‘Sexually abused for
11 y edrs... by |1'|y mUm’ "

When I looked at the shrunken
woman who'd terrorised me asa
child, I felt 10t tall. I hadn't seen
Mum since I was 14, My heart
raced as I stared down i
~hetyou 1.1 nape you ot i bl
you did. I hope you rotin 1
said and left. I'd never forgotten what
she'd done and I could never forgive.
My parents split up when I was four

months old, after Mum took an overdose. ¢ away from physical i
Although Dad tried to get custodyofme, | contact. I tried to |

1was sent to live with Mum and her
family in the south of England.

We were a poor family and lived in
a chaotic household, six of us sharing a
big, dingy house. It was in Nan's room
remem| at
eiderdown as.?h!;n}fmmemmu that
I passed out and fell off the bed. I was
only two or three years old.

From then on, the abuse happened
daily and I lived in fear. Mum worked
as a factory supervisor. When she came
home, I'd to go to the room we
shared so that she could abuse me.

Mum was very volatile. Sometimes

into her eyes, as
remember

scars that|
R -

+ she'd be loud and chatty, but when she
: m}qﬂiet,lknewl’dheinforitﬂhe
. 't just sexually abuse
: also force me to eat tins of beetroot or

: me had been obliterated. No words can
: describe the devastation I felt.

mebutwould :  Somerelief came when I was 14. Mum,

: who'd been in and out of mental health

of cream until I felt sick. She'd take : institutions, wenttoa i m
er frustrations out on our cat, too, good. But the abuse

i throwing it against the wall.

i Theconstant fear and humiliation
¢ made me shy and withdrawn. I didn't
: eat properly, had a stutter and shied

: tell what was
+ happening and even
: mentioned it to my
! aunt, but she just called
¢ mealiar. When I was
T
T too, but he )
] T hadn't said mydnn,;. T

I think Nan knew so

but she was deafand couldn't :

e truth. Mum covered her
§ separately so that nobody would see
+ my bloodstained underwear.

: Ibegan
methingbad was * my work and did well,

: for
: the scars would take years to heal. I was
: terrified of turning out like her because
: our blue eyes looked so alike - but hers
* were cold and mine were warm.

Two years later, Ileft

lised that rone tierzone
nobody would

believe me’

)
but we lost touch and
he has since died. Nan
died not long after, and
I lost contact with all
Mum’s family, keeping
¢ my terrible secret to myself.

: training as a nurse. I loved

ing praise

: from my teachers. But my self-esteem

: was 50 low I didn't believe i

¢ Unable to cope, I started collecti

: painkillers from my GP. I began g
: them into my mouth, but I was erying

H When I realised no one would believe éwmuchthatlmﬂdn’tmaﬂow&m

i me, I gave up. It was as though part of

. When her first
child was born,
Susannah

“worried about
being close
to him

Susannah's
torment =
stopped when

her mum went
into hospital

1 gave up nursing and got married,

ast alifetime

g |

just 19, I was fora
;E:Eﬂfeand!q to erase the

have children, because of the damage
Mum had done to me. I loved my son
instantly, but when I was b i

him ing his ies, L had to
mmavere rocf ot i hmmscr es

OK - that it was natural.

My second son was born a couple
of years later but, , My MATTIage
bmhduwnshoﬂlyﬂr.ﬂat‘swhen
a friend recommended that I try

ing, addressing the terrible
anger 1 still felt.

1 confronted Mum in her

psychiatric hospital, walking awa , .

after my outburst, I felt in control,
1 did visit her a couple more times, |
butthntv;uaﬂlmulqbegr.

Later, lkm& 4
mentalhmblzf:ldmeﬂ\‘ﬁdi,mw
52, We were just friends to start

with but then we fell in love.

We've been togetherfor11 8

years, and sét up the Aurora |8

Foundation to hel;

adalt survivors of sexual 88

abuse and trauma.

| wt;sﬁﬂuxé;dwnrkuut

Mum did it. Only an
abuser could understand

that. The hardest thing is

reconciling my
ooy b e
hurtmsifhﬁlew:é;tway
ible, there’'s still a part
giog:blthatlmh:n

with the hospital where Mum
Li:;fl."[hwtnldmeshe'd

ieda In spite
of ev mfgs;khe'dmne

L1
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‘| want to help other survivors’
The Aurora Health Foundation (www.aurorah ealthfoundation.org.

uk) was set up by Susannah and her partner Nick to help survivors
of all forms of childhood ahuse._'l'u protect 7 =
clients' anonymity, the centre is based inan o
ordinary, unmarked house. Staffusea t
range of therapies and t{eahngn_ts -

! movement, colour, drawing, reiki and

: massage. Clients can also just drop

“# in for tea and a chat. Susannah says

it's very important to c_lo ordinary
A7 things as well as offering therapy,
1 <o that survivors of abuse feel
accepted, no matter what they've
been through in the past.

‘now work together




