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Dear Reader,

The Voices about Economic Abuse are de-
identified descriptions of people’s lived experience 
of domestic, family and sexualised violence and 
other adversities. Insights are focused on but not 
limited to experiences of financial and economic 
abuse. They have been assembled by the Insight 
Exchange team from the transcripts of interviews 
conducted by Rosie’s Place.

The insights reveal the ways in which the person has 
resisted and responded to the violence used 
against them. The descriptions reveal some of the 
context in which the violence has occurred, how 
people, services and systems responded and how 
these responses were helpful, unhelpful or harmful.

Our thanks to every person who contributed 
insights for the benefit of many. 

We acknowledge that despite our best efforts to 
listen to lived experiences of violence and abuse, we 
can never fully understand all that a person’s 
experiences mean to them now or through their life. 
We understand that lived and living  experiences 
can never be fully represented in language or any 
other form.

Thanks



“I was like the ATM.” 



I experienced domestic violence over 10 
years with three different partners. With all of 
them the violence was always related to 
alcohol or drugs and not having money to get 
what they wanted.
 
They always worked, but they never seemed 
to have enough money to get the alcohol, to 
get the drugs to go to the pub, to play the 
pokies. So I was like the ATM. They never gave 
me any money. I didn't work. I got paid from 
Centrelink and I'd pay the rent and the bills, 
the groceries, paying everything, supporting 
them while they were working 'cause they 
never had enough money so it was quite 
hard. It was very stressful. My kids missed 
out. My girls missed out on doing a lot 
because I was always handing money to 
them [my partners]. 

The first relationship went for a little over 
seven years - that's the longest I stayed. He’s 
the father of my two girls and he was 
physically violent. In that first relationship I 
ended up paying off his drug dealer so they 
wouldn’t hurt him. After that, when I saw the 
signs earlier, I just went “nah.” 

It's been two years now since I had contact 
with the last partner. I have a child with him, 
a son – he’s two now and I left when I was 
three months pregnant. My son's father was a 
gambler and he did the drugs and the 
drinking. He'd drink at 5 o'clock in the
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“How come you don't 
have money to get this?” 



morning. He'd wake up to a can of bourbon 
and he’d say, “that’s my coffee.” 

The middle one he wasn't as bad. He didn't 
hit as much; it was the verbal abuse and he 
still needed money for the drinking and 
smoking pot. Whereas the first and the last 
they were physical and verbal and if they 
didn't get the money, they'd just steal it 
anyway. 

There were times we didn't have food for the 
kids. I used to go to my Mum's or, if Mum and 
Dad weren't home, I'd go and raid the freezer 
and go, “Okay we'll have this for dinner.” I 
used to eat at my Mum's on frequent 
occasions and she'd always say, “how come 
you don't have money to get this?” and I’d 
say, “oh a bill come up.” I'd always lie. I’d 
always make good excuses, but in the end 
the excuses just got so lame I was going, “I 
don't even believe that.” 

Sometimes I'd get bills direct debited so it 
was paid straight away, or I'd say I'd only got 
paid this much, but really got paid more and 
then just hide it somewhere. But it's hard. 
You try and make excuses, but I was always 
behind the eight-ball. Always. Bills were 
always late, rent was always late, or when the 
rent was due I'd only pay this much and I’d 
spend the extra hundred bucks on 
something, like for the food, so rent was 
always behind. But as long as they [partners]
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“In the end I used to 
just hide my money 

at my Mum’s.” 



were happy, the household was happy. So I 
kept things calmer until it got to the point 
where I didn't care if I rocked the boat. 

I would buy the cigarettes, but I would hide 
them and then he'd get to the point where he 
was right on red level and I'd go, “okay, 
they're there,” just to see how far I could go. 
But then sometimes I'd push too far and then 
I’d think, “wow, I should've just said it three 
hours ago instead of now,” and the house 
looks like a mess and I’m cleaning up broken 
glass and stuff 'cause they can't get what 
they want. 

They only expressed remorse to get what they 
wanted, as in more money or if they wanted, 
sex. Then it was all good and they make you 
feel like you're that princess again, and then 
it was like, “oh I'm done, I'm done with you,” 
and then within seconds they could just 
shoot you down; they didn't care 'cause 
they'd got what they wanted. It was not what I 
wanted. 

In the end I used to just hide my money at my 
Mum's. So if I had to move, I had that money 
there. I always put stuff away. I always had 
little pockets where I had money, that they 
didn't know about. I used to just wipe out the 
bank account 'cause then they'd go, “well let 
me check your bank account,” well there's 
nothing in there. So I had to play the game 
smarter. 
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Out of all of them, the last one was the worst. 
He didn't hide it, he was quite open: “I want
it, you will get it. I have to go here. I have to go 
to parole, you're going to drive me there,” 
because he was on parole too. And I’d say, 
“but my daughter's got swimming,” and he’d 
say, “I don't care, you have to.” I used to 
always drag her out early, take him here, take 
him there.

He was getting a wage, because he used to 
work for his brother, but he’d tell me, “no, I 
didn't get paid today. No, they didn't give me 
my money, they didn't put it in my bank.” I 
used to ring his sister-in-law and she goes, 
“no, the pay is there.” He’d say he didn’t have 
any money, but he'd always come home with 
alcohol, or go to the pub and ring me, “I need 
to get picked up.” It was exhausting. 

He was big, like six foot two. He towered over 
me and he was very strong. So because I saw 
the signs, I was gradually making a plan. I 
gave my notice to the real estate, I gradually 
started packing things when he wasn't there, 
and I was putting it in the storage shed. 

He got really bad and he locked me out of the 
house with my two girls in the house and they 
were screaming for me. He was on the phone 
to the police and they said, he said I had 
bipolar and they wanted to take me to the 
mental home for 72 hours. He was cunning. 
He knew how to play the system. The next
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“I'll change, I'll never 
do it again.”



two nights I couldn't spend at my house 
because the police said I was too “unstable” 
to look after them. I'm like, “any mother 
would go crazy if someone took her kids.” 

It got to the point where I just couldn't take 
the abuse anymore, and seeing my kids see 
it. So, we left and went back to my Mum and 
Dad's. When we separated I umm-ed and
ahh-ed whether to tell him I was pregnant 
and when I did he was all happy and excited 
and then one night we went out with his 
family, and he just cracked and that's when 
the violence set in. He didn't care. He openly 
said to me “'I'll kill the baby.” So, I just went 
“no I've had enough,” so the next morning, I 
went to the police station. 

It is hard. It is hard to just pack up a bag and 
move 'cause you've worked so hard to get 
what you've got. They’d say “I'll change, I'll 
never do it again,” and then a week will go 
past and then they've got no money and it 
happens again. But I hated being alone. I 
didn't want to be alone; they always thought I 
was worthless, that I wouldn't get anyone. 
And when you're down and out, that's all you 
believe. So I had to put it in the back of my 
head or get rid of it and go, “no I am 
important. I am someone. I'm not just a 
mum. I'm me and I'm better than that.” 

The kids don't see their dads at all. The first 
two don't bother me now, it's only the 
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younger one who concerns me because he 
has another daughter and he has taken her 
from her mother and kept her for two weeks 
and no-one knew where they were, so that 
does scare me.
 
Generally, I'm not as scared now, I don't 
really care, I'm just very wary of who has my 
kids, if my Mum can't mind my kids, then they 
don't stay with anyone. My son goes to day 
care, but I've known that lady for 10 years and 
she’s had my two girls too, so I trust her. 
Apart from that, I don't leave my kids with a 
lot of people. 

I have my own home now, I moved 
out from Mum's. I have my own place, the 
kids are in a new school, I'm doing TAFE, I'm 
studying, so I'm doing what I want. Now, if I 
have friends come in, or if I get another 
partner, they come in, I'm like, “I'm doing 
what I want, if you don't like it, then don't 
bother contacting me.” So it's what I want 
now. It's what I want and what's best for my 
kids. It's taken a long time. 
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My Safety Kit

‘My Safety Kit’ is a reflection resource 
designed to support people who are, or may 

be, experiencing domestic, family and 
sexualised violence.

Follow My Lead

‘Follow My Lead’ is a resource designed to 
build on the understanding of people 

responding to control, abuse and violence.

www.insightexchange.net/follow-my-lead/

www.insightexchange.net/my-safety-kit/

https://www.insightexchange.net/my-safety-kit/
https://www.insightexchange.net/follow-my-lead/


Insight Exchange centres lived expertise of 
domestic, family and sexualised violence. It 
is designed to inform and strengthen social, 
service and system responses to violence 
and abuse.

Insight Exchange provides free (donated) 
information, insights and reflection 
materials to people in any community, 
service or system. 

Read more about using Insight Exchange: 
www.insightexchange.net/guide-using/

© 2025 Insight Exchange.

www.insightexchange.net

Insight Exchange acknowledges the 
Traditional Custodians of the land on which 
our work and services operate and pay our 
respects to Elders past and present. We 
extend this respect to all First Nations 
peoples across the country and the world. 
We acknowledge that sovereignty of this 
land was never ceded. Always was, always 
will be Aboriginal land.

http://www.insightexchange.net/guide-using/


The menus in the Insight Exchange website include listening, 
exploring, responding, learning and participating. 

Scan the static QR code to explore

www.insightexchange.net 
(website has a quick-exit button) 

https://www.insightexchange.net/
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