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,CH A P T E R 18.

The Aftermath of Child Abuse

I couldn’t believe what was happening. I had already

suffered one breakdown and was terrified of suffering

another. It hadn’t been easy the first time around when

the twins were only babies, but at the age of eleven they

were old enough to be as frightened as I was.

That morning my mind was all over the place. 

I wondered how my children would cope and who

would take care of them if I couldn’t hold it all together.

As tears streamed down my face, I realised that my

cheeks and my fingers were numb. I tried to remain calm

but Allishia stood by my side and clung to me and

wouldn’t let go. I heard her call my name over and over

again; until the sound of her voice faded so much that it

disappeared into the distance. The bellowing inside my

head got so loud I just couldn’t bear the sound. I tugged

at my hair hoping to bring back a normal sense of feeling

but the numbness travelled down my face until it reached

my toes and gradually took hold of me as I panicked. 

I rubbed vigorously at my head hoping to put an end to

the strange sensations that terrified me so. Then came

the fear of the unknown and I stumbled to the floor as 

I desperately tried to move forward. Sensing nothing but

panic, my palpitating heart beat faster than it ever had
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before as the fear I felt inside seemingly pounded at the

walls of my chest. I fought for breath as I struggled to

maintain consciousness, but then the huge black cloud at

the end of the tunnel, followed by the aura of bright

light, seemingly tempted me.

I had lost all sense of direction and felt that there was

nothing to keep me in a world that I had learned to hate

so much, but just for a single moment I visualised my

children all alone. I needed to remain strong I knew that.

Suddenly I was in darkness and struggled to breathe, 

but the will of this thing was too strong for me and 

I collapsed on the stairs motionless.

Over the years that followed I lost the ability to

function and, although I could see and understand, I lost

the ability to communicate, giving me moments to study

others and learn to understand them.

When I finally met Clive Powell, I learned that I could

only move forward if I let go of the past and tried to focus

on the future, but trying to do so at that stage was

impossible. I had entered an anomalous world where I felt

safe. The depression had burrowed itself so deep into my

soul that it destroyed every single thought that I had.

I lay awake in my bed wondering how I had got there;

the room was dark and the house was still. No sound 

of my children to break the silence. For a few moments 

I was able to enjoy the state of waking without the fear

and flashing images that taunted my brain. For a short

while the feeling of terror inside my head was almost

bearable. I gasped for breath as terrifying thoughts

entered my mind as I glanced over the heavy duvet that

covered me. Unable to escape whatever it was that was

taunting me, I lay paralysed by fear. Certain that my life

was almost over, I cried but my tears did not flow like
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they used to; I slept but dreamt only of the terrible life

that I had lived before it. I could not see a way out.

I had been living at Market Deeping for almost two

years before Doctor Wilson referred me to Clive. It was

only then that I began to look at everything that had

happened to me.

I had never experienced true happiness and, because 

I blamed myself for many things which had happened

during my life, I had always felt sad and lonely and that

sorrow seemed to rub off me onto my children. I had

always blamed myself for being abused and constantly

allowed it to plague my mind during adulthood, so 

I spent most of my time fretting over something that 

I couldn’t change and considered myself a far lesser

person than anyone else. My mind was so full of past

emotions that it left little room for rational thinking. But

when I met Clive, he counselled and worked alongside

me and gradually opened up a whole new world for me.

I recall the day I arrived at one of my later sessions; 

I was feeling very much out of sorts. My life had slowly

got out of control again and I was feeling worthless.

After spending countless years in the dark hidden away

from everything that I feared, I looked upon the face 

I had come to trust and slowly unloaded a whole range

of troubles, trusting he would guide me through them.

As I sat on the couch opposite him, I noticed what

seemed to be the only object in the room that day. 

A dreary black and grey abstract painting, a strange

work of art that looked dull and lifeless, it seemingly had

the power to make me feel more sombre than I had ever

felt before. Leaning against the wall of the conservatory,

its hellish colours seemed to bellow out at me as 

I reluctantly glanced across at it. As my thoughts



suddenly changed direction, I listened carefully to Clive’s

voice while he gave me a synopsis of the painting. Paying

particular attention to the shapes and colours, I saw a

hint of midnight blue with many different shades of

greens and browns. All in all it looked a devil of a

painting but nevertheless I couldn’t take my eyes off it.

When he asked me to describe what I saw, I gave him 

a quick summary and asked who had painted it. I had

already convinced myself that he could not have painted

such an awful painting, but as he so cleverly avoided 

my question I just smiled and changed the subject so that

I didn’t offend him. Nothing more was mentioned about

the painting until a few weeks later during my next

session, when I saw a more beautiful abstract painting

standing in its place. ‘You have a new painting,’ 

I remarked. As I admired its colouring, I noticed that

there were patterns and shapes that I couldn’t identify

and yet it was so beautiful, the vibrancy of colour was so

strong it seemingly brightened the whole room and made

me think of summer. I really liked it. I liked the way the

artist had mingled the assorted pinks and purples and the

bright red, orange and yellows that made me feel warm

inside. It made everything seem bright and beautiful. 

I sat back and relaxed in my seat as I admired it. After

revealing my thoughts, I said, ‘I’d love to be able to paint

like that.’ ‘You could,’ he promptly replied. Clive was an

optimist through and through and I suppose that helped

me to have a little more confidence in myself; he believed

in me and convinced me that I could do anything.

Suddenly I caught him smiling, as he casually announced

that the painting was in fact the same painting that I had

seen a few weeks before during my previous session. 

I couldn’t believe it. The painting had not been moved or
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altered and yet it looked so different. I must admit 

I wondered if he was just testing me, but then I realised

the painting had not changed; only my thoughts had.

After all the years of counselling I had suddenly noticed

that when I was happy I looked at things differently, so

no longer saw the painting as dull and lifeless. Instead

the colours had seemingly sprung to life and the beauty

of the painting enthralled me. It took me a while to

realise that out of an innocent evaluation of an abstract

painting, Clive had not only been able to analyse my

thinking but had helped me to understand that life was

very much like a painting. During times of anxiousness

my life seemed dull and lifeless, but of course it was far

more beautiful than I cared to admit. I learned many

things from that session; how different the world looked

when I was feeling sad and lonely and how quickly life

around me changed when I looked at life positively.

I recall telling Clive one day how much I wished 

I could have seen myself from the eyes of those who had

previously judged me. ‘Something else to write about in

your journal,’ he said. I had written many things in my

journals before I eventually wrote my first book ‘Little

Molly’. But the most recent thing that I was able to

unload from my mind was a significant verse that 

I scribbled down on my notepad while remembering my

awful past. Having been abused as a child I carry many

emotional scars, but now Clive has helped me to find 

a way to release those inner fears and I have learned 

to simply let go.

Ernest is one of the many poems I have written since 

I first started writing and, although I sometimes wonder

where it is all going to end, I keep on writing and moving

forward.
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Ernest

Ernest is not an imaginary friend; 
he is not a sound or a scene.

He’s in every little girl’s conscience; 
he’s a moment, a nightmare, a dream.

He cannot be described or forgotten, 
he exists in any shape or form,

In a little girl’s memory as a demon. 
No date to which he was born.

He may appear all tongue-tied and twisted; 
he may appear merry or forlorn.

He may appear and rest on one’s shoulders, 
in the evening, afternoon or dawn.

He is neither man, beast or structure, 
of heights impossible to impose.

In every little girl’s conscience, Ernest 
preys where fear grows.

Perched on the slide in a playpark, 
on a swing or a sledge in the snow,

Why does he exist on such ruin? I would 
beg him; take leave and let go.

But he, who has no reason to comply; 
for he will gain no reward,

If only I could reason with Ernest, 
I would have no fear at all.
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No doubt many of you are wondering why I have written

such a strange poem. Was it solely because I was

disappointed in all the people who had judged me

unfairly throughout my life or a pitiful self-evaluation?

But it was neither.

When I was a young child I used to wonder what

would happen if Ernest ever caught up with me. Would

he come and take me away like my siblings said? Did he

have spikes on his head and look like a demon, like I was

told? How fast could he move, would he punish me for

wetting the bed or making too much noise? The minute

I heard my siblings call out ‘Molly, run! It’s Ernest!” 

I thought there were only minutes to spare, so I ran and

I kept on running. Fearful for my life, I searched for

somewhere to hide and panicked at the thought of being

caught by him. There was no-one there to protect me so

I lived in constant fear of him.

I was a small child growing up with the fear of Ernest

always on my mind. To me he was more than just a man

who regularly wore a plaster cast on his foot or his leg

and struggled to walk as he passed our house. He was 

a nightmare; a dream I couldn’t wake up from. He was

the Bogie man that I went on to fear all of my life.

It’s difficult to understand the damage one can cause

by telling a child that Ernest is coming, or the ten o’clock

horses are coming. It’s only when I think back to my own

childhood that I realise that our greatest fear either comes

from someone playing a practical joke on us or

something which is drummed into our heads as children.

A cruel word from my siblings was just the

beginning… but the fear and torment lasted forever.

It’s quite strange really as I have always found writing

poetry difficult and I have never felt that I was good at
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it, and yet from the very moment that I was able to write

I would scribble the occasional verse such as this onto

sheets of paper. I suppose it was like everything else

really, it didn’t seem important but words just fell into

place and eventually a verse would appear in front of me.

I remember there were many times when I had wished

with all my heart that I could have changed occurrences,

things that I had kept to myself. Then I placed my trust

in Clive. If only I could have turned the clocks back.

After many years of practice, I thought I had learned not

to dwell on the past or what might have been and yet 

I was constantly plagued with heartbreaking memories.

When I remember my past I think of some of the

terrible things that even I have done and I know,

whatever the duration of my life, I will never forgive

myself.

When I finally plucked up the courage to talk to Clive, 

I spoke about my baby I had mourned for almost 

twenty years.

I began by confessing and told him, ‘I have this

recurring dream and in my dream I am nursing my baby.

I feel happy, I hear a faint cry and yet I cannot see my

baby’s face.’ As tears streamed down my face, I found it

almost impossible to continue; grief gave way to despair

and I had to pause and begin again. ‘I was almost

twenty-three weeks pregnant and didn’t know which

way to turn. I had been ill for some time and the twins

hadn’t even reached their first birthday, so when 

I approached one of the leading gynaecologists at Kings

Mill Hospital in Sutton-in-Ashfield, I told him that I had

concerns about having another baby and reeled off a

whole lot of reasons why I thought I shouldn’t keep it.

Then I begged him to help me. I was so confused I didn’t
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really know what I wanted and couldn’t comprehend

what he meant when he informed me that he could

perform what he termed as, “an arranged miscarriage”.

I didn’t know what the procedure entailed but I was

convinced that it was the best for all concerned: my

husband, Paul, me and the children. But I was so wrong.

It was the worst thing I had ever done.’

I could not put into words how distraught I felt when 

I had to witness my baby being born and taken away in

a bedpan. It was so inhumane!

I have never forgotten what happened that day and

have never been able to forgive myself for allowing it to

happen. I still grieve for my baby and continually ask

myself, ‘What on earth possessed me to do it?’

I cry silently as I pointlessly wonder whether it was 

a boy or a girl and desperately hope for the sake of my

baby that somewhere out there, there is a heaven.

As I sit quietly at my desk I ponder for a while, while 

I wonder what it was that prevented me from leaving an

oppressive town like Market Deeping. Now that my

children have grown and I face an age of determination,

I wonder if the same entity that kept me there now

prevents me from writing. For I have lived through so

much heartache and pain that I feel a strong sense of

restraint as I try to rekindle former emotions.

My biggest fear as always is that I would lose my

mind and the only memory that I would be left with

would be insufficient to expound the truth with all

fairness. But, surprisingly enough, I go on remembering

the awful things that happened there and for those who

did not survive I try to give a true and honest account 

of what I considered to be some of the worst things that

I had ever had cause to witness.
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I will never forget Cathy for as long as I live. A fun-

loving girl with the friendliest nature, and yet she had

been given a reputation by some unfeeling locals that was

most unfitting. At the age of twenty-eight the world was

her oyster, but with no-one to guide her she struggled and

achieved very little. For years I had seen her wander past

my window looking half the woman she could have been,

and yet at times I envied her. She was a free spirit, young

and hopeful, someone whom I admired, yet she was

destined not to survive. It sometimes felt good to hear her

throw parties; it didn’t happen around there often but

when it did it was usually her who led the way. 

I remember thinking ‘the world would be a much brighter

place if there had been more people like her around’. And

yet, I believe that many would have doubted that, I’m

sure. She wasn’t born to my generation but she was

someone that I liked; someone I am sure I could have

related too. Reminding me of my own youth, she was

occasionally unsure of herself, defensive, uptight.

I find it extremely distressing to recall the night I last

saw her. It had been a quiet night yet I couldn’t help

thinking that it was unusual for that time of year. I had

been dozing while relaxing in front of the television, when

suddenly I realised that it was December 6th, 2008 and

soon to be another year. At 10.45pm I was ready for bed

and gave so little thought to life outside our four walls. 

I worried, as I did every year, about purchasing a turkey

and wondered if I would be well enough to see Christmas

through without having to attend the accident and

emergency unit at Peterborough Hospital. And as always

it was the right time of year to wonder where all those

years had gone. Suddenly I was startled by what 

I could only describe as an uproar and horrendous noise
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which broke the silence, a terrible disturbance

characterized by noise and confusion. I instantly felt

nauseous and emotionally distressed as my body trembled

from head to foot, the symptoms of yet another unsettled

night at Market Deeping and an early indication that

something terrible was about to happen. Yet even after

trying to survive amongst the ungovernable souls who

played havoc around there, I had not foreseen yet another

suicide. A woman in love and so close to Christmas; 

I could not comprehend her reasons. I asked myself, ‘In

that frame of mind, would I not have considered my only

child first or would the anxiety of raising a child alone

only add to the burden of living?’ For those of you who

have never crossed that fine line, it is the darker side of hell

that cries out the loudest when we are at our lowest, and

the faint cries of our children become lost within the

unconventional world that only exists inside a turbulent

mind, causing nothing but havoc in a world we all at times

take for granted. Cathy was no exception. Her life had

proven to be tough at times, yet still there were moments

when she was full of the joys of spring and her face

radiated the true love that she held for her son. It was at

times like that that people could relate to her, but on the

night she orchestrated her suicide, she was alone.

Oblivious to all her pain she put herself through the most

horrendous ordeal and regretfully died in hospital just a

few hours later. I refused to believe that it was an easy

option for her as some people implied. How could

hanging by the neck and suffering like that be an easy

option for anyone? Once she had made her mind up, there

simply was no turning back. Although it was said 

she cried out for help and desperately tried to free herself,

no-one was there to help her.
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I shed many tears for Cathy and the little boy that 

she left behind. Forgetting how things were around

there, I thought it was one of the saddest things that had

ever happened but then I realised that the saddest thing

was not the taking of her life but the fact that no-one

seemed to care.

It was no surprise to see all her friends proceed with

their usual social gatherings and typical Christmas

celebrations, as I had already observed that many of

them where unfazed by her sudden death and only

displayed a deep mourning as they passed her house.

I was only her neighbour but I was absolutely

devastated by it all and felt genuinely saddened at the

thought of never seeing her again. At one stage I thought

my mind was playing tricks on me, as I could have sworn

that I heard the same drumming noise coming from her

house that I had heard on the night she had died, but her

house had been empty for weeks and I wasn’t sure that 

I believed in spirits of the dead.

Time seemed to stand still for a while as I came 

to terms with a young mother’s death; it was more

difficult than I had ever imagined. When my parents 

died I was so hurt by it that I never thought I was ever

going to get over it, but I slowly convinced myself that 

it was their true time and life had to go on. With one 

so young, I seemed to find it more difficult to come to

terms with.

The very thought of her little boy growing up without

her grieved me deeply. Although the tears that I shed

seemed to relieve me, somehow I couldn’t stop thinking

about him.

I was wrong to make the assumption that Longhurst

Housing Association would have trouble allocating the
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house where she had lived to someone else just because

a tragic thing like that had happened there.

It had only been a matter of weeks when a young

local couple signed for the tenancy and were seen

peering out of the windows, happy in the thought that

her house now belonged to them. I had forgotten how

terribly invidious these people were. Psychologically

they had no morals; what was good, bad, right or

wrong made no difference to them. Even the

penetrating sound of the gigantic fireworks that they

set off to celebrate their arrival showed their lack of

respect for others, but at the same time put a clear

message across that it was just unfortunate that a few

weeks before a young mother from this community felt

the need to take her own life.

Life was so unjust at times and yet I constantly told

myself that I should be grateful. Cathy’s life passed so

quickly and the flowers that I laid in remembrance of her

shamefully outlived her memory. Her existence was soon

forgotten in and around the town where she had lived

her whole life, and her mother grieves for the fact that

she will never see her again.

For the duration of time I had lived at Market

Deeping I had promised myself that I would leave, but

ten years passed by and I saw the arrival of yet another

year. January 18th, 2009 and I felt a strange sense of

comfort knowing that I was unique to the people who

lived there. Looking back over the road I have travelled,

I am certain that had it not been for those I would sooner

forget, I would not appreciate the good in others.

Although I was certain that there was a particular

purpose for my being at Market Deeping, I knew I would

leave when the time was right.
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When I was young I used to dream all day long about

my future and what I was going to become. For some

reason I thought by some unexpected means I would

automatically become successful and live my life in

luxury, but after a very difficult time I realised that life

just didn’t work that way and the only dreams that I have

now are for my children. I try not to worry about them

but subconsciously I grieve.

For reasons only Cheniel could rightfully express, she

moved away from there and immigrated to New

Zealand, for which I am so proud of her. Yet still I worry

and I miss her.

I worry for Kyle and Allishia, who still at times find it

difficult to face up to their responsibilities and still

believe that they are paying the price for being born to

me.

Then there is my eldest son, Ian, who - like me -

constantly worries about everything but consciously

hides it so that he can protect the ones that he loves.

All this and more I worry over. As I look back over my

life I clearly see what mistakes I have made and all too

often regret some of the things I have done. Yet a lesson

that I have learned is I must keep moving forward into

the future; it is that which matters not the past.
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