
                 
 

 
 



                Born in the middle of a human hurricane,  

raised in a whirlwind of insanity with  

nowhere to turn to, nowhere to hide. 

Alberta took on that insanity and  

nurtured it with a mixture of drugs, alcohol and older men… 

 

"Dear Father" is the final chapter which unravels the sickness 

and reveals the hold her abusive father had on her.   

Alberta, deeply infected by the damage, continues the cycle  

by bringing it into her own relationships,  

elevating her madness to a fever pitch… 
 

…THE PRAYER… 
 

                                       Now I lay me down to sleep 
I pray the lord my soul to keep 

If I should die before I wake 
I pray the lord my soul to take 

In my little bed I lie, heavenly father hear my cry 
Lord protect me through the night and  

keep me safe 'til morning light 
God bless mommie and sister and brother  
and my cats and dogs and pet feesh and  

everyone in the whole wide world… 
And dear God, please don't let father kill us tonight…amen. 

 
 



   

Alberta 
 

The final chapter 



                                       ROAD TO RUIN 
 

 

Oh how I miss butterflies, endless kiss,  
I am numb, and that’s very dangerous 

Need an escape, different flavour feed my ache,  
I am weak, longing for that rush 

 
Be my destruction, be my undoing,  

Be my religion, my road to ruin 
Be my don’t know what to do,  
break my heart if you want to. 

 
I’m looking for knees weak, tie my tongue,  
I want that burn, I want that out of breath 
Secrets to hide, come undone, come inside,  
there’s no turning back, no, not this time 

 
You forgot me day after day 

You lost me, no turning back 
I need more than you can give away 

To fill the void 
Oh how I miss butterflies 

  
    Be my destruction, be my undoing,  

be my religion, my road to ruin 
Be my don’t know what to do,  
break my heart if you want to. 

 
 
 



My eyes slowly opened to blurry light sneaking in through a crack in the curtain.  I 
pulled back the covers to see a body beside me... David.  The dreams from last 
night felt so real. The trigger pulled, the bullets flew, I killed my father, no wait, I 
killed David.  I spent hours washing the blood off the walls but thank god... it was 
all just a dream. 
 
After what David and my father put me through, the child inside me was hoping it 
was true, that I had killed him/them. 
I had to get out of here now, for fear that I might follow through with the dream.  
Leave now and do not look back I told myself. 
 
David was in a deep sleep, his breath audible, slow and steady.  I quietly picked up 
my things and snuck out of the room. 
It’ll be the last time I’m with him. I promised myself that. 
 
I've been on the road to ruin since the day I was born.  No seriously. Dropped right 
into the womb of chaos. The womb of "all hell’s going to break loose 
eventually”.  On April 27th, I was born to a couple on their own road to ruin. The 
pattern started a long time before I came along.  My mother’s father passed away 
when she was only 5... her mother was forced to remarry to take care of her and 
her sister. 
 
Her mother tried to put both kids up for adoption, tried to keep them together, but 
no one wanted my mom, just the baby. 
Her mother told her she'd tried to abort her with a coat hanger, but it didn’t work. 
 
Her new step father was abusive in many ways. The final straw was the attempted 
kiss in the barn. She pushed him away and in turn, he pushed her into the trough 
that held all the cow feces.  She had to share a bathtub of water once a week with 
her sister and could only go to school every other day, because they didn’t have 
enough adequate clothing for both of them. She even had to share her underwear. 
 
My mother ran away to the big city where she eventually met my father. 
His story is worse.  All 6 kids lived with an abusive, alcoholic father when the 
mother left town with her new lover.    
 
My father was constantly kicked out of the house by his raging father, sometimes 
with no shoes in the middle of winter.   
Most of the kids were farmed out to relatives. My father wasn’t so lucky. 



Father only got a grade 6 education and when he turned 18, he and his siblings 
went to Toronto to find their mother. That’s how he came to be in the same city as 
my mother.   
 
I was named Alberta because it was his mother's middle name.  A lot of good that 
did, she didn't like me anyways. 
 
Apparently, my mother was walking down the street with a friend of hers and my 
father yelled down to her, “would you like to come up and party with us?”, 
although my mother told me she didn’t actually remember how she'd met my 
father. 
 
I was born in the middle of a human hurricane. Drinking, drugs, fighting, screaming, 
threats, constant moves city to city. 
I was raised in a whirlwind of insanity with nowhere to turn to, nowhere to hide. I 
took on that insanity and nurtured it with a mixture of drugs, alcohol and older 
men.. 
 
I would do just about everything and anything just to feel something, anything. 
 
The only problem was every relationship I fell into was always so temporary. I got 
bored, disillusioned pretty quickly. Those amazing butterflies that happen at the 
beginning of a relationship would slowly start to fade and I would blame it on me. I 
would conjure up old feelings of shame, mistrust and insecurity and bring it to the 
relationship, to poison it so I could leave.  
 
I needed the constant barrage of excitement or I would be numb, just like before. 
 
I need that escape, the different flavour to feed my ache.  I am weak, longing for 
that rush. I need someone to be my destruction, my undoing.   
 
Be my don’t know what to do, break my heart if you want to. 
The road to ruin, the course set with an uncertain future. 
 
We can’t control where we came from, only how we use what we have.  I choose 
madness over sanity.  It’s what I know best. 

 



LONG  ONE 

                                    You wound me, your bullet, it rips inside 

The pull of your trigger, is no surprise 

The whispers, the secrets, he said, she said 

And I can’t get that out of my head 

Can’t deny it’s suicide, dangerous truth 

The ugliness, the abyss that we fall into 

And tonight is gonna be a long one 

The story, unfolding, the onion peels 

Deception, betrayal, how quick we bleed 

I trust, you betray, now it’s code red 

And I can’t get that out of my head 

               Tried to get past the rumours, but I let you in my bed 

Should have listened to my head 

Can’t deny, black or white, I’m done with you 

No alibis, no more lies, I see right through And tonight is gonna be... 



Ever since I can remember, every step I’ve ever taken has been affected by 
my upbringing… 
 
My father in and out of my mind, even through I hadn’t seen him since I was 
18, but his profound effect is deeply rooted in my subconscious.  Sometimes 
I catch myself and say, whoa, that’s a direct hit from the devil himself. I 
called him that.  It suits him. 
 
Most children are brought up loving their dads, especially girls.  You know 
the expression … daddy’s girl? My mother always told me that he had me 
wrapped around his finger and as messed up as our family was, she was 
right.   
 
I was the middle child and my role was to try and keep the peace, no matter 
how hard.   
 
That means, even if your father has a rifle and threatens to kill the family, or 
has a knife hidden in his jacket and wants to get your mother alone. This is 
normal behaviour.  There’s no Sunday brunch, no family vacations. There’s 
only survival. 
 
That was my life from an early age and I’ve taken that survival instinct into 
my relationships.  I can’t stop. I don’t know how. I don’t even know if I want 
to. 
 
My father was cruel and selfish.  In a drunken rage he and a friend put me in 
the back of his truck with our dog.  I had no idea what was happening as we 
got out of the truck and walked into the woods. My father had a gunny sack 
with him and his rifle, and he and his friend put Mitzie in the bag and then 
tied a rope around the opening. 
   
Mitzie was crazy, barking and whining, trying to get out of the bag, but they 
were too strong for her. Moments later, another rope was thrown up into a 
tree. They tied the rope around the bag and pulled Mitzie up into the tree.  
 



My screams were drowned out by the wind whipping through the forest. 
I was crying and begging him to let her down. He did... after unloading his 
rifle into the bag. 
 
I can still remember the blood dripping from the bag.   
She didn’t make a sound. 
 
He told me not to tell or bad things would happen, so I didn't make a sound.  
I never told a soul.  I never told my mother, or sister, or brother, I’m only 
telling you now after all these years as a matter of fact, I stopped telling 
anyone how I felt and let it all build up inside like a volcano. 
 
Confrontation?  I would rather cut my tongue off than have to try and 
defend myself in an argument. 
 
So you can understand how a girl might grow up confused, scared, insecure. 
 
I’ve felt like an onion most of my life. Once you get past the outside layers, 
you find traces of secrets, maybe you get a glimpse of my sadness, my hell.  
I know it’s confusing because you don’t know how deep the layers go and I 
never really let you in. It’s protection for all of us. 
 
So much deception, betrayal and I know too well how quick we bleed. 
 
My father wounded me deeply and I’ll always carry the scars.  
Even after all the therapy sessions, he lives there still in my nightmares. 
The scars are deep and constantly reopened. 
 
Every relationship is code red, it’s suicide, the truth is dangerous.  It’s the 
ugliness, the abyss that’s so easy to fall into. 
 
And every night, is a long one. 
 
 
 



                                                            Deep 
 

Confessions of utopia, your secret garden opened 

The heart you held now broken, breathe in, breathe out 

You with your silver tongue, sugar walls, loaded gun 

Trigger ready for the hunt, bullet in, bullet out 

 

You used me, you bruised me, so feel my need to watch you bleed out 

 

Twist the knife in deep, drive you to your knees 

I want to hear your sorry, I need to see you plead 

 

Red handed with the candy, sweet talk, pretty young thing 

She thinks she makes your heart sing, next in, next out 

You think you’re James Dean, Trent Reznor, Steve McQueen 

Bad boy, school girls dream, god’s gift, you wish 

 

You used me, you bruised me, so feel my need to watch you bleed out 

 

Twist the knife in deep, drive you to your knees 

I want to hear your sorry, I need to see you plead 

Twist the knife in deep, now I hold the key 

I want the world to see, the liar and the cheat 

 

I won’t be, your part time, spare time, down time, back line 

I don’t need, excuse time, hard time, wrong time, bullshit lies 

 

You used me, you bruised me, so feel my need to watch... 

 

Twist the knife in deep, drive you to your knees 

I want to hear your sorry, I need to see you bleed 



For the past few years I’ve been floating between jobs, men and living 
situations.  It’s great when you find a guy you can slip into, let them take 
care of you as long as you take care of them. I looked for the never ending 
supply of booze and drugs, you need it and they give it to you.  They need 
you and you give it to them. Easy, right? 
Jobs come and go. I don’t have a very good education.  I never graduated; 
how could I, living in hell? There was no way to study. The only thing I 
could concentrate on was survival. 
I’m good at temp work, simple stuff like reception or serving.  I hate the 
darker side of what I do, when I have to, for money. I don’t want to talk 
about it, it’s not pretty and I’m ashamed, but when you’re hungry or 
strung out, sometimes you have no choice. 
Devin dropped into my life when I least expected it. 
We met at a concert.  It was a NIN show and the guy I went with turned 
into an idiot pretty quickly.  I thought I had a handle on him, but after a 
few pre-show hours at the bar, he went from being Mr. Cool to Mr. Fool. 
 
We got to the concert after he shot back half a mickey of Jack and a few 
beers. He said he was feeling no pain. He should’ve added no shame. 
He got in 2 fights with guys way bigger than him.  One, after he pinched a 
girl in the ass, bam, down he went with a flurry of fists from her 
boyfriend... and then he thought he was the mosh pit king and ended up 
getting tossed from the colosseum. 
So I was alone and happy really.  I love Trent Reznor, I love NIN and the 
band was so good; each note, each rhythm deeply resonates with me and I 
was in a trance most of the night.  Trent seduced me and I was his whore. I 
came back to reality with the push and pull of the floor crowd. 
I didn’t notice Devin but he yelled in my ear, "I love this band".  I looked at 
him and yelled back, "I think I love you”, and quite honestly, that was it.  It 
was that storybook love at first sight. 
Devin and I hung out for a few months. He didn’t care about my past. actually 
was quite intrigued by the little pieces that I would share. 
Devin was good for me, he didn’t do drugs, or even drink.  I felt utterly 
helpless every time I was with him; one glance and I was putty in his hands. 



Devin’s a musician, a pianist for a local ensemble and very good.  He spends 
his spare time writing music and helping young aspiring artists with their 
dream. 
Dream, dreamy - dream guy…. all of that and more. 
 
I can still remember the day everything changed, August 4th. 
I decided to surprise him, a bottle of fake bubbly, some candles, chocolate, 
massage oil and a basketful of snacks.  I thought a day in bed without having 
to leave except to go to the bathroom was in order. 
 
There was a car in the driveway that I didn’t recognize, but my spidey senses 
went into instant overload.   
 
I’ve had this game since I was little that I used as self soothing, a rhyming 
game with every step I took.  12345, this had better jive, 678910, let it be just 
a friend. 
 
I decided to go around to the back door, which leads into the kitchen. I’d 
come that way with Devin before. 
The kitchen was dark, the door unlocked. I walked in and saw the purse, the 
shoes, a jacket on the chair.   
 
I had to keep going... I said hello but not loud enough for anyone to hear, 
more of a whisper, maybe it was just in my head and I never actually said 
anything, just breath over my lips. 
His bedroom door was open, and I walked up to it. I could hear the sounds, 
the sounds you only want to hear coming from either a porno or from your 
own lips.. 
 
I stuck my head inside and there he was, deeply entwined with a woman. 
I could smell their scent, drenched in sweat and so into each other they 
didn’t see me standing there. 
 
Just like that, I was jarred back to my painful past.   
 



My father was 44 and he was cheating on my mother with a 17 year old 
girl.  She was actually my mother’s cousin. She would come to the house and 
strut around while my father would say to me, “isn’t she beautiful?”, to 
which I would reply, “she’s ugly, you’re ugly”..  My father also cheated on my 
mother with a 15 year old girl. Cheater, liar, you’re all cheaters and liars. 
I started screaming. The type of screaming that you only hear in horror 
movies. 
 
She jumped out of bed, pulling up the covers around her nakedness.  “Who is 
she?”, I heard her cry out. I said, "I’m his girlfriend". 
“You bastard”, was echoed with the sting of a slap across his face.   She 
grabbed her clothes and pushed past me. 
Devin was a deer caught in headlights. 
I heard the tires screeching out of the driveway. 
 
I threw the basket as hard as I could against the wall, everything smashing in 
beautiful angry little pieces and landing all over his bed. 
Something was trying to come out of his mouth, the stammering was 
pathetic, I yelled, “don’t bother”. 
 
Then he had the balls to say, “I love you”. 
 
Fuck you... I won’t be your part time, spare time, down time, back line. 
I don’t need, excuse time, hard time, wrong time, bullshit lies. 
I ran into the kitchen and saw the knife on the counter.   
I could see my father’s hand reaching for the knife. He told me it was okay to 
go back in there and twist the knife in deep.   
Devin was standing at the edge of the kitchen. I held the knife up and heard 
my father’s voice say, “I need to hear your sorry, I need to see you bleed.” 
In an instant, reality and fantasy collided and the knife dropped out of my 
hand. I ran out the door and got in my car.  My father’s voice was gone now. 
He was gone, I was safe. For now. 
 
Vodka, a comforting old friend, got me through the night. 
 
 



DEAR FATHER 
 
 

I keep your picture dear father, right inside my head 
I keep your picture dear father, with every tear you bled 

I keep your picture dear father, with fear and hate and dread 
 

I keep your picture dear father 
 

     Hell is empty, the devil beneath your feet 
Seduced by demons, the wrath of god unleashed 

I walk on pins and needles keeping your monster appeased 
Nothing satisfies, unless I’m on my knees 

 
Heaven’s broken, no safe place to hide 

The devil’s out for blood again and whiskey crucifies 
Sins of the flesh you never could deny 

Hunger excites you, as hell ignites 
 

Did you think about the damage 
Did you think about the pain 

See yourself in me, one puny epiphany 
And be a man and break the chain 

 
Oh you’re right inside my head 

With every tear you bled 
I wish you were dead 

 

 
 



 
The last weeks, months, have been a complete blur.  I was right back where I 
used to be, the same hang, the same drugs, the same stale smell of yesterday’s 
hangover.   
I feel comfortable here. I can hide my sorrow and fears in the constant barrage 
of stimulation. 
Faceless men, they help me get through the night, let me crash at their dumps 
while they pump poison into me. 
I don’t care. I don’t feel and that’s my anchor. 
 
I have a small storage unit that I pay for every month. Why keep it?  Maybe to 
feel like I have some connection with reality. 
Inside it houses some favourite pieces of furniture, an old desk, a small coffee 
table, boxes of books, a mattress, clothes, a filing cabinet with  “important” 
documents that I keep and boxes of old photos of my family, old friends, places 
I’ve been. 
I decided to go through everything, to see what was there and what I really 
needed to keep. 
 
The 1st box I picked up, a photo of my father came floating out and landed on 
the floor face up. 
His face, looking straight up at me. 
The only photo I have of him had to be the 1st one to reveal itself to me today. 
 
I could see him clearly now, not just the blur of memories that I kept buried 
deep inside me. 
There they were, all spilling out on the floor, right beside his photo. 
All the fear, all the hate, all the dread now pulsing through my veins and his 
photo staring up at me, with no conscience, so perfect... how apropos… just like 
him. 
 
You know when you hear about someone with a near death experience, how all 
their memories flood through their mind, all at once?   
This was happening to me, right as I sat on the floor, looking at his photo. 
I picked it up and really looked at it and I was a child again. 
A child that was full of fear, self doubt, uncertainty. 



A child terrified to go to sleep at night for fear she would be killed in the night 
by a madman.   
A child that never felt good enough about herself, that had few friends because 
she feared they would find out secrets and reveal them to the world. 
 
My father never gave a shit about the family, he used me time and time 
again.  His manipulation of a child was brilliant really, books have been written 
about such things. 
 
So deep inside me, this child is still very much alive, but easily buried with sex, 
drugs and alcohol.  Father would be proud. 
As a child, I truly believed that my father was the devil, seduced by demons. 
 
When I was 6 years old, my family moved into a house that my mother’s cousin 
lived in with his children. Charlie murdered his entire family, except for his 
oldest daughter... He shot them all, washed off the blood and put them all in 
their beds, nicely tucked in tight. 
I watched my mother wash the blood off the walls the day before we moved in. 
Father used to say that he could hear old Charlie chopping wood in the 
woodshed and I truly believe he was possessed by the evil spirit of 
Charlie.  That’s when it all began. 
The excessive drinking, the constant insanity, the drugs, the fighting, the guns, 
the sex with young girls, the death threats, the never knowing what would 
happen next. 
 
9 years old, New Years Eve, my family on our knees, begging for our lives, 
looking down the barrel of a shotgun. Begging, crying, please don’t kill me 
daddy. You never forget that, you can never forget that. 
I heard a noise from outside, thankfully snapping me out of the memory and I 
stood up. 
I took his picture and threw it in a box meant for the trash... 
I wish you were dead you son of a bitch, I pushed through my lips. 
 
God, I need a drink. 
 
 
 



BREATHE 
 

Blackness suffocating, nervousness arousing 

Boy there’s nothing like it, drink adrenaline 

Flames start to flicker as I, move through the wreckage 

Drowning in this madness, struggling to swim 

 

                             It really seems like I’m lost in a dream 

Toe to the edge, truth revealed to me 

 

And I can see the city breathe, see the city plead,  

see the city bleed, I see everything 

 

Here in this madness, bridging each connection 

All of us strangers, all holding the key 

And I crawl through these toxic streets, among survivors 

Looking for the quickest fix, taking what I need 

 

It really seems like I’m lost in a dream 

Too late to turn back, I’m in way too deep 

 

And I can see the city breathe, see the city plead,  

see the city bleed, I see everything 

I can see the city feed, feasting on greed,  

addicted to disease, I see everything 

 

          this vicious cycle. praying to the idols, shrouded in denial 

 

We’re looking for an answer, searching for a sign,  

desperate imposters, no one gets out alive 

And with each posing moment, seduced by vanity,  

Open up your eyes,  

 

We are the city 

 



I started walking downtown and didn’t really know where I was heading.  I 
just wanted to be among the noise and the smells of the people. In order 
to clear my head I needed to fill my head. 
 
I sat with a group of street people for an hour or so.  Listening to them talk 
about their plight, some had nowhere to sleep and it was getting cold.   
 
I gave a few dollars to a woman; she was small and frail and I worried 
about her being on the street. She was really grateful that she would only 
have to have sex with a few guys that night to get enough money for some 
food and a place to crash. 
 
She said most men were married and just wanted some excitement; 
something a little different and that they would never last very long 
anyways. "The faster the better”, she laughed. 
 
I could relate to the something different.  That had always been my plight. 
Needing the fix, the excitement, the constant being on the edge.   
 
I left her when she flagged down a car. A seedy looking guy motioned her 
to jump in and she did. 
She blew me a kiss, then the car turned the corner and just like that, she 
was gone..   
 
The city was on fire, the blackness was suffocating. I could feel the nervous 
tension and it aroused me. Boy, there’s nothing like it when you breathe 
adrenaline.   
 
The flames started to flicker as I moved through the wreckage.   
I felt like I was drowning in the madness and struggling to swim.   
There was so much happening all around me I felt like I was in a dream.   
 
I couldn’t wake up, I couldn’t turn back, I was in way too deep.   
 



Every emotion was heightened to the max.  It was as if I could see the city 
for what it was: a melting pot of poverty, wealth, hate, love, anger, 
happiness, fear, innocence, suffering, anxiety, disdain... and I could see it 
all, like one massive pulsing electrical charge. 
 
From the distance, almost drowning in the roar of the street, I could hear 
the faint cry of a man calling out, "spare a little change". 
Like a beacon I was drawn to his mournful cry … “spare a little change”, 
over and over. 
 
When I finally found him, I saw a dishevelled old man sitting on the side of 
the road, bent over and crying, "spare a little change”, with barely a breath 
in between.   
 
I watched him for a few seconds and realized he was blind.   
 
I reached into my pocket and pulled out a crumpled up bill. 
I said, “here you go”, and he asked, “can you tell me what it is?". 
 
“It’s 5 bucks” I said.  His thank you was so heartfelt, I wished I had more to 
give, but I continued down the busy street, his voice soon swallowed up by 
the chaos. 
 
I was so overwhelmed by the memories of my father earlier in the day, so 
absorbed by the streets, that I needed to again, fill my head to clear my 
head and found my safety net in an old familiar bar.  
 
Just “1” went to double digits pretty fast because that’s all I knew. 
 
Drown the pain, drown the sorrow, drown it like there’s no tomorrow. 

                              
                              
 
 



                                        LOVE  LIES 
 
 

I watch you sleeping, with secrets that you’re keeping 
You look so peaceful, it’s so deceiving 

And I am, sick, sick as a dog, out of my mind, 
stomach in knots dying inside 

Love lies 
 

Your act is brilliant, I hide my torment 
Watching your movements, I read all content 

 
You cover tracks, I find your scent 

You think you’re clever, I’m smarter than that 
I won’t forgive, I won’t forget 

 
You plead your story, excuses bore me 

 
Sick, sick as a dog, out of my mind,  

stomach in knots dying I’m 
Sick, sick as a dog, out of my mind,  

stomach in knots dying inside 
I am sick, sick as a dog, out of my mind,  

stomach in knots, I die 
 

Love lies 



How Devin found me there was just pure, stupid luck.  I was in no shape to 
refuse his help. I probably would have been kicked out if it hadn’t been for 
him. 
   
I was so drunk and coked up, there’s always people in your hometown bar 
that’ll hook you up, keep you coming back for more. 
Devin carried me into his house and took me right to the bathroom.  I 
remember him tugging at my tight clothes, but not in a sexual way, more 
in a “I’ve got to clean you up girl” kind of way. 
 
I could see the look of disappointment on his face. He’d never seen me like 
this.  It was never part of our relationship, but perhaps I mistook it for 
regret or remorse.  He knew that he was partly responsible for my current 
condition. 
 
I spent the next month at his house, drying out.  Devin cared for me, made 
sure I was eating and not using.   
We spent hours talking about everything under the sun. 
I told him my life story. I'd never told him very much last time we were 
together, just bits and pieces, enough to keep him interested, but not 
horrified.  I made a vow to myself never to open up about my past, most 
lovers and pseudo boyfriends never get past a few stories about my 
upbringing.  
 
I never wanted to share that part of me with anyone.   
I couldn’t trust that. 
Devin couldn’t believe what I’d been through. 
 
I opened up every crack and crevice to him which left me feeling extremely 
vulnerable. 
He had all the weapons now, to use against me if he wanted.  He knew all 
the buttons to push. 
It was freeing and terrifying at the same time. 
We didn’t have sex for 2 months to the day after I started staying with 
him.  I didn’t want to give it up too easily.   



Normally I would have been opening up my legs on the first night. It’s 
what I knew.  Love was wherever you could find it when your love well 
was empty. 
Love is something I was deprived of as a child, so whenever I could 
simulate love, I would.  
  
I was the epitome of “looking for love in all the wrong places!” 
It was different this time. Making love, not just having sex.  Loving, tender, 
emotional, so much more intense than the last time we were together.   
 
I found myself falling deeply for him, but that child in me wouldn’t have 
any of it. 
I wanted to trust, I wanted this to work. My heart was willing, but my 
mind wouldn’t allow me to be naive. Stand guard of your fragile heart 
Alberta, stand guard.   
 
I caught myself starting to question his late night text messages.   
“It’s work”, he would say.  When we were together, he would put his 
phone with the front facing down so I couldn’t see who was contacting 
him. 
 
He would get a text and then go to the bathroom with his phone and 
spend time there... who was he talking to?   
My mind was racing, how could I get hold of his phone to see his 
messages? 
 
I was on the computer checking my Facebook, Devin was gone to the store 
to pick up some things and I heard his computer make a little sound.  Up 
popped a notification from Natasha saying, “see you this afternoon”. Who 
was Natasha? I’d never heard that name before. 
So, I clicked the link to his Facebook page. 
 
He had forgotten to close it down and I was possessed by something far 
more powerful than I could argue with.  “Open the message”, the child 
pleaded. 



There were dozens of messages from her, each sentence stung me, but I 
was ravenous, reading each word, picturing the 2 of them 
together.  Natasha and Devin had been together for 3 months. 1 month 
longer than us. 
 
The messages between them were hot and steamy.  Detailing sex acts they 
shared and fantasies they couldn’t wait to pursue.  They were meeting 
today, getting together at her place. 
He would be back soon. 
 
I had no choice but to delete the message, or he’d know I’d read it, but if I 
deleted it, she'd think it somehow didn’t get through. 
 
I closed the program and waited for him to come back. 
Less than an hour of me stewing, he showed up with groceries in hand. 
 
“I got called in for a meeting this afternoon so have to fly out of here for a 
few hours,” he said. “Sorry girlfriend, I shouldn’t be too late.”. 
So rehearsed, so perfectly executed.   
 
I went to him and started kissing him. He kissed me back, but it wasn’t a 
lover’s kiss, it was an “I can’t start anything right now, because I’m about 
to have sex with someone else”, kiss.   
 
I started caressing him, kissing his neck and slowly unbuttoning his shirt, 
knowing full well that he wouldn’t continue.  I was right, he hugged me 
and said, “sorry, no time right now.” 
 
It was 12:30 when his car pulled in.  He was quiet, and I think I scared him 
when he came into the bedroom.   
 
I was sitting up in bed, watching the news. He gave me a quick peck and 
then excused himself, saying he really needed a shower. Too late, I already 
smelled Natasha’s scent, you lying piece of shit. 



I went into the bathroom, sat on the toilet and made small talk. The news, 
the weather, what was happening tomorrow.  I noticed a few scratches on 
his back. 
 
When I mentioned them he said, “yeah, you tiger you”. 
Those aren’t my fingernail marks you scumbag.   
We went to bed; he didn’t reach for me and fell asleep really fast.  I guess 
Natasha wore him out. 
 
I watched him sleep with his secrets and I finally fell asleep with my 
torment. 
 
The following day I thought his act was brilliant.  so loving, so attentive. I 
started reading his emails, watching his Facebook posts... 
I finally got hold of his phone when he forgot to put it back in his pocket.   
 
Natasha everywhere. Liking posts, lovey dovey emails, all over his texts, 
heart emoticons, promises of nights filled with passion and perversion. 
I was sick as a dog, out of my mind, stomach in knots. 
 
I didn’t have it in me to confront him.  I didn’t want to hear more of his 
lies. 
 
Devin went to “work”. I went into the bathroom and wrote “Natasha” on 
the mirror, then I packed my small bag of things and walked out the door... 
That wasn’t enough... that wasn’t me.   
 
So I went back inside, took a knife and sliced a big FU on his mattress. 
There, now I felt better. 
 
"Trust no one" I heard my child say … "no one".  Love lies. 
 
 
 
 



                                                         SHE 

 
 

She’s got a new flame, messing with my brain 
Every time I feel the same, jealous, insane 

She said she’s found love, thanks her lucky stars above 
New girl’s, hot stuff, says she can’t get enough 

 
She’s got a new girlfriend, praying it’s a dead end 

I’m a million pieces, broken, she’s got a new girlfriend 
 

I watch, stomach sick, oh the mess I’m in 
I die, they kiss, don’t torture me like this 

I’m so confused, tangled in taboo 
Curious my heart goes boom, fantasizing what we’d do 

 
I want to hold you close, exploring every inch 

Give in to new desires. This could get dangerous 
 

She’s got a new girlfriend, praying it’s a dead end 
I’m a million pieces, broken, she’s got a new girl 

Oh not a new girlfriend, how much longer can I pretend that 
She and I are only friends 

She’s got a new girl 
 

Got a new flame, I’m insane, can’t help but feel this way 
She’s found love, I’m jealous, she will never know 
She twists me up inside, drives me out of my mind 

Craving all of the time, she will never know 
 
 
 
 



I ran into an old girlfriend that I used to hang out with at the bar that night - 
Jennifer. She was the sweetest woman I’d ever met. She was beautiful, sexy and 
had her shit together. 
 
Jennifer asked me where I was staying, and I said I was between places right 
now, which wasn’t really a lie, I had just left Devin and didn’t really have any 
place to go. 
Jennifer said her roommate just moved out and if I needed a place to stay, I 
could stay there. 
 
We had a few drinks and then I went back to her place.  It was just as I imagined 
it to be, pretty things, everything in its place, clean and sparsely decorated.   
 
Jennifer was everything I dreamed of being. 
She was a musician, super talented, super funny, super happy all the time.  She 
liked women, I mean, really liked them.  As far back as I can remember Jennifer 
always dated girls.   
 
I’d never thought of women that way until Jennifer.  
I remember when we used to hang out I had these strange feelings about her, 
but I shut them down.  
 
Stop being silly I would say to myself. You’re not gay, she’s your friend and the 
love you’re feeling for her is just that, the love for a friend. I never thought 
about her again that way, until now. 
 
I went to my storage unit and gathered a few things together to take to my new 
digs. 
On the way out, I knocked over the box of things that were supposed to be 
going to the trash and out popped the photo of my father.  
There he was, mocking me. 
 
“So, you’re gay now, that’s priceless”. 
 
I picked up the photo and screamed, “you don’t know me, get out of my head.” I 
wanted to rip the picture in half, but why did I stop?  Why couldn’t I do it?  I 
threw him on the ground and ran out of the room. 



Jennifer helped me get a part time job at a booking agency in town.  I was a 
gofer but that was okay, it was money in my pocket and I got to hang out with 
cool people, plus it was honest work, not selling myself to some desperate man. 
 
Jennifer popped by often and we would go for coffee sometimes. 
It was good to have a friend. 
This time was different. I started feeling emotions for her that went beyond the 
normal loving feelings that friends share.    
 
And then Jennifer started dating Amanda. Amanda, so pretty, so funny, so 
perfect for Jennifer.   I hate you, Amanda. 
Jennifer said she found love and she thanked her lucky stars above.  
I should have been happy for her, but I was angry, jealous and confused. 
 
Jennifer would bring Amanda to the house. They would curl up and watch tv 
and I would be a million pieces broken.   
All I wanted to do was hold her close the way Amanda would, explore every 
inch of her body.   
 
I fantasized about her constantly, wanting to give in to new desires, but 
knowing how dangerous it was.  She was my friend and I was secretly desiring 
her. 
 
I decided to move out.  It wasn’t fair to me, the way I felt about her, and it 
wasn’t fair to her.  I started showing my dislike for Amanda and she actually 
asked me, “why don’t you like me?"    
 
I vowed to myself, she will never know how I feel about her.   
Not wanting to ruin my friendship with Jennifer, because she deserved the 
loving relationship Amanda was providing her; I packed up my things and took 
them back to the storage locker. 
 
“Hello father, don’t worry, you won.” 

 
 
 



TOXIC 

 
Hater’s gotta hate and I should  

grow a thicker skin 

You crawl underneath,  

you know how to slip within 

Try to shake it off but you know  

how to sink your teeth 

 

Just because you’re feeling small you paint the whole world green 

You love to skew the truth you know you love to watch me bleed 

Looking for an opening to  

sink the knife in deep 

 

You’re so toxic, poison perfect lips, making me sick 

 

You wear your second skin with pride, venom from your tongue 

Don’t you see how small you are and  

where you’re coming from 

We all know just how  

wretched you’ve become 

 

You’re so toxic, poison perfect lips, making me sick 

 

Go ahead, you can’t break me,  

try to run, you can’t shake me 

Seen it all before 

 

You’re so toxic, poison perfect lips, making me sick 
 

 
 
 



Stop calling me. Stop dragging me back into your life.   
Stop making me remember. 
 
So toxic; my father was poison.  I know his past made him who he 
was, but people can change if they want to.  
 
You don’t have to walk that path, you don’t have to continue the 
cycle of pain, but my father was too selfish, too weak.  
 
How can anyone have a child and not want to do the best for them, 
love them, put them before their own needs, desires and weaknesses. 
Help them be the best they can be. My father makes me sick. 
 
The alcohol and the drugs caress old wounds. 
 
I didn’t want to talk to him, but for some insane reason, every time he 
called, I would pick up. 
He always could get to the child in me. 
 
My mother always told me that I should grow a thicker skin, but he 
always knew how to crawl inside mine.   
 
He was living with a woman. Her name was Linda and he beat her and 
treated her like a bag of garbage and she put up with him. 
 
He never beat my mother, but he would put his hands around her 
throat, nearly choking her to death on more than one occasion, until I 
would come screaming into the bedroom after hearing her cries for 
help.   
 
He would push her around but never brought out the fists for her.  



He loved torturing with mental abuse, death threats were his 
favourite and I guess after she kidnapped us and moved us 3000 miles 
away, his demons took total control. 
 
He smashed Linda's head against a pipe in the bathroom at their 
house until she blacked out... that’s just one example of what that 
poor woman endured with that asshole. I never liked her but I felt 
sorry for her.   
 
The 1st thing I would say to him is, “have you been drinking?”  He 
would say no but of course he had.  The only time he had any courage 
was when he was drunk.   
 
Then he would call me every name under the sun. Slut was his 
favourite pet name for me; whore was a close second.  Then he’d say 
he was sorry and ask me for money.  
 
Like clockwork, I knew how the conversation would go.  
The adult in me would be strong, but that frightened 9 year old would 
give in every time and end up sending him a hundred bucks or 
whatever I could scrounge up. 
 
I can’t even begin to ask you to understand, just know that there was 
a constant battle going on inside me, one that wanted him dead and 
one that pitied him and somehow felt guilt about leaving him with his 
demons.  
 
Maybe if we’d stayed, he would’ve changed. 
My mother didn’t understand it. I didn’t understand it and I don’t 
expect you to. 
 
He was toxic and it was a toxic mindset. 



So he just kept on that cycle: the periodic calls, the name calling, the 
asking for money and then nothing for a long time. 
 
Linda contracted a death sentence disease, I never knew really what she 
had, maybe he killed her by beating her head against the wall one too 
many times, but once she was gone, he was placed in a care facility after 
having a stroke. 
 
That’s the 1st time I’d felt safe in a long time, knowing that he was stuck 
there and could never get out to find me. 
 
I can see toxic a mile away. There are so many toxic people out there, 
painting the whole world green.  
 
You have to watch for the really good ones, the ones that know how to 
crawl right under your skin and fester inside.  
 
When you’re weakened by your past, you fall easily, you’re affected 
before you even know it’s happening, before you have time to run and 
hide, or even just to brush it off. 
 
Usually it’s the people that hate themselves, they act a certain way to 
make themselves feel better. 
 
They find your weaknesses and they jump on them, they sink their teeth 
like vampires sucking the last drop of blood from your veins.  
 
If you say no to them, their ego is deflated, their true colours show up 
and that can be very dangerous.  You probably know someone just like 
that.  
 
I guess I should thank my father for teaching me that at least.   
 
Go ahead, you can’t break me, I’ve seen it all before. 



                                                  DISASTER 
 
 

I’m a disaster, a consequence, a risk 
A havoc to myself and anyone that I’m with 

Add my indifference, no act of god could compare to this 
 

With blinders on I forge ahead 
 

I’m a disaster, one big fucking wreck 
Disaster, you never seen this big a mess 
I’m a disaster, makes you crazy confess 

You love the thrill I love to keep you guessing 
 

I’m a calamity, I never will conform 
Tragic, so tragic, the grain so deeply worn 

Constant crisis, chaos, insane 
Frantic, frenzied, all to numb my pain 

 
With blinders on I forge ahead 

 
…You want the thrill I want to, keep you guessing 

 
You come inside my storm 

There’s no safe and warm, no 
You know that you’ll get torn 
When you step into my world 

 
…You crave the thrill, I crave the kill 

 
Disaster, one big fucking wreck 
You never seen this big a mess 

Makes you crazy confess 
 

You need the thrill I need to, keep you guessing 
 
 



It’s easier to fall back into old habits, they die hard and I'm addicted to the 
wreckage. 
 

I’m nothing but a disaster. Jesus, my whole life has been one fucked up ride. 
My father did a serious number on me.  He reared his ugly head, time after 
time throughout my life, he’s always in my head. 
   
He’s always been there, guiding me, leading me down the wrong roads with 
relationships, misguiding me every step of the way.  I learned from the best. 
 
I should have a sign on my forehead saying, beware, stay clear, do not enter, 
do not resuscitate. 
I’m one big fucking wreck. I bet you’ve never seen this big a mess. 
  
For some really strange reason, it’s why some people from my past keep 
showing up in my life… because they crave the thrill.   
 
Probably just as messed up as I am in their own sordid ways. I mean, they 
know a little about me but come on, you really want to dig up that shit 
again?  Crazy. 
 
Maybe it’s the not knowing what’s going to happen next. That’s exciting and 
insane. Either I’m straight and sober, or high and drunk.  I’m manic, or I’m on 
top of the world. I’m strong and I’m weak and everything in between. 
I’m an open, or closed book, depending on who you are. 
 
People want to fix me, or love to try and break me. 
New people are intrigued with me. I’m a rollercoaster ride that once you get 
on, you’d better hold on tight.   
 
Disaster, makes you crazy, confess. 
 
If you come into my storm, there’s no safe and warm... when you step into 
my world. 
 
I’m a disaster and I love to keep you guessing. 



The Tail 
 
I knew the day was coming, the day that I would get the call.   
As much as I thought I would be ready for it, I wasn’t. 
 
My number had been changed so many times, I couldn’t keep track, but as 
luck would or wouldn’t have it, somehow the nursing home got hold of a 
friend of a friend and she gave my number to the nurse in charge of my 
father. 
 
I saw the area code and thought, don’t pick it up, it might be him, but like 
countless times before, that damn child didn't listen. 
 
The nurse told me my father was dying, that he didn’t have much time to live 
and that I should try to make my way to see him, for the very last time. 
 
Every emotion known to mankind ran through my body, all at the same time.  
Fear, glee, anger, sadness, guilt .. 
 
As happy as I was to know that he was nearing the day he would take his last 
breath, my inner child, the one that he could always manipulate, took over.  
  
I struggled with that child, no - you don’t remember do you, you can’t 
remember or you wouldn’t make me go there again.  He doesn’t deserve you 
going all the way there to see him. 
 
The next thing I knew I was on a plane, heading back to Ontario. 
I hadn’t seen my father since I was 18.  In the back of his car, his hands 
wrapped around my throat.  Me managing to fight him off and crawl out of 
the car, running onto the highway and flagging down a car to take me to 
safety.   
 
It’s okay, I said to myself, I’m not 18 anymore and he’s a feeble dying old 
man; don’t be afraid. 
 
He can’t hurt you anymore. 



The flight was over 5 hours long, but seemed like minutes.  Babies crying, 
people coughing, nothing fazed me. I was too wrapped up in memories of my 
childhood. 
 
I picked up my rental at the airport and drove the 5 hours to the place that 
housed my father.   
 
I'd never been there before and as I walked into the facility, cold sweat 
dripped slowly down my back. All the fear that I had carried all these years 
crept up into my throat and started choking me.   
 
I turned around and ran outside knowing how this would play out. It wasn’t 
my first anxiety attack.  
 
I clutched my chest as my heart beat out of control. I got back into my car 
and reclined the seat.  I lay there shaking uncontrollably. Like clockwork, I 
talked myself down.  
 
'Slow deep breaths’, I kept telling myself, 'you’re okay, slow down your heart 
rate, relax your muscles, close your eyes, you’re safe'. 
 
Minutes later the shaking stopped, my heart rate slowed and my breathing 
was back to normal.   
 
This was my life.  If you’ve never had an anxiety attack, you will never 
understand how they feel. Trust me, I hope you never experience one. 
I took one more deep breath and made my way back in through the doors.   
 
I didn’t announce myself.  I walked down the hallway and peered into each of 
the rooms.   
 
Finally at the end of the hallway I saw his name on the door.  124. 
 
I told you when I was little I would rhyme everything when I was afraid of 
something, I started, 124, you can’t hurt me anymore.  124, 5 steps to your 
door, 124, it won’t be like before, 124, I’ve won this war. 



I pushed the door open and there he was.  A skeleton of a man lying in bed, 
writhing, moaning, staring straight at me, no... straight through me.   
 
I went to his bedside and said, father, it’s me and he started crying, calling 
out my name. 
 
I started crying and sat beside him on the bed. 
 
I held him for what seemed an eternity.  The child in me catapulted right back 
to those days of holding a drunk man, trying to help get him back into bed or 
up from the floor. 
 
The child in me... longing to hear the words of a father saying he was sorry 
for all the years of abuse, for causing such pain, for instilling fear and terror.   
The child in me... dying to hear the words I love you, and I want to be a good 
man, a good father. 
 
I heard him mumble and I sat up and looked at him.   
I said, “I came to see you, to tell you that I forgive you, father. I truly forgive 
you for everything.  It’s what I need to do. It’s the only way I can be free of 
your hold, to move on with my life. I forgive you”. 
 
This man that lay before me, used to be so big, so powerful and now I was 
the powerful one, towering above his bed.   
 
He pointed to the back of the room and said, “the demons are coming for 
me”.  He looked terrified, his eyes glassy and staring without blinking, looking 
at the wall. 
 
I saw myself in him. I’ve known fear first hand. He had been the demon that I 
looked at for so many years.  
Now he was the child, seeing through my eyes. 
 
Memories of the rifle pointed at my head, begging for my life, him killing my 
dog, death threats, the nights of terror, escaping with our lives... all came 
flooding back to me. 



After everything that he put me through, I faced my fear and came to his 
death bed with forgiveness and you know what he said to me?   
 
He had the audacity to say, “if there was ever anything I did to hurt you, I’m 
sorry”. 
 
His statement caught me off guard. I could feel my heart breaking as it had so 
many times before, the crushing of my chest, breathe in, breathe out.  I cried, 
“can’t you just give me I’m sorry for everything I’ve ever done to you.?" 
 
Can’t you just have one puny epiphany, just one? 
 
Can’t you find it in your selfish soul to spew those few words out on your 
deathbed to someone that you’ve damaged so deeply?  
 
Your own flesh and blood…?  After all the years of abuse, can’t you, father, 
please at least give me that?" 
 
He didn’t say a word to me.  He just looked through me. 
 
I didn’t say goodbye...   
 
Two months later I got the call that he had passed away. 
 
The child again came forward, terrifying memories flashing through my mind 
and then, just like that, the weight of that fear was suddenly gone... 
 
I took a deep breath in, then slowly out. 
 
The child in me, safe at last. I'm safe at last. 
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collective histories hint at the slightly skewed nature of the music.  
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changed to protect the innocent.   
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                                 Lyric 

 

Many have lived a troubled past;  
few have come through it so well. 

A survivor of alcoholic parents, an abusive father,  
kidnapping and death threats towards her family,  
Lyric exorcises her demons onstage through song. 

“I use my past as a vehicle for ascension through music”...  
 

Whether it be the song’s subject matter, her yearning, soul-searching 
voice, or while she’s seductively whispering to the audience as one, 

her stage performance will leave you feeling as if you’ve known her all 
your life and at the same time as if  

you’ve never seen anyone like her... 
 

 




