Chapter 1
I grew up at Pontypridd in South Wales which is about ten miles north of Cardiff.
It was a little quiet place, old mining town. The mine was half and hour out of town, there were special work buses for them.
My Mum

I look like mum, a little bent over.

I don’t think she had any idea how to shop, she put her cigarettes before food for us.

I would walk three miles home form school and there was never anything in the cupboard,

She would either be lying on the couch smoking or at friends smoking then go to bingo at night in the town. I remember saying to her once, I was really really sick, can you please just stay home with me and she said “don’t be silly your father is home to look after you”.

Dad loathed bickering with her.

He was father and mother.

She never done nothing for us really, but I don’t hold it against her, I’m almost positive she had not much idea.

She was never ever vicious, just a lack of food and care.

My Dad

He worked in the coalmine.

He had a body like a jockey, he was blonde with blue eyes.

He was a very serious bloke, smiling once in a while, he was alright with us kids but more stern with grown ups.

He would get us up 4 or 5 o’clock in the morning, and would cook us fried eggs, then put us back to bed after making sure we had some food. When it was really cold he pulled the mattress downstairs in the living room with the coal burner fire to keep us warm.

I think if it wasn’t for him we would have been out looking for food all the time.

Without him we would have had to go stealing to survive.

Dad used to do housework on the weekend.

Mum would visit friends, bludging cigarettes cause she had no money.

Dad would work all day, come home, made sure we were going to bed every night and not causing problems.

I remember he would take us to seaside resort.

We never had any money to spend, he used to buy us hot chips and we thought that was marvelous. He would go the pub for a few hours.

Mum would spend all the money playing bingo in the showground the whole time, she never sat on the beach or done anything with us.

His work would take us once a year to the cinema with fruit and chocolate and to see Santa. The pit gave every child on the bus half a crown so we would have something to spend. We bought “rock” and thought it was great.

We would be in these dresses and freezing, there was always this cold wind.

I used to paddle in the ocean and rush in at the waves – we would sit at the beach all day and get burnt. We would also walk around, I don’t think we went on any rides, but our father would always come back and stay with us, we would have to get mum from bingo to catch the bus.

Dad was in the Army – in a concentration camp – he tried to get out standing by a railway station, the Gestapo caught him, beat him and starved him. They would put an apple on the floor – cause the Jewish children were starving, when they went for the apple they would shoot them. He told me bits when I asked him, he said that he tried to get home because his mother was sick that’s why he tried to escape. When he came to England he had TB.
He never said he loved us but he showed us in different ways.

We would fight sometimes, one day he offered me a piece of his bread and I knew that we were at peace with each other.

Two brothers

We never really mixed, we sorted of drifted apart, no quarrels.

I remember being cheeky in the park. My mother would call us, and we would hide.

We would knock on doors and run away – we found that great fun!

My youngest brother was a roamer, like a tramp who moves around, goes to work, then does not go to work. I heard recently that he is an alcoholic. He was like a nomad, still lives in Wales…, he had a  wife who was carrying on with other blokes.

Patrick had fits, had all sorts of problems, they put him on medications and did lots of scans, global damage, Lacking iron, otherwise healthy.

Sister

My sister  had reflux, and polycystic kidney problems. She mixed with her own people, and had a lot of girl friends so she mixed with them and never bothered much with any of us.  .

When she found out that her father died of illness and mum got married again to my father she was hateful towards us all and my father. She would throw tea at him, call him names, “you’re not my father!”, she used to hit him.

I was scared of her, she would throw knives at you, she would get really angry, I think she still is. She was really demanding, they would buy her good stuff and give us 10c I think mum felt guilty for not telling her about her father sooner, but don’t think it would have made any difference.

Grandparents

Mums parents never really treated us nice. Grandfather would yell at us, he always thought we were up to something bad. At the time I hated him. But my grandmother, she was alright when he wasn’t around, but when he was there she was like him.

On her own she would help you with your hair and things like that.

Most of the time they didn’t bother mother, but once my grandfather told her off because I was eating too many eggs, and had boils all over – my grandfather shouted at her “give her bloody meat!”.

He never appreciated her really, she had a fall and was in bed for a while, she had done damage, she was a big woman. She would say “Ive been up a bloody hour and I haven’t got a cup of tea yet” , he never did anything for her.

When the other family came – mums brothers and sisters – he was all over them, he never treated any of us any good, I don’t know why. I don’t hate him any more, he never touched or hit us, he just made out we were trouble, we knew we weren’t wanted there.

Dads grandparents lived in Poland, we never met them. Dad had a sister, she died of respiratory problems.  The Russians took his brothers to the salt mines – he cried one Christmas – he never saw them again.

Me

I had friends, we used to sit on a bridge singing every night… … pop songs, drivin people crazy, Mods and the rockers on each side, rockin and rollin, singing  Shirley Bassy songs.
I was scruffy. Mum used to get clothes from a jumble sale which made me look worse.

I would go to visit friends and  I would be lucky to get food.

Sometimes when I was really hungry and would call in – I  wouldn’t ask but if offered would take it. It’s hard going to bed hungry at night, even now I eat toast before I go to bed, I cant sleep if don’t eat something before I go to bed.

I felt deserted as if no one understood me.

I used to go help the farmers dig up the potatoes and have a free ride on the horses

I used to go a lot of places on my own….. I mainly went up  the mountain, just to walk around, maybe I was a bit of a hermit. I remember Shauney’s pond. I used to sit watching the water ripple, watching where the streams went, gazing at the pebbles, … … … what I was trying to sort out I’ll never know.

Our house was like a pig sty, a large bedroom as big as a hall, the lodgers slept in another 3 bedrooms, and my mother slept in small bedroom downstairs, with my father, they had a coal fire in their room. There were rats and mice inside the oven, the rooms full of bed bugs, we got DDT  stuff and plastered the beds and railings – its illegal now.

We used to have this poison stuff for your hair, you would put it on at night, your hair would be stiff and smelt bad.

Going to school we had to walk about 2 or 3 miles. There was a lady Mrs Plummer, who would pull us in the house on our way to school and give us lollies, food and sweets. She would run mum and dad down, she was really funny “Ill make sure you kids don’t go to school starving” she always interfered. She was a big lady, who lived in a small real nice old fashioned house.

She was really good to us but she made sure the whole world knew about her giving us stuff.

Our town was full of proud people but also very jealous of each other trying to  “keep up with Jones”. 

At home we had 7 lodgers,  a mix of polish Ukrainian, Yugoslavian’s living with us.
Every weekend would have a house full of people playing cards. People would be calling each other cheats, someone would end up getting carted to hospital with something needing stitchin. We thought it was funny, everyone knew when the police came it was the lodgers who had caused the trouble.
It never frightened us we expected it every week, drinkin, cards, cheatin, fightin.
Mum made wine. None of them ever touched us, dad warned them. Some of them lived with us for years.
School
All the others went to school, we went to school aged six.
The priest said we should go to catholic school, things changed, I didn’t want to go any more, I would hide up the mountain and just sit, and get a feed of winberries, sharing them with the sheep. We would eat them cause we were hungry.
At school if you didn’t do what they wanted they gave you the cane. If you were slow you were made to sit in the corner. I didn’t understand, the other kids would laugh. And we had go to church every day.  Even needle work, I didn’t get it, even the teacher made fun of me - I yelled at her and never went back to her class.
Mum got a summons once for me. The school inspector came.
When I was twelve or so he told me that I would have to do all the years again if I didn’t go to school. I told him I didn’t want to go to school I wasn’t learning anything, I just didn’t go.
A Christmas to remember

I went to a party once when I was young, the house was really beautiful and it had the biggest tree I have ever seen. The house was big and beautiful. They were polish people and they had a Christmas party. The cake had these silvery balls that you could eat, and instead of giving them presents, they gave us presents.
All the Polish families knew each other, we knew them but we never went over to play, but this time we were invited. I remember the food on the table it was like all the Christmas’s had come at once, home made bakes pies, sandwiches, cup cakes, welsh cakes, there was lollies,  sweets cakes, chocolate everything. We played games like musical chairs, we all had to say jokes and things, they treated us really good, they knew we were poor. The presents were all packaged up, I don’t think I’ve ever had a packages like that, it was wonderful, we went home with more than we went with.
It was like you were in fantasy land…it was a big modern house, big ceilings and rooms, I remember the tree had been frosted white with dangly Christmas things and chocolates, it was like walking into a real miracle……none of us got to go back to that house….I ate more than I should have to make sure I didn’t go hungry, I had a bit of everything that was on the table, they told us to take some home, and gave us a bag full, they knew…..
There was laughter there, there was something…I managed to get in amongst them and have fun and be silly, that was one of the most precious things that I could look back on.
We were dressed in rags but for one day we had all the riches we could want.
I mixed with one girl who was Polish but her father was awful, he called himself a peasant, his grandparents came over and his mother slapped him.
The Park Keeper/Inspector

Me and my brother stirred the Park Keeper and he used to chase us all over the place. We loved that, we were wicked – we would make faces. I didn’t do much,  it was my brother mainly. The inspector would run after us “I’ll report you to the police!”. He knew us very well, he could have told our parents. I think he liked being stirred to chase us.

It was a beautiful big park, it had a swimming pool for small kids, diving boards, the garden was sunken with beautiful flowers, always well kept, a cricket pitch, there was often shows and circus, rodeos etc. We would sit down there a lot. The kids used to go down just to sit and talk about ordinary things.

Chapter 2
“The Pedophiles”

I was 8 or 9. They fed me and gave me cigarette I thought they loved me, they were kind really, in the beginning.
I was in a park just down the road from where we lived. I was on my own, the one bloke was a distant cousin, he was old and standing outside his front door and called me over. We got talkin – he was talking about mother and father and all that. He said “do you want to come in and have a cup of tea or drink?”. I went in cause I didn’t think there was any harm – he didn’t try anything the fist time – he started touching me the second time. I didn’t really understand what it was all about.
He said it was “good for me”. He came by me and started touching me on the shoulders and that. He asked “would you like some food?” – of course I was always starvin as there was nothing in the house. He said “you might as well have some lunch here”. He said ‘why don’t you take your panties off”. My reaction was to think why did I need to take them off? He was so much older and bigger, I was little and confused. 

He was touching me there and he bought out his penis and I thought what the hell! I was really confused and thought nobody does that at home. He said “it wont hurt you” and kept prodding, I was frightened … … he said “you looked scared but  you don’t need to be”. 
I told him stop – he said “I won’t hurt you” and he kept pushing. 
I was really scared – I said “I don’t think this is right” and as little as I was I tried to push away. He said “it’s okay but don’t tell anyone”, then he said he “wouldn’t give me lunch if I didn’t do it”, and “I won’t give you any cigarettes”.
It was like he was giving me a guilt trip. He said “I know your mother doesn’t give you food”. He knew I was starving.
It was really difficult, I was worried where the next food was coming from. He said he would always look after me.
He said “Oh I got a friend”. He said “he’s a really nice man” , “do you think you could do the same for him as you do for me”… … …
I thought Oh  it was bad enough with one,  he said “it will be alright there is nothing wrong, nothing to worry about”,  “he will give you food too”…. 
He had already said he would tell on me if I didn’t go along with it.
He invited him over. He was being nice he said you should come to my house.
He was doing the same sort of things, offering me food…. telling me not to say anything…

They would get me to do things then they would give me food and smokes.
They always said not to say anything to nobody. 

It was the way they said it that sort of scared me, it was a change in mood. I was worried if I said anything I would get taken away.
I tried to make things hurry up , it wasn’t like doing a chore that you don’t like doin. I would just try to get it over and done with…

One of my best friends – she didn’t tell anyone he was doin it to her too. She was drinking heavily and only told her parents a few years ago. 

We didn’t know it was happening to each other – it hit me for six the other sister told me.
She was so very big I didn’t even recognise her,  she used to be so skinny.
Her sister told me what when on….inside I felt crushed because it was happening to her and I never knew. I feel nothing but compassion…

I was really upset – I felt sorry for her. I know its not my fault but I cant help but feel – she was a good friend she never said anything. I felt real anguish. Overwhelmed. 

My heart really went out to her, I felt compassion and understood. 

When I saw he she just looked at me never said nothing. 

It takes a part of your life away in a sense – you never feel the same.
It made me feel really really sick, nasty sick.

I didn’t deserve it, I should  not have had to go through that.
It’s not so bad. I cant cry anymore. I cant show all of my feelings.

I feel emotions inside. I cant outwardly show it anymore.
Over time more things started to happen at his house. They would say come back tomorrow –  I believed I didn’t have a choice not to go.
I had so much anxiety about going, and had no choice. At school I would have stomach aches all the time. There was suspicion then. They would send me home because I was fallin asleep and complaining of stomach ache. They just wrote a note saying I had stomach problems and that my mum should get me checked out. 

Mum would say “What’s wrong with you?”. I told her I played up so I didn’t have to go to school. I was scared to tell her. After that I never went to school again.
When I was about 11 my “uncle” caught me at the neighbours house. He had a spat with the other bloke. I don’t know what they said.
They kept telling me not to tell anybody. Whenever I hear that today it rocks me.
My “uncle” then went to mother and told her that he caught me with the bloke up the road. They got the police and detectives took my clothes away. Mum  would get me up at midnight to have a hot bath so if I was pregnant I would lose it. I used to say it was hot – she said “I want it hot in case you’re pregnant!”.
At Court they had me in the stand to tell my side of the story. I just told them the things that I remembered. They made me out to be a liar. They said I must have been with more than one person. He had good lawyers, his family must have had lots of money. They weren’t nice in court.
It was frightening. Mum was talking to the Barrister and asked “will they put her away?”. She didn’t sound scared. I thought they were going to put me somewhere.
I was a kid sitting around in these big brown polished chairs. They asked me some questions and the judge said I had to answer. They weren’t very nice, it was like they were all in a bad mood.
The police didn’t say much at all. They only that they wanted my clothes and asked me what other ones I had worn and they took them away. They asked me for a statement and I told them.  I cant remember what I said.

I was too scared to talk about my cousin. I was too scared that they would think that I was makin up stories. I really thought at least I would get rid of one of them at the time.
My uncle went to court and he told them that he caught us both naked, but I wasn’t in there listening to his evidence, they took me outside while the others were giving evidence.
Their Barrister said I was makin up stories. He got off scott free. They said the case was dismissed. It was in the paper “alleged 11 year old caught in the nude with man”.

Insufficient evidence - case dismissed.
I was just left with no sympathy or understanding.
Kids called me hot rod….the boys would say “come on come down the field with me”.

I used to get terribly hurt. I didn’t go to school again. I didn’t like school much because I was a bit backward (or just couldn’t concentrate). I just didn’t want to be there. I would pick up potatoes for the farmers so I could ride on their horse.
A farm I used to go to, I used to help them pull up potatoes and bag them.  Instead of paying me money they’d let me ride the horses. I could go out for an hour or so. I used to love horses, it was like freedom – it was the only time felt free.

I would go all over the mountain, picking winnberries. I taught myself to ride. I fell off a few times but you just get back on. You feel like you’re running in the breeze. I’m absolutely free…   

Sometimes the farmers invited me for food, you’d get some of what ever they were cookin…I got shot at by one farmer – “get off me bloody property” – but he’d shoot to miss yer, but they were good. If anything was wrong you’d go and tell them. If a sheep was caught you’ go and help them.
After court I did spend a lot of time on my own. The family didn’t want to spend time with their daughters.
No one talked to me about what was happening.
I don’t think my mother wanted me after that.
My father didn’t say nuthin – he didn’t go to court.
He didn’t treat me any differently. He never condemned me. He never said nothing. 

He said nothing at all.
He was still the same father.
She more or less blamed me. “You shouldn’t be in peoples houses”,  you shouldn’t be doin this or that… … …
Once I realised what had happened I was destroyed.

After court I realised that everything that was happening was wrong.
I had people making fun of me. In a small town, it made me out as if I was a real bad person. I felt as if I was destroyed.
David – the wolf in sheep’s clothing.
David met me when I was 13.

I was out on the road walking around he come up and was talking to me and was really nice. He was living in his aunts place at the time. 

He was 10 years older than me, he was 23.
He was just talking about normal  stuff and asked if I wanted to go out. I was excited, he was really nice and good looking. We were meeting each other in different places. 

He said we couldn’t go public because of my age, that I was too young for him.

But he would tell me I was a wonderful person and all those nice things, he never said anything nasty. He made me feel as though I was wanted, he bought me coffee.

We would make love. He was caring and was different to what I had experienced before. I just thought it was exciting sneaking around.
After about a year I got pregnant. I had to tell my mother. She took me to the doctors and they gave me medicine to take at the time. It made me pretty sick, but I lost the baby. Then mum went to meet him to ask for money to pay for the medicine that she had to buy. We met in a café, after that she told me “don’t see him again, he is too old”. 

My father never said nuthin. Of course I still wanted to be with him, so I went looking for him.

His aunty threw him out because he was going out with a girl too young. They went and got the police, my mum stood up for me. He didn’t have anywhere to live so my family took him in. My father didn’t want him there because he was too old. 
David started telling me that I should go to work. I was working 6 days a week at a glove factory. He was working in the coke ovens in the mine, but he started telling my family what to do. I said “you should be grateful they are letting you stay here because you had no where to go”,  but then he just whacked me. 

He started hitting me for the least little thing. He was aggressive towards my father. He didn’t hit him, but picked on him.  He used to irritate my mother all the time. My family were afraid of him. They didn’t go to the police, the only thing I could think if is that they were afraid of him. He had threatened my father that he would drive him to a mental institution.
I didn’t know – he bought a girl home one night and said she had no where to go – meanwhile they were having sex, not in front of me but out in the car and things. She lived with us for a while, but she got pregnant and then lost the baby.

Then my father started breaking down slowly…acting strange, having more memories of the war, saying the Gestapo was going to come. He kept telling me to hide all the time, he was upset and scared. He had a strap around his neck and was trying to choke himself.

I think David actually drove my father to be like this – he played on my father a lot…

We got the doctor there to look at my father. They couldn’t understand him so they got a psychiatrist to the house and put him in a mental hospital and gave him electric shock treatment, he was like a zombie. He tried to escape from there quite a number of times. One time he had fallen and had stitches in his head. One day he got out of there and came home, he said they weren’t feeding him. I said to him “what did you have for tea last night?” and he said “chicken” but we didn’t send him back because I really honestly believe that the electric shock treatment was the end of him. He would go for an injection at the hospital each week, he would shred up his clothes, not bathe, or just stare into mid air. I remember trying to shave him but I just couldn’t do it. He was my father, I could see what this David was doing, but I was too scared because he had turned real nasty and had taken over the house.
David was telling everyone what to do. He would yell and shout and deprive us of sleep, he would wack me and get me up at 2am to do housework. He had a friend that he was always with.  Sometimes, in the nights he would say to me “will you do it with them?”. I would say “I don’t want to – I love you – I don’t want to go with someone else”. Every time I would mention love he would get irritable.
He kept on pestering and not letting me sleep night after night. He would do something nasty or hit me and in the end I just gave in cause I was just not getting any rest at all. I was just exhausted and scared.

I asked him “how can you love me if you treat me like that”, he said “I will treat you how I want”. I kept saying “it should just be for one person – me and you not other people.

He would take me to this place to another man, his wife was deaf.  David would take him out with us, and find some woods or somewhere where he would stand there watching this man with me. Afterwards he would smack me and say I shouldn’t have done it but then he would push me to do it again. I was just living on my nerves, I had nobody, I never told my mother but she guessed something was going on.
The council gave us a house so we could move away from my parents. I thought I have no where to go – no where to run. If I had gone to my parents he would have just hit them.
When I was 21 I had my son. I had high blood pressure. Having a baby didn’t help at all, I thought that when I had him I wouldn’t have to do it anymore, but after a few months he started up again.
All the money I earned, I didn’t get any of it - he spent it on other women. He would take earrings out of my ears to give them to someone else. If I said anything about it I would get punched, he would even cut up my clothes if I didn’t do what he said.

I virtually had nothing…

He was hard on the baby. He was a mind manipulator, he went to give him a strappin for breaking eggs one day. I said “you cant hit him,  if you’re going to - hit me instead”. I had to try to protect my son from him. He used to tell my son when he was about 3 or 4  “if she is smoking before she has a cup of tea you tell me and I’ll give you 20c”. He would mainly have him checking on me.
David and the pedophile bloke took my brothers wife who had a disability, and took her up the mountain and they both had sex with her. She ended up having David’s baby. 
I didn’t know about it until after I had left home. My brother left her because she was having affairs…
David decided that he was going to give up work and just make me work. He put me in a magazine and advertised me. I said “no I don’t want to do it”, he hit me, deprived me of sleep at night… … …  I didn’t want to, I just wanted a roof over my head….

Exhausted and feeling like I had no choice, people started calling to make an appointment.  I would turn them down, but he would organize for them to come, then he would hide in the shed. If I would have had somewhere to go I feel as though I would have run away.
Things got worse with people wanting to take me away for a couple of days. I didn’t want to go , I didn’t want to leave my son.  

David had me at a pub one night making deals with other people while I was there – more or less tryin to sell me.
He got worse. One night he took my clothes off and threw me outside in the snow and told me I could stay there the night. Sometimes I slept on the cold kitchen floor with the dog.
A couple of times I went to his mum crying, and I was so depressed and tried to tell her but I don’t think she cared,  she would say David wouldn’t do that – it cant be as bad as all that. I even wanted to take my own life, but I couldn’t, mainly because my father had committed suicide, and David had pushed him towards that.
He would take our son over to his brother and sisters place – they reported us to the police.
The police banged the door down. They had broken into our house that time and took photos that had been taken of me posing nude - when a bloke was there.
His family reported me and they made sure David and my son were at their place.
The police went through everything, I couldn’t tell them anything – I didn’t have any clothes on or anything, they just said “you were reported as having men coming through your house all the time”. I didn’t say anything because I was scared and embarrassed.
But one saved me. Even for my child I couldn’t go back – I know it sounds bad, but I couldn’t, If I had tried he would have probably killed me. If you had seen how violent he could get you would understand.
One time he beat me really bad, I wanted to die. I went to the family doctor and told him what happened. He took me to my sister and brother in law but I couldn’t stay because I was afraid he would break in and really beat them. So I had a sleep and then  I went walking to his brothers and sister in law and told them what happened. I think his brother would have mangled him if I had let him. His brother was normal, but I said please don’t say nothing cause I have to go back there to live. I felt like I had no choice but to go back mainly because there was no way of getting my son and getting him away. 
Meanwhile my mother was looking for me, but I went back home, and he said I will never hit you again and made a whole lot of promises, that he would treat me better, that he would show more love and affection. But it wasn’t love and affection at all, he just wanted to own me and for me to do what he wanted for his benefit. So his promises meant nothing, I was forced straight back in to everything.
All he told me was that “I own you” and that I’m “nothing but a piece of shit on the shelf”. I thought about suicide but that wouldn’t have been fair to my son. I had been numb for a long time, and just kept going. I couldn’t believe that’s how you could treat someone you are supposed to love. I thought if that’s love – I don’t want it.

Geoff
So things went along like that until Geoff. He came back and asked me if I wanted a weekend away. I asked David to let me go. I went away and explained to him the situation and I said I don’t want to go home but I want to fight for custody of my son. 
He liked me and was always really good to me, he said I’m not going back to Australia unless you come with me. He really did care, the way he held me and spoke to me, he was different, he was a lot older and I really thought a lot of him. 
We got a house together and I went to a solicitor straight away and started for custody. 
I should have rang up and said I wasn’t coming home, my son was only about five. But I tried to get custody of my son, and I told them part of the reason. They put it to court but his solicitor got the photos from the police and made me out as really bad, an unfit mother. Half of the stuff his family were saying – they were telling lies, they said my son was even trying to act the part out of having sex and things like that, the solicitor I had said “I think you better just ask for access to your son, they have got too much proof against you”. I said “no I am going in there to get my son back”, and when I went in the judge treated me terrible. He said “what would you do if you had your son?”,  I said I’m going to Australia . I had to wait for 18 months to immigrate, they said “how will his father see him?”. I said “there are planes, boats, ships, …  he wouldn’t care where I was”. 
I told them about David but they made me out as a liar. I said “ask him about all the times that he assaulted me”, but they didn’t take any notice. 
I didn’t know that I needed someone to testify for me, so they said I was an unfit mother and that I didn’t deserve custody, and when I left court that day I just wanted to die. I went out and told Geoff that I had lost. I was stunned, more than anything I didn’t believe a judge would do this.
My sister in law and her husband said they were so sorry – “it’s wrong”. They knew that I was being treated unjustly, they knew what was gong on , I think they all knew what was going on. Why wouldn’t he go into the court or testify? He put his arms around me and said “I’m so sorry”. I knew he wasn’t part of it, at least someone had compassion….
Geoff and I went home. I cried and cried and cried and wanted to know where is the justice? A friend preacher said “if I had known I would have been there, he said “you never had a chance”. He was a really nice bloke, he told me “you never had a chance in your life”.
Geoff was very loving and was there for me. He was one of the best persons I have met in my life. He would surprise me and give me flowers and he gave me a Christmas stocking. 

It was the thoughtfulness, he acted like he was a young kid, but he was an older man, he made me feel human for the first time in my life… … …
I still love him and respect him. He is the first human being to make me feel like I belonged somewhere. I still love him but not as man and wife, but I love and respect him because of how he treated me, he made me feel needed and appreciated. I still have a special love for him, he showed me life could be different. We had a daughter together, but now he is back with his original wife and that’s good.
Note from Lithgow Community Projects
There is so much more to J’s story… …. … but for now, the author wanted to reach out to other women, to share her story, to hopefully help others to feel a little less alone, and to inspire us all to protect children from abuse.
We are mindful of how difficult it was to share the pain of her story, and are humbled by the courageousness of her stand against being silenced all these years…..and her determination to help other women despite her own ongoing battles…….
J’s words of wisdom from the heart – getting free from violence and abuse

· you are not on your own you can get help

· talk to someone who understands

· you have to reach out – push yourself to get out of that headspace, you can do it

· find someone you can trust

· tell yourself you cant stay there because it’s pulling you down, argue with yourself to get out, find that bit of strength in you to fight to get yourself out

· find someone to talk to that doesn’t make you feel ashamed, you need to talk about it not keep it in your head otherwise it tortures you with anger and pain

· GUILT: look at it another way, tell yourself it was not your fault, if you were a child you would have been too young to really understand 

· Tell yourself it wasn’t your fault and believe it otherwise you can’t get out of it

· There is a light at the end of the tunnel, at times you may feel like there isn’t but you do get out of

· Keep moving forward, even in the darkness, even if you can’t see the light, in my heart I knew it was still there

· At times the pain and guilt is so bad, but you need to find someone to trust and who can cope with what you need to say and not take it on as their problem

· If you do keep it inside its torture, that’s when you want to give up and fel like you cant take it anymore, that’s when you have to force yourself to reach out

· I don’t want people to commit suicide, its not the answer, the pain still goes on with your family and friends

· Talking makes it easier to release, its not in your mind all the time, don’t be frightened to talk to the right people, it takes the pressure and pain away a little

· Talking about it with others who understand and don’t take it on as their own baggage helps, and maybe you can also help someone else feel better
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