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Forward

I am writing this book about my son Cameron who committed
suicide nearly five years ago.  He had suffered from bipolar
disorder for many years.  It is his journey from despair to
paradise. I started writing it in the form of letters to him, but
somewhere along the way I found that I had things that I wanted to
say to people which could not be written down and addressed to
Cameron exclusively.  I want the contents of this book to go
out there not only for Cameron, his family and his friends, but
also for all those people in the same position as I was those many
years ago, when not much was known about bipolar
disorder. 

I would like you, my readers, to share this journey with Cameron
and me - Cameron through the letters I have written to him and me
with the many other things I have felt myself compelled to say. It
is not just a book about bipolar.  I hope it will be a book
also for those people out there who have ever had depression, or
have ever had to deal with a mental illness. 

There is a touch of sadness in some of the pages, especially
regarding his diaries.  I have only put down some excerpts
from them – to put everything down would have been too emotional
for me and too depressing for my readers.But on the other hand in
my letters to him I have also written of happy times – times which
will always be remembered. 

I can almost hear Cameron saying to me, “Mum, why don’t you
simply go ahead tell it like it was!” and that is just what I have
tried to do.  This book is a mixture of many things – sadness
and happiness, indifference and compassion, despair and hope, loss
and recovery, lows and highs.  These are all part of the
shadow world for a person like my son who had to live with a mental
illness.     I know that for me Cameron’s story
will be never-ending. 

I will go on remembering things about him that I had forgotten
or failed to put down while I was writing this, but it can’t be
helped now.  Nevertheless I sincerely thank you, my readers
for bearing with me, and I do hope that you will enjoy Cameron’s
story just as much as I have enjoyed writing it.

 

“I guide you in the way
of wisdom and lead you along straight paths. When you walk, your
steps will not be hampered; when you run you will not
stumble.”  








Chapter 1
Bipolar Dreaming


Dear Cameron

It is nearly five years since you crossed to the other side of
Life.  Such a lot has happened in that time – good things and
bad things.  But it all boils down to one fact.  You are
not here with us any more, and even though I think of you every day
I have to remind myself of that.

I have everything you wrote over the last few years, and
together with what I have written since you passed over, we might
just be able to help other people out there who suffer, just as you
did, with bipolar disorder.  Also I know that for years I did
not understand what you had gone through.  Perhaps I was too
wrapped up in my own life or I may have put it in the “Too Hard”
basket.  Who knows?  But now, Cameron, we are in this
together.  OK?  So let’s get this show on the road.

Cameron, did you ever have any idea just how much of an impact
you made on people you met?  Nobody I know was ever
indifferent to you.  Even people I talk to today remember
things about you – Things that I had long forgotten.  Surely
that must mean something!

During the last 12 months of your life when you came to live
with me at Forrest Beach, do you remember when we used to sit out
on the verandah?  The mornings were the best – you with your
book and coffee, and me with my Sudoku and green tea.  We used
to listen and watch the tropical birds in the trees.  We would
also hear the “screaming birds” (curlews) under the house. 
Eventually they would come out and wait for us to give them their
daily treat of bread and honey.

One particular morning stands out in my mind.  You had just
been speaking to Jaki on the phone and you were so happy.  You
thought everything was going to be all right, despite the
divorce.  Later on that day you had an appointment with your
Case Manager in Ingham and you were looking forward to that. 
Then Jaki rang again.  I don’t know what was said but your
mood suddenly altered dramatically.  The look on your face
changed from one of happiness to one of despair.  I saw it at
once but even if I wanted to, I knew that I could not help you.
 But still my thoughts and heart tried to reach out to
you.

The next thing I remember you went inside and came out with
paper and a pen and you wrote the following poem.  You called
it “Bipolar Dreaming.”

 

I dream that one day

I will fly down the highway

On a Harley - free as the breeze

and experience

The vibrant colours of Life –

The blue of the sky –

The green of the trees and

feel the soft rain on my face as I ride.

 

I dream about my children –

My beautiful daughter and son;

I want them to be as proud of me

as I am of them

And above all I want them to believe

that I am not a loser.

 

I dream of having a job

Where my workmates don’t make cracks

about my mental state or think

that I am some sort of a freak.

I dream that one day they will learn

and try to understand

that I am a human being too

with real feelings.

 

I dream about a relationship

somewhere down the track;

I dream of meeting a soul mate

who will not try to mould or

manipulate me.

I want us both to be honest with each other;

I want her to know the REAL me –

Not the one at the moment

trapped inside a vortex of drugs

and pills and pain;

After all they say that there is

somebody out there for everyone.

 

I dream of the fellow sufferers I have met

in hospital over the years;

I have learned to know how they feel;

I dream that they too will get out and have a go –

Just like I have tried to do;

Even if they are told they are nothing

I want them to know that they are

really somebody!

I say to them,

“Have a go, Mate, and to hell

with what others think!”

 

So these are my dreams –

My kids, a job, a happy relationship,

A “Harley”, my fellow sufferers finding peace.

 

 

But mostly I dream of being a worthwhile person –

Just being me and able to cope with day to day Life;

For a start this will do;

Then I’ll have it all, Mate,

And my life will be real!”

 

I cried when I read it, but I want you to know that your poem
has been distributed throughout North Queensland to people
suffering from bipolar disorder and depression.  The feedback
from people (including your friend Pastor Diane) has been
absolutely tremendous. 

So on that sad morning at Forrest Beach, nearly five years ago
you did not know that you would help so many people!

 

Cameron, I love you and I am so proud of you!

 

“Just walk beside me and
be my friend”.  










Chapter 2
Heaven in Chaos ‘Cos My Angel Wears Tattoos


 

Dear Cameron

I always knew that you had a wicked sense of humour- like when
we used to walk along the beach you would stride so far ahead of me
that I used to yell at you, “Hey, Cameron! Wait for me!  Who
do you think you are?  A trainee Ayatollah or something! “ (No
doubt this was to do with my Afghan heritage.)  But we did
have some good times on our beach walks, didn’t we?  In time I
did learn to walk faster to keep up with you.  But then again
you probably felt sorry for me and slowed down a bit.

 Your sister Shona told me about the following episode just
a little while after you had passed.  She was having a night
out with some girlfriends in Fortitude Valley, Brisbane, and as
expected on a Saturday night it was very busy.  She couldn’t
find a parking spot so she said her usual, “Hail Mary full of
grace, please find me a parking space!”  She finally found one
and then she set off with her friends to enjoy themselves. 
But somehow she got separated from her friends and, oh dear, she
had forgotten to bring her mobile phone with her!  She then
tried to look for the car, but because all parking places look the
same she couldn’t find the car.  So, what to do next? 
She told me that she shut her eyes and said, “Go on, Cameron, do
something!  And do it now!”  And believe it or not you
did!  You showed her where the car was and soon after, her
friends turned up!  What a drama!  But the night was not
over yet.  One of Shona’s friends decided to drive home and
guess what?  After driving around for hours she found out she
was lost; and there was no Refidex in the car.  So again, what
to do?  Her friends said, “Go on, Shona, ask Cameron for
another sign!”  She did and when the girls looked out the
window they spied not one poster – but two.  Guess what was
written on both posters?  The words, “Sign Boy!”  How
amazing!  And, of course, just past the posters was another
sign with directions on how to get home!  Pretty amazing
stuff, eh?  You were certainly on the ball that night! 
I’ll bet you are still chuckling over it.

 Soon after that incident something amazing happened to
me.  I had a great idea that I would write a rap song about
you.  I talked to Nick, my grandson and his dad, Malcolm, and
it was agreed that I would write the words and the boys would write
the music.  I thought this was a terrific idea as both boys
were excellent guitarists and already I could see our names in
lights after we had become famous.  I must confess that I
didn’t know much about Rap music so I asked my other grandson,
Alex, to give me the names of a couple of Rappers.  He came up
with Eminem and Snoop Dog, so I went out and bought a CD by Snoop
Dog.  One of the tracks began with, “I’ve got a motherfuckin’,
story to tell!  I’ve got a motherfuckin’ story to tell!” 
Being over 70 years old, I was a bit shocked at this language but I
thought to myself, “If I’m going to write a Rap song I might as
well get used to that sort of speech!”  After all, the Rappers
out there are raking in heaps of money!  I figured that if I
was going to be famous at my time of life, I had better
start!  So that night I took a deep breath and began on what I
thought was to be my new career!  I started with, “Listen all
you motherfuckers out there, I’m gonna shock you from your head to
your toes!  I’m gonna shock you from your head to your
toes!”  That would do for a start.  Then I went to bed
and tried to dream up some inspiration in order to continue my Rap
song.

About 4.30 the next morning I was woken up by a resounding crash
in my room.  I turned on the light and found books scattered
from my bookcase all over the floor, and a heavy ornament of a
parrot (which I used as a door stopper), smashed and it was lying
in the corridor outside my room.  I did not know what had
happened.  At first I thought that my cat had caused the
damage but the books and the ornament were far too heavy for her to
move.  I came outside and searched the house but nothing else
had been disturbed.  Then a thought came to me.  It could
have been an angry spirit.  I knew such things were possible
because some of my relatives in Brisbane were Spiritualists and I
believed in the spirit world also.  So I rang my aunt and
explained just what had happened.  She then asked me what I
had done to upset you.  I told her nothing at first, but then
I remembered the Rap song I was in the process of writing. 
She went out of her brain for a start, but when she had calmed down
a bit she told me to give up the idea of the Rap song, because
obviously you didn’t agree with it and so I did.  (I can’t say
I was sorry to do it – in fact I was rather relieved!)  After
that everything pretty well returned to normal, so I’m sorry about
that, Cameron.   But wow!  You gave me one hell of a
fright!   The next day I wrote a poem for you and called
it

“Heaven in Chaos ‘Cos My Angel Wears Tattoos.”

 

We loved you then

When you were here

We love you now

That you are there.

How is heaven this morning, Cam?

I’ll bet you’ve swapped your wings

For a set of weights and more tattoos

And other way out things!

 

 

When many angels visit you

Do they look at you with dread

When they see your tattooed body

Do they believe you’re really dead?

 

And when they see you lifting weights

On their white and fluffy floor

Do they raise their hands in fright

Or cry, ”Oh please no more!”

 

And when its time for smoko

And their harps they try to play

Then you bring out your music

And scare them all away!

 

Oft on still and starry nights

When we feel your presence here

You’ve thrown your angels’ wings away

But we know that you are near!

 

Then we see a brighter light

And we know it’s “orright. Mate!”

Mr. Big has pulled you through

That far-off pearly gate!

 

You don’t need wings and harps and things

That’s OK for a start;

All you need is love and faith

For Sir can read your heart!

 

Enjoy your weights and music, Cam,

And your tattoos – well, we’ll see

We now know Mr. Big loves you

Because He’s set you free!

 

We loved you then

When you were here;

We love you more

Now you are there!

 

So, Cameron, like the poem, I love you more as each day
passes.

 And I know that your sister Shona does, too!

 

“It is not because they
are spirits that they are angels. They become angels when they are
sent.” ~Augustine 










Chapter 3
Dreams and Stars for Cameron


Dear Cameron

I am sitting here at my computer with Princess at my feet. 
As usual she is licking my toes and then trying to bite them. But
that’s Princess!  Do you remember when you first met
her?  She was only a kitten then and we were living in
Brisbane.  You had come to stay with me for a while and I
remember one night we were watching the movie “Gladiator” with
Russell Crowe.  You were lying on the floor on a bean bag half
asleep when suddenly Princess jumped on your chest.  You let
out an unholy yell and I nearly killed myself laughing.

 I’ve had Princess now for nearly 11 years and we’ve shared
some great times together.  She has moved house with me many
times and there was always something interesting to remember from
nearly every place we lived in.

 The most outstanding memory I have of Princess was just
after you had passed over.  I had returned to Forrest Beach
after your funeral.  But I could not find her anywhere. 
I searched and searched and I finally found her under your
bed.  That was OK, but when I went to feed her she refused to
come out of your room.  I tried coaxing her to come out but
she would not budge.  So I had to take her food and water into
your room.  I also had to take her litter tray in there
too.  During this sad time I had quite a few visitors and we
often went into your room because a lot of your photos and things
were still there.  But whenever anyone came close to your bed
Princess would miaow and claw at their legs. 

 This bizarre behaviour went on for nearly six weeks and
not only with one set of visitors but with every visitor. 
Nobody was excluded.  Sometimes when my visitors had gone and
often before I went to bed I would stand at your door just to see
what Princess was doing.  Mostly she was under the bed but
every so often I found her sitting on top of your bed staring
upwards.  She looked as if she was concentrating intently and
her ears were moving backwards and forwards.  I felt sure that
you were both talking to each other.  Even now occasionally at
night she will sit at the end of my bed and look upwards.  I
love you both so much for letting me share in these little
interludes.

 One night I had such a wonderful dream about you and
Princess and me. We were all sitting together on a mat on the floor
in your room.  Suddenly the room seemed to get smaller and
smaller and the furniture seemed to move all around the room. 
I didn’t know what to make of this and I confess I felt a little
bit scared but you said “Don’t worry, Mum, you’ll be OK “, and with
that, the mat we were sitting on rose from the floor, floated
through the furniture and the walls and the next minute I knew we
were in the air above the house looking down on the lights of
Forrest Beach.  It was so-o-o exciting! 

Higher and higher we flew till we could not see any more lights
below.  We seemed to be enveloped in soft fluffy clouds and
then something amazing happened!  Our mat turned into a
beautiful white horse with wings!  You told me that the
horse’s name was Phoenix – named after the Egyptian bird which had
risen from the ashes.  Up and up and up we climbed until we
reached such a beautiful place nestled in the clouds. 

You told me it was called “The Land of Heart’s Desire” and I
could well believe it, too.  You were smiling, Princess was
purring and I was so happy.  I could feel an atmosphere of
peace wash over me.  I looked around.  A soft breeze was
blowing.  There were green trees with their branches waving in
the breeze and the sun was peeping through the leaves.  I
looked further afield and there was a lake in the
distance.   The water looked so cool and inviting that I
just wanted to put my feet in it.  You said. “Go ahead, Mum,”
and so I did.  The water was delightfully cool as it ran over
my feet.  You and Princess joined me and we sat there at the
water’s edge just enjoying ourselves.  We didn’t even talk –
there seemed to be no need for words.  Everything was
perfect.  I felt as if I wanted to stay there for ever and
ever.  To me, time did not seem to have any meaning in that
holy place.  I really felt as if it was all a dream, but then
You said to me, “Well, Mum, I guess it’s time to go back
now.” 

Reluctantly we climbed on Phoenix’s back and set off through the
clouds.  I knew that you would have to return to your world
and Princess and I would have to return to our world.  I
remember turning to you and asking you why Princess and I could not
stay with you, and you replied, “You’re not ready yet, Mum. 
It’s just not your time.”  Then you disappeared and I woke up
sitting with Princess on the mat in your room.

 I sat there for a long time just thinking about my
wonderful experience.  It was so real but I still wanted some
sort of a sign that it had actually happened.  So I sat on
your bed with Princess and we waited. 

 I remember not long after you passed over, a psychic
friend of mine told me to put 4 crystals in your room - one in each
corner, which I did.  She told me that when I felt I wanted to
contact you to concentrate on the crystals in your room.  I
did and guess what happened?  The crystal nearest to me moved
slightly in my direction!  I was amazed.  But after that
nothing else happened as my concentration was broken. 

 I felt at that point that it was another “sign” – you know
like the one you sent Shona and her friends when they were having a
night out.  So I think in future that I will call you “Sign
Boy” like Shona does! This experience prompted me to write another
poem about you and I have called it -

 

“Dreams and Stars for Cameron.”

 

“Cameron, My Beautiful Son

I visited you again last night in your world

To throw you some stars

And to give you some dreams;

I floated up to you through the clouds

Draped in my astral cloak

With my bag full of dreams

And my hands full of stars.

 

You caught the stars

And threw them back to me

So I could keep them forever;

You accepted my bag full of dreams

And they became your dreams too.

 

I whispered to you

And I know that you heard me;

We are both spirits

Even though we are on different planes –

You in your ethereal world

And I – a visitor from my world.

 

I know you have my dreams and stars –

I know you have my dreams and stars;

Dreams and stars for every occasion –

Dreams and stars for every occasion;

And you answered me

“Mum, of course I have your dreams and stars –

Of course I have your dreams and stars;

And we will share them forever –

And we will share them forever;

Just like we share everything;

And I will send some back to you

Especially when you feel sad;

And until we are together in my world.”

 

“I feel so close to you, Cameron,

It is nearly five years in my time

Since you passed over –

But it is probably aeons and aeons in your time.”

 

But now I must reluctantly return to my world again.

 

I touched your face and looked into your eyes once more

And I was so happy that you had accepted my gift

Of dreams and stars;

That means all the world to me!

And I will love you forever.

 

Sometimes when I return from your world,

I wake up

And find a flower lying beside me;

And on my pillow there are tears – star-shaped tears

But happy tears.

Thank you for choosing me as your parent;

You will always be one of my bright shining lights;

And the stars and dreams that we both share

Will be an everlasting bond between us.

 

Thanks Cameron for just being you

And I will always love you!




	

 

“Whisper to me in the
dark-time,

Sing me a morning star
song,

Watch with me here til
the warm–time, Wait while I unmake the
wrong” 









 










Chapter 4
Confessions and Regrets


My son Cameron committed suicide on 13th October
2006.  He had suffered from bi-polar disorder for many
years.  To say that I was devastated would be an
understatement.  After he died I went through the usual
“would’ve,” “could’ve” and “should’ve” scenarios, blamed everybody
for Cameron’s death, including God.  I said to myself many
times, “Why me?  Why should this terrible thing happen to
me?  Life’s not fair!”  I continued to feel sorry for
myself for quite some time, but then I began to take stock and look
hard at myself over the years when dealing with Cameron and his
bi-polar.  I didn’t like what I discovered.

Cameron was a brilliant little boy endowed with lots of energy
and a great capacity for making friends.  He was also an
excellent musician, poet and artist, but sadly I did not see these
qualities until later on in his life.  He was always the
leader in any piece of mischief going with his friends, but one
could not be angry with him for long, because it just seemed like a
lot of harmless fun which was soon forgotten.

 On looking back now I remember that as a teenager Cameron
appeared to be hyperactive at times, but I put it down to growing
pains that other parents told me their teenage children also
had.  To my mind now, a few things about Cameron did appear to
be a little different.  I now remember that he seemed to
experience more highs and lows than his friends.  But of
course I did not notice this at all.  I hate the following
saying but I find it has some truth in it.  “If I could go
back in time and realise how I should have dealt with the things
that happened then, I know now I would have dealt with them
differently!” But sadly this was not the way things were.

 As Cameron got older he turned to alcohol and drugs. In
those days I really thought that I knew what was best for
him.  I made him go to Alcoholics Anonymous, Drug
Rehabilitation and Counselling.  Yes, I knew it all in those
days.  But I missed out on one very important point. I did not
listen to Cameron or talk to him about what he wanted.

 After one very long period when his life seemed to be
normal Cameron got married.  I was thrilled and thought that
things would finally settle down for him. He had a steady
job.  He had two beautiful children whom he adored.  But
the marriage failed after a few years and there was a bitter
divorce.  He began being treated for alcohol and drug abuse
and it was during this time that he was diagnosed with bi-polar
disorder.  These periods were really bad for everyone and he
was hospitalised from time to time.  New doctors kept putting
him on new medication and treating his disorder in different ways
and this aggravated the situation, especially when any new
medication took several weeks to kick in.

 At this point in his life Cameron had already made a few
suicide attempts and when I look back now and realise that these
were cries for help.  Though he did not say it, I feel now
that he was thinking, “Mum, lay off and listen to me for
once!”  Sadly I only started to listen over the last couple of
years.  So this has been a big learning experience for me.

 So I now say to parents and people out there who are in
the same position as I was so many years ago, please listen and try
to do what is best for your bi-polar sufferer.  Have patience
and compassion, but above all listen - even if you don’t agree with
what is happening at the time.  I certainly wish I had done
that!

 On a brief visit to Forrest Beach in 2005, Cameron, in one
of his fits trashed my house, broke a whole lot of my crockery,
wrecked my car, and screamed at me for hours on end.  He was
so drunk and disruptive that the neighbours had to call the
police.  I had to get out of the place because it was very
distressing for me and so I went for a walk along the beach.

 When I returned home, Cameron had gone.  One of his
counsellors from Ingham told me later that he had put him on a bus
to Townsville and had written a letter to the Mental Health
Department at the Townsville Hospital to secure help for him. 
I was upset about this, but realised that it was necessary for
Cameron to obtain help immediately.  But he did not remain in
Townsville for long.  He headed off to Brisbane and stayed
with my daughter Shona and my two grandsons, Nick and Alex.  I
heard nothing for a time except that he was working but still
undergoing counselling and treatment for his condition.

 Early in 2006 my grandson Nick rang me up and told me that
Cameron was on his way up to Forrest Beach in the train.  He
had told Nick not to let me know until he was on the train. 
Perhaps he feared that I would tell him not to come.  But I
wouldn’t have done that.  All the same I wondered just how I
would cope.  But a certain change was taking place in my
life.  Over the preceding months I had had a lot of time to
think about things. I had taken a long look at myself, and found
out that in the past I had definitely gone about things in the
wrong way. 

My first step was to learn all I could about bi-polar
disorder.  I searched the Internet, talked to doctors,
psychiatrists and counsellors and I even enrolled in a Counselling
course myself.  I thought this might just help Cameron as well
as me.  I was right.  It did help in more ways than
one. 

The first important thing I learned was to take time to think
before I blurted out stuff that came immediately into my head and
was used to try to tell him what to do on the spot.  Most
times this advice was rubbish anyway and I learned to regret it
later. Then the next thing I learned to do was to listen. Being
over 70 years of age I found these things a bit difficult to change
for a start, but I persevered and after a while it became second
nature to me.  Today I have no trouble at all in rectifying
these past bad habits.  In fact it all proves that one can
change bad habits at any time of life (even oldies like
me!) 

Gradually I developed a bond with Cameron and little by little
he let me into his mind and told me some of the suffering he had
endured over the years.  I still felt guilty about things
which happened so long ago, but I have also learned to live and
think about now – and not to live in the past, because I realised
that I could not do anything about those things as they were long
gone.

 Cameron’s father and I had been divorced for many years
and when he was a kid he used to visit his father during school
holidays.  I was horrified to learn that he had not been
treated very well.  At one stage a lot of negative thoughts
about this flew into my mind, but I tossed them out almost
immediately.  At this point in time my way of handling
unpleasant thoughts was to throw them out to the Universe and let
“Sir” deal with them. 

From the time when Cameron was young he hardly ever got any
support from his father.  This was yet another thing that I
had not realised.  Cameron and I used to go on lots of beach
walks at Forrest Beach and it was during one of these walks that he
told me that many times his father used to say to him, “Lad, get
out there, study hard, find a decent job and make something of
yourself!”  This is normal parental advice but it was the
manner in which it was delivered that hurt him so much. He told me
that even at an early age he had felt threatened by his
father.  I cried when I heard these things and asked why he
had not told me about them at the time. I even apologised to him
about it, but his answer was, “Mum, I knew you would always there
for me!”  So I did feel a bit better after that.

 It was a peaceful life at Forrest Beach and I’m sure that
it helped Cameron.  Of course he still had panic attacks, and
sometimes we had to pay visits to the Ingham and Townsville Mental
Health Units.  However, these visits only lasted a few days
rather than a few weeks like they had done in the past.  When
he was really down I used to hug him over and over and tell him how
much I loved him. 

 He had a good job, supportive friends and was taking part
in a Bible Study group.  His big dream was to go and work in
the mines and make a lot of money for his children.  He became
more sociable towards people and as well as our walks along the
beach together, we used to talk more, had lots of laughs and listen
to different types of music.  He also collected shells on the
beach.  He told me laughingly that this was his “feminine”
side; “feminine side” indeed – with all those tattoos!

 So what was the problem?  Why didn’t he make
it?  I feel that there were certain persons out there who
manipulated him and knew just which buttons to press to make him
feel badly about himself. 

 But to sum things up I had the most amazing ten and a half
months with Cameron.  In fact it was the best time in my life
with him.  I had finally learned to listen and let him talk!
 People still tell me that it was wonderful for us both, but
sometimes I continue to feel that if it were so bloody wonderful
why then did he have to die?  All I can think of is that maybe
it was just his time. 

 




	


“Teach your children
well,

 Their father's
hell, did slowly go by,

And feed them on your dreams,

the one they fix,

the one you'll know by.” 


















Chapter 5
Friends Who Remember


Dear Cameron

Lately I have been thinking about a lot of people whom you had
touched during your life time and even now some of them tell me
things which I knew nothing about when you were here.  Some of
the people I didn’t even know either, so it is a new experience for
me as well.  But I am happy about it too.

 Before I left Forrest Beach I remembered talking to a
young aboriginal boy on the beach and he told me that he had shared
walks with you many times.  In fact he told me that you had
both become very good friends and used to have long discussions
about all sorts of things.  He told me that he had liked you
very much.  He was a lot younger than you and he thought that
it was great to have somebody older who took the time to talk to
him – and not in a patronising way either.  I had never met
this boy before, but as soon as we started talking with each other
I felt that I had known him for ages.  He told me that he had
been so sorry to learn that you had passed on but that he had
hitched a ride to Townsville and was able to go to your funeral at
Rowes Bay.

 Pastor Diane still talks about you.  She had only
known you for a few days and she told me that you had promised to
attend her church service at the Outreach Centre in Ingham on the
following Sunday.  But unfortunately it was not to be. 
Diane told me later that during the service she went outside to
check whether you had arrived.  When you didn’t turn up she
had a feeling that something was wrong.  How right she
was!  On your first anniversary Diane performed a wonderful
service for you.  It was very moving and her father Trevor
composed a beautiful song for you and played it on his
guitar.  There was not a dry eye on the beach that
afternoon. 

 Then there was Tom Venables.  Tom has only just
passed away but I know that I will never forget him.  He was
such a great man and a wonderful friend to us both.  He
certainly put you and I on the right track about life, and he told
us about many great experiences he had had over the years and we
loved to listen to him.  We learned such a lot in the short
time we knew him.  I still feel so sad when I think about
him.

 Remember your New Guinea mate Reldi?  Think about the
last time you saw her.  You told her to love her
children.  I look back on that night when we were sitting in
her lounge in Townsville.  You had just come out of
hospital.  That was about two years ago and she still misses
you.  Also another New Guinea mate – Nancy Curtis. She was one
of our best friends many years ago when we lived in Papua New
Guinea.  She wrote two very famous books for children about
New Guinea and called them, “Little Chimbu” and “Little
Balus.”  I remember she gave copies of these books to your
children Adrienne and Mitchell.  You and your sister Shona
grew up in Papua New Guinea with Nancy’s twins Nia and
Ngaire.  You were all around about the same age.  I used
to take yoga classes then for all you kids.  We had some great
times together up there with them didn’t we?  We used to go
driving and we had heaps of “singalongs” with our favourite folk
singer, Joan Baez.

 When we lived at Forrest Beach our next-door neighbours
Scotty and Julie were some of our very favourite people. 
Remember when you were living with me and you did not like to visit
people very much, but you adored Julie and would spend hours and
hours over a “coldie” just talking to her while Scotty and I toiled
over a hot barbecue.  Julie was responsible for two tiny teddy
bears that suddenly appeared for your children.  (A psychic
friend of mine called Lisa told me that this would happen and it
did!).  I took the teddy bears down to Townsville and gave
them to Adrienne and Mitchell on one of my visits, and they were so
pleased to get them.)  Julie was so psychic that she scared me
sometimes.  She was almost “spot on” with nearly everything
she told me, either about myself or about those closest to
me.  Julie and I often used to sit outside at night and share
a wine when Scotty was away on his trips.  He was a
“Truckie.”  He had the funniest laugh I had ever heard plus a
heart of gold as well.  They were great neighbours and nothing
was ever too much trouble for them.  They provided great
support for us especially during “cyclone” times or during the big
“wet” seasons.  Sometimes I wonder just why I left Forrest
Beach, but some say that it is right for one to be in a place for a
certain time and then it feels right to move on.  I guess that
is why I am in Charleville now – I feel that I am here for a
purpose and that purpose is to write about you.  And when this
is finished, I will probably move on again.  Who knows? 
But I am dreaming of a place, preferably near the sea where I can
spend the rest of my life with all my favourite things around
me.  (Sometimes I think that 74 is a bit old to be putting
down roots!) 

 You had such a lot of friends in Townsville. 
Although I had never met your friend “Brownie” you often spoke
about him.  He was the one who teased you mercilessly about
collecting shells.  He thought collecting shells was your
“feminine” side.  Remember?  You told me that you both
used to spend a lot of time out bush fishing and camping and you
certainly seemed to have had some wonderful times together.

 Other friends you used to hang out with were Warren, Peter
and Sue.  They were friends of Shona’s also and I can remember
when you were younger waiting up for you when you all went out
together at night.  I used to worry myself sick until you all
returned home safely. Sometimes when you had not returned home and
it was really late, I would get in the car and go to look for
you.  I was a great worrier in those days, wasn’t I?

 One of your greatest friends when we lived at Forrest
Beach was Brother Kelly.  He lived at Cassady Beach which was
a couple of kilometres from us.  You used to go fishing with
him and when Mitchell visited us from Townsville he used to go
too.  Brother Kelly often talked to me about the special
fishing spot that you and Mitchell had.  You always seemed to
catch heaps of fish there.  I was so envious when you all went
out in the boat.  You never invited me and I was really
disappointed about that.  I even had a boat licence but that
did not make any difference. I guess when it all boiled down that
fishing was more of a “male” thing than a “female” thing. 
Brother Kelly had been one of your teachers when you attended
Ignatius Park College in Townsville, and now Mitchell goes there
too.  Also when Brother Kelly had to go away anywhere you used
to look after his house and dog.  The house was great as it
was situated right on the beach and Brother Kelly had a wonderful
collection of books too.  I remember you telling me that you
used to read sometimes till the “wee small hours” and when you came
back home your eyes always seemed to be redder than usual. 
(But perhaps you got stuck into Brother Kelly’s alcohol stock as
well.)  You never told me much about that.  Maybe I’m
just guessing!  When Brother Kelly was transferred to
Townsville I knew how much you missed him and sometimes when you
took my car and did not return I would get a call from Brother
Kelly saying, “Hey, guess whom I’ve got here now having a drink
with me?  None other than your number one son, Cameron!” 
I used to really enjoy those calls no matter what time of the day
or night they came and I always felt so relieved that you were
OK.

 There were other people who were friends of mine whom you
did not know, but who now know all about you.  For instance,
my mate Sharon (Shaz) who had never written a poem in her life, she
wrote a beautiful short poem about you one weekend.  Sharon
used to live at Forrest Beach and worked with me at the Endeavour
Foundation, where we both were support workers for the
disabled.  However Sharon transferred to Townsville to look
after her grandchildren for her daughter who worked for the
Corrective Services Department out at the Townsville Prison. 
But she still regarded Forrest Beach as her favourite place and she
used to come up from Townsville every few weeks and stay for the
weekends, as she had a job in Townsville during the week. 
When you could not contact me one night (I think I was busy doing
something in the house, or probably reading or doing Sudoku) then
you wrote the following through Shaz:

Hi, my name is Cameron, I went away to die.

I didn’t want my mum to see the pain I had inside.

I got to spend some time with her to make amends you see,

I’m now at peace, remember this when you remember me.

Pretty neat for a first time poet, eh?  You certainly
seemed to spread yourself around, Cameron, but I love you all the
more for that! 

 You did not know some other dear friends of mine either –
Amanda and Tony.  They were great “animal” people who had
quite a menagerie at their place in Ingham.  They had cats,
dogs, chooks, geese, and heaps of birds and they were always adding
yet more animals.  Word seemed to get around that there was
always room at their place for stray animals too, so most strays
inevitably ended up with Tony and Amanda.  When I was away at
the Gold Coast participating in an “Animal Dreaming” course, Amanda
and Tony used to come down to Forrest Beach from Ingham to feed my
stray cat, Smoky, and also my birds.  I never used to keep
birds in cages, so Amanda and Tony used to put out sticks of
birdseed on the trees for all the birds that came in from the
bush.  Of course they did not forget the bread and honey for
the “screaming birds” (curlews), which lived under the house. 
You used to love all my animals and birds, didn’t you, Cameron?

 You did get to know Elliot, who was my friend Michelle’s
son.  He was 8 years old at the time and we used to meet him
on our beach walks.  I think Elliot reminded you a little of
Mitchell.  I found that Elliot was just as cuddly as
Mitchell!  After you passed on Elliot came to stay with me
when Michelle and her partner, Jock, went to work in the
mines.  Elliot loved sleeping in your room and he said to tell
you how much he liked your “Tiger” doona.

 Bernie, your Case Manager from the Ingham Hospital, was
another great friend, although I only got to know him later. 
When he used to visit you at Forrest Beach, I used to leave you two
on the veranda while I did some work inside.  He told me just
recently that he had always tried to be honest with you.  For
instance, he told me that you were in such a great hurry to get
completely cured because you wanted to get a job in the mines, so
you could make heaps of money for your children.  He said that
sadly he could not make any sweeping statements or give you any
firm assurances about your health, but he did say that you became
very frustrated as a result.

 These are just a few people whom you made an impact on in
your life.  Other faces keep cropping up from time to time,
but the ones I have mentioned here seemed to be special. 

 I have reached the conclusion that people come in and out
of our lives at certain times and for particular reasons. 
It’s all for a specific purpose, don’t you think, Cameron? 
Then when the time is right, they disappear.  However, we do
remember the impact that some of these people have had on us. 
Life is one great learning experience.  Good things and bad
things happen to us all, but somehow we learn to deal with the ups
and downs and hope that what we learn will make us better
people.  That’s what it’s all about, isn’t it?

 




	


“Some people come into
our lives and quickly go.

Some stay for awhile and
leave footprints on our hearts.

And we are never, ever
the same.” 









 










Chapter 6
Cameron – Mum’s Story


The following is a story I wrote during one of Cameron’s many
periods in hospital:

“The telephone shattered the silence of a hot summer evening in
the tropics.  I picked up the receiver and the distraught
voice of my daughter cried, ‘Mum, when am I going to get my brother
back?’  A few days before, my son Cameron had been admitted to
hospital after yet another suicide attempt. 

 As usual I had taken off to the beach where I hoped that
the wind and the waves would relieve some of my pain.  I had
sought solace at the beach so many times before, but the situation
always came back and followed the same pattern.  I thought
back to the time when I had never even heard of bipolar
disorder.  I thought about Cameron when he was young and then
I thought about him when he was a teenager.  A few things just
didn’t seem right.  But I did not realise this at the
time.  For instance he seemed to experience more highs than
his friends, and then these highs would be followed by
extraordinary bouts of deep depression.  

 For instance, when something interested Cameron, he would
plunge feet first into that particular interest with such
tremendous enthusiasm that nothing could stop his feverish
activity.  He would speak so fast and would be so frantic
about this latest interest that nobody could get a word in
edgeways.  Just listening to him would tire everyone out and
leave them drained of energy.  In fact he would exhaust
himself until the interest waned and then he would plunge into the
deepest depths of despair.  Then when things looked bad he
would suddenly go on wild shopping sprees, spending all his pocket
money, and when all that was spent he would beg me to give him
more.  Of course he would promise faithfully to pay the money
back, but he never did. 

 During some of his quiet times he would confide in me and
tell me that he felt such a failure.  As he got older, this
pattern of behaviour gradually led to alcohol and drug abuse and he
began being treated for this.  However, during this time he
seemed to be responding to the treatment well and I began to
relax.  After one long period when everything appeared normal
he met Jaki and I was thrilled when they got married.  They
had two beautiful children – a little girl whom they called
Adrienne and then a year later a little boy was born and they named
him Mitchell. 

 I thought that things were just perfect for him but then
it all changed and the marriage began to fail.  I was really
at a loss to understand why this should have happened. 
Finally the marriage ended in a bitter divorce and to say the least
Cameron was devastated.  He loved his children dearly and I
suspected that he was still in love with Jaki, so this made it
really hard for him to accept the divorce. 

 Cameron seemed to go downhill rapidly after this.  He
started being treated again for alcohol and drug abuse and it was
at this stage that he was diagnosed with bipolar disorder. 
From time to time he was hospitalised and this led to many changes
in his medication, depending on which doctor was treating him at
the time.  These times were really bad for everybody as the
new medication often took several days to kick into his
system.  Sometimes the medication was not suitable for Cameron
and the doctors had to start all over again.  Cameron often
told me that he felt just like a guinea pig!  Also different
doctors had different ways of treating bipolar disorder and this
only made the situation worse for Cameron.

 During this time I learned a lot about Cameron as well as
this complicated disorder.  Instead of just being a bystander
I really tried to listen to what he said and what he believed was
good for him personally.  At times he would disappear for days
on end and I would not hear from him.  But I used to hear
about him from other people.  They would tell me that he had a
job, or that he was engrossed in some new hobby, or that he was
meeting and running around with new people.  But things were
never permanent.

 When he came home to live with me, I tried to pick up the
threads of his life and start again.  When a new job
opportunity came up, I said. ‘That’s great, Cameron, so give it a
go!’  If that job finished, I told him how proud I was of him
and to hang in there until something else turned up.  For me
it became so important to listen to him and back him up.

 Even with this disorder, Cameron had a great sense of
humour; he was highly intelligent, artistic and musical. If only he
had followed along one of these paths.  But it was not to
be. 

 Cameron’s last bout of depression was particularly bad –
he stole my car and wrecked it after a drunken spree.  I was
so angry that I went down to the beach to walk off my anger as I
had done so in the past.  After that he disappeared and the
next thing I knew was that he had ended up in hospital again after
making another attempt at suicide.

 And that’s when my daughter phoned me and wanted to know
when she would get her brother back.

 I had no answer to give her.”










Chapter 7
“You ‘orright, Mate ?”


Dear Cameron

Today I would like to tell you how much you have helped me to
deal with my life since you have passed on.  Not only did the
counselling course in Ingham help me, but then I decided to apply
for a position as a support worker with the Endeavour Foundation
Disability Centre.  I was just on 70 years of age at this
stage so I didn’t hold out much hope that I would be chosen. 
Imagine my joy and surprise when I was called in for an interview
and as a result I was appointed as a support worker at their
residential house at Forrest Beach.

 I could walk to work daily, as it was only two streets
away from where I lived.  I started on shift work – a couple
of hours in the morning, plus a couple of hours in the
afternoon.  I was able to do what I wanted at home for the
rest of the day.  This arrangement suited me fine. 

 I enjoyed working among people with disabilities. 
There were usually ten people at the residence – five males and
five females.  Each person had their own distinct personality
and although it was hard in the beginning I really feel that I got
to know most of them intimately. The counselling course helped me a
great deal to understand people better and I really learned to
listen to what they had to say.

 I had never worked in this field before – I had always
worked in office situations – so it was a new learning experience
for me.  The people in charge were very nice as well as my
fellow support workers and I also felt great about having a job at
my age.

 Of course as with other jobs we did have our little dramas
from time to time.  We had one client who was a habitual
“coke” addict – not the drug but the drink!  Nobody could ever
break her from this habit.  She just had to have “x” number of
cokes a day no matter what.  She had been to see doctors,
psychiatrists, counsellors, health workers – the lot – but to no
avail.  We support workers also tried to think of ways to
break this habit.  We even went to great lengths to put other
drinks into coke bottles but she seemed to be one step ahead of us
all the time.  One afternoon I walked down to the local shop
and bought her another type of soft drink, but she would have none
of that.  She got so angry with me that she pinned me against
the fridge at the store.  I spent a few uncomfortable minutes
until somebody came to my aid.  But I did learn one important
thing – never to try that again.  So we walked back together
to the residence hand in hand – me with my sore neck and my client
clutching her bottle of real coke! 

Another thing I learned is that in common with all of us, the
clients could resort to bouts of anger if they did not get their
own way, or became upset about something, but equally quick to
return to normal.  In this case as long as my client had her
daily “coke” injection she was happy.  You know Cameron, even
at my great age; I am still capable of learning something new every
day.

 One client had a weak heart and I dreaded being on shift
by myself with him.  I remember the first time I was alone
with him I really panicked because he fell off his chair and
started shaking uncontrollably.  I immediately called my
co-worker who had just slipped out for a short time, but when she
did not return at once I called the ambulance, and in the meantime
I tried to pacify the client by trying to remember the things that
I had been taught by Endeavour trainers at the pre-employment
classes. 

 Meanwhile my co-worker and the ambulance arrived at the
residence almost at the same time, and imagine my surprise when the
ambulance worker greeted my client with, “How are you mate? 
You haven’t been giving your new support worker a hard time, have
you?”  During this time my client started laughing as well as
my co-worker.  But my boss told me that I had done the right
thing.  I did not know this client well enough to judge
whether he was putting on a turn or not.  In the future I made
sure I was not by myself with him.  But fortunately he did not
try the same thing again with me.  It was very sad, but while
I was working there he died.  Actually he died when he went
home to his Mum on a weekend visit.  All the support workers
missed him very much. 

 Another client asked me to marry him.  I was very
touched until the other co-workers told me that he had asked them
to marry him as well! 

 At the residence I remember that most of the clients used
to watch “The Bold and the Beautiful” every afternoon at
4.30.  My afternoon/evening shift started at that time and so
I got to know from the clients all about who was who in this
serial.  They had to explain to me many times about the
characters and inevitably sometimes I got it wrong.  But they
were so patient with me, and in time I got to know all about the
characters, and where they figured in the story.  Often after
tea at night some of the clients (especially the girls) would sit
down and we would all have deep and meaningful conversations about
what had happened that day in “The Bold and the Beautiful.”  A
couple of the boys used to watch the show periodically, but most of
the boys preferred to watch football or cricket.  When my
shift had finished I sometimes found myself still discussing this
serial and consequently I did not always knock off on time. 
But I have no regrets.  I still keep in touch with a few of
the clients (including “Miss Coke.!”)

 I have many wonderful memories of my Endeavour friends,
but there is one particular incident I will always remember. 
One of the clients, Bryan (not his real name) couldn’t talk but
seemed to make himself understood when he really had to. 
Bryan had a passion for watching “Star Wars” DVD’s and used to
spend most nights in his room glued to the TV.  He was a
strange little lad – I say “little” but actually he would have been
about thirty years of age. 

 I had only been working for Endeavour for about a year and
of course I still missed you so much, Cameron.  Since you
passed over I could not even bring myself to walk along the beach
as it held too many sad memories for me.  However I really
wanted to do it because I somehow thought that it was the right
thing for me to do, and when I thought about it, I felt that you
would have wanted me to make the effort, too.  So one day
before I went on afternoon shift, I walked down to the beach. 
(The Endeavour Residence was just a street away from the
beach.)  But as soon as I set foot on the sand I knew I could
not do it. My feet became as heavy as lead and my legs turned to
jelly. On top of that I was also very upset and I started crying a
bit.  But it was then time to go to work.  I was still a
little teary-eyed when I got to work, but I tried not to show how
upset I was. 

 One of my co-workers gave me a bit of a hug, and the only
client there at this particular time was Bryan.  He just
looked at me without “saying” a word.  Then I went on with my
work and somehow I managed to work through my shift, trying not to
let anybody know how I really felt.  It was hard but I thought
I had done a pretty good job of disguising my real feelings. 
I knocked off right on time that particular night and went home and
then over to my friend’s place where we shared a bottle of white
wine together.  I remember having a good cry too, but I’m sure
that my friend Julie did not mind.  I resolved to have another
try at the beach walk again at a later date.

 Next morning I happened to be on early shift.  I had
to start at 6 o’clock.  On this particular morning I was
running a bit late (probably because of the wine that my friend and
I had consumed the night before).  If I was running a bit late
for work I would drive my car and I did on this particular morning.
When I arrived at work imagine my surprise to find Bryan waiting at
the gate for me. 

 He rushed over to my car and hardly waited for me to open
the door.  He then grabbed me round the waist and gave me the
biggest bear hug I had ever had in my life!  And wonder of
wonders he said in a voice as clear as a bell, “You ‘orright,
Mate?”  I will never forget this experience as long as I
live!  I was just so overwhelmed!  Of course we both
started crying after that, but this time it was different.  We
cried happy tears – not sad tears.

 So, Cameron, this is just one part of my life that has
changed since you passed over.  Your passing has made such a
difference to me in more ways than one.  I hope I am a better
person these days.  Don’t get me wrong though – I am not one
of those “bleeding hearts” – far from it!  But I do try extra
hard now to think of other people much more that I ever did in the
past.  I really want my family and friends, (that definitely
includes you, Cameron), to be proud of me. 

 When I was much younger I wanted to change the world and I
took part in heaps of protest marches. I protested against
wars.  I protested against animal cruelty.  I protested
for better conditions for women in Third World countries.  In
fact I was part of nearly every protest going!  I got arrested
several times; but now my friends tell me that I have
“mellowed.”  (How I hate that word!).  Nevertheless I
still feel a burning desire to help people, and if, during the rest
of my life. I only succeed in helping just one person, then I will
be so
happy!                    










Chapter 8
Miss Me - But Let Me Go


Here are some excerpts read at Cameron’s funeral. These were
written by Shona, Nick and me.

 

SHONA

We have been close from young to old.  I loved you then
and I love you now.

I treasured the memories of you bringing me flowers -
(sometimes bought and sometimes stolen from someone’s
garden).  You made me laugh a lot.  You weren’t afraid to
hug us when we were sad and tell us that everything would be all
right.

I will always remember the walks and talks along the beach
out at Bribie Island and Beechmere and the way you collected
shells.

One of your happiest times was when your children were
born.  They were part of your life which you
cherished.

Everyone here today is connecting with you from different
stages of your life and I am sure each of them will miss you
too.

I’m glad you are finally at peace.  There’ll be no more
torment.  No one or nothing can hurt you now, my
friend.

We will talk to you often and love you forever and
beyond.

See you on the other side, mate!

 

NICK

During the time you lived with me I really got to know you
and I thank you for sharing your music with me, (even though it was
often loud).  It was a happy and memorable time for me. 
Also thanks for all the talks we had about everything.  They
were stirring and stimulating.

I felt that the strength of your emotions was an openness
you don’t get from everyone.  At times it was scary and it
hurt to see you like that.  I know sometimes it was too dark
for you to see us.  But I wished we could have eased your pain
more.

Although you dabbled in the dark side at times, you were
never afraid to take a piece of the beautiful side either – like
seashells and sunsets.

 

MUM

I loved the way we grew to understand each other.  The
last ten months of your life with me were some of the best times we
had.  I’ll miss you so much, Cameron.

When you were young we went to Afghanistan and a friend we
made over there wanted to trade 100 camels for you!

When we returned to New Guinea after our leave, and at times
you were a bit of a pain, I did contemplate on sending you back to
Afghanistan C.O.D.  But not a chance!

The following is a prayer which was given to us by our good
friend, Tom Venables.  This prayer became our favourite
prayer.

Every day I need You, Lord, but this day specially

I need some extra strength to face whatever is to
be.

This day more than any day I need to feel You near
–

To fortify my courage and to overcome my fear.

By myself I cannot meet the challenge of the hour.

There are times when human creatures need a higher power
–

To help them bear what must be borne.

And so, dear Lord, I pray - hold on to my trembling hand and
be with me today.

 

 




	


“When we hold firmly to God
in prayer we can rest assured He will hold tightly to
us”. 









 

.










Chapter 9
Through My Eyes


The following are some extracts from Cameron’s diaries. We found
them in Cameron’s room after he died and Shona, my daughter typed
them out for me and then they were published by the “White Wreath
Society”.  They were written by Cameron during some of the
worst days of his life. I have taken just a few of these entries at
random, but they show just much how he suffered with his bi-polar
disorder.  I have read similar accounts written by other
sufferers and all I can say now is that I wished I had not only
known more about the disorder, but also about Cameron and these
other people who had suffered also.

 

FRIDAY

“Well here I am Friday night and having a grog.  Got the
guilts about the usual shit!  I’m trying to listen to some
music but it’s not helping this time! Work to-morrow!  Can’t
sleep!  Led Zepelin on now.  Went to Shona’s for a
while.  Had a belt this arvo!  No good! The piece of shit
had the cheek to ask for another $100! But every dog has its
day!  I know the story backwards.  What is it with these
c……s.  They think a bloke is just a fucking idiot! 
KARMA!  I must be a glutton for punishment!  I don’t want
to go to work to-morrow.  I hate everything.  Same old
cycle.  I wish I could break it.  I hate this
place.  I miss my kids so badly.  Nothing I can do about
it!  But my punishment isn’t up yet.  Just rang Terry
(the germ).  What a c….he is.  He and Tony must
pay.   They all must pay eventually.  They are
nothing a mob of plastic gangsters.  But what can I do? 
Something has got to give soon.  And it fucking will one
day.  Try, try, try to get positive like Brownie used to and
work it out!   These other c…s think I’m a fucking
idiot!  When it all boils down I am for dealing with
them!  It’s on again!  Who’s the fuckwit this time? 
Just talked to Terry and Tony!  Both c…s laughed!  What
germs they are!  But I’ve only got myself to blame!  I
remember Sammy – it was always good with him.  I just texted
Tony and he laughed at me again.  But I’ll get him in the
end!  That’s for sure!  I don’t believe I’m doing this
shit again!  I did so well without it!  I’ve got to snap
out of it!  I wish I were still with Brownie!  None of
this shit would be happening now!  No answer yet from the
c…s.  This is definitely going to be the last week with this
shit!  Something has to give and it usually does!  This
should be the last time that this shit goes down!  I have to
get on top of it and nip it in the bud before it kills me! 
This shit would not……….”

MONDAY

“What is wrong with me?  I am going crazy again!  I
just can’t control it!  It just sneaks up on me and bang the
demons are back!  What can I do about it?  I pray every
day that it won’t happen again!  What is causing this fucking
shit?  Am I being punished for everything bad I have
done?  I wish I had a gun.  I would put a bullet in my
head straight up! I know I am schizo but I don’t know what to do
about it any more.  It is just getting worse and worse! 
I know I am being punished.  I hate this life!  I wish I
were dead!  I will be one day soon – I know this for
sure.  It will be such a relief not to be here!  But what
can I do to-day about it?  The demons are with me now.  I
wish people knew just how bad it is when this shit happens. 
No-one gives a damn!  They all just laugh and run me
down!  I need some peace.  Why have I been blessed with
this bullshit?  I must be a really bad person. I know I have
done some bad things and I reckon that this is my punishment. But
how will it end?  Today is the worst I’ve had for a long
time!  I should have seen it coming!  I’m going to save
some money, get a gun and some bare essentials and go bush up
north!  I’m going to put a bullet in my head and be done with
it!  I can’t take days like today much longer!  I wish I
had kept a record of my life over the last 10 years.  People
have no pity for those with a mental illness!  I hope today
will not sap the little confidence that I’ve been trying to build
up.  Please, Lord, help me or put me out of my misery!  I
just can’t go on!  Underneath I’m so afraid!  The world
is so against me in one way or another!    I don’
even know why I’m still around!    More days like
today and I will succumb to the demons!  I know most people
will think that all this shit is just bullshit, but I would like
some of these people to live in my shoes for even a couple of
days.  It would be so interesting to just see how they would
cope mentally and emotionally!  It’s so easy for people to
laugh and put shit on those who have a mental problem!  I hate
this fucked up life!  How much more punishment can I take, or
is it how much more punishment do I deserve?  Please Lord, can
you put me out of my misery!  I know that most people would be
so glad if I wasn’t around!  I feel a tiny bit relieved just
writing this down.  When I’m gone maybe someone out there will
see that I wasn’t such a horrible person after all – just a person
with some bad problems.  But how could they see that? 
They just could not or would not understand!

I’m on the train to Caboolture now to see my Probation
Officer.  I don’t want to hurt anybody else because of my
fucked up head!  Revenge is not sweet!  I pray that
tomorrow might be better!  Please Lord, let tomorrow be a
better day!”

 TUESDAY

“Well, where do I begin?  The paranoia is back and it’s
nearly unbearable!  I’m at work and I feel that everybody here
is laughing at me!  I look at them and I feel sure that they
are talking about me!  I just feel like running away and
hiding!  Things are getting close to breaking point
again!  What’s wrong with me?  I hope and pray that
things will be better tomorrow!  I am trying so hard to be
positive.  So why can’t Life give me a break?” 

 

The following are a few entries Cameron made when he was staying
with me at Forrest Beach.  They are still sad, but a little
different from the ones I had selected above.

 

TUESDAY JULY
4TH

“Mum’s birthday.  Put form in to Centrelink.  Saw
Probation Officer at Court House in Ingham.  Made an
appointment with Dr. Joseph at the Ingham Hospital and also one
with Bernie, my Case Worker”

 MONDAY JULY
10TH

“Peter, the Psychologist came out to visit me.  It was a
good visit and he gave me a lot of reading material to go
through.  Then Mitchell and I went down to the beach and
kicked a soccer ball around for a while”.

FRIDAY JULY
14TH

“We got up early and took Mitchell back to Townsville.  We
dropped him off and his gear at his friend, Balin’s place. 
Balin’s parents were very nice.  On the way back to Forrest
Beach I was a bit sad.  I always feel like that when I say
goodbye to Mitchell.  We met Bruce in Ingham and went out to
see the place that Mum and I are going to clean.  That will be
a bit of extra money for us.  My mood today was sort of
OK.    But I was still a bit sad when we came home
at first.  It’s now overcast and rainy.  I got a couple
of books from the library on depression which I will read in the
next few days.”  

 




	


“I do not seek to understand
so that I may believe,

But I believe so that I
may understand.” 









 










Chapter 10
Mum’s Reflections


When I read Cameron’s diaries I was absolutely saddened and
horrified. Then I discovered how some people had treated him over
the years.  For example, workmates used to get together and
laugh about his mental disability and tease him unmercifully about
it.  I noted also that these same workmates usually did it in
a group – they certainly wouldn’t have had the guts to do it on a
one to one basis.  I have no respect for these people at
all.

 But the people who shocked me the most were the so-called
“academics” who should have known better.  These people seemed
to me to be all theory when it came down to helping bipolar
sufferers.  They used Cameron as some sort of a weird
experiment or stepping stone in order to satisfy their own selfish
requirements for their studies to climb the ladder to further their
ambitions in the academic field.   For instance when
Cameron would go to see some of these people they would ask him all
sorts of questions.  He would go through his problems with
them and they would literally “tell him what to do.”  Of
course they were always right too!  Ha! Ha!  They were
all theory and had not one ounce of life experience.  Most of
them were also in their late teens and of course they knew it
all!  I have heard it all so many times before!  “But the
experts who wrote books on bipolar disorder could not possibly be
wrong!”  Some of these people had even been given hefty grants
from the Government and spent years studying facts and figures
(which nobody could understand anyway.)    I have
coined a name for these people.  I refer to them as
“uneducated academics.”

 I can think or a few people who did not treat Cameron
well.  These people were able to manipulate him when he was
most vulnerable.  For instance when he tried to explain his
situation as he saw it to them, he was treated with scorn. 
There was not much compassion shown to him and they certainly knew
which buttons to press to plunge him into the blackest depths of
despair. 

 So I would like all these so-called experts and academics,
as well as the non-caring people out there who had dealings with
Cameron to think a little bit about what they had said and done to
him.  Other bipolar sufferers have told me much the same thing
about their experiences with such people.  I would like them
to have had a little compassion and the capacity to listen. 
(I myself have been guilty of not listening in the past so I do
know what I am talking about).    But at least now I
am trying to rectify my mistakes. 

 Cameron’s greatest friends were his sister, Shona and his
nephew, Nick. They both showed so much understanding and tenderness
when dealing with him.  Of course there was a lot of tension
between Cameron and Shona at times but they both ended up after
each drama being the best of friends.  That is how it should
be with families.  Nick is now studying at the Sunshine Coast
University. He wants to go into the field of Psychology or
Counselling.  He dealt with Cameron over the years and showed
a wisdom which was far beyond his years.  I think Nick will go
a long way    and I am sure I will be right in
assuming that he will not end up as just another “uneducated
academic”. 

 I would also like to mention Mr. Fazel Dean, (Oscar),
Trustee of the Builders’ and Labourers’ Federation at the time
Cameron was working in Brisbane.  He not only helped Cameron,
but he always seemed to be there with him during some bad periods
at his workplace.  In fact Cameron told me that “Oscar” had
saved him from going to jail once when he had been provoked by some
of his workmates and the situation started to get out of
hand.  Cameron was a big guy with huge muscles and the guys
that had picked on him very nearly ended up in hospital.  But
I will say this.  They apologised to Cameron later because
they knew that they had been in the wrong.  I sincerely hope
those people learned their lesson.  Another couple of people
were not so lucky and they really did end up in hospital, but they
refused to lay charges.  These are just some instances that
people with a mental disorder have to deal with.

  So Oscar, I am so grateful to you for looking after
Cameron when he was working for you!  Thank you so much. 
I will always remember you.

 

 




	


“To those who are distressed
and tossed about by the storms of life I am an anchor sure and
steady” 









 










Chapter 11
Opinions/Decision Makers


My book would not be complete without talking about the
Department of Mental Health and how it affected Cameron when he was
first diagnosed with bipolar disorder.  Up until this time
Cameron had been in full employment.  But then things started
to go radically wrong in his life.

First of all he and his wife were in the process of getting a
divorce.  This in itself was very distressing for him – in
fact going through a divorce is always a painful experience for
anyone.  Consequently, his work suffered and he had no
alternative but to leave his job.  This made him eligible for
the dole, but seeing that he was so ill, he was placed on Sickness
Benefits. 

 I can imagine how Cameron felt!  He had worked in the
construction field all his life and had never been
unemployed.  He told me many times how degraded and worthless
he felt, but he did realise that if he wanted to return to full
time employment he would have to get help.  At first he tried
going to different doctors, but mostly they did not do him any
good.  Different doctors prescribed different medication for
him.  This brought only temporary relief, and I think that
gradually Cameron learned to rely too much on medication. 
Also most of the different medication he was prescribed often took
weeks to kick into his system. 

 He was also drinking heavily at the time and taking
drugs.  This caused his moods to change abnormally.  One
minute he was up in the air experiencing enormous highs.  He
would just keep on talking non-stop about anything and
everything.  He did not even pause for breath.  The next
minute he would plunge into the very lowest depths of despair, and
he would walk around muttering to himself and not taking any notice
of anybody.  These moods always seemed to make him feel worse
later. 

 At this stage he did try to work, but each job he had,
some of his workmates – when they knew he had a mental problem –
were very unkind to him, and Cameron was continually getting into
fights because of this.  When he was younger he was taught
boxing and martial arts and he had always been very fit.  As
he grew older he used to jog, go to the gym and practise weights
and bodybuilding and so, even with his bipolar disorder, he was in
top physical condition.  He even put a few of his tormentors
in hospital, but he was never charged over this as 9 times out of
10 Cameron was not the instigator of the trouble.  In fact
some of his workmates even apologised to him, because they knew
they had been in the wrong.  This was a real plus in his
favour. 

When Cameron felt good about himself he would often go
completely off his medication.  Of course this was not a good
thing.  These periods would only last for a short time and
then it would be back to square one.  This pattern of his life
went on for quite some time until he was referred to the Department
of Mental Health. 

 One of the first counsellors he saw from this Department
was a young girl, who was about eighteen or nineteen years of
age.  Apparently she was attending university and was half way
towards a degree.  (I do not know what sort of a degree she
was studying for, and I really do not know why she was put in the
position of Counsellor).  Perhaps the Department was short
staffed at this particular time.  Who knows? 

 The advice she gave Cameron seemed to me to be most
inappropriate.  She told him to take a good long look at
himself and his lifestyle, get over what seemed to be bothering him
and then find a full time job!  (Not bad advice from a young
person to an adult male who was going through a complicated
divorce, had drug and alcohol problems, but was still trying to be
a useful member of society!)  So where do these so-called
“uneducated academics” come from?  It seems to me as if they
are trying to fight their way up the academic ladder in order to
get their degree or to qualify for some sort of grant from the
government in order to keep studying.  After all it would be a
safe sort of existence wouldn’t it?  In the process they might
even write theoretical books (which nobody ever reads anyway) or
they might spend time and money taking part in mindless surveys
about how to improve the lives of people like Cameron! 

 This might go down well in the academic field but in the
long run how does it really help the people out there with a mental
disability?  How does it help the family and carers of these
people who have to deal with their loved ones every day and try to
pick up the pieces of their shattered lives?  I have no answer
for this and I personally think that the Department of Mental
Health does not have an answer either. 

 Cameron was getting nowhere.  He went from Counsellor
to Counsellor, Psychologist to Psychologist, but none of these
people seemed to be able to help him.  Occasionally amid all
the red tape in the Department, he did come across somebody who
tried to listen to what he said, but people like this were few and
far between.  Usually on the next visit Cameron paid to the
Department, he was told that this particular person was unavailable
or had been moved to another position!  This seems to be
typical of life in the Public Service! 

Not only Cameron had these problems - other people in the same
position had them too.  Even when some of the carers were
interviewed, they came away with a false sense of security, insofar
as they were convinced that everything was going to be all right
for their loved ones.  It looked as if these advisers wanted
the carers to believe in them.  In this way there would be
“brownie points” all round and the Department would get a pat on
the back for its efforts!  But in fact not much would be done
for the mentally ill! 

 Cameron often said to me later how some of these people
told him how much they understood his problems!  What a
joke!  Most of them had no idea.  At the end of the day
they would leave their comfortable air-conditioned offices, go home
and forget all about what had happened at work that day.  But
what about their clients?  They were not able to knock off at
a certain time and they could not forget about things quite so
easily.  No, they still had their problems and they were full
time problems.  Many of these people did not even have a home
to go to.  At one stage in his life Cameron even slept on the
beach at Rowes Bay in Townsville.  He just wanted to be near
his children who lived near the beach.  A lot of people like
Cameron lived on the streets, or congregated together with similar
types and they often pooled their money in order to buy alcohol or
drugs.   

 And so it goes on.  To-day’s statistics show that
there are more people suffering from some sort of mental illness
than there ever were in past years.  So what is the Department
of Mental Health going to do about it?  Employ more
staff?  Where are these staff coming from?  How long will
it take to properly train these people in order to deal adequately
with the mentally ill?

 Now I have a few suggestions to make.  It would be
great if retired people could be employed by the Department of
Mental Health in an advisory capacity.  Older people have much
more life experience than younger people and in general they have
much more compassion, patience and tolerance when dealing with
troubled people.  What if the Department of Mental Health did
a survey to find out if some of these folks would be willing to
help the mentally ill?   I imagine that many “Mums and
Dads” who had dealt with family or friends with a mental illness
would welcome the opportunity.  Would the Department of Mental
Health raise objections in regard to the “Mums and Dads” not having
suitable academic qualifications?  Of course they would. 
But I think that they would have more success in the long run by
listening and talking to the mentally ill than the academics, who
had just graduated from university where most of their knowledge in
dealing with the mentally ill would have been gained from text
books.  I believe that retired people would be a great asset
to the clients of the Department of Mental Health. Of course not
every older person would be able to do this type of work, but as I
said before they could be carefully screened to see if they were
indeed suitable material.

 When Cameron was going through this trauma he just needed
somebody to listen to him and try to understand his problems. 
Surely this was not too much to ask.  He wanted to deal with
the same person – not to have to come in and report to different
people with different ideas and advice every time.  He would
not have cared how long it took.  I feel that it would have
been the best thing in the world for him and he might even have
been alive today if he had had that stability in the first
place.  People living with mental illness need stability in
the first place and that’s what Cameron did not get with the
Department of Mental Health.  I know that most of his fellow
sufferers were in the same boat. 

 Access to psychiatrists is another point worth
mentioning.  In Cameron’s case he tried many times to see one,
but was told that there was a waiting list of several months in
fact.  So what does a mentally ill person do in the meantime
while he is waiting?  To see a psychiatrist or a psychologist
privately costs a lot of money and most mentally ill people are on
Centrelink benefits and could not afford high fees.  When the
person does get in to see a Psychiatrist, they are put on a time
limit.  I have noticed myself that a number of precious
minutes are consumed as the Psychiatrist “flicks” through the
patient’s file Then sometimes without even bothering to let the
person talk, just tells him in a few words what is wrong with him,
what to do, what medication to use in the future and that’s
it!  Then it’s time for the next appointment.  This
happened repeatedly to Cameron and there was nothing anybody could
do about it!  

 So where do we go now regarding the Department of Health
and, most importantly, the treatment of the ever growing numbers of
mentally ill people.  Although some things seem to be getting
better there is still a stigma attached to this type of illness,
and people seem to be afraid to discuss it openly.  I do hope
that one day in the near future things will be vastly different for
people with mental illness so that they can be understood and above
all have a voice which will enable them to be heard.  I know
that Cameron would have wanted that if he had lived!

 










Chapter 12
Phoenix – The Phantom Horse


Dear Cameron

When I wrote to you some time ago about a wonderful dream I had
where you and Princess and I were on a mat at Forrest Beach, and
the next thing we knew was that we were all flying into the
air.  Then the mat changed into a beautiful horse which
Cameron named “Phoenix”.  I decided to write a poem about
“Phoenix” and I have called it “Phoenix, The Phantom Horse”. 
I hope you like it:-

 

“Now and then at midnight when the moon is waning low

There comes out of the eastern sky a weird celestial glow;

And now I see the shining mane and the hooves of golden fire

For he has come – my phantom horse – the gift of my desire!

 

Oft when my friends have forsaken me I seek his wondrous
words,

His voice can be live as fire or as sweet as the singing
birds;

But he tells me tales of gentle things to calm my troubled
mind

Surely he is the greatest friend that one could ever find!

 

Sometimes he takes me on his back and together we fly up
high

Above the rosy tinted clouds into the bright blue sky;

Where Goodness always present is, and the languid King of
Sorrow

Mingles with the peaceful thoughts and vistas of tomorrow!

 

But onward we fly from this happy place to one of harder
times

Where men and women up Life’s path are trying their best to
climb;

We look at the boiling torrent beneath and we pause there for a
while

To view down below our hopes and our dreams being scattered o’er
mile upon mile!

 

Hark to the turbulent swirling waters – the legacy of the
deep,

Where the clouds of spray and the bubbling foam round the
treacherous whirlpools leap!

While high above the surging seas – up, up to the dizziest
height,

We’re way in the air and not knowing for sure if we’ll win or
lose our fight! 

 

Alas for the daring climber who fails to gain a hold –

Alas for the foolish swimmer whose life to the sea has sold;

This is the law of the Sea God -  he will return them never
–

Just as Life lets us struggle awhile – but Death will keep us
forever!

 

Up and up yet up we go not daring to look down

For if we dice too much with the gods they will see we’ll surely
drown;

The seas are lashing with fury being cheated of their prey,

But we’ve reached the top of the rocky crags and we have won the
day!

 

We have come to the Land of Heart’s Desire – of Youth and
Foolish Dreams,

Where all is green and pleasant and we hear the lilt of
streams;

And as we linger softly with our voices hushed so low,

We are on enchanted ground and only you must know!

 

Where we tread there is no sound of noise from a busy city
street,

Or dust from cars, or heat or smoke, or the tramp of weary
feet;

There are only shady arbours where the birds in rapture sing
–

These happy woodland citizens – the messengers of spring!

 

I wanted to stay there forever and ever, for every year and
day,

But a power even greater than Phoenix seemed to draw me
away;

So I took my final glance at last at that happy, happy race

Where no spoilers of civilization could change that holy
place!

 

Sometimes when I am in bed at night my phantom horse will
come

And tell me tales of battles of old – of bugle and of drum;

Of warriors bold, and of desert sheikhs and of wonders of the
east

Where ghostly chants of music are played by a virtuous
priest!

 

But often Phoenix talks of his kin –and this I enjoy most of all
–

I seem to feel so restless I can hardly resist the call

To fly into the mountain mists – so ethereal in their clime

To live among the phantom steeds for now and for all the
time!

 

But all good times come to an end and so with tearful eye

I bid farewell to Phoenix as he thunders through the sky;

But my heart reaches out with a longing note to the scenes so
far away

In my Rainbow Home of Dreamland where I hope to dwell one
day!

 

And my Phantom Horse will come for me and carry me on his
back 

And take me to my home on high where kind thought never
lack;

Then at last I’ll hope to see His face there in the heavens
bright.

Where there are no cries of sadness, of poverty, war or
strife!”

 

Well, Cameron I hope you liked that poem.  I just read it
to Princess and she liked it too!  First of all she stretched,
purred and licked herself for a bit and then closed her eyes. 
So I am sure that she approved and was happy with it.  I do
hope that you and Princess and I will have many more dreams with
Phoenix in the future.  I can hardly wait, can you?










Chapter 13 I
Remember – I Remember


When I look back over Cameron’s life I can remember a lot of
little funny things that happened – incidents from his childhood as
well as episodes that occurred when he was older – even right up
nearly until the day he died.  I am going to tell you a few of
these things and I hope you will laugh with me too, when you read
them.  I recall some of them even now and I still can’t help
chuckling to myself when they come to mind.

 I remember Cameron even as a small boy he always seemed to
have had heaps of energy and was the ringleader in every bit of
mischief that he and his friends got into.  It was all
harmless fun even if it were serious for Cameron and his mates at
the time.  When he played on his own he used to tell me about
his best friend called “Umba Beven”.  I can relate to that
because when I was small I lived a pretty isolated life, but I had
three mates called, “Kausie,” “Zaddie” and “Alex”.  I don’t
even remember where I got the names from either!  But during
this time in Cameron’s life we were living in Papua New Guinea, and
sometimes when I got home from work Cameron would be down with our
New Guinea houseboy, whose name was Petros, and they would both be
having deep and meaningful conversations with “Umber Beven.” 
Cameron would say to Petros, “Yu savvy tok bilong  “Umber
Beven?”  Petros would reply, “Yes, lik-lik masta, mi savvy tok
bilong yu tupela.” 

I can’t remember what they talked about, but when it was time
for tea, Cameron would come in and insist that we set a special
place at the table for “Umber Beven”.  Cameron told me that he
and “Umber Beven” had been for a ride in a helicopter that day –
only he didn’t use the word “helicopter” – he used the pidgin
English version which was “Mixmaster bilong Jesus Christ!” 
Then he went on to tell me how he and “Umber Beven” had been on a
bike ride together – only this time it was a “wheelie-wheel.” 
Both of my children could speak fluent pidgin english when we lived
in Papua New Guinea and even when we came to live back in Australia
they often reverted back to pidgin.  When the conversations
with “Umber Beven” ceased, it was “OK. Yu kan sakim toktok bilong
yumi”, and that was the end of their talk until the next
time.  Sometimes there was an extra person present during
these conversations, and it was none other than “Batman” and I
remember that when I called Cameron for tea, I couldn’t call
“Cameron, it’s time for tea”!  No, it had to be, “Cameron,
Umber Beven, Batman, it’s time for tea!”  He wouldn’t take any
notice until I got it right!  As we lived in close proximity
to other people, I often felt so stupid when I had to yell out,
“Cameron, Umber Beven, Batman, it’s time for tea!”  The
neighbours told me later that they always had such a great laugh
over it – especially when it was tea time!

 We decided to spend our first long leave from Papua New
Guinea visiting my husband’s parents who lived in Edinburgh. 
We booked on a Greek passenger ship called the “Australis” because
we had never been on a long sea voyage before, and besides we had
lots of time.  We also thought it would be good for the kids –
Shona, our daughter was 8 years of age, and Cameron was 7.  It
was to be an eventful trip for us all. 

 On the way over to the U.K. we were half way between New
Zealand and Fiji when the ship caught fire.  The fire was in
the galley and the flames went straight up through the middle of
the ship and destroyed a number of cabins and a lot of people lost
all their belongings.  Fortunately no lives were lost. 
So for the next three days we all slept and ate our meals sitting
on the top deck of the “Australis”.  We existed mostly on
biscuits and water.  This did not please Shona and Cameron one
bit so when meal times came around they voiced their protest in
fluent pidgin english!  “Mi no laikem dispela kai kai – mi
laikem em!”  This meant that they did not like the food and
wanted something else.  I couldn’t help thinking to myself at
the time thank goodness we were up on the deck and not at the
Captain’s table! 

The “Australis” eventually limped into Fiji where a most
passengers were flown to the U.K., but we stayed with the ship as
we did not lose our belongings.  The ship’s company put us up
in hotels in Fiji while the “Australis” was repaired.  After a
month or so of soaking up the sun, we set sail for the U.K., this
time with no more drama.  We had a great vacation over in
Scotland and my husband’s parents were so happy to meet their
grandchildren. 

 On the way back, (but flying this time), we spent a few
days in Greece, then we went Austria to visit some friends from New
Guinea, and then what I thought was the best part of the trip, we
spent some time in Afghanistan. 

 My grandfather came from Kandahar and he had come to
Australia as one of the first cameleers who had a camel train from
Darwin to Adelaide.  I was so very excited at last to be in
Afghanistan!  I had dreamed about this all my life!  And
it was so good for Shona and Cameron, too.  Just as Scotland
was my husband’s side of the family, I felt that this was my side.
But we reckoned without Cameron. 

Little boys in Afghanistan are very important and everyone we
met made such a fuss of him.  The Afghani people we met gave
Cameron heaps of presents and spoiled him so much that he began to
take advantage of the situation.  For instance he would ask
for ice cream for breakfast and all sorts of sweets and presents,
and there was nothing we could do to stop him.  He just
demanded more and more, and the more he demanded the more the
people gave him.  It became really embarrassing.  Then of
course Shona was not a “happy chappie” about this either!  In
fact one morning when Cameron was being particularly obnoxious
Shona gave him a swift kick up the backside!  Well, all hell
broke loose and I thought Shona was going to be murdered on the
spot by Cameron’s “protectors!” 

 Fortunately for everyone, our time in Afghanistan was
drawing to a close, and so reluctantly the day arrived all too soon
when we had to depart.  We were all so sad, particularly
Cameron, for he knew that would be the end of his being spoiled by
his new found Afghani friends.  They tried everything they
could think of to let them have Cameron stay with them – money,
presents, gold, clothes – you name it.  But they saved the
best for last. 

 On the day of our departure, one of our good friends
(Mahomet), brought us a document, which looked highly legal, and
asked us to sign it.  Fortunately my husband read it and guess
what it contained? 

OUR PERMISSION TO HAND
OVER CAMERON FOR 100 CAMELS!!! 

I just could not believe it!  I would have signed the paper
because we were in a bit of a hurry to catch the plane.  (Just
as well I didn’t sign it!)  I left the explaining to my
husband and we just managed to catch the plane in Kabul and thence
on our way home to Papua New Guinea.  Cameron cried most of
the way home.  I guess he missed his friends from Afghanistan,
but the real truth was that he probably missed being the centre of
attention.  When we got back to Papua New Guinea I often
thought about Afghanistan and the 100 camels.  Where would I
have put them in the first place? Then when Cameron was naughty I
often thought to myself, “You bad little boy!  Why don’t I
just send you back to Afghanistan with a tag on you reading
‘C.O.D.!’ pinned to your shirt!”

 Another thing I remember was that I had an aversion to
cleaning my car.  I had it with my first car which was an
Austin A40.  At the end of its life I sold it for $30. I was
so sick of going to a service station and asking them to fill the
car up with oil and check the petrol!  That’s where Cameron
came in.  After he trashed my Ford Festiva at Forrest Beach I
did not allow him anywhere near my Charade for a long time. 
Then when he got his licence back I let him use the car any time he
liked. 

 He told me that he used the car a lot to go and get me
flowers.  I thought that this was so sweet of him, until I
found out that instead of buying the flowers he would sometimes
steal them from other peoples’ gardens, or from the hospital garden
at the Ingham Hospital, or even from the garden at the Medical
Centre at Forrest Beach.  He would use my car as the getaway
car if anything happened.  I remember one night at Forrest
Beach when it was pretty late.  Cameron came racing in and
handed me a beautiful bunch of flowers.  I asked him where he
got them and he told me that they came from the Ingham
Hospital.  He told me that while he was picking these flowers
in the darkness, the lights suddenly went on and he got such a
fright that he just took off down the road.  I would mention
at this stage that Forrest Beach was about twenty kilometres from
Ingham and Cameron told me that he had run all the way. Thank
goodness he was so fit! 

 I then asked him where my car was.  A stunned look
came over his face and then he sheepishly told me that it was still
parked in the grounds of the Ingham Hospital.  I then had to
ask my girlfriend Christine to run me up to Ingham to pick up the
car.  I was praying all the way up to Ingham that nobody had
spotted Cameron stealing the flowers!  But we were lucky (this
time).  I teased him mercilessly for quite a while after
this.  So I was glad that Cameron took over cleaning my car
weekly.  I think he felt obliged to do it to make up for the
“flowers” incident. 

 When Cameron passed over, my friend Michelle’s young boy,
Elliot continued cleaning my car.  Cameron told me a short
while after this that he was going to buy me a new car one of these
days.  He asked me what sort of a car I would like and I
immediately said “a pink Porsche!”  Cameron replied “OK,
Mum.  A pink Porsche it is!” and so we talked about this all
the time.  We would even argue about it.  Who would drive
it the most?  Cameron or me?  I said it would be my car,
but then Cameron didn’t have a very good opinion of my
driving.  I know I’ve hit a few things at times, like fences
and garage doors, but I think I am still pretty good for my
age. 

 When Cameron died I was devastated.  Later on I got
to thinking about the conversations we had about the elusive “pink
Porsche”.  So who would buy it for me now?  I knew I
would never have enough money to buy it myself.  I don’t know
where Cameron was going to get the money either, but we didn’t even
think about that.  A couple of times I got really angry,
though I didn’t mean to.  These days I think fondly about
Cameron and his fervent desire to get me a pink Porsche and I often
send thought messages to him, like “Cameron, you’d better get your
arse into gear and do something about that pink Porsche you
promised me, because I’ll soon be too bloody old to drive
it!”  I can almost hear Cameron laughing down at me.  (He
had a great laugh,
too.)       

 Like most kids, when Cameron was young he was ruled by
“peer” groups which consisted of kids with strong personalities who
seemed to elect themselves to be leaders, and just like today they
got into mischief by “daring” other kids to do things which they
themselves would not even attempt to do.  Of course everybody
wanted to belong to such a group and they would go to extraordinary
lengths to prove themselves.  One of Cameron’s friends was
dared to jump from a high roof, but in the process he broke his arm
and so that put a stop to any more dares for a while. 

 One Saturday morning Cameron and a few of his mates got
together and it all started over again. This time they “dared” each
other to go into separate shops and steal something.  They
were to meet outside in a little while and compare what they had
stolen.  The one who stole the most was to be elected “Boss”
of their gang for the next month or so.  Cameron’s first
friend was to go to a sports goods store; the next one to a record
shop; the next one to a gift shop; the next one to a bookshop and
Cameron himself was elected to go to a newsagent’s.  (Cameron
told me all about this later.) 

 They met in the Mall (in Brisbane) to compare the “stolen”
goods, and to see which person would come out on top.  Cameron
opened his prize.  It was a great big packet of sweets. 
But imagine his face when he reached into the packet and pulled out
a couple of large ugly worms!  To say the least he was
horrified.  At this stage I appeared followed by a couple of
the other Mums and we all wanted to know what was going on.  I
asked Cameron where he had got the money for the sweets and he
didn’t answer – just hung his head.  Then the other Mums got
into action and were met with the same response. 

 Eventually we got the truth from the little horrors and
then came the question.  What should we do about it?  We
decided that the kids should take the stuff back to the stores,
explain what they had done and then wait to see what the store
managers would do.  Cameron was not a “happy chappie” about
this as he felt he had been cheated, because the packet of lollies
had grubs in them!  But to me that was no excuse!  So
back to the stores the kids were marched by their Mums and each one
had to explain just what he had done.  I think it was the
longest time in the lives of the kids.  Fortunately the store
managers did not call the police but nevertheless warned them that
if anything like that ever happened again they would be in deep
trouble and might even have to go to jail!  So they were all
very subdued when it was all over.  They promised never to do
anything like that ever again and their little group was
disbanded. 

 When I took Cameron into the newsagent to explain what had
happened, the newsagent listened intently, smiled down at Cameron
and told him that he could keep the bag of lollies (complete with
grubs) !  That was the last straw for him – I don’t think
he ate any more lollies for years after that!

 I remember telling Cameron when he came to live with me at
Forrest Beach that he was not to bring any dope or alcohol into the
house.  I told him that if he did, he would just have to
leave.  He readily agreed.  But that left me in a
querulous position as I liked my glass (or 2) of white wine nearly
every night for tea.  I remember this particular weekend when
it was very hot and I knew that I was hanging out for a chilled
glass of wine with a drop of lemonade in it.  At this stage I
kept my wine in my room.  So how to get the coffee cup from
the kitchen?  (I had resorted to drinking my wine in a coffee
cup as I thought this would fool Cameron). I thought it was a great
idea!   

Cameron was in the lounge lying on a beanbag watching a
DVD.  I sneaked past him and got myself the coffee cup, held
it against my shirt and then returned to my room.  But then I
had forgotten the ice and lemonade.  So out I went again to
the fridge and got some ice in my hot little hand and seemingly
sauntered innocently back into my bedroom.  But horror of
horrors.  I had forgotten the lemonade.  I realised I
could not go back again to the fridge without making things too
obvious, so I decided to drink the wine straight with just the
ice.  (I had never done this before as I can’t drink wine
without water and/or soft drink.)  But I had to this
time.  I peeped out into the lounge and Cameron was still
watching the DVD.  So I made short work of my white wine and
ice.  But it didn’t take me long to feel really dizzy, so I
lay down on the bed and in the matter of a few minutes I was fast
asleep!  I had no idea how long I slept but when I woke up I
heard Cameron on the phone to his sister Shona saying, “Mum’s
pissed again.  She’s been drinking wine in her room out of a
coffee cup and she thinks I don’t know anything about it!  But
I’ve known about it for ages”!  It was a very sheepish me who
emerged from the bedroom and trying to look as if I was stone cold
sober!  But all Cameron did was laugh!  So we came to an
agreement – We would both sit down at teatime and have one can of
XXXX Gold each.  I’m glad I relaxed that rule as it worked for
us both.  We enjoyed our beer at night and that was the end of
my becoming a secret wardrobe drinker!

 I am going to end up with a funny, though sad little
piece.  During what turned out to be the last few months of
Cameron’s life he spent it down at Forrest Beach with me.  It
was a good life for us both – I got to know Cameron all over again
and it was to me one of his most relaxing period after the turmoil
of the years he had spent coping with all his problems.  But
he still spent some sad times, especially when he talked to his
ex-wife on the phone.  These phone calls would set his mood
for the day.  A lot of times it was bad and I felt so sorry
for him, and I didn’t know what to do.  Nothing I seemed to
say would make any difference.  But one day I hit on a great
idea! 

It was about 9 o’clock and he had just finished one of his “bad”
calls.  So I said to him, “OK. Cameron.  Synchronize your
watch.”  He looked at me in amazement.  What for? 
What’s going on, Mum?”  “Just do it,” I said.  Then I
continued, “It’s 5 minutes past 9.  Now for the next half hour
you and I are going to be totally miserable.  We are going to
think of the worst things we possibly can.  You think about
all your dramas and I will think of mine.  But you must
concentrate 100% on being miserable.  It doesn’t matter if
this gives you a headache.  In fact if you do get a headache
it will be all the better.  Now go for it!”  Cameron put
his head down and so did I.  It was amazing just what thoughts
came from my own mind.  I concentrated harder and then glanced
up at Cameron.  He was frowning, so I then settled down to
think of more horrible things.  I glanced at my watch. 
Still some time to go.  Then I glanced at Cameron and found
that he was watching me.  When he realised this he put his
head down and shut his eyes.  Another few minutes went
by.  I glanced at Cameron again and found he was looking at
me.  We stared silently at each other for a few moments and
then it happened.  We couldn’t contain ourselves any
longer.  Guess what happened?  We both burst into peals
of laughter!  We must have laughed nonstop for a couple of
minutes at least.  But it was worth it and it had made our
day.  We had a cup of tea and then we went out for a
drive.  We were both in such high spirits that we could not
stop talking! 

 We repeated this several times and it served to have the
same effect on us both.  But even though this did not stop
Cameron from dying, I will always remember the fun times we had and
I can still hear our gales of laughter echoing all around Forrest
Beach! 

 I hope you have enjoyed reading the above.  I think
that as long as we have such wonderful memories of our dear
departed ones they will live in our hearts
forever!      

 




	


“Night is
done,

Here comes the
sun,

Filtering through morning
dew.

Fresh is the lightening
air,

The birds start to
sing,

And I soar with their
song.” 


















Chapter 14
Conclusion by Umba Beven


Hi!  My name is Umba Beven.  I was so glad to be asked
to write the final chapter of Cameron’s life story.  We all
had to put some serious effort into getting on the right wave
lengths at the right time from our world to the earth plane. 
Up here it’s a little bit like being in cyber space but it
worked!  

Cameron and I go back a long way.  In fact we have been
spiritual companions since he was a little boy.  I know all
his secrets and I have shared his hopes and dreams and good times,
as well as his frustrations, bad times and disappointments.  I
have always been there for him and I am as constant as Time. 
Cameron and I first made contact with each other when he was trying
to concentrate on having a “pretend friend.”  This was when he
was living in Papua and New Guinea.  He was in his earthbound
world and I was in mine.  But now we are together for
always.  From our world now we both watch over Cameron’s loved
ones, Adrienne and Mitchell who are Cameron’s children; Shona, Nick
and Alex who are Cameron’s sister and her children, Cameron’s
friends and also his Mum, Jo, but I doubt that up till now she has
been conscious of my presence.  But I did manage to impress
her deeply in a dream just lately and now this is the
result. 

When Cameron first made contact with me, he started by sharing a
few thoughts with me, but then he began to share more and more
things with me. This was a gradual process because even in our
world things take time to get used to – just like they do on the
earth plane.  He was such a happy little fellow back then who
got into heaps of trouble with his friends, but it was all so
harmless.  I remember he used to exaggerate a lot, but I just
used to listen patiently to him.  I was with him when he went
to Scotland to visit his grandparents for the first time. 
Then I was with him in Afghanistan where we shared the “100 Camels
Incident”.  How we laughed over that together, but Cameron
didn’t think it was quite so funny at the time, especially when his
sister gave him a good swift kick up the backside when he was so
demanding of his new Afghan friends!  But Cameron was sure it
was because they were not paying enough attention to her!

I was with him when he married Jaki and I was so happy for
him.  But the happiest I had ever seen him was when his
children Adrienne and Mitchell were born!  Things seemed to be
perfect for him.  But it was not to be!  He was
heartbroken when his marriage began to go downhill and I could do
nothing to console him.  He talked to me less and less at this
point in time but concentrated more and more on his alcoholic
friends and drug dealers.  I was so sad for him.  Then
when he was at his lowest he began talking to me again.  All I
could do was think about him and try to impress upon him that
things would get better.  But they didn’t.  Then suddenly
out of the blue he made a great effort and went to see Shona. 
They were always great mates.  They had their little ups and
downs but they seemed to work things out in the end.  After
that he came to live with his Mum at Forrest Beach for the last 10
months of his life and he told me that he found a lot of peace
there, and as well he got to know his Mum again after being on a
different path from her for so long.  Yes, it was good for
them both. 

 But things still did not work out for him and I was there
for him when he passed over on 13th October, 2006. 
I remember he was amazed when he saw me and his first words to me
were, “Wow!  Umba Beven! You’re for real! How cool is
that!”  It was easy for us both after that.

 So where have we gone from there?  Cameron’s Mum, Jo,
has written a book about his life, and even though she was guilt
ridden for a long time, she is at peace now, because she knows that
Cameron is in a better place and being looked after by wonderful
people. He has all his friends and relatives around him who are
helping him too.  Although he found things a bit strange at
first he is now really settling down and trying to help people on
the earth plane who were in the same position as he was.  He
also has his animals around him as well as a beloved “Harley” and
sometimes we both take off with the wind in our hair and experience
the vibrant colours of our world.

 Sometimes Cameron still clings to the earth a little bit
but gradually this is fading.  He is now beginning to
understand that his energy is always around those he loved dearly
on earth and he wants them to know that he is happy in his new home
and he is free from all the sadness that he experienced on the
earth plane.  He wants to be sure that his loved ones know
that they will all meet again with him when the time for them is
right. 

 From the earth plane to his world now is just like the
quick opening and closing of a door.  It only takes a second
or two. It’s quite simple really and it’s this truth that makes you
free!  So if you want to talk to Cameron any time at all just
think about him and he’ll be there for you on the double!  But
it must come from your heart. And guess what advice he will give
you?  “Don’t worry, if you can’t have what you want – want
what you have..and if you have any problems at all, just throw them
out to the Universe and let Sir deal with them!” 










ABOUT THE AUTHOR

I explained in the “Forward” of this book just why I was writing
it.  This is the story of my son Cameron, who committed
suicide nearly five years ago. He suffered from bi-polar
disorder.  It is about his life, his dreams, his good times
and his not so good times.  It is also a book about me and how
I learned about bipolar disorder.  It is my journey too. 
It is about the mistakes I made in dealing with Cameron and then my
realisation and finally my understanding and above all the most
important thing I learned was to listen.  My hope is that this
story of Cameron may be read by people out there who are now in the
same position as I was with Cameron. I hope they will benefit from
my experiences.

If you would like to contact me my name is Jocelyn Price. My email
is jocelyn@mulgatraining.com.au  Once again, thanks for
sharing this journey with Cameron and me.

(Lost Boy - "Bipolar Dreaming" is available in a printed and
illustrated form at

http://www.mulgatraining.com.au/bookshop.html )
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