
To change everything: 
A midwife’s road to escaping

domestic abuse

‘I wanted to tell my story to make health
 professionals understand how hard it is to 

face people with the truth’



Can you tell me about your experience ?

I was young when I first met my ex husband. It was a whirlwind 
romance and relationship - he was a local, fairly well-known 
sportsman and I keenly followed the sport he was involved 

in. I was completely infatuated with him at the start. The fact 
that he had a terrible temper and often raised his voice to 

me, often unfairly, did not seem important or a warning sign at 
that moment.

I believed I loved him and he loved me and everything would 
be ok. 

After dating for just 18 months and moving into our own house 
together, we got married. At this point, although verbally abu-
sive and bad tempered on many occasions, he had not physically 

assaulted me but there were lots of verbal threats and he 
enjoyed belittling me – especially in front of both mine and 

his family and friends.

After he and I were married, he set up his own business and I 
was at the end of my nurse training, about to embark on my
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midwifery training. It was then I discovered I was pregnant 
with our first baby.

 

 
 

When I was eight months pregnant, we had an argument about 
the way he had belittled me in front of his father and had 

taken his side. Despite the fact that we had some friends vis-
iting he assaulted me, pushing me to the floor and repeatedly 

punching me over my back and shoulders.

That was the start of 25 years of often brutal and physical 
attacks that I endured. 

 
People ask me 

‘why didn’t you leave after the first attack ?’. My answer 
was and still would be ‘I married for life, I had to make the 
most of it and, pregnant with our baby, about to become a 

little family, I desperately wanted to make it work’ – but of 
course, I was wrong.
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It wasn’t all bad. We had 25 years of marriage during which we 
had four beautiful children. Sadly, our third child, a little baby 

boy, died at the age of 9 months due to a very serious heart 
condition he was born with.

We laughed at the same comedy programmes and had some 
lovely holidays. On the whole, he was a good father to the 

children and enjoyed doing things with them. And there was 
never any sexual abuse.

But on average, every 3 to 4 months or thereabouts, he lost his 
temper, inflicting on me terrible injuries, both physically and 

emotionally that often left me in a lot of pain and
feeling sad. 

 
He never cared if there was an audience and he never said 

sorry, always saying that I had ‘asked for it’ by winding him up 
or disagreeing with him. He said I knew how to anger him and 
pushed him too far – but earlier on in the marriage I stopped 

arguing with him, knowing where it would lead.

His father also had a bad temper and he often said he was ‘just 
like his dad’ and couldn’t help it.
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Another thing was, he was very unwell on our first holiday 
after we married with bacterial meningitis – and so I made 
allowances for him – telling myself that maybe he had some 

scarring on the brain that caused his terrible outbursts.
 

On a holiday in Scarborough, soon after the birth of our sec-
ond baby, he punched me in the face in front of his father, 

brother and sister-in-law because he said I was showing him 
up in front of them by disagreeing with something he said. It 

was out in the centre of town for all to see – I was left with a 
badly bruised face and nosebleed.

 
Another time, when our third baby was very small, he accused 
me of flirting with one of his friends and punched me in the 
eye socket, causing a fracture and a really bad swollen black 

eye. Of course, I told everyone I had a glass of wine too many 
and walked into the door handle.
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I often wondered if people believed my made-up stories 
about my injuries – certainly no one questioned me, and in 
a way I was glad about that. I’m sure I would have denied 
the truth at that point because I wasn’t ready to change 

everything.

I had another bad experience when in a rage, he kicked me 
so hard at the base of my spine. He fractured my coccyx. The 

pain was terrible and I had to have weeks of physiotherapy and 
deep heat treatment for the bruising. But again, I lied. 

 
I said I’d been working out in the gym and fallen onto a 

dumbbell.

 
Another time, I went to a neighbour’s house across the road 

from where we lived. She was holding a children’s clothes and 
toy party and I went along with some other mums. I know he 
was watching through the window from our house and when I 
tried to go back home he refused to let me in – despite the 

fact that it was raining and late at night. 
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I had no idea why. 
 

One of the children unlocked the door to let me in and I took 
off my shoes at the entrance – but he physically threw me out 

of the house and I landed heavily onto the driveway. He ac-
cused me of flirting with men in the neighbour’s house – but it 

was mums only. 
 

So at midnight, in the pouring rain and with no shoes on my 
feet I had to walk across the estate three streets to my par-
ents’ house. I told them we’d had a row and I’d left as I was 

mad and they let me stay the night. Again, I lied – even after 
everything I still wasn’t ready to change everything

Still, I got up, thanked my parents and walked home the next 
morning in a pair of shoes my mum lent me. Why? Because I 

wanted everything to be nice and ok.

I had three children who loved their home, enjoyed going to 
the local school and had lots of friends (by this time my third 
little boy had sadly passed away). I had two cats and a dog – 

this was also their home.
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Where could I go with them ? Who would let me stay with three 
pets and three children ?

All my possessions and lots of good memories as well as bad 
ones were tied up in that house – I didn’t want to leave and 

why should it be me who would leave? I worked hard, in fact, I 
was the main breadwinner. This was my home. 

 
So, despite everything, I was not ready to leave and 

change everything.

Over the years, I’ve been pushed, kicked and punched. I’ve 
had my hair pulled and ended up with black eyes, fractures, 

split lips and terrible bruises as well as lots of verbal abuse. 
I’ve hidden in wheelie bins, behind garden walls, in people’s 

back gardens and behind parked cars. 
 

There was often no build up to him losing his temper. Almost 
like two wires touched and he was off like an exploding bomb.
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October 2009 – the day I left, I’d had enough

 
 

He physically hurt one of my beautiful cats, accusing her of 
scratching a chair he’d been given by a friend, he threw her 

over a garden fence. I picked her up in the garden to check if 
she was ok and brought her back inside.

And that was the trigger. He went mad, raining punches 
and kicks at me, while pinning me against the work surface, 

screaming at me that I didn’t respect him. He threatened 
to kill me and raised a heavy frying pan to hit me over the 

head. My then 17 yr old daughter came downstairs and fought 
him off me by ripping the t-shirt off his back. 

 
He then turned his anger on her, punching her in the face and 

sending her sprawling across the floor. 
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And that was it!  

The moment I knew it was over. 
 

Like a switch being flicked. 
 

Like a light going on. 
 

That was the time to leave for good. 
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And change everything!

Page 10



At what point did you reach out for help ?

That final time he assaulted me, it was a very violent episode, 
during which he made threats that he was going to kill me. I 
was left with bruises over my face and body, which I knew I 

couldn’t possibly make up an excuse for. 
 

But the main trigger that made me leave was the fact that he 
viciously attacked my beautiful daughter and my much beloved 
pet. It was not just about me anymore – up to that point 

he’d been a fairly reasonable dad.  
 

He took pleasure in his family and seemed proud of his children, 
enjoying life and their company. Despite his violence to me, he 
rarely smacked them to chastise them and was good to them. 

 
But of course, my daughter was 17 years old by then, almost an 

adult with her own opinions and she answered him back and 
challenged him, which he hated. 
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After I left, she told me that two weeks before all this hap-
pened, he strangled her when she argued with him – 

and she still had the marks on her neck ! 
 

I was shocked and distraught. I knew if I didn’t leave there 
and then, he would most probably end up killing one or 

both of us. 
 
 
 
 

So I left… With my daughter, 2 cats and a dog, I went to stay 
with my married son and his wife for a month and then sorted 

out our own place to live. 
 

The next day, I went to the police and told them everything. 
I even remembered all the dates and severity of all the as-

saults he had inflicted on me and they took a lengthy 
statement. To be honest, the support the police gave me was 

fantastic, they classed me as very high risk and gave me a 
speed dial number to contact them anytime. 
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I went to a place of safety for a while – a close friend who 
lives in the country let me stay-he didn’t know where I was, 

whilst my daughter stayed with her brother. 

I got an injunction arranged to keep him away from my daugh-
ter and me.

They arrested him a week later and, in time, he appeared in 
court, charged with battery and assault. 

He was found guilty.
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What were the impacts of domestic violence
 on you ?

Luckily, I’m a confident person who had a very wonderful 
childhood with loving parents and grandparents and a good 

support system. And therefore, throughout everything I went 
through, I maintained my self-esteem and sense of humour.

Imagine what my work colleagues would say now if they 
saw me hiding in a wheelie bin – I even laughed at my-

self in that situation!

I did suffer a lot of physical pain from the abuse and also anx-
iety when I sensed his temper flaring up, I had bouts of pal-
pitations and ringing in my ears. I hated what he did to me in 

front of people. 
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Belittling me and trying to put me down in front of people – 
mainly family and friends. Physically attacking me in front of 
people, even in places like supermarkets or in the car driving 

along. 
 

I am ashamed, even now, that I did not protect my children 
from seeing him abusing me so many times. This has caused me 
worry and upset over the years, but it is what it is and I can’t 

change that. 
 

I feel confident that my children – all grown-up - are caring, 
hard-working adults and have a very well balanced and a fair 

way of looking at things. They are all in very happy and loving 
relationships. 

 
I know that I fell out of love with him a long time before I 
left him. But for years I wanted to maintain the status quo – 
mainly provide a happy and warm family life for my children 

when in fact, I was doing more harm by staying.
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How did the difficulties at home affect 
your work ?

Being honest, work was the best thing, it saved me!

I could be the real me at work, happy, carefree, I loved my job 
and threw myself into it wholeheartedly. But I often worked 
very long hours because I dreaded going home- especially 

when the children were older and often out doing their own 
thing, I often worked through my holidays. 

 
I kept the domestic violence a very big secret and told 
no one! I made reasonable (or so I thought) excuses for my 

bruises and even fractures.  
 

I sometimes in my role spoke to women who were suffering 
domestic violence, telling them things like ‘you don’t have to 
put up with this’ or ‘onl y you can make the change’, while 

thinking to myself ‘what a hypocritical fool you are!’ 
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What was your experience of receiving sup-
port at work at the time?

To start with and for quite some time, I didn’t want support 
because I didn’t want anyone to know. I felt like I could 

carry on with this act of ‘having it all’ in a strange way. 
 

With a job I loved and the ‘sometimes’ perfect family life, I 
sort of pretended to myself that it wasn’t happening to 

me, I could survive and get through – just living a lie. 
 

I didn’t want people to feel sorry for me and pity me, because 
at that point I wasn’t ready to change everything! 

 
But when I made the decision to leave, I ‘went public’ 

straight away. 
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I admitted I had put up with years of domestic violence and 
didn’t try to cover up the many cuts and bruises he inflicted 

on my face and body in the last assault. 
 

 I told everyone that he threatened to kill me and the police 
told me not to be left anywhere on my own. And finally, after 

suffering for 25 years 
 

I was ready to change everything… 
 

The support I received from my work colleagues was excel-
lent. People went out of their way to check I was ok and never 

left me in a vulnerable position on my own. 
 

When I needed an urgent reference to get my own home, 
HR stepped in and supplied it the same day. When I needed 

to make sure my salary didn’t go to our joint account, that was 
sorted for me. Colleagues from all levels came and said they 

were there for me and I felt well supported but only a minute 
few had suspected anything, making me realise what a good 

act I’d performed.
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What is life like today and did it impact the 
way you work?

Funnily enough – for all those years I was suffering, often 
serious domestic violence, I found working was the best 

thing. In fact, I worked for 17 years without even one day off 
sick. I suppose it was an escape in many ways. 

 
 
 
 

I am now remarried to a very lovely, kind man, e never raises 
his voice to me, let alone a finger. 

 
I still never argue. Arguing before often ended in violence. I 
hate to hear other people arguing or raising voices even on TV 
in films or dramas – finding it scary and feeling my heartrate 

increase. 
 

I still make sure there are no scissors or knives l ying 
around.
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I’m still working in the exact same job and department that I 
have worked in for over 30 years! I think I find comfort in the 
familiarity of the environment and the job with the people who 

have always supported me.

I’ve never sought promotion or wanted to branch out into a 
different role – maybe the effect of the belittling over the 
years that made me inwardly believe I couldn’t do better and 

should stay as I am. I’m not too sure of that one really.

I have some painful reminders of my injuries and have had to 
have surgery on my jaw, the problems caused by a previous inju-
ry. I still suffer low back pain from the kicks I sustained and 

have to take painkillers most days.

With the passing of the years, my children and two beautiful 
grandchildren have all come to develop good relationships 

with their father and grandfather, and I believe this to be a 
positive thing. 
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He has had anger management as a part of his sentence and 
rehabilitation and acknowledges he is better off not being in 

a close relationship with anyone, preferring to live alone.
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Do you have any words for those suffering 
domestic violence and abuse ?

My tips for other people suffering domestic violence are defi-
nitely to seek help and ensure they are safe.  

 
It’s not easy. 

I made excuses for his behaviour, which was the wrong thing to 
do – his behaviour was cruel and unacceptable.  

I wish I’d protected my children better and I am grateful 
they’ve grown up to be well adjusted, kind adults despite all 

they’ve seen growing up. 

It was very important for me to get him charged and convicted 
in court so they could see it was totally unacceptable

 behaviour.  
 

I would recommend the police for their fantastic support from 
the day I made the statement until a long time after the court 

case.
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Why did you want to share your story?

I wanted to tell my story to make health profession-
als understand how hard it is to face people with the 

truth. 
 

How sometimes, no matter how awful things are, the alterna-
tive seems worse and so you put up with it. 

 
Because you can’t face completely changing everything in your 

whole life! 
 

BUT I also want my story to give hope to other domestic 
violence sufferers.  

 
You can change things and it really can be for the better. 

 
Looking back, I sometimes wonder what it would’ve been like 

if I left sooner.  
 

But, I know one thing I would never change...
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I have my beautiful children, for which 
I am eternall y grateful.
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