
I’m Sorry Juno

––––––––

Belinda Tobin

I’m Sorry Juno

Copyright © 2024 by Belinda Tobin

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations and certain other non-commercial uses permitted by copyright law.

Published by Bel House Books

[image: image]

Paperback ISBN: 978-1-7637062-4-8

EBook ISBN: 978-1-7637062-5-5

For permissions or enquiries, please contact:

Bel House Books

Email: bhb@heart-led.pub

Website: www. heart-led.pub/bel-house-books

First Edition: October 2024

[image: A close up of a book

Description automatically generated]

Other titles from Bel House Books:

The Love Life of a Chameleon

To The Heart of the Man

The Emptiness Algorithm

Crucifixus


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

I'm Sorry Juno

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

Chapter 11

Chapter 12

Meet Belinda Tobin

About Bel House Books

Read On - The Love Life of A Chameleon

Read On - Crucifixus

I acknowledge the Yuggera and Ugarapul peoples as the Traditional Owners of the lands and waterways where this book was written. I honour the wisdom that lives within the cultures of our First Nations peoples and celebrate its continuity. I pay my deep respects to Elders past, present and future and send my greatest gratitude for all they do for the life of this land.

Always was, always will be.
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I do not know who this book will reach, or how it will be received. I only know it has been sent with love.

A Note to Readers

THIS BOOK CONTAINS references to sexual abuse, which may be distressing for some readers. These elements are included with care and respect, as they are essential to the themes and messages explored in this work.

If you find yourself feeling overwhelmed or affected by the content, please know that support is available. You are not alone, and there are people ready to help.

Here are some resources you can reach out to for assistance:

United States and Canada: 988 Lifeline — Call or text 988

United Kingdom: Samaritans — Call 116 123

Australia: Lifeline Australia — Call 13 11 14

New Zealand: Lifeline New Zealand — Call 0800 543 354 or text 4357
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Chapter 1
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I am sitting on the bed where I first met Secret, watching the reenactment of her creation. Like a true crime series, the scene playing out before me has been edited for dramatic effect. The small girl in her school uniform enters the room, but the image is hazy; the identity concealed to protect the innocent. Still, the dress is all too familiar; the maroon gingham is ingrained in my psyche. The camera pans downwards to the girl’s basic brown shoes and fallen-down socks as they shuffle forward in slow motion. Another set of shoes, black and much larger than the girl’s is shown following close behind. The ominous music begins.

I cannot see the girl’s face. The camera will not rise to reveal it. Or is it that I don't want to look? But I don't have to. I know it is mine.

I also cannot see the other’s face, only his hand locking the door. Yet I can feel it’s singular focus. The other is eager to offer instructions and elicit compliance with its experiments.

Then, there are only sinister snippets between wide intervals of white noise.

The longing.

The loneliness.

The attention.

The anxiety.

Underpants down.

Face down.

The burnt orange bedspread shifts from sending out a warning to offering warmth.

The girl senses a piece of someone else put within a part of her.

That is how Secret came to be.

And Secret is here now.

But I cannot see her full shape. Secret is shrouded in the mist of Memory. To fill the void, I have constructed a story around her, but I have yet to learn how much is fact and how much is fiction. However, while the details of Secret are sparse, I have a solid sense of the sadness she brings.

For Secret is not in the nature of fairy tales or a sublime surprise. She has none of the giddiness that comes with sharing a generous gift. The secret that sits with me here does not waft warm notes of lavender and rose nor whisper about the wondrous thing to come. My secret hangs heavily and drags me downwards. She decorates every success with shadows and invades every intimate encounter. Secret skulks silently in every sentence, ever threatening to expose herself. She smells of disease and sin and radiates disgust.

If it is Secret's will to drive me mad, then she is very close to succeeding. I spend my days clutching at clouds, hoping that one day I will hold onto something solid. Still, I am the one left in a lesser position. Secret knows far more about me than I do about her, but she will not share her power. I want nothing more than to transform my thoughts into truths and meet Secret on equal terms. 

I wish I could say that Secret only visits me in this place, this space and time. I could cope if Secret only stayed in the place of her conception. If that were the case, I could simply leave and live freely until my return. Or I could lay waste to the house and be done with the torment forever. But Secret, like a parasitic tick, has burrowed herself within the bloody walls of my heart. There is nowhere I go, nothing I do where she is not.

Secret has also brought a companion to camp beside her. Where this secret goes, Shame surely follows. The two are inseparable invaders.

Shame is the ghost guarding the exits I could use to evict my secret. Whenever I steel myself to share my story Shame stands firm, securing Secret’s superiority. Then, Shame shows the destruction that opening the door of speech would ensue. It reveals a community, wailing and crying, with one clear cause. 

In the scene Shame presents, the boy’s mother clutches at her chest, holding in a heart bursting from the stress. Pain flows from every fibre of her being, for she failed in her duty to raise a respectful boy. My father is there too, and falls, unable to withstand the force of knowing he did not protect his daughter. My sister’s back bends further, with this news adding more responsibility and resentment to her already weighty load. There is no celebrating this act of courage and no congratulations for the one who has created this carnage.

There are days I feel callous and willing to condemn others to this fate. But, if I dare to take a step forward, Shame snarls and shakes his finger, reminding me that I walked willingly into the room. How can it be abuse when underneath I was yearning for attention? I allowed it, even encouraged it, and never tried to stop it, so I hold well over half the blame. I am no victim but a participant, and I will be judged as such. Shame knows that this will stop me.

I am well aware that blaming oneself for abuse is a common condition, but also runs counter to the real source of responsibility. “It is not your fault,” the experts say matter-of-factly, but words only skim the surface. The sense that I am to blame for this secret is submerged way beneath my skin. It is woven into who I am. 

Even if I am willing to move forward and take the blame, Shame educes that there is no evidence for the accusations I allege. The haziness of the happenings certainly does not help. Memory makes a definitive case impossible. Shame shows me being interviewed by detectives, declaring that "I don't know". My responses to their repeated questions are riddled with "I think" and "I may have". At this point, the video of proceedings is paused, and Shame carefully explains how such language is often evidence of a lie. It is a sign of the suspect shaping the story as they go along, and being unwilling to commit to actions they may need to alter. 

Then the inspector asks who can corroborate my version of events; who can validate my victimhood? There is no-one, and I am left to sit and stew in my own self-doubt, while Shame sniggers by my side.

Unsatisfied, Shame goes further, suggesting that with my track record of mental illness, parents, aunts, uncles, siblings, and spouses will likely laugh this story off as just the latest chapter in a life of lunacy. 

It is true that the first half of my life was spent surprising strangers with stories that made me sound far more interesting than my real life would allow. The "I" I was seeking was not limited by imagination and I created many fantastical characters that would impress my colleagues and attract guys at the clubs. Since then though, things have become a lot more serious. I have collected multiple definite diagnoses and had several dramatic admissions to psychiatric facilities. This story then, if I were to share it, would be viewed as just another indicator of my instability. Secret would be seen as another example of my unbalanced state. I wonder what it would take for it to be recognised in its rightful place, not as a creation from my chaos, but as the cause, the source of my sickness. 

Every plan I develop to deport Secret, involves some risk of worsening my own reputation or hard-fought relationships. Every possible deed has the risk of damning someone I love. In between my bursts of determination, Shame whispers, "Haven't you caused enough hurt already?" With these words, Shame has won, for I know they are true.

In University I put my parents in a wilderness of worry. There was little I could control in this crazy context, but I found one thing I could take charge of - my consumption. I swapped out fears about boyfriends with concerns about calories. I replaced entertainment with exercise. I strived to be skinny and succeeded so very well. No one else shared my ecstasy, though and instead I was put on notice that if I did not improve I would be hospitalised. They thought I was mentally ill. I thought what I was doing was meaningful. They saw me as a patient. I saw myself as powerful.

To get me back on track, my mother came to stay, vacuuming my apartment to exorcise any evil embedded in the environment. She came with me to the raft of medical appointments, sat beside me as I ate and slept with me to make sure the food was kept down. I remember at this time one psych asking me what I thought was wrong with me. Back then, I thought he was an idiot. Now, I think it was nice of him to consider that I may have had that much insight into my internal chaos.

Through much talking and medication, I found an even balance, enough to finally be trusted again. And then, through self-imposed isolation, I found my own way through. I moved to a unit by the sea, walked on the beach and breathed in the salty air. It was the tonic that turned my mind around. I studied hard and slept alone, drifting off to the sound of the waves. I accepted awards and accolades for my academic achievements. And then I cooked cupcakes, cheesecakes, tarts, and tortes, taking them at once to the adopted aunts and grandmothers upstairs, for I could not yet trust myself. Still, around pots of tea and packet coffees I made connections with these wise women, and these connections were crucial to restoring confidence. They showed me that there were parts of me worthy of love.

Then, just as I had regained health and removed the burden of worry on my parents, I took off travelling the world. My journal entries show a muddle of mixed motives. I was both eager to escape some unnamed ghosts and excited to share my energy. On one page I had written, "I love them a lot, but I need to get away.” On the next was, "The world is going to be so glad it met me". The innocence and joy in these words still make me smile. Searching for adventures and sharing my spirit seemed to silence Secret for magical moments and gave Shame some time off. I was instead entranced by Buddhism in Thailand, in awe of the simple sophistication in Sweden, captivated by the culture in Russia, and embraced by the community in Ireland. And as I was exploring foreign lands, I was also finding myself.

But for every going out, there is a coming back.

On my return, after the mandatory displays of affection, I was advised that my absence had turned my mother’s hair white. I had noticed how she had aged, but now I realised it was my adventure that caused the angst. My delights had caused their distress. And what I considered a success for me was a source of great suffering for them. I guess they were a bit shocked to see me bald; my shaved head resulted from an impulsive act in Italy. And they would have been a bit surprised to see the weight I had gained. I had dropped off anorexia somewhere along the way and picked up a new buddy, bulimia. I was not sure whether my heaviness was accompanied by Hope or simply more heartache.

But even this friend was dumped when I set off for Sydney, headed for the big smoke to start my career. The pain was plastered over with pride and bandaged with brand-new briefcases and business suits. I wore a consultant's badge but soon realised, in this company, they were only pleased when the pin pierced the skin. Every day I felt like I was being pried out of my shell, only to be smothered, smashed, shrunken, and shoved back into a sharp, ill-fitting one. I persevered because there was a silver lining; saving my salary for more adventures abroad.

Every one of my trips provided a new perspective, be it on the crowded streets of China, the sparkly seas of Portugal or the mountainous mists of central America. My time upriver on the Amazon showed me how much I felt at home, alone in nature. However, this lesson, while a gift, became a curse on my return. 

For every going out there is a coming back.

My first day back at work I was carried off a crowded train by a tide of people. I could not breathe amidst this mass and so sat down to regain a sense of composure. As I did I watched waves of people make their way up the escalators. One wave was followed by another, then another, and then two would converge and come crashing together on the concourse. As time passed, the surges up the stairs dwindled in intensity but were relentless in their continuity. Then and there, my childhood dream of meeting every person in the world was exposed as a fool's errand. I felt completely alone.

The despair opened the door for more self-destruction. I spent nights in drunkenness and debauchery, which I conveniently explained away as curiosity and a practice of self-compassion. I searched for new worlds down dark alleys and for a community in the chaotic hearts of Kings Cross. My days were spent as a consultant, dressed for success, in a body one boyfriend described as perfect for a Botticelli painting; my downtime was spent in alcohol and adult adventures. I was on a mission to determine if there was a devil. On this crusade, I sacrificed nice men for the chase of impossible prizes, honesty for the mask of heroism and self-respect for being able to say that I had tried everything once. 

A blessing came with a posting to Brisbane. Boarding in the city, I was free to walk and to wander. The space and slower speed were soothing, and I could feel myself settling. The agitation and self-flagellation were replaced with friendship, fidelity, meeting families, a shared flat and finances, and finally, the role of a fiancée. I revelled in my newfound ability to take the form of normal. My mother was not well enough to watch my father walk me down the aisle. Still, she celebrated my stability from her hospital bed. She was dying and yet found the strength to smile, raising a toast to the happy couple. Her pain was placated by the thought that I had a husband to help me through the impending grief.

Grief though was not something I got through. In fact it festered into alcohol addiction and more damning diagnoses. My father had to bear these alone and this thought causes me so much anguish. For years, he held fragile hopes for my recovery, offering them out with love, only for me to throw them callously to the floor. Repeated stints in rehab and psych hospitals also left my husband harrowed. With mindlessness came many indecent actions, and with hangovers came even more self-hate. I was coached in self-compassion and made confident commitments to medication. However, words were easy, actions much harder. Self-care came second to spraying shame over those I professed to love. With each binge, I swept any remnants of trust and security into the bin. My beautiful little girls became the innocent victims of my internal war, one that created so much carnage.

The experts gave a name to the enemy embedded within. It was borderline personality disorder, a verdict both vague and vulgar. At forty-three, it was a diagnosis that came far too late. But supposedly, its patterns only become clear after decades of diabolical damage. I had never stayed in one place long enough to have someone piece the puzzle together. And I had not previously granted anyone permission to see the full picture, even myself.

I was advised that expelling the enemy would take years of expensive treatment. I began, but my bank account could not sustain the price of peace. However, I had been set up with enough knowledge to negotiate a treaty on my own terms. Instead of returning to group sessions, I separated from my husband and retreated to connect with myself. I set up my own sanctuary, a place I could call my own, and one that was safe and sustaining for my girls. Of course, my psych did not see it quite the same, suggesting it was just another example of my preference for running away. However, I know this move was not about seeking distraction but deep knowledge. And I have learned for myself one thing that my psych was either unwilling to believe or loathe to reveal, that the sickness he scribbled on his sheet was only a symptom. There was something much deeper driving my self-destruction. All the digging I have done over the past years has brought so much awareness, but it has also exhumed the excruciating secret that stands before me.

And now Shame also seeks to taint my sanctuary. It reminds me that I have not been here to help my father when he is hurting. My sanctuary is presented as a selfish solution to avoid doing a daughter's duty. I have stayed away from my father's suffering, and my absence has made me a traitor. While those who supported me were waging their own war, I was alone, soaking up the warmth of the sun and the spirit of trees and perfecting the practice of self-care. 

But for every going out there is a coming back.

Shame has made one thing clear for me. That is, I cannot share Secret with my father. It would surely kill him. My other depravities caused him despair, but this one would cause his death. If I ever was going to, it should have been done years earlier, when he was strong enough to survive the shock or maybe even snap the neck of his nephew, and where there was time for me to make it right. 

Yes, Shame would have great fun working on someone so vulnerable. My father worked so hard to provide things for me that were impossible for him. But Shame would not let reality interrupt the casting of blame. He would shout scoldings at my father and state that his absence opened the opportunity for abuse. Shame would pummel the poor man with the belief that he did not provide proper protection, and so was a pathetic excuse for a paternal figure. Shame would ensure my father’s last moments would be filled with torment.

No. My father holds no fault for the birth of Secret, and he should not have to hold more hurt. And yet, Secret has stolen so much. Someone must pay for providing it with the privilege.

That someone is my cousin, and I am coming to terms with the inevitable need to confront him. He is the co-creator of Secret and so must take some of my blame. I know I will feel better when this burden is lighter. But this is where I am stuck. I still need to know the true shape of Secret for it is unlikely that my cousin will be honest. I need to know what he did, exactly what he did before I can cast stones. I cannot accuse until I am assured of the actual actions he took. But Secret has been swirling around, hidden in the mist of Memory for many years. I have spent so much energy trying to pull pieces of the puzzle from the ether and to gather evidence. And yet, I am still lost.

There is one person, though, who could help. I don’t even know if they exist, but I have read enough to know that the presence of angels is plausible. I believe there is much more going on around us than we can see; that we are ignorant of what is invisible. And it cannot be denied that there was a presence at mum’s death, guiding and supporting me from above. If it is true, and I do have a Guardian Angel, then it would have been here, in this room. It would have witnessed the creation of Secret and hold the truth in detail. This angel would not be limited by the manipulations of Memory. Yes, Angel has the power to resolve my problem. Angel will have the answers I want. Now I just have to find Angel.

Still, there is a sense of discomfort progressing down this street to find my solution. Firstly, it just sounds stupid; relying on an angel to resolve childhood trauma. But then when has the rationality of any remedy ever been a barrier before? Surely searching for a compassionate deity is a better choice than continued self-flagellation? Besides, there are more critical issues to deal with. Because if Angel was there witnessing the creation of these wounds, why didn't it intervene? Why didn't it prevent Secret from taking shape? Perhaps there is some angel code that must allow acts of free will. If so, this is truly ghastly. For in abiding by this code, the angel would have preferred the will of a predator over the wellbeing of a child. Angel would have known the decades of distress that its inaction would cause. So, did it choose to allow my crisis out of simple conformance to commandments? If this is the case, my adviser will be no angel but decidedly a devil in disguise.

Even though, and giving Angel the benefit of the doubt, if it was not able to act as my protector, did it then, and does it now, share my pain? Does Angel see the suffering Secret causes and the doubt I live each day? Does it follow behind me also bearing the weight of the wrongs? Does Angel feel regret for being unable or unwilling to remedy the situation? Does Angel feel remorse for all the hurt it has allowed?

If so, then Angel needs to give me a goddamn apology.

Perhaps also, Angel has foresight into the future. In that case, it could help reacquaint me with Hope.

Either way, it would be nice to have an angel here to sanctify this space and to pass on some peace to my father. Dad’s snoring is shaky now, which I find so sad. In my younger years, I considered the thunderous sound that would echo down the halls disgusting and selfish. Tonight, it is far better than silence, for it, at least, is a sign of life.
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I searched for Angel in the online world for about an hour, and there were some promising pathways. One site, after receiving my email address, supplied me with a name of who my Guardian Angel was; however, I could not pronounce it let alone pray to it. Yet, for a small monthly fee I could be sent much more detail and daily messages from a raft of divine entities. I declined the kind offer and promptly unsubscribed from their mailing list. Of course, they were sorry to see me go, and so was my angel. I then found a psychic, who, for a considerable sum, was willing to sketch my angel and supply me with a picture. My inner sceptic shut this option down quickly, surmising it would be simply generated by AI, and I could do this all by myself. I could create my own angel if I was that way inclined. Then I was offered the ultimate package. If I was willing to make a substantial financial investment, payable in monthly instalments, I could get someone I don't know to communicate with Angel on my behalf. Every month a medium would petition my Guardian Angel to provide specific direction for the weeks ahead, providing clarity on how to deal with my daily challenges. 

I fell asleep lamenting the crimes of commercialism. Yes, there may be honest vendors out there, who have simply decided to offer their services through different doorways. Yet from my small exploration, it was easy to see how the open social media market invites in all manner of spiritual scammers. They prey on our laziness and longing, our ache for answers. They offer the opportunity to outsource hope. And they profit from our comfort in being incompetent with the invisible. Judging the stupidity of others in handing over their cash came easily. At the same time, I knew if I came across anything credible, I, too, would be entering my credit card number.

Given the amount of blue light I would have absorbed, the continual concern for my father, and the challenging context, I had not expected to sleep. So, I awoke with a start and sped to check on my father. He was still breathing and appeared comfortable. After a small chat I went to make tea, and that is when Shame came to stand beside me. How could I rest when dad was dying in the next room? How could I look for angels when he was in such anguish? Shame put it simply, I was a bad daughter and my Mother, God bless her soul, would be saddened by such selfish behaviour. Shame’s words stung and yet I knew the reality with which I was faced. Years of practice in facing pain had allowed me to become adept at dissociation. My psych stated definitively that it was a maladaptive behaviour that required a remedy. But he does not seem to understand it was also a protector and one I became to rely upon.

Detachment may become helpful today too, as I spend my time trapped within this little cottage; once built for my grandparents, but now my father's final home. The house dad built for his own dependents, my mother, my sister and brother, is only one block away, but is off-limits to me. My sister lives there with her children, coming home to care for my mother through her traumatic illness, and staying after her death. Dad could not deal with the wars that came with living with his child, so he moved to the cottage to live simply and calmly. 

And, after years of wounding my sister with intoxicated words, I am no longer welcome in what was my childhood home. I understand. I didn't want me around back then, either. She had every right to prevent her home from being soiled with my self-destruction and contaminated by my sickening condition. She was doing her duty to let my mother’s ghost rest there in peace and secure her children’s safety. However, we both knew that my excessive and excruciatingly selfish behaviour was not the only reason for my exile. It was not a lone event but the final straw in a separation that had started when I was six. The estrangement began well before I became a drunkard; it was an evolution from the conflict that was created when we were children.

My sister has come to visit dad regularly while I have been here. With our
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