THE GREENS

x

KILLED ME

AND THIS IS HOW

x

They developed a policy.
Such a small thing, a policy.
Smaller than a Bill, but not smaller than the voices of disabled people.
The men and women who wrote the policy were non-disabled people.
They didn’t know about the lives of disabled people.
And so the Greens killed me.

THE GREENS KILLED ME.

The Greens killed me.
I was a woman with spinal muscular atrophy and I’d been diagnosed at birth.
I couldn’t walk.

x

I needed help to do most things.
I didn’t have any support.
I spent all weekend in bed because there was no funding for support workers.
I pissed on a towel when the support worker wasn’t there.
I bled on a red towel that I kept just for the times I was menstruating.
My disability was a ‘life limiting condition’, said the Greens, said the doctors.
Like a terminal illness - life shortened anyway, so why not further?
I’d never expected to live past forty anyway - my sister died of the same condition.
I went to a doctor and I said I was in a lot of pain, but really, I was just tired.
And so I died.

THE GREENS KILLED ME.

The Greens killed me.
I’d been diagnosed with colorectal cancer, but it was operable.
The problem was that I was autistic and I had a phobia about hospitals.

x

Because I couldn’t go to the hospital, they said I’d die.
My life was filled with pain and I knew my life was worth nothing.
When autistic children were killed by parents, people said it was ‘a mercy’.
They said autistics are ‘burdens’ and that our murderers were ‘devoted parents’.
They said that we couldn’t judge unless we ‘walked in their shoes’.
I had a cancer that would kill me unless I had it treated.
I couldn’t tell anyone about my phobia; nobody asked me, so I just refused to go.
It was easier to wait and ask for death so that I wouldn’t be a ‘burden’.
Like the other autistic people, the ones who had never asked for death.
And so I died.

THE GREENS KILLED ME.

The Greens killed me.
I was a teenager who was black, queer, disabled - I breathed with a BPAP machine.
My mother sent me for a lot of surgeries to try and make me walk.

x

The only pain specialist in my town was up a flight of stairs.
I didn’t have good pain relief and at night I cried.
I’d had 38 surgeries in my short life, just like fourteen year old Jerika Bolen.
Jerika’s grandmother called her ‘unselfish’ when she decided to end her life.
Her mother held a fundraiser for her to have her ‘last dance’.
Thousands of people turned up and she wore a pretty dress.
But I was black, queer, disabled - I had no friends, and there was no dance.
Other teenagers wore anti suicide wristbands, but not me.
My hospital wristband was approved by my family, and the world.
And so I died.

THE GREENS KILLED ME.

The Greens killed me.
I broke my neck diving and I became a quadriplegic.
There was no money for me to go home, so I went to the institution.
x

There were people there who had been there for decades.
I’d never really met anyone who was a quadriplegic and living a good life.
I paid 86% of my pension to the institution for my ‘care’ and boarding.
I heard about quadriplegics who were married or had jobs.
But that was far, far out of reach – I couldn’t even get a taxi home.
Another quadriplegic measured the space between the bollards at the jetty.
He drove off into the water. But that was a long time ago now.
I didn’t need to do that, because I had assisted suicide legislation.
My doctor said he’d help, because ‘he wouldn’t want to be like me’.
And so I died.

THE GREENS KILLED ME.

The Greens killed me.
I was treated differently every single day from the time I was born.
Every time I went to the shops, people stared at me.

x

I had osteogenesis imperfecta and they talked to me like I was five years old.
I often broke bones, and I was often in ‘unbearable pain’.
But it did not hurt as much as it did when people discriminated against me.
I couldn’t get a job – half of all disabled people live in poverty, including me.
I couldn’t get a boyfriend, because disabled people weren’t sexual, let alone gay.
I was severely depressed, but I only went to a psychologist once.
He said it was natural for me to be depressed, ‘given my condition.’
I didn’t need to lie about the pain, but I lied about the depression.
They listed all the breaks I’d had, but they didn’t ever talk about my broken heart.
And so I died.

THE GREENS KILLED ME.

The Greens killed me.
I had muscular dystrophy, but that wasn’t the problem.

x

The problem was that I knew that I was a tragedy and a burden.
The problem was that people thought I was better off dead.
I knew this when I saw that movie about a disabled man, Me Before You.
I knew that because I was 35 and I still lived at home with my mother.
I knew that when she wiped my arse and I saw the look of resignation in her eyes.
And I knew that when she opened yet another rejected claim for funding.
One day I went to hospital for a routine surgery, but something went wrong.
I woke up with a DNR band on my wrist that I’d never asked for.
I knew that when the anaesthetist casually asked if I’d ever considered euthanasia.
You gave me the support to die before you gave me the support to live.
And so I died.

THE GREENS KILLED ME.

The Greens killed me.
I had a chronic disease that took me seven years to have diagnosed.

x

People told me to ‘just get over it’ - my employer fired me for having time off work.
I lived in poverty because my pain medications far exceeded my income.
I wasn’t eligible for the disability support pension because of the new tighter rules.
I wasn’t eligible for the NDIS because it was a ‘medical or health condition’.
The newspapers called us ‘rorters’ and we were regarded as welfare cheats.
There was a new wonder drug on the market but it wasn’t on the PBS.
I went to twelve doctors and only ten said no.
The other two didn’t know me, but they didn’t ask about what my life was like.
It wasn’t their job to do that, and they couldn’t fix that anyway.
It was the pain I was tired of, but it was also the struggle of this hard, hard life.
And so I died.

THE GREENS KILLED ME.

The Greens killed me.
They killed me at a time when disabled people had no rights.
They killed me without ever asking me and people like me what we thought.

x

They killed me because of their ideas about my worth and my ‘quality of life’.
They killed me because they could never imagine having their arses wiped.
They killed me because their ideas about ‘dignity’ were not like ours.
They killed me because they had watched a parent die in pain.
They killed me because it was easier to fight for dying than for disability support.
They killed me because it was easier to fight for dying than for palliative care.
They killed me because I cost too much money to support.
They killed me because I had never had a job and I wasn’t ‘productive’.
They killed me because I was disabled.
And so I died.

THE GREENS KILLED ME.

