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CHAPTER 1

Triggered




Hello, my name is Laura, and in 2021 I experienced the biggest mental breakdown of my life. I am writing this book because it feels like something that will feed my soul, heal some wounds and hopefully help some of you realise your own strength. Some of you might not know me, but I am a public figure/entertainer/comedian/realist who frequents social media channels like Facebook and Instagram as Knee Deep In Life. My main goal is to poke fun at the ridiculous life expectations that are plastered all over social media while also speaking passionately about mental health, female empowerment and how fucking shit life can be sometimes.

I have suffered with mental health problems for all of my life; I have lived with anxiety and undiagnosed PTSD, which has been incorrectly labelled as depression. I have been forced to face a lot this year and accept something I’ve denied myself for the whole of my life: help.

In January 2021, I was like most parents, struggling like fuck to cope with the pressures of homeschooling children. I was struggling with the level of entrapment life felt like back then, and I really, really fucking needed a break. My husband, Steve, would bugger off to work each day, something I resented him for because it seemed like a trip to the Bahamas in comparison to teaching my 10-year-old his 7 times table when even I didn’t fucking know my 7 times table. I was like most people, well and truly at the end of my rope, but I just didn’t realise. I didn’t realise, in my ignorance, that we were all feeling it, because it felt and looked like everyone else didn’t mind staying in, teaching their children and doing Zoom parties with their mates. I thought I was the only one who felt like real life was so far off that I just couldn’t stand how slowly everything was going. I spoke to people, hoping they could offer some kind of reassurance, but they all seemed to be trudging along, and I felt like I was four steps behind them, being dragged along backwards by my toenails.

I had put the expectation of being a mum, wife and teacher so high in the sky, I wasn’t actually able to get onto the ladder to reach it. I’d set my standards so high for what was personally achievable that even if I’d been the shining example of a mother and wife, I still wouldn’t have managed it. I was, in short, drowning but felt like I couldn’t admit that because then I’d really be failing at everything.

Then Steve had to self-isolate and I thought, YAY, he will be home, he can help me!! We can do this together. He might have Covid but fuck it, that surely seems easier than living with our children all the time on my own with no adult to talk to. Well, I spent the 10 days he isolated for with a rat up my arse. I thought he was doing a better job than me, I thought he was trying to get one over on me whenever he taught the kids as I sat on my arse staring at the carpet, and I cried A LOT for no real or good reason.

Two days before he was due to go back to work, I thought, I am fucking done!! I couldn’t do this any more, juggling my own job, the kids, trying to make some kind of money and also being funny for everyone on the internet when everything in my life didn’t feel particularly funny.

I realised I needed something to help. I went to the doctor with a stomach ache, and left with a prescription for antidepressants because I realised I couldn’t go on like I had been.

That night, I didn’t sleep. I panicked and took a migraine tablet; logic told me that was the only thing in the house that would make me sleep. NOPE. Didn’t sleep. So, the following morning I declared to Steve, ‘I am definitely starting the antidepressants.’ I took them, and Steve fucked off to work. Great. I am now taking something that’ll make all my problems disappear!! HAHAHAAAAAA, I know; I can already hear you all saying, ‘WHAT THE FUCK?? Tablets just take away all your problems??’ Short answer is no, they don’t, but back then I honestly thought any mental health issue is fixed by taking a tablet. No other work required.

I didn’t sleep; in actual fact, I went into full-blown shit-level stations.

This is bad, I thought. I am going to die in the space of 48 hours.

I can remember well the moment where everything changed. I was driving my kids out to take them for a walk, and I realised 30 minutes in I was going in the wrong direction. I asked them if we could just go home because Mummy didn’t feel good. They obviously did the kid thing and said, ‘Shit no, we want our walk!!’ I felt too weak and broken to even argue the toss over it. So I took them. I arrived in the car park, turned off the car and messaged Steve, saying, ‘I need you. I can’t do this alone this time, you need to take some time off from work to help me.’

I had suffered with postnatal depression after having both of my children, in 2011 and 2015. I had taken medication in 2015, which had had the worst side effects, but since then, Steve had continued to go to work and I had continued to manage life at home, but only by a thread. That day in the car park I felt like the thread had finally pinged and I wasn’t going to manage it this time.

Steve organised to be at home from work for a week, but I steadily got worse. I lay in bed, unable to sleep, completely exhausted and totally alone, crying, as my children slowly lost their mum into an abyss of panic. On the Friday I contacted my doctor’s surgery, begging for sleeping tablets – something I had previously been given when I had suffered with postnatal depression. They played down my situation and said it was because I was close to my period. They reluctantly gave me three tablets and told me to space them out because they were highly addictive.

I didn’t.

I took the maximum dose; I didn’t sleep.

Over that weekend I called out of hours, spoke to mental health nurses and was prescribed different medication to help me. None of it did.

I was given something designed to help with anxiety and make me drowsy.

I slept for an hour.

It was 11.30pm on a Sunday evening on the last weekend of January when I came downstairs to Steve and said, ‘I can’t do this any more.’

Not in an ‘I’m bored, let’s do something different’ kind of way; instead it was more ‘I am going to end my life.’ In four short days of asking Steve to help me, I was on my knees, on the floor, as he held me and I sobbed like a scared small child, as I kept saying over and over, ‘I am going to kill myself.’

Steve was terrified; to be honest, so was I. I have never, ever felt so out of control in my entire life; I have never felt more selfish in my wish to leave everyone else behind either. I stopped caring about how it could make anyone else feel, including my kids, and I just wanted to die. I honestly couldn’t imagine another hour of my life feeling that terrible.

I called 999 and I begged, I sobbed and I pleaded for someone to help me because I was going to take all the medication in the house. Steve sat there, next to me, completely silent. I can’t imagine how utterly shit this must have been for him.

At 5.30am an ambulance arrived for me. I sat on the sofa, rocking, scratching my head, rubbing my legs and sobbing as my kids slept. I believe I was having an adverse reaction to the anxiety medication I had taken that night, which was only adding to my issues. The ambulance crew told me there was nothing that could be done to help me, that I just needed to wait until my doctor’s surgery opened the following morning and speak to them then. That was it; that’s all I had. My saviour didn’t exist; there was no place to go to help me get better.

They then listened to my heart, and picked up an irregularity: it was skipping a beat and it was something I felt constantly. They took me into hospital, only based on the fact I had a heart irregularity. I could almost sense the fact the ambulance crew felt helpless seeing someone so broken and having to walk away from the scene having done nothing to help, because threatening to end my life wasn’t enough to actually take me anywhere. I was so exhausted. I had nothing left to give, I just sat in the ambulance looking at the floor as the ambulance driver took my details and social services were contacted because my children’s mother (me) had threatened to end her life.

That is where I had got to. I was that mum who now would have social services involved with her children because she just couldn’t cope. I felt like it was such a direct attack on my parenting, even though above all else all the ambulance crew were doing was quite rightly protecting my children because I was clearly in crisis.

That morning our youngest son came into our bedroom and asked where I was. Steve, who had probably had one hour’s sleep, had to tell him Mummy had needed to take a little trip to hospital and would be back soon. He lay on my side of the bed and cried and sobbed. He begged Steve to go and get me; the heartache of that moment will probably never leave me – no, I wasn’t there to experience that first hand, but it doesn’t make it any less painful to know. My breakdown meant I just couldn’t even begin to manage my kids’ needs as well as my own. I am always going to be their mum and knowing that moment destroyed them emotionally will never be something I can easily wash away.

I was given the once-over in hospital and told my heart was fine, that whatever was consuming me would be fine, and that I just needed to go back to my GP. They had tapped every vein in my body to get blood, I had threatened to kill myself and I was so exhausted I wanted to die. But I was okay in a medical sense so apparently what I needed to do was simply go home and ride this out. What was ‘this’? Medication side effects? Depression? Anxiety? Bipolar? Dissociative identity disorder (previously known as multiple personality disorder)? Honestly, I couldn’t have told you because I didn’t know; I just knew it was the very worst thing that was almost impossible to describe.

My GP gave me the strong sleeping tablets and I was reminded once again that their addictive nature meant I should only take them sparingly.

I DIDN’T.

I maxed the dose each night, and would wake up multiple times a night, panicking. I just felt completely out of control.

I just wanted to go back to the person I had been a week earlier. She was managing! What had happened?

I was triggered.

You see this word thrown around a lot; it can either be used as a way of explaining an emotion that isn’t easy or it can be used in jest. I do both!! I can be the first person to take the piss out of myself using the throwaway line of being triggered but, in actual fact, it is a deeply personal way to describe something pretty fucking awful.

I say all of this as the person still insanely ashamed that I fell THAT HARD from life, from grace (never had any grace), and came slapping so hard against the ground the thud was felt within the whole community of people who love me.

In the wake of this situation, two children – who’d had a mum that cooked dinner and took them out for muddy walks – were left all of a sudden with a woman who did nothing because everything was exhausting.

I was urged by my doctor to start a form of therapy. I found someone relatively cheap in my local area who described herself as a counsellor who specialised in trauma. Well, this experience alone was pretty traumatic so I thought she fit the profile.

I ended up seeing her twice a week and I seemed to fall deeper into a rabbit hole of previous traumatic experience, which was only making me more panicked and scared. I truly felt, This is it, this is my life now, and I don’t have the luxury of coming back from this. I just have to live at this level of misery.

I had reached a point in my life where I was no longer leaving the house. I removed all social media from my phone and completely stopped communicating with everyone. My friends would message Steve, asking for updates, as he tactfully tried to explain: ‘Laura is fucked right now; I don’t know what to tell you.’

I didn’t eat, I lost weight and, every time Steve left the house, I would hold on to his bedtime T-shirt like a small child with their comfort blanket.

I didn’t trust myself. Steve was too scared to trust me. I sat there, desperately feeling like a complete failure.

Why me? I thought. This isn’t fair, I don’t deserve this. I didn’t do anything wrong …

Those words haunt me because, even now, I still feel a level of complete disbelief that I could have been so ignorant about my own mental health that I didn’t get help sooner.

Roll on six weeks. I was seeing the counsellor twice a week and feeling like I was surrounded by my past and unable to even remotely live in the present. At this time, I reluctantly spoke to my friend. She’s a psychologist. I didn’t want her to hear me so broken; I felt ashamed and humiliated that she would see me like that. She urged me to immediately stop seeing the counsellor because my trauma wasn’t being managed effectively.

I trusted her. So I did as she advised and, through the recommendation of my beautiful friend, who will remain nameless to protect her own identity, I found my current therapist: a psychologist who specialises in trauma and practises EMDR, a form of therapy, which, albeit intense, has since worked for me. It has been the hardest slog of my life. I have cried in every session, I have refused to address multiple issues because, like some weird sticky glue, they seem to be stuck to my insides like a part of me that doesn’t want to come undone because it could in turn undefine me.

Right, let me say this, which I have typed out and deleted multiple times because fear has got in the way of saying it out loud: I am a survivor of childhood sexual abuse. I am a survivor because I refuse to be a victim. I am a survivor because, even when I thought I would give up, I actually didn’t. Something inside me said to keep going, even though there was a big part of me that was telling me to give up. I never did. It is really important that I note here before you go on that this wasn’t abuse by a family member, but I was under six when it happened. While I could go into great detail over my age, and my family, I also want to respect the fact that this was a horrifically awful situation that rocked my whole family. I want to share my story, not someone else’s account of it, and I want to be strong enough to know that this is mine to share. I don’t have to hide it any more. I am speaking of this from a first-hand perspective as a survivor of childhood abuse who has found the bravery to use her voice and not include the voices or experiences of anyone else who was connected to the situation.

The direct result of all my breakdowns links back to the abuse I received as a child; this is the reason I live with PTSD and why I have carried trauma around like an old shopping bag I don’t want to get rid of. It has defined many moments of my life, and I have wanted to talk about it so many times but never felt brave enough. I have thought endlessly about why I want to share it now. The simple answer is I was silenced by fear of speaking up for 37 years of my life, and I wonder who else is reading this, maybe suffering with mental health issues, with a backlog of trauma, who isn’t aware that something that happened in their past is the reason they are plagued and wishes someone would tell them they aren’t alone. It is such a hard thing to begin to understand, the reasons why we suffer. Why we tick the way we do. Maybe some of you will have been through this journey already. You’ll already understand why you have mental health issues; maybe you’re like me and learning along the way? Either way, I think above all else, if you are reading this you know without a shadow of a doubt that you most definitely aren’t alone.

I want to share this not to sell books, but because it is something I have felt the most shame over, that I have felt completely alone in and that I wished I could remove from my very existence, but I’ve realised I can’t remove it. I need to make room for it; I need to allow that experience to be there, and know it was completely unfair, and disgusting, but I did survive it. I have been able to answer a lot of painful questions, all thanks to therapy. None of this is easy but I want it to be here. I need it to be here, without the fear of being accused of making it up, or over-dramatising it. I need it in this book because it is my reality and it goes some of the way to explaining why I have experienced what I have experienced without brushing it off as just ‘mental health issues’. Like, my issues have a cause and a reason. I have denied that for all my life because I didn’t want to admit my abuser had that much control over me. I have to say I loathe that this is the truth but, up until I hit rock bottom, there was a massive part of me that was completely controlled by the fear, rejection and abuse I received at the hands of another man. It will hurt everyone who knows me to read this; it hurts me too, but who do I hide this from? And why? To make it easier for my abuser? To make it easier for everyone else? I don’t want to do that any more. I deserve more for myself, and so, while there are many factors that go into the reasons behind why I have been in crisis with my mental health, one of the biggest root causes will always come back to the physical and mental abuse I received as a child.

I have learned that, every time I have a child, my trauma response is triggered because, as a survivor of abuse, I feel such an overwhelming need to protect my babies and yet I’ve panicked because I have not understood what is happening in my body when I can’t sleep, and I both want someone to take my babies away while also feeling so protective of them I would kill for them. I have felt the extreme highs and lows of emotions because my body was fighting to regulate itself. I have suffered panic where I have thought I would die, because I wasn’t learning any techniques to save myself. I will never, ever be okay about the fact that the early days of motherhood were stolen from me because I hadn’t addressed my childhood. That was my choice, albeit an uneducated one; I didn’t acknowledge how powerful it had been. I refused to address it and buried it. However, you can only keep things buried for so long before they come bubbling to the surface, and mine has overspilled several times – each time worse than the last. My hope is by working as hard as I am at my own personal growth that I won’t ever go to that rock bottom again.

I have put in place so many steps to build on my own personal strength that I hope I am able to always use my strategies to never let it happen again.

I don’t even want to suggest or entertain the idea that, if I end up there again, I know how to get back, because I think that idea is utter bullshit. I just never again want to visit a place so dark and from where I didn’t even realise it was humanly possible to make it back.

I did make it back, though, and I most definitely am a different person. I need to be to continue to survive life. We all hide truths; we don’t have to expose everything, but sometimes there are things we feel are important enough to speak about. I want to talk about how real this is in my life, not that I just – boom! – one day got fixed, because that is unrealistic and completely not the truth. How does anyone just get fixed? Become trauma-free? Completely solve all their issues and feel happy all the time? That person isn’t real.

I have always promised to be funny, but no one human being can effectively bring the funny in all moments without there being a huge detrimental impact to their own personal well-being. We aren’t programmed robots who are set to experience a selective few emotions. We are all human; we are all capable of amazing and awful things. We all have the opportunity to be better, learn more and grow.

I understand this could be triggering for people to read; however, we can’t escape the things we struggle with. Trying to avoid them actually makes them feel harder to manage, impossible to control and debilitating in their strength. I read this quote somewhere, which I will probably slaughter because I can’t remember it exactly, but it went something along the lines of how the world can’t be expected to manage your triggers, that you need to do that for yourself.

So, for instance, when I hear or witness something that sends my anxiety into overdrive, drops my intrusive thoughts in from a great height or makes my PTSD drop-kick me straight in the face, it isn’t someone else’s responsibility to manage that trigger. It isn’t for them to silence themselves to soothe me; it’s for me to learn to manage.

So, this will trigger someone with a response. Hopefully it’ll give you a positive realisation that we can change our mindset. Triggered or not.

I was given this book deal straight after the release of my first book and I welcomed it with open arms. The opportunity to talk about female liberation and how infuriating it is that we lack so much equality. I wanted it to be a book about women and how we are expected to surrender to the idea of how we are limited to what we can do because we are women; I wanted to make sure we move forward united. I then had my breakdown and realised I couldn’t talk about that stuff; as much as it is a passion and a drive in my life. The one glaring thing that came out of my breakdown was the importance to talk about the one thing I am dealing with at the moment, which is my mental health. I am a living example of how it really doesn’t matter how far you go in life, you can sometimes be completely plagued by your own lack of self-esteem, and you can’t move forward because you don’t feel you belong in the rooms you’re stepping into.

I don’t particularly feel like I belong in the realms of being a writer, an author. I feel like an imposter, and yet here I am, typing away at another book. I am trying and working really hard at being a little more accountable for myself and also being a little prouder of how capable I am, as well as acknowledging how none of this ‘just happens’. It does take work. Believe it or not, I’m writing this all myself, the dyslexic mum of two. No one is typing it for me and yet I’m still trying to figure out how I confidently accept I am the reason why good things happen to me. It isn’t luck, it is talent and it is a whole lot of work. All these things are rarely spoken about because you are accused of being arrogant, but actually it’s okay to work on saying those things out loud. So, allow me to conclude this with, no, this book isn’t what was originally intended, and, yes, I am working on that old imposter syndrome and also on being proud that I am able to be honest enough about it.

I am not owning those words completely yet, but I am working on it. I am trying to figure out why I believe I am not deserving!

You see these quotes plastered all over social media saying, ‘Read this out loud and in one month’s time you’ll have the money you always dreamed of.’ Mate, if that was the case I’d be in a six-bed with four cars and a fucking chef, and no amount of me repeating it while I brush my teeth in the morning is going to change that. I can understand the meaning behind these things, they are basically saying you need to believe in yourself to see your full potential. I understand the premise of it and yet my thoughts still stand that I’m not going to become a fucking millionaire because I channelled my inner Oprah for four weeks. Everything takes work, it takes mental and physical work. I know this now more than ever. I can’t sit around and work out which pill to take, the blue one or the red one. Might have worked for Keanu in The Matrix but it sure as fuck doesn’t happen like that in real life. It is much slower, it is harder and you have to exhaust the mental patterns you have learned to play out in your head where you believe you aren’t good enough to do something. I played out the idea of never leaving the house in the early part of last year, and it destroyed me. Being housebound, never taking my children out in the car again, never seeing them coming out of school – it broke me in two. I couldn’t bear the life-limiting belief I had taught myself, which is that I can only do so much, and then allow fear to completely wipe out anything else I have to offer to the world.

I had to work really hard to come back from where I have been, and I have learned along the way that hard work was all down to me. Not Steve, not my friends or family. Me! I am my hero, I am my saviour, I am my rock and I had to stop and reject the idea of it being anyone else because that’s all I ever offered myself as a reason to work at something in life. I had to do it to show them I could, to make them proud, to prove to them I was strong enough. I never, ever want to be that person again and being who I want to be is perfectly healthy.

This brings me on to something I feel is really important to address before I go any further.

HONESTY

I feel I owe you a level of honesty before you delve into this book and eat it up like a slice of cake over a coffee. I have read and continue to read books by men and women who tell you all the ways to save you from yourself. I want to do that, but, as I sit here at my dining room table – well past my kids’ bedtime and yet they are still awake and annoying the shit out of me – I know the truth is I am imperfect and absolutely not owning all my shit. So I want to be honest and say this book is a take on what I want to give you, the reader, but also something I want to take for myself – I’m learning on the job, I guess. Does that make me a fraud? I fucking hope not. I think it more just proves the point I am always making, which is that we can all talk the talk, but that doesn’t necessarily mean we walk the walk.

I have spoken so often in the past about how all you need to do is this one thing/these two things/a list of things to change how you see your world, and I have realised it’s all a crock of shit because all that actually happens or what we all hope will happen from our words is that it makes people feel more enthusiastic about giving something a go. Has life in recent times – surviving a pandemic and living with children 24/7 – changed my perspective on what honesty looks like? Yes, and I think that has gone some of the way towards releasing some of the shame I have carried around with me for nearly all of my life. Admitting I was still struggling with the things I was telling other women to work through felt heavy and it felt like shit because I predominantly felt like I was utterly failing at every aspect of my life. How could I manage to give away such sound advice to others and keep none of it for myself while then expecting other women to follow it? How could I struggle so much with self-acceptance and yet have so many solutions for other women?

One of our problems with shame is our lack of ability to own it. Own who we are, in that moment, and let go of the ideas we are expected to have just because we are women, or because we are mums, or wives, or partners. This idea that we were designed to carry and birth children with zero impact on our self-esteem/worth and without a decline in our mental health. All these things – our bodies, our minds – are such precious things and yet we disregard them on a daily basis because they aren’t where we would like them to be. I don’t want to suffer with mental health problems, I want someone to take them away for me. I want it to feel less hard to keep myself together and to let go of the things that have plagued me enough to cause me three very big, scary breakdowns.

Before 2021, I truly believed my breakdowns were the direct result of having children. That definitely didn’t fucking help, but I’ve since learned that a lot more than that went into them. I have had to fully accept myself – who I am as well as who I will always fight to be – no matter how hard I might try to push against my nature. Denying reality doesn’t make it go away; it only makes it harder to smile through what feels like something exceptionally crushing.

I hate this idea that I need to be something and someone I am meant to be, because that something and someone is only ever for everyone else and never for me. The smile I paint on, it makes it easier for me to show my face in public, but if I actually wanted to cry instead and held it back, that would be because as a society we shame anything that doesn’t fit within what we find comfortable. Examples of the things we do to make others feel comfortable are telling jokes, making others laugh, showing kindness, being generous, giving compliments. All those things go a long way towards making others like us, and feel safe around us, and we do them because we don’t want to be rejected. We don’t want to feel like the outcast for saying ‘I feel this is too hard’, or for sitting silently, not being the loud, bubbly one, or even just for crying because everything feels like too much. We deny ourselves because we worry about people avoiding us, or labelling us as ‘unstable’ or even ‘weird’. All those things, though, they are natural, completely okay human feelings, which you, if you are even remotely normal, will actually experience at many points in your life. Yet it’s not the norm to show them. The balance between being what everyone expects you to be and what you need to be for you is a fine line and sometimes feels a lot like juggling diarrhoea – in short, you don’t balance it very well at all.

So, while I go off on one about why I want to be honest, it’s because the human part of me needs to convey the fact I desperately want to get this completely right for you. I want you to read this book and think, Wow, she fucking gets it! But actually if I didn’t give you the complete truth, which is that I’m learning with you, then I would only be continuing to be part of the problem, leading you to believe I know everything about how to manage shame, mental health and ultimate happiness. That’s a wonderful idea we all think we will one day achieve, but it’s more of a daily task of making sure we don’t slip back to the negative way in which we used to live – and that even when we do in fact slip back, we forgive ourselves for it. I want this book to help you, but I don’t want this book to make you feel like the end result is a million miles away. I want to hold your hand while you digest it and realise you aren’t alone because I am there with you.

I am coming at you live and central from the strongest point I have managed to reach since having my breakdown one year ago, and I am promising you something I most definitely wouldn’t have been able to give you two years ago, and that is a complete and open reality behind what I feel, and what has helped me, and how I see things. This is no one’s gospel but my own and I hope it goes some of the way towards helping you figure out your own version of what you need in order to be mentally strong and less riddled with shame. My hope with this book is to give you a little insight into shame, what it looks like, how it feels and why, no matter how shitty it might feel, we all have it. I will break down the nitty gritty of boundaries and the beautifully challenging world of therapy. So buckle up, this is going to be a gloriously bumpy ride.
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CHAPTER 2

Shame




Shame, shame, know your name. Do we own it? Being a woman, that is. Do we fuck! We live in fear of how we look, what we eat, how we age and what we do because society says women should look beautiful, never burp or fart in front of their partner and always suck like a hoover on demand.

The age-old debate – how to be the perfect woman?? Wow, 2022 and we’re still churning out that same old shit. There are key points that show the difference between men and women and how we are seen by not only the opposite sex, but our peers too.

What does shame look like for women? To name a few examples …


	Guilt (tick)

	Poor self-esteem (tick)

	Negative self-chat (tick)

	Lacking motivation to improve your situation (tick)

	Blaming yourself (tick)

	Disassociation (tick)



According to the fabulous Brené Brown, men and women generally show shame in completely different ways, believe it or not. Men are more likely to show it outwardly in anger and aggression. Women are more likely to absorb and internalise it. In short, being a woman makes you more susceptible to a little-known case of the shames. No, I’m not saying men don’t feel it too. Of course, it is part of the human condition we are taught to live by, but overall there is a clear difference in how we deal with that level of trauma. There is an expectation of men to be seen as a non-failure – the need to be good in bed, have a big dick, know what to do with it and be successful in





	Women who sleep around – SLAG.

	Women with disability – incapable.

	Women who wear short skirts – putting themselves at risk.

	Women who take antidepressants – unstable.











































	My husband

	My children

	Cadbury

	Keeping Up with the Kardashians

	Laughing

	My bed

	The sun

	Bumblebees (who doesn’t love a bee???)
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