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Preface

			I write this story to help me understand how my childhood has affected some of my actions and decisions as an adult.

			I write this story to help anyone else who believes there may be some missing pieces in their own story and who are looking for answers.

			I write this story to let anyone who may read it know that there are answers, even if you don’t yet know the questions. There are also things you want and need to know about mental health, and my biggest message is

			Things can change!



	

Dedication

			I dedicate this story to the memory of my beautiful dad, who taught me how to live life, to my beautiful family, who has tolerated my insecurities and given me a reason to keep trying and to the special friends in my life, who have helped me realise my potential.

			Thank You
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“The Unknown Truth”

			(An Autobiography)

			‘Write it down’, they said.

			‘It’s great therapy’, they said.

			‘It will help you heal’, they said.

			But exactly what is ‘it’?

			How can you write about something you don’t know or understand?

			Be assured: Mental health is out there!

			It comes in all shapes and sizes, with different symptoms and treatments.

			Sometimes you think (or want desperately to believe) you’re okay and that it’s not that bad, but something is missing. There is wonderful help available if you take the first step.

			Here is my story…



	

September 2000, Sydney Olympic Games, what a special time for the whole country! I still remember nursing my son in the middle of the night when the announcement was made on TV. I was very careful to not drop the baby!

			Athletes ran, pole vaulters leapt in the air to ridiculous heights, gymnasts jumped, twisted and twirled and the pools were a constant show of divers, swimmers and medley teams, breaking records and making their countries proud.

			Meanwhile, there was a young lady, tucked away in a mental health facility in Eastwood, desperately searching for answers to questions she couldn’t even put into words to start with.
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			Backtracking to 10 March 1964, in Poplars Hospital in Epping, New South Wales, a new baby girl was being brought into a strange, new world. A baby who was innocent, naïve, trying to immediately navigate this new place, seemingly far from the comfort and nurturing that she was content with only hours earlier.

			One minute oblivious to the world around her and the next, surrounded by strange noises she didn’t understand much at all. She was passed from (what she later learnt) one human to another, wondering what she had done wrong to deserve this disruption. Then came the comforting feel of being wrapped up tightly and given to someone that seemed surprisingly familiar.

			That little girl was me.

			Born into this new world, through no choice of my own, I rapidly learned new noises, new voices, new sights and the most important, new feelings I could hope for: I was loved by these two new people. What did they call themselves? That’s right. Mummy and Daddy.

			Negotiating my way in this new world, I learnt a lot of things quickly over the next few years.

			My name was Libby, which was short for Elizabeth. Looking back, this itself wassomething special, as Queen Elizabeth had given birth to her fourth child, a son, Edward, the same day that I was born. Also, I learnt that if I cried, I would be cuddled, fed, rocked or maybe even all three!

			I also learnt some new, strange smells along the way, but the revolting ones seemed to disappear when Mummy or Daddy changed my nappy. Thank goodness that happened! Peugh!

			I learnt, like other children, to sit up, roll, crawl, and walk (very wobbly at first), and I met a lot of new faces, some apparently related and some not.

			My memories of the next few years until I started school are a bit of a blur, but some of those memories are outlined later in this story, as I navigate my way through a life of many ups and downs, written as honestly as I possibly can. I know, with all my heart, I couldn’t have done this without my wonderful husband, who has supported me 100%, even if he did not understand everything that happened along the way.

			I also had the invaluable help of a wonderful group of medical staff and, of course, my wonderful, philosophical father (still alive and well at the time of writing), who filled a lot of the blanks for me, much later in life.

			Some of these were real eye openers for me, and some were difficult to hear, but I am learning now they were vital to know, and I thank Dad sincerely for his honesty, non-judgemental attitude and support.

			To anyone reading this story, who may feel a little lost or confused, thinking things should or could have been different but don’t know why, please keep reading.

			And if one person learns where to go to get the answers they need, this has all been worth it. I wish you all the courage and strength, even some luck that you will need along the way, but I can assure you, the effort will be well rewarded.
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			So, what did happen between 10 March 1964 and September 2000? Or from 2000 to today?

			As I endeavour to put down some facts, whether I recall these or not, as well as other memories and some memories from my dad and sister into some sort of order, I will share the good, the bad and the ugly, but it is important to me to point out that a lot of the bad and ugly seemed to have only shown their faces recently, with the help of a wonderful psychiatrist, Dr Tanya. Dr Tanya finally gave me permission to fill in so many of the blanks that I had so desperately been seeking answers to.

			In fact, not only did I get the permission, but I learnt that remembering, learning and filling in the blanks will be essential to seeking calm and peace for whatever life I am allowed to enjoy from this moment forward.

			I am confident that this journey will not be easy, but as I start to write from St John of God Mental Health Hospital today, June 2023, I am equally certain that the effort, time and emotional turmoil are essential for me to be the best version of myself that I can be, dare I say even better than the perfect world I thought I was part of in earlier days.

			My story will cover

			•My memories from childhood

			•My journey into adulthood

			•Becoming a mum and nanna

			•What I’ve learnt about mental health along the way

			•How the support of my family, my doctors (including my wonderful GP, Dr Thras, and a newfound psychiatrist) has helped me get to a place of peace and answers

			•Some special events that I believe are worth remembering

			The most important part of writing this story now, after all these years, is me giving myself permission to write when I thought that I didn’t deserve to open up about my own issues, when so many around me had more traumatic stories to share.

			I have felt guilty for dumping on others. I have felt brave for overcoming that guilt and doing it anyway, with the support of those around me.

			I feel scared and apprehensive about what the trauma therapy I will undertake will bring up for me, but I also feel proud of myself and excited for the positives that I know the future will hold for me now.

			I have Complex PTSD, and I will be okay!

			I am loved; I am worthy; I am enough! (Ian, Pastoral Care SJOG 2023)



	

As I keep writing, I am reminded of two key reasons I am writing this journal:

			1.To help me on my journey to visit parts of my life that I may have forgotten or hidden and to acknowledge that my story is worth writing and talking about. My opinion that my life is not traumatic enough to bother others with is not warranted, and that realisation will help me mend the broken bits; those that I either didn’t know I had or somehow buried. Either way, I can honestly state that I am looking forward to what this enlightenment will bring into my life and (maybe even more importantly),

			2.For anyone who thinks their life isn’t/wasn’t that bad but knows, deep down, that maybe there are some pieces missing and that with the right help, the missing jigsaw pieces can be found and put in their proper place.

			Childhood things I do remember/know:

			•My parents loved me.

			•My parents protected me.

			•I was fed, nursed, dressed and housed.

			•I had a brother and a sister.

			•I went to a normal school, with normal classes.

			•I was in A Grade classes throughout primary school (and for unknown reasons at the time, that was so important to me).

			•I enjoyed playing with my one friend, Margaret, the daughter of my mum’s good friend, who lived across the road.

			•I had dolls and liked building little fortresses in my lounge room with tables and blankets.

			•We went on a family holiday usually twice every year, once to the beach and once to our auntie and uncle’s farm, which I looked forward to every year.

			•I played sport from a young age.

			•I was healthy in diet, intellect and body.

			•I loved Christmas and making all the associated paper decorations to hang around the house!

			•I (thought I) was happy.

			So you may ask, ‘What was wrong?’ or say ‘You were so lucky’, and I was, but here is the lesson I am learning, slowly but surely. There is so much more than the basic physical needs for a baby and for the child that baby becomes.

			Your parents may make every effort to provide the best care possible, but if one of these crucial supports is unable to provide some less obvious but equally important needs, they must be addressed. The most important statement I can make here is

			‘This is nobody’s fault’.

			I have learnt along my journey, from way back in 2000, that my mum did the best job she could possibly do with the mental health issues she struggled with throughout her life.

			The missing piece for me was the nurturing, bonding attachment I (apparently) yearned so much for. Despite missing this vital piece, I will be eternally grateful for the effort Mum and Dad made to both provide for me, protect me and do everything in their power to look after me.
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			The reason for my mum’s mental health issues is not relevant at this point. However, some aspects will arise throughout my story, as they may be helpful or relevant to someone reading this that thinks like I did, ‘Everything is (will be) okay’.

			Mum had her own difficult mental health journey, starting as a young child. She was the youngest of four girls, and at just six years of age her father (my grandfather) passed away shortly after returning from WWII.

			What would today be diagnosed as an ‘unhealthy attachment’ with her own mother, triggered a lifelong battle with severe depression. In hindsight, it probably explained a lot of experiences I had as a child, but this story is not about blame. It is about a woman who struggled with her place in this world, eternally reliant on medication for managing day to day.

			What is important is that my reactions and beliefs that resulted from Mum’s own health battle shaped the innocent child I was then and, ultimately, the person I am today. That person is strong, proud, resilient, loving, caring and so much stronger for everything I have learnt and for the support I have been so fortunate to have received.

			The final chapters I have divided into categories, from a journal I started around ten years ago. I found it therapeutic, as I moved on to navigating motherhood, when I was finding it a little tougher than it should have been, and I would like to share those memories with you.

			These are my memories, my story, but I think they highlight a lot of ups and downs in my life. Some will seem normal (whatever that means), some will be OMG reactions, and some (I genuinely hope) will be the ‘aha’ moments.

			So here it is … the good, the bad and the ugly.

			My journey to the unknown truth.

			I hope it helps someone find their missing piece in the jigsaw we call life.

			Preschool

			My memories of my first five years (probably understandably) are limited, but a couple of things stand out to me during this time.

			As I am starting this journey through Complex PTSD, I am even starting to relate some of these much older memories to some of my current day thoughts and actions, and I find myself thinking, ‘how bizarre!’

			The first memory is a very hazy one of living at my first address, 6A Marlow Avenue, Denistone East. The only thing I can recall at this place is a steep staircase which led down to a room at the rear of the house. I vaguely remember sleeping in the only bedroom in the corner of the open area on this lower level.

			Dad recently told me how this was an extension to the original two-bedroom home, as when my brother John was born, we needed the extra room. Dad also explained that it had been his concern at the time that I may have found this transition difficult, separated from the rest of my family and
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