

    
        
          Still Smiling for Pictures

        

        
        
          Robert J. Neil

        

        
          Published by Robert Neil, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      While every precaution has been taken in the preparation of this book, the publisher assumes no responsibility for errors or omissions, or for damages resulting from the use of the information contained herein.

    
    

    
      STILL SMILING FOR PICTURES

    

    
      First edition. May 8, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Robert J. Neil.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8231392988

    

    
    
      Written by Robert J. Neil.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Still Smiling for Pictures



  	
        
            
            Love does not dominate; it cultivates. - Goethe.

      

    


Intro:

Parents are full of shit. They all pretend to care, but we all know a huge portion of them don’t. They protect their territory and virtue signal. Even worse, many have lost their way to the point they sacrifice their young to the latest fad. I’ve seen young mothers make fools of themselves—while dooming their child to a life of confusion—by pronouncing their six-month-old to be gay and declaring how proud they are of their gay son. The child has become an ornament of fashion.


Yes, some parents genuinely care and we should laud them. But too many don’t.


We’ve bitten our tongues for ages, allowing the lie that all parents love their kids to hold sway— when the truth is, this delusion is costing children their mental health and sometimes for life. They can end up so debilitated that it affects every aspect of their future, including income potential. I don’t trust parents who are braggarts, or the ones who say, “There’s something that happens to you when you see your child for the first time—I just can’t describe it.”

There is no universal absolute here. Some have good intentions and do very well. Some start out this way but have infantile expectations and become overwhelmed. Often there's a failure to teach fundamental basics early, control of emotions and socialization, and with catastrophic results. For those who don't understand, a child who's not socialized by the time needed will be stuck potentially for life with a prefrontal cortex that cannot mature. If it does mature it will take decades longer than their socialized peers.

And let’s dispose of the instant affront and fraudulent pretext that parents throw out: “Have you ever raised a child?” Not relevant. We were all children once. And those of us mentally tortured merely for existing have to go through life hobbled by the wreckage of our youth. There is no mystery—cause and effect links are well known and documented. (Look up the Genie Wiley case as an extreme example, or the Romanian orphan catastrophe.) These should be taught in schools starting fairly early instead of ideologies. A gentle, fact-based curriculum on human development would be a step in the right direction.

This isn’t to say the state should raise children. But the time is coming when new laws must address parenting itself—laws aimed at preventing damage that is both foreseeable and, too often, permanent. I’m not alone in thinking this. It’s on people’s minds. Current law is deficient. Parents must be held accountable for the outcome of their parenting. No one wants kids taken from parents unnecessarily but from what I understand CPS (in America) may have nefarious financial incentives in play. My main point here is, if society pays the price for the abuse and neglect then society has a right to have a say.

The damaged individual will not only have difficulties personally but the wreckage will often spread and cause pain and harm to others. And even irrespective of that, for me, anything that can slow the rate of passed on learned abuse-on the individual level-is worth fighting for.

My parents were among the worst—at least with me, until they learned, until they saw for themselves the physical damage for which they were responsible. They hid in plain sight and kept up appearances so well that what was happening would have been unthinkable to outsiders, and of course that's the point of the Jekyll-and-Hyde personalities.

My father, in particular, should have gone to prison—and for many years. His abuse caused me some physical deformity (which my hair conceals). He punched my mother in the face almost daily for decades. And according to my mother, he molested my older sister for ten full years, starting when she was two. His con artist act was so convincing, he got away with all of it. The clincher? He scapegoated me at every opportunity. Thus he got to play the good Samaritan while apologizing for me.

This is where I’ll be accused of painting all parents with too broad a brush. But I’m simply observing the fruits of their labor. I'm happy for the well adjusted who create well adjusted offspring.


I am one of those walking cautionary tales. It’s a yoke around my neck I’d rather not have to wear.


Still—perhaps this recounting will resonate with some, and make others think.

1.

––––––––
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I've often wondered—what sort of parent would I have been? For me, it would have depended on my age at the time. I've grown far more patient than I used to be, and I've learned too much about human development to let cruelty pass through me unchecked from my past. Still, parents so often parent as they were parented—a repetition so automatic it may be driven purely by the subconscious, and something many find hard to control.


In my case, my mother confessed that what she and my father did to me had been done to them.


Hearing that wasn’t a big help. Not at first. I went through a long, angry stage over what had been— what it robbed me of, and what it left me with. The first time anyone hears, “It’s what had been done to me,” it sounds like an excuse—and on some level, it is. One would think that anyone who survived a nightmare childhood would reflect on that before inflicting it on someone else. Some can’t. Others refuse.

Unfortunately, the cycle of parent-centric parenting—where what the parent sees and understands is all that matters—is passed down through generations. So many people never learn.

During my time as caretaker for my parents in their old age, my mother’s last living brother came for a visit. I don’t know what brought it up, but out of the blue he said to me, “Be glad you were raised right!” I had to bite my tongue.

It was a deranged statement. According to my mother, she and he both endured much of what I went through. That uncle went to his grave (in his nineties) thinking that kind of psychopathic abuse and neglect was correct. He was the prisoner of a cult, something I see with my siblings.

I look back and realize that had I been a parent when I was very young—say, twenty—there’s a chance I might have repeated some of the abuse heaped on me. I don't know this for certain but it seems likely. I had to watch as my monster of a so-called father treated my younger sister better and better as time went on. Even worse for me me, more angering, was how he was with his grandchildren years later. I remember a day distinctly at my parents' house; The old man was outside with the grand kids and I was inside with my mother. She and only she understood my torment. Why couldn't I have been treated with the same kindness, acceptance and humanity? The way he treated my nephews and nieces cemented forever in their minds a very different man from the one I grew up with. This makes believing what happened to me impossible for them. So be it. Even so, and with all the heartache involved for me, I am now glad for them that they had the influence I should have had.

2.

My parents were people you might say deserved each other—two narcissistic posers who almost never agreed on anything, both obscenely selfish and self-involved. But when it comes to my first memories, we have to talk about a third narcissist, my older sister Jackie.

The best way for you to meet her isn't through our earliest encounters, though. Much better is the day of my last session with Dr. C, a psychiatrist. This was in my thirties.

I had a bounce in my step. I’d been accepted to a well-respected school in California. I was packing, and—I'm embarrassed to say—I felt like I was glowing. Bizarrely, though, the first person I saw in the waiting room that morning was Jackie. She refused to look at me, even after I called out to her. The lady behind the glass window quickly whooshed me into the office, where Dr. C told me to wait for him.

After confirming with his secretary that Jackie was still there, he opened the door and reminded her she needed to leave. She refused. He threatened to call security, and she bluffed. “Call them!” Her voice got closer, and as they went back and forth like this, she grabbed the knob and started a tug-of-war with the door.

“I just thought, you know, I could help,” she said.

He wasn’t having it. “That's not it. I know what you want to do. Get out.” He slammed and locked the door and told his
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