I was about nine years old, I was still struggling to find the acceptance I was craving. More than ever, I still so desperately wanted to be playing with those other kids. It was at that time, I thought by offering my lunch, pocket money or other material items it would mean they would like me. Although, I didn’t realize those kids were happy to take my things, but still offer nothing to me in return.


I became so needy and desperate to be liked by anyone. I was unaware that I had only been used for whatever it was I was giving away. It didn’t take long before I became even more disillusioned with my own choices. It would be shortly after that, I also noticed my trust in people had diminished to a critical point. It seemed as though there was not one person who I could confide in or talk to. I thought everyone was just going to take advantage of me. The realization that those kids were simply abusing my good nature for their own gain, had begun to quickly sink in.


Those same questions from my younger years kept circulating through my mind, much more than ever before. I continued to blame myself for the selfish behavior of those other kids. I wanted to know where I had gone wrong with simply trying to find a friend. I couldn’t help but keep asking myself, ‘Was I destined to be friendless forever?’


I vividly recall the day that I stopped giving away my toys, posters and pocket money to those kids. Those were the same kids which I still so badly wanted to be friends with, even after they continuously bullied and belittled me. Before I knew it, all of my toys had gone. All of the presents that I had received from Christmas’ and my birthdays were all gone. I was left with nothing except the empty feeling of sadness and rejection. I had nothing more to give, either mentally or materially. I was alone, frightened and extremely unhappy.


Unfortunately for me, as I was no longer providing them with material items, that gave them an actual reason to really dislike me. For them, that was their opportunity to be crueler than ever before. When I finally found the courage to stop handing over any more of my worldly possessions, those kids teased and tormented me every day, until I broke down and again, only to give in to their demands. I then found myself giving them whatever items I could find around my house to stop them from being hateful toward me. Of course, they never did stop being mean though. They just wanted more and more until I once again had nothing left to give.


For any person who has been the victim of playground bullying, for whatever reason, you can genuinely understand how lonely and frightening it is to go to school every single day. I lived in hope that at least one of those kids would be away from school on any given day. I didn’t want to confront another beating or become the victim of yet another degrading attack. I endured those bullying attacks hour after hour, day after day. I never knew if those vile tirades were ever going to come to an end.


I prayed for those kids to go away and leave me alone. However, I knew the reality was that they would continue to be waiting for me around the playground and on the streets after school hours. Although I only live a two minute walk from my school, there was no pardon from the barrage of daily abuse. It was almost as though those kids lived for their daily ten minutes of glory, just to make my life hell on earth.


One terrifying beating after school became the same as the next. No matter how many different routes I had tried to get home, there was never a safe passage from the school grounds to my house. I was isolated by fear and humiliated by disgrace. I became increasingly ashamed of myself. I had no idea why that was happening to me. I knew I never deserved, or asked for their mistreatment. However, I allowed it to happen. All I wanted was refuge.


I no longer had any control of my feelings. I literally surrendered my soul to those very kids. All I really wanted was to be included in their fun games. Sadly, because no one wanted to like me, I became the abandoned boy who only provided senseless entertainment, for simply wanting to find a friend. My outgoing personality further diminished to a point that I didn’t know who I was any more. Every day I struggled through an extreme self-loathing cloud of confusion. I hated the way I was treated, but I hated myself even more.


Even as I tried to perform everyday menial tasks, such as taking a shower, I became panic stricken. I had become nothing more than a human shell, which used to house a somewhat smart and funny child. The person I once was, was now becoming a very distant memory. My new best friends quickly became fear, humiliation and resentment.


My once spontaneous spirit was slowly dying. I thought it was only going to be a matter of time before my physical body died with it. No longer did I live in a world of color. I became accustomed to a monochromatic way of life. I would go to bed every night and cry until my tears would run dry, night after night.


The bright future I once thought I was going to have, was quickly becoming desolate. I couldn’t even make plans for the following day, let alone see any of my childhood dreams become a reality. Even at that young age, I literally struggled to find the will to survive. The days became longer as I stumbled to find the answers I needed to change that gruesome situation. The nights then became shorter due to the crippling emotional anxiety which kept me awake night after night.


All that mattered was finding a way to cover up the hurt, sadness and anxiety which I had been made to feel by those people who had only wanted to destroy me. My only instinct for survival throughout those horrendous bullying attacks, was to pretend that my life was actually good. I realized I must lie to everyone around me. I had to put on a brave face, whilst I continued living in fear. That in itself was much easier for me to do, rather than letting anyone else know how I was actually feeling.


I became so consumed by the sadness, guilt and embarrassment which had completely taken over every aspect of who I was. Because of that, I hadn’t been able to bring myself to share the story of my pain or talk to anyone about what was happening to me. I simply couldn’t find the words to express how I felt. I would emotionally shut down at the very thought of opening up and sharing any part of what was taking place. The thought of letting others know of my anguish had become just as devastating as the actual events I was living. It seemed so much easier to not say anything, rather than convey to anyone how I felt. At that time, I didn’t know who I could trust to reassure me that I deserved better than what was happening to me.


I also certainly didn’t want to be judged by my parents or other people in authority. Especially if they were only going to misunderstand my grief as ‘kids just being kids’. Careless statements such as that were a prevalent way of dealing with those types of situations back then. Therefore, I could see no value in disclosure, nor could I see any resolution in sight. My life remained suspended in limbo, within the depths of despair and darkness.


Over time, I began to think that maybe the kids at school were right about me. Maybe ‘that fat kid’ did deserve to be all alone. Throughout my entire primary school years I was more overweight than most. You know the type, the heavier set boy who would always be in the center of the yearly class photographs.


Day after day, there wasn’t a lunch break that went by when I wouldn’t hear snide comments passed around the school grounds from the other kids. Comments which implied I was going to eat out the entire contents of the school canteen for lunch had become popular. The hostility of their words were extremely hurtful to hear.


I always wondered if I was ridiculed and beaten up because the only difference between me and the other kids was my weight. Then I began to think that maybe the other kids saw something in me that I really hadn’t given much thought to at that point, but seemed so much more obvious to them.


I believe it’s challenging for most kids growing into their identity, regardless of their sexual orientation. After the bullying attacks started, finding my own identity was particularly difficult because of the hatred I became accustomed to. I was not properly armed to deal with the pressures of peer approval. I had been mentally conditioned by the other children from a young age to believe that my life would amount to nothing, just because I was overweight. They took advantage of that and as such, thought that bullying was an acceptable way of dealing with people who seemed different to them.


During those early years, there was no education on bullying, nor was there a network of people equipped to deal with such issues. There was certainly never a class at school which would teach or prepare me to deal with that extreme victimization. Due to my aggravated humiliation, it certainly wasn’t a conversation that I could have ever have had with my parents either. Sadly, I was forced to hold my ruptured emotions inside me and pray they would go away.


If what I had gone through was only going to be brushed off as ‘kids being kids’ or ‘part of the growing up phase’ by people in authority, I thought that there would be no chance or hope to change my circumstances. It had actually become easier for me to say nothing and let the pain of what I was going through slowly eat away at me, with every second that went by. Besides, I never had the physical strength or ‘know how’ to defend myself against those constant bully attacks. Even if I did know how to defend myself, I doubt I could have ever confronted anyone in a physical manner, due to the fear of their retribution. I didn’t want to add to the dread which had essentially impaired my life already. I barely even mustered enough inner strength to fight with my own conscience.


In times of distress, I continued to do what I had become accustomed doing. I found comfort and retreat in food. Although that didn’t help with my weight issues, food had become my own private salvation. A deliverance, a feeling that I could rescue myself and put a stop to what happening to me, through overeating.


With the slightest inkling of hope, I prayed the future would lead me to a turning point that would set me free from the internal devastation which had completely taken over me. Deep down, I still never felt as though I deserved the treatment I endured, nor did I ever feel as though I provoked those attacks. I just needed an intervention between how others perceived me and the reality of the person who I was, which was slowly slipping away. Those were perceptions which made the reality of my life two very different worlds.


It wasn’t until halfway through grade five when I was about ten years old, the ringleader of the bullies, or ‘ringleader’ as he shall be known from this point forward, asked me if he could come to my house after school. At first I was very apprehensive, as I didn’t know what his motives were. I couldn’t understand why all of a sudden he wanted to befriend me. It was then, those insidious internal questions started again. I thought, ‘What could he possibly want to take away from me now?’


That boy was the instigator of the many beatings which I had endured before, during and after school. He was the catalyst who took great delight in encouraging the other kids to continue their tirade of abuse toward me. It was mainly because of him, that I was at the lowest point in my life. I knew he was to blame, but I was too weak and powerless to stop him.


In those brief moments when he insisted he wanted to come to my house, he spoke in a manner which had played on my vulnerability. His words were perfectly articulated which seemed sincere. For a moment, I thought that I had misjudged him for being an evil predator. As he looked in to my eyes, I could see a reflection of his own insecurity staring back at me. With that innocent look and his kind words, it wasn’t long before he convinced me that he just wanted to come to my house and talk.


My heart skipped a beat. I saw that opportunity as a glimmer of hope. Finally, I thought that was going to be the perfect way to find a solution to end the relentless tormenting which I had tolerated for many years. I believed that was the golden moment that I had waited to experience. Without further hesitation, I hastily agreed to let him come to my house that very afternoon, once school had finished.


For the first time in a very long time, I thought the secret life of pain I was experiencing was about to come to an end, once and for all. I became excited by the notion that maybe I could at last become that outgoing little boy once again. I then started to again feel a human emotion surge through my body. That was uncompromising to the feeling of nothingness, which I had become so accustomed to.


I still remember hearing his rapid knock on the front door of my home. When I opened the door, there stood that young boy who had bullied and demoralized me, with a look of sheer innocence in his eyes. That gaze had almost been the same look as he had given me earlier that day when he asked about coming to my house. It was also a very stark contrast to the boy who had violently bullied me and knocked in to me around the school corridors, whilst threatening to beat me if I didn’t give him my lunch money.


Of course I was still apprehensive about letting him inside my house. Although, my fears had slightly subsided by the fact that he appeared sincere about his motives. Once inside my house, we went straight into my bedroom. He then quickly closed the door behind him. At that time, I didn’t mention there was no one else at home, in fear of what may have happened if he knew I had nobody around to protect me.


Trembling, as my heart was beating incredibly fast. With a flood of emotions, my mind was going in to overdrive. I didn’t know what he was going to say, let alone what he was planning to do to me. Somehow, I remained hopeful that there was going to be a positive change in store. I wanted to believe that he needed redemption. I thought he was going to apologize for the years of heartache that he’d exposed me to. I hoped that was going to be the moment I could start rebuilding all that was taken away from my life.


With every second that passed, I remained quiet and frightened. At least I knew what his agenda was while we were on the school grounds. My mind continued with a whirlwind of ambiguous questions, such as, ‘What does this boy really want from me?’ and ‘Was this really going to be the reprieve I’d always wanted?’ Although I wanted to believe his intentions were good, I was still very dubious. I only hoped he wasn’t going to physically attack me in my own home, especially in my bedroom. My bedroom was a private place, which I could always rely on to protect me from the harsh and unforgiving world outside.


With him standing directly in front of me, I sat pensively on the edge of my bed. There were still no words spoken. There was only the sound of my shallow breathing, which echoed throughout my entire bedroom. In between the short pauses I gasped for breath, we were surrounded by an awkward silence. All of a sudden, he told me to close my eyes and not open them until he told me to. I found that disconcerting and became more frightened. In a moment of severe panic, I scrambled to ask him to leave my house. Just as I had finished the sentence, he whispered, ‘Sshhh it’s alright, please close your eyes.’ Whilst startled, I could again see that same innocent look in his eyes as earlier. In a weak moment of uncertainty, with trepidation, I did as he asked.


Virtually paralyzed with fear, a few seconds had passed until he muttered the words, ‘You can open your eyes now.’ I cautiously opened my eyes, not sure what I was expecting to see. To my amazement there was that boy, who made it his life’s mission to make my life a misery, standing in front of me with his shorts down around his ankles. As he glared back at me, he continued touching and rubbing himself all over. He had a demonic look of lust in his eyes, which I had never seen from anyone before.


I gasped for whatever air I could consume. I couldn’t believe what I was witnessing. I became more confused than ever. Although, in the silence of that moment, I remember that I admired every inch of his delicious body. His body was certainly more toned and defined than mine.


I quietly sat in awe, as I continued to watch his performance. He wasn’t shy about showing off his body, that was for sure. In fact, it appeared as though he felt no embarrassment at all. He could also see by the look in my eyes that I didn’t want him to stop. I was curious to know what was going to happen next. In that moment, I quietly wondered, ‘Why was he doing this and what was he expecting from me?’


At that time in life, I was extremely naive about sex education and indeed, why one boy would want to expose himself in front of another. That being said, I knew I liked what I was seeing. Although, I was trembling with fear on the inside as I didn’t know what to expect, or what was going to occur. In that very second, after a few minutes of showing himself off, he pulled up his shorts as if nothing had happened. I was at a loss for words.


As I tried to work out what had just happened, with a contentious tone in his voice, he told me if I said anything to anyone, he would beat me worse than ever before. I sat on my bed, shaking, scared and shocked by his words. Before I could say anything, he turned and quickly walked out of my house. I was left with nothing, but confusion and a sense of disbelief for what had just taken place.


In the hours which followed that extraordinary event, I tried helplessly to understand what it all meant. Why had that boy confused me by sending mixed messages? One minute he despised me, then the next, he was showing intimacy. I began to wonder what I had done to encourage him. By all accounts, it was obvious he took great pleasure in doing what he did, but what did he hope to gain by doing that?


It was apparent that I was no closer to finding the resolution I sought. Before he arrived at my house on that day, I truly thought that I was finally going to find a friend. The excitement I felt about possibly putting those years of malice bullying behind me, was now further out of my reach. In a reflective mood, I couldn’t help but think that perhaps that incident was only going to make matters worse from then on.


Through my own disarray of thoughts, I also wondered what was going through his mind. That was a kid who was the ringleader to a collective of bullies. He and his friends had gone out of their way to take my possessions, degrade me and literally make me afraid to leave my own home. The more I thought about it, the less it all made sense. I was still no closer to finding an explanation for what happened. There were only endless circles of teasing questions, which relentlessly tortured my mind.


Whilst I was alone later that night, I wondered why I lingered over the thought of what I saw, more so than what he actually did. I thought perhaps I should have found his actions more distressing. However, that wasn’t an issue. There was no doubt in my mind that I was attracted to his firm physique. That attraction seemed perfectly natural, which didn’t perturb me at all. If anything, it aroused feelings inside me I had never known before. It was only his actions as a bully which I didn’t understand.


The next day at school, the ringleader and his friends approached me in the playground. Not knowing how to react, I tried to turn away and hide. Before I could take a step back, the ringleader slowly walked up to me and whispered in my ear. In a vicious tone he said, ‘I’ll tell everyone what you did yesterday if you don’t start buying me presents every day.’ Hearing those words, I was taken aback and rocked to the core. Not only was I more ashamed of myself, I was more confused and scared of him than I had been before.


My mind was once again churning with an abundance of unanswered questions. Why was he blackmailing me? It wasn’t me who did anything in my bedroom. However, I was too scared not to comply with what he wanted. I knew what he and his friends could be capable of doing to me. I then realized he had taken away the final glimmer of hope that the abuse and bullying would stop, now or at any time in the future.


As far as I could see, the situation I was in could only become worse. If I didn’t start providing him the gifts he demanded as the pay off for my own safety, my life could have been changed forever. I had no option but to give in to his demands. The last thing I ever wanted was to continue living a life of fear, which I had never asked for in the first place.


On the days after school that my mom and I went to the shops, I had to ask her to buy me items such as key rings and tiny plastic figurines which I could hand over as payment to that boy. I claimed they were for a different ‘friend’s’ birthdays. There was an endless list of items which that boy had demanded I hand over. Still, I had to betray those I loved, in order to secure my safety, or so I was led to believe.


On those days mom and I didn’t go to the shops, I was forced to go through my bedroom, or in some cases, my brothers’ bedroom, to find things that looked new enough to deliver to that boy so he didn’t tell anyone about what he had done. It never seemed right that I was in that position. Although, I believed my hands were tied. I thought I had to do whatever was necessary to stop that boy from ruining the little creditability I had.


It never once occurred to me that I could have challenged him about what did actually happened in my bedroom on that day. I became too frightened of what others might say, but more importantly, what my parents would have said if they were to ever find out. What would my dad have said, given he was such a prominent figure within our community. I couldn’t bring that type of dishonor to my family, then expect them to help me. I had nowhere to turn. That was a secret which I had to live with, alone.


I couldn’t understand how the ringleader had deceitfully portrayed me as the one who instigated what had taken place in my bedroom. By now, I really believed that somehow I must have asked for it to happen, but had no recall of doing so. It didn’t seem long before I had become brainwashed by that boy and his own devious thoughts. Once again, he had the power to make me think that I had manifested that entire scenario.


After that initial time the ringleader had come to my house, foolishly, there would be numerous other times after that I would let him come over also. It became standard that he played out that same scenario every time. The more he visited, the more I became curious about what motivated him to drop his pants in front of me, time and time again.
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