
                                                                                                                  
 

 

 

My story began normal. My periods only last four days were presumed normal consistency and flow. I 

started getting them around 11 and was most comfortable talking to my sister and Dad, poor guy. But 

my sister moved out as soon as she could, Dad and Mum separated and I felt lost and confused.  

At age 13 my periods became erratic, intense pain, constipated to diarrhea, I was passing out from 

the pain it was causing every two weeks and then I became ill, mentally as well as physically. No one 

noticed and I wasn't sharing. I thought I was being a sook. I sucked it up and got on with it. By age 16 

it had gotten so bad it affected grades over years and bullying at school got worse after I was found in 

school toilets covered in sweat vomit on floor and out cold, When I came to my friend was shaking me 

and I told her it's normal I cleaned myself up went to sick room, I was there a lot with headaches. 

My mum finally noticed me and something wasn't right.  

 

I went to so many Dr's, they laughed at me, telling me it's just a period, I'll get use to it. I was turned 

away over and over again. No ultrasound picked it up and they didn't want to test further as I was 

young. They thought I was a hypochondriac. I lost jobs, relationships, friendships, education ( being 

absent in sick room, being absent of mind, memory loss) , I lost alot including my sanity. I couldn't 

talk to any one, I didn't trust anyone any more.  

 

By 18 I was fully sexually active and I started noticing something was wrong there. I didn't know how 

to explain it, who was there to explain it to. The loneliness got worse as I could not maintain 

relationships and wasn't educated enough in life skills to know what to do now.  

I moved to WA 2006 , it took year and a half for me to see any new Dr and I found a winner, new new 

Dr picked it straight up and sent me for ultrasound which showed nothing, then for CT and MRI with 

dye, which showed nothing , then laparoscopy which showed one hell of a mess.  

 

The specialists didn't know what to make of it. It took several operations to get it to where it is today. 

No children do not fix it but can help in some ways for some women. I'm expecting my second child. 

Let's just say the angles gave me the gift of life. But others aren't so lucky. What I want women to 

know, is teach your children life skills. Teach them about support networking. If they aren't 
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comfortable talking to you, then that OK but to know that there are people out there who can help by 

offering support. Just like these women in this group. Each and every one of them is fighting their own 

battle but they know the struggles in which is faced each day and how lonely it can feel.  

Women don't often realize that endo can cause mental illness, this was new to me.  

 

Since this page I learnt about the negative effects of some contraception and the tie between endo, 

the pill and mental health and diet. For the first time in as long as I can remember my anxiety is at 

bay. Thankyou EndoSisters 💛  

 


