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My experiences with my mother 

 

It is possible that my present medical condition may be partly attributable to my 

younger life experiences. I had such experiences when I was in my teenage years and 

until I was in my early 40s. I feel comfortable in bringing forward the nature of 

material I have at this time because it is probably therapeutic for me to do so. I hasten 

to add that when I talk about sexual abuse in my case it was not overt sexual behavior. 

I cannot remember any genital contact with my mother. It was far more subtle than 

this. It was deeply psychological emotional-sexual overtures and such behavior never 

took place in front of witnesses. In the eyes of other people my mother was a model 

mother. From my studies I firmly believe this type of demeaning abuse is the same as 

a good many cases I have read about. 

 

It was not until I was in my early twenties that I realized my mother had been 

attempting to control every aspect of my life. For example, before my teen years she 

would use motherly type words to attempt to influence me to something she wanted 

done or bought on her behalf. At the time I did not see this as being abnormal. My 

mother was a spendthrift. When I became a teenager, if I resisted her requests, she 

would say words like ‘Don’t you love me anymore?”. Furthermore, she did such 

things as telephone me at work at least once every day (sometimes three times a day) 

and ask me the same question in a slightly different way. She would say words like 

“You know I love you, dear Jonny. You love me too don’t you?” Naturally I said I did 

just to stop her from disrupting my work. Her incessant phone calls at my workplace 

began to terrify me. I felt perpetually intimidated by her from the moment I got to 

work in the morning and this went on for years as I tried to rationally try and meet her 

incessant demands, hoping one day soon it would cease for rational reasons. It did not.  

 

One day my mother turned on me because I refused to react to her demanding words 

at all. My stance was, at long last, a signal to her that I was prepared to take her on 

and tell her exactly what I thought about her behavior. I had had enough of her. I 

began to walk from her house to my car to drive to my home. Without saying a word 

she followed me across the road towards a hotel near to where my car was parked. 

Without any warning she commenced screaming at me at the top of her voice, in front 

of a group of around ten men standing in front of the hotel and repeatedly said 

 “ f…k, f…k me.” It was a prolonged vicious verbal attack that at the time left me 

highly embarrassed and mentally devastated for quite some time. It did not occur to 

me at the time, but now I wonder if the male witnesses saw me as an older woman’s 

toy boy. I still cringe with embarrassment. Following this event I once again became 

compliant to her demands, but for different reasons. You will probably understand 

why. 

 

On at least one occasion my mother visited my workplace in a busy retail store and 

placed a demand on me to do something or other (I cannot remember what) and when 

I resisted her request, she started raising her voice in front of work colleagues and 

customers, but did not say anything directly insulting in front of witnesses. She was 

always careful never to do this. In other words she was giving me the message “You 

will do what I ask you to or otherwise I will mentally tear you apart again just as I did 

in front of the hotel.” In latter years people, including a psychiatrist, have asked me 

why I never got a court order to stop her from doing what she did. I had two reasons 

for not doing this. One was that I do not think it would have stopped her anyway. She 
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would have found other ways of doing much the same thing. Secondly, I was always 

haunted by the fact that sons simply do not do this sort of thing to their mother. There 

were far more devastating things she did to my wife after I got married. She did not 

want me to get married in the first place. She obviously felt threatened that she had 

lost control of her firm and hostile relationship with me. 

 

She would phone my wife and threaten her, and on at least one occasion she said she 

had placed a curse on her. When I later confronted her about the matter she denied she 

did, and she insisted it was my wife that was trying to create mischief between us. 

Eventually I broke the vicious cycle by buying a pocket size, voice activated tape 

recorder with a telephone handpiece attachment. I recorded at least two phone calls 

from her, and in due course I partly played both back to her. On both occasions she 

refused to stand and listen to herself abusing me and was obviously furious. She said 

nothing about each of these two occasions ever again. Whilst it was an illegal move 

on my part it did the trick. Apart from occasional correspondence from my mother 

which I did not respond to, I did not see her again for many years until we came 

together at my brother’s funeral. I wish I had thought of the tape recorder idea much 

earlier. I think there is an important message in these words for other young men who 

may find themselves being similarly abused. 

 

I believe my mother effectively killed my younger brother because she behaved 

almost exactly the same to him as she had to me. He would often phone or write to me 

about his unending experiences with her, and how he was compelled to get regular 

medical support in order to cope. She was draining him financially as well, and on 

several occasions he borrowed money from me to replace funds he had given to his 

mother. He always repaid it. They never lived together, nor did I when I was an adult. 

I phoned my brother one Sunday afternoon to see how he was and he said he was not 

well and had to attend a major hospital the next morning to have tests conducted on 

problems he was having with his breathing. The next morning he dropped dead in the 

street in front of his neighbour’s house on the way home from the hospital. He was 

merely fifty-seven years of age. In other words my brother and I were stalked by our 

mother all our lives, and although sexual innuendo was not always present between 

us, it was in other ways. As I have indicated, it was a subliminal threat which I now 

realize was part of her wider plan to retain power over me, power of a type that had 

occurred outside the hotel. Her life attitude and behavior were well orchestrated to be 

almost completely controlling of my brother and me, to the point that one year I 

decided to take holidays from work without asking her first. I was twenty-seven years 

of age. For three days thereafter there was hell to pay, including her regularly phoning 

me at work. Finally I had to get the store detective to speak to her to cease her 

harassment of me. This did not stop her, and this was before I had bought the tape 

recorder. By this time I was receiving professional medical help to cope. I accept my 

mother remains to have many unresolved issues from her own early childhood life as 

well as her later married years, however, notwithstanding this, this does not change 

the fact such covert and sinister behavior is not dangerously mentally destructive to all 

victims of abuse such as Mimmack and me. 

 

As I just said, I know my family experiences are not rare. I argue it is a culturally 

hidden phenomenon, just as is the phenomenon of men assaulting and raping other 

men for reasons of power, domination, or fulfillment of short term lust. I talk more 

about this area in another blog entitled ‘Male sex abuse victims’. When I conducted 
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my original research work, I turned to the Australian Institute of Criminology as well 

as the Australian Bureau of Statistics to locate information that supported my 

hypothesis about mothers sexually assaulting their sons. Whilst I never found data that 

specifically confirmed the types of assaults against young males by their mothers I am 

talking about (such as my own), I did find evidence of the wide-ranging violence both 

men and women were conducting against each other and against children (but not 

specifically sex-related assaults against children). Men were clearly identified as 

being more violent than women, and whilst the level of violence by women against 

men was less, the type and style of viciousness of attacks were little different from 

each other. 

 

The reference article below is twenty years old but I feel it remains pertinent for 

contemporary times. It is sensitively written by a Psychologist who has obviously had 

considerable experience in the area of mother-son abuse, more particularly sexual 

abuse. 


