He says:

hey

Chantico says:

heya

He says:

u ok?

Chantico says:

i don't know

i feel shaky

it's weird

He says:

?

why?

Chantico says:

just things i haven't thought of in years

hehe, this is

He says:

 >?

Chantico says:

oki, i registered on this forum - researching ptsd, and one of the people who runs it has basically turned round and made me consider that I'm not as okay as i thought i was, long before recent things

"I am just curious why you would have to hold yourself to such high standards and not let in hurt but a "tough girl" fight attitude but at the same time make excuses for others around you as if they have no personal responsibility for their actions? It is OK someone poos on you because they were hurt but you are not hurting from abuse because you are tougher than that?Why can you accept that and..

He says:

good point

Chantico says:

just, i read his response and started crying

He says:

Chantico says:

and my head's a mess right now. there are questions i need to ask but cant ask because if the answer is what i dont want it to be it will ruin everything and all that i've worked for and i cant ask it yet anyway

He says:

??

if you have something to ask then ask

Chantico says:

and all the little paranoia's and fears and thought that maybe our university is something like a fucked up Trueman show keep resurfacing

He says:

lol

it is

but you aint the star

Chantico says:

i hope not

just, what right do i even have to give advice or why am i arrogant enough to think i can be of use to people or help them when all this time that i've thought i've dealt with my own past it turns out i've just dissociated with it?

He says:

bah

stuff and nonsense

it is arrogant to want to help people?

bollocks!

Chantico says:

just - self doubt, i suppose. it's kinda arrogant for me to assume that i can. it's not arrogant to want to

"Self defence classes really work miracles on people. I don't tend to look back on the bullying, but I remember it, I just choose not to - there's no point dwelling and I'll never get answers. 

It happened to a different person - I'm not that pathetic little doormat any more. I'm not little girl who spent breaktimes hiding so her peers wouldn't find her, who skived lessons so she could wash 

He says:

Chantico says:

someone elses spit from her hair, who got up and appologised when someone purposefully barged into her and knocked her to the floor, who hid split lips from her parents by hiding in her room (I heal fast), who believed all the people who told her she was such a freak no-one would ever love her, that they had a 'disease' from physical contact with her

 don't even recognise that girl except for the odd stab of humiliation.

but all i've done is pretend it's happened to someone else. That's a big sign of not really dealing with it, is when remembering it you don't remember it as happening to you

that's one of the first pointers to things not being okay, is when you look back and it's third person perspective

He says:

everythings third person lol

Chantico says:

i think that's why i allowed all the crap with us to go on and on and on

no - remember the good memories - the recent ones

it's not third person

He says:

most of it yeah

Chantico says:

o for christs sake i've gone and cried on my keyboard

this is stupid! i hadn't cried about anything that upset me for so long! i didn't even cry properly when my Nana died

now i'm some fractured mess and i keep trying to kick myself out of it

He says:

your ok

just got to get it out

not try to kick it back

Chantico says:

but then i feel like I'm complaining - no-one really wants to listen to all that old nonsense and i should have gotten over it years ago and my god how many people have i told that's the wrong attitude to take?

He says:

i'll listen

Chantico says:

why is it okay for me to tell other people to vent, other people that they're worth the time and effort (which i do believe) but don't believe it for myself?

He says:

because you value your own behaviour differently

you understand what being human is

but you have to make our self something bigger

stronger

you thinks its the only way to get through and do things

you wont let yourself rely on others, or do what you see as weak in yourself but ok in others

Chantico says:

i wouldn't have been beaten up at least once a week fo r most of my life if i had been a stronger person, if i hadnt been such a coward and stood up to them

one on one i was just as strong as them but too bloody moral to fight back – didn’t want to hurt anybody - unless i was compleltly cornered and they werent going to stop hitting me unless i pushed back

one girl used to try and flatten me (big, big girl) and i remember my head being slammed against the wall and being worried because there were coat pegs and i didnt know if i was going to be slammed into them and i remember thinking 'i'll be in trouble if my skull hits them because' i thought it might go into my head

i think i was 9. i remember trying to run away from school because the teacher left  the room for a bit and people were shouting things at me and things were starting to get thrown. i remember i didn't run, tried to make it dignified, but i wanted to run

i hid behind the school bins when i was 12 because i was thin and managed to make the people chasing me think i had gone another direction

i got really good at ducking wherever i went. stones, sticks, small logs, broken glass, chairs, balls, ink pellets, even a table once

people would pretend to be my friend, then as soon as i lent them money for something (too trusting, myuch too generous) they would find some excuse to break the friendship so they didnt have to pay it back, and a few weeks later when they decided i was allowed to talk to them again i was so grateful for a morsel of their fucking time and that people would actually speak to me i never asked for 

the money back. someone spilt my tipex over their trousers and made me pay for new ones. someone's bag fell off a table so i put it back on in case someone stood on it but they walked in and accused me of being a theif

they would get their older friends to 'warn me', i remember being in yr 3 and spending the entire break time pinned by my wrists to the fence by a girl in yr 6 because she 'didn't like my attitude' and i didnt have the courage to kick her to make her let me go

a guy literally over a foot taller than me and several stone heavier than me pinned me by the throat up against the wall - i got in the way of him beating up my friend -  and i lost it. the next thing i remember is chasing him and his friends down the hall and i get the impression i bit him

the reason a lump of concrete the size of my two fists didn't crack my skull is because it hit right where my hair was tied up so all it did was bruise. this was a few days after i had to hide a mark on my neck that looked like a love-bite because people were throwing chairs and the leg of one caught me in the throat

i stopped another friend getting beaten up and the girl tried to take my eye out but only succeded in making the skin next to it bleed

i dont like walking through crowds of people, and up until a moment ago i thought it was because of my balance but now i think it was because people used to try to trip me up, espeically if there were stairs

i dont like being in confined spaces, and i kinda remember being locked or barricaded in cupboards/rooms

i dont like people standing behind me if i dont know them too well - even when i went to the cinema the other night i spent the entire time trying to stop myself from looking round to see if people were going to do anything to me whilst they were sitting behind me

i remember thinking that i couldnt go to the teachers to complain because i had already been moved out of my class in yr 7 due to bullying - the school had already gone to the trouble of sorting it out and although it got worse over the next couple of years i pretended that it didnt or that it was my fault somehow for being 'a freak' because i didnt want to cause any mroe fuss or trouble

wasn't worth the hassle

didnt want to tell my parents because i didn;t want them to worry about me - i didnt want them to think i wasnt okay or happy because that would make them feel bad

i genuinly couldn't trust anyone til i was about 14/15 because anytime anyone was nice to me it always transpired that it was because they had some plan to humiliate me or were told to so anything i ended up telling them they could use against me

they even got a guy i fancied to flirt with me and then turn round and say mean things as soon as i let down my guard, and any guy that did show a genuine interest in me they would make sure he knew he wouldn't be socially accepted if he did

i seemed to always be standing up for my friends, but no-one raised a finger to stand up for me, no-one, even my friends

any joke at my expense they would laugh right along with the rest of them

and i was so delighted when people were nice or friendly to me that when things started go sour i would put up with it, do anything that was requested of me in the hope of mainting that illusion of friendship

i think i'm done for the moment

He says:

ok

Chantico says:

fucking hell i can whine for england

He says:

lol

believe me i have head worse

Chantico says:

?

He says:

*heard

for long boughts

dont worry

its not whining

you are just talking bout stuff that happened

past stuff

stupid school stuff

but thats not your life now, thats not who you are

Chantico says:

but on some level it still is. you wonder why the Harry/Kate thing affected me so badly

He says:

no

Chantico says:

all i wanted was to go crawling to them and have them tell me what they wanted me to do so they would like me again, and that knowledge made me so angry

He says:

but you didnt

and things were fine

Chantico says:

i wanted to. that coward is still in there

sort of fine. i can't trust Harry again, but i think you get that

He says:

yeah

i know

