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DEAR RLADER,

The Voices of Insight are de-identified descriptions
of peoples lived experience of domestic, family and
sexualised violence and other adversities. They have
been developed through the Insight Exchange
interview process designed to affirm agency, uphold
dignity and support safety.

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 contextin
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



| grew up with a biological mother who
perpetrated abuse and who was an ice addict,
and a biological father who was also anice
addict. When we were very young, my dad took
my younger brother and | away. My dad had full
custody of my brother and | from when | was
about 5 and my brother about 2 years of age. At
that pointin time dad became clean. But my
biological mother the ‘parental perpetrator’ of
abuse, still to this day, is not clean.

The parental perpetrator only had visitation
rights. My dad would drive me to see the parental
perpetratorin North Adelaide for one week at a
time during the holidays.

Every time we would visit her, | saw her injecting
ice. She was extremely violent towards her
partner at the time, and he was extremely violent
towards her. | saw her partner assaulting her. My
memories about responding to the violence and
drug use as a child are me tryingto ignore it. |
don't remember feeling a whole lot of emotions.
One time, | was with my little brother. We were
sitting in the same room nearby the parental
perpetrator and her partner. We didn't do
anything, really, we kind of just sat there, and we
were looking at what was happening, but there
was no reaction from myself or my younger
brother. | remember| just decided to stay still
and quiet, to keep me and my brother safe.

It's really odd to explain my feelings towards the
parental perpetrator’s partner. Because this man
was jolly and fun. He was a very childlike adult.
When he wasn't being violent or when the



“don't tell your dad
about this, don't tell
anyone about this”.




parental perpetrator wasn't being violent, it was
fun. | was torn because | thought that he was so
cool. | really loved him because he had a lot of
fun with me. But then there was this sort of this
unsaid sadness because we also watched what
they did to each other and to us kids.

My brother and | never spoke aboutit. We are
now heading into our 40’s and we only probably
only spoke out loud about everything when we
saw each other about two years ago. My dad only
just recently found out the whole picture. |
survived it by just pushing it down and not talking
about it. The parental perpetrator and her partner
would tell us, “don't tell your dad about this,
don't tell anyone about this”. So, they would
coach us and tell us to lie and conceal things
from a very young age.

Whenever | was with my dad, | wouldn't let him
out of my sight. | sleptin the same bed as him
until | was nearly six. | was extremely attached to
him and | never wanted to be apart from him. My
dad was a busy single father with running his own
business. He raised me and my brother. | would
fake a sickie at school, or | would start to lie just
to be closer to him.

| was regularly seeing the parental perpetrator
and her partner. They both used extreme violence
and had an extreme drug abuse problem that got
increasing worse over time. They were mostly
violent towards each other, but they started
physically abusing me.






By the time | was 10, my dad and his new partner
believed that | had ‘mental health issues’. My dad
and his side of the family didn't understand why |
was going through this intense, rapid ‘depressive
disorder’ with extreme ‘suicidal ideation’. No one
understood what was happening. But | did
understand. | was told by my dad and his partner,
“Nothing's wrong with you. Why are you being so
sad? There's nothing wrong, you have everything
you need”. Internally | was going through so
much heartache and pain, but | wasn't able to
express why | was feeling that way because |
didn't really fully understand myself at that time.
My aunty told me, “you're just being
overdramatic”. That’s how my dad’s side the
family responded to me as “overdramatic” and
“very attention-seeking”. They thought that | was
having a very normal life and everything was fine.
Dad earned good money, we went to a good
school, we had food on the table and we weren't
poor. No one really understood why | was acting
this way. They made me go to counselling. | never
wanted to speak to counsellors. My dad and
step-mum made me see all these mental health
professionals that | didn't like. | kept on having to
say the same thing over and over. | hated them. |
didn't want to speak to psychologists,
counsellors, absolutely no one.

The only exception was my younger brother; |
talked to him. But he was also being silent about
the parental perpetrator. Aside from him, no one
else knew except for my Nanna, who is the
parental perpetrator’'s mum. My Nanna has been
a very motherly figure throughout my life.
Because | felt so misunderstood by my dad and
his side of the family, | asked my dad if | could go



and move in with my Nan who is also living in
North Adelaide near the parental perpetrator.
Dad agreed to let me go up there and live up there
for one year. At this point | don't think he knew
what to do and so he let me go. Sometimes, |
wish he hadn't. But these things you can't control
or foresee what's going to happen next. So, |
moved out of my dad’s home at around 12 years
of age, up to my Nan’s.

After moving in with my Nan and being in very
close proximity with my biological parent, this
increased the amount of time | saw her. | went
from seeing her for one week every term of
school holidays, to every day. Every day | saw her
drug use, every day seeing her violence. The
parental perpetrator also ended up moving into
Nan’s. The parental perpetrator thought it was
appropriate to introduce me to things that
weren't appropriate. For example, she ‘taught’
me how to finger myself with objects. She also
‘taught’ me how to be sexual and how to pleasure
males. Looking back, | understand now that her
behaviour was actually child sexual assault. The
parental perpetrator also told me about sexual
things she did and she showed me how she
injected meth. The parental perpetrator also
introduced me to all of these different men, really
vile, disgusting men, that would come over to our
house, and she would provide sexual services in
order for money.

| was sleeping next door to her room and she put
me in an extremely vulnerable situation. | was
never sexually abused by any of these men. But
because | was next door, | knew that she was
selling herself.






By the time | was 13 years old, | was already
drinking heavily. | was partying with people 18
years and over. For my 14th birthday, | had a big
birthday party. At my party my mum was showing
my friends and my boyfriend at the time of how to
smoke a bong and she provided drugs to my
friends. | ended up getting really angry at her for
doing this. | don’t remember what was said but
she head-butted me probably twice or three
times, and we quickly fell over onto the floor. She
was bashing me quite violently in front of all my
friends from school. The parental perpetrator
was choking and biting me. It was extreme
humiliation. She then ended up getting me in this
sort of headlock. She was choking me with her
arms. She had both arms around my neckin a
headlock and she was a very strong person. The
only thing | could thing | could do was to bite her
arm. | just latched onto her arm and bit as hard
as | could. | often fought back physically to
protect myself in physical assaults like these.

One girl, KJ, from my school, who was much
olderthan | and a bigger girl too, decided to come
into it. | just remember her coming down and
forcing us apart. KJ got her hand in somehow and
physically pushed our two bodies apart. That
stopped the parental perpetrator. The party was
over. | know that no one stayed back. No friends
or anything like that stayed. Once everyone left, |
ran away from the house. | was out for most of
the night trying to convince myself not to kill
myself.
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The suicidal voice from 10 years old to my early
twenties was extremely loud. It wasn’t a voice
exactly but an extremely loud want and thought.
It’s how | coped. | just wanted to remove myself
from the whole environment. The only way | could
stop that was to run away. | used to drink a large
amount of alcohol. As a teenager, | went to lots of
parties and drank very heavily. | was always a
kind and humorous person, but as soon as | had
one sip of alcohol, it would be a whole different
‘Charlotte’, and | would get extremely violent with
people. Sometimes | would start physical fights.
There were rumours going around that one of my
best friends had been punched by another girl
after school. This was just a rumour and | learned
thatit was not true at all. But | decided to take it
upon myself to find this girl. | knew she would be
at a party.

| remember walking through the house party,
quite staunchly, calling her name. Everyone
could see that | was wanted to fight her and so
everyone in the party started to follow me. | went
outside on the driveway, | could see the girl
talking to some people. | didn't even ask her if
she had hit my best friend, | just started to hit her.
| just completely just started to unleash all of this
rage onto this girl. | smacked her head quite a few
times quite violently and she ended up just
collapsing on the floor. | stopped attacking her at
that point. The police arrived and they knew me
by name, because of my mother who was very
well-known to them. The police were quite kind,
and they asked me to stop. They were just like,
“Come on, Charlotte. Stop. Like come on, just
stop. If you keep going, you're going to give us no
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choice other than to arrestyou. Please, don'tdo
this. Please don't keep going. Just come in the
car, we'lldrop you home”. | just said, “yes,
sorry”. | felt happy that they had intervened and
that | didn't get into further trouble.

When | was 15, | started dating older men, really
poor relationships with older guys, they were all
very illegal sexual relationships. | had a 35-year-
old boyfriend. He was a so-called ‘low-level’
abuser, but still extremely horrible, | guess. |
don't know how else to explain it | met him at a
party. We quickly got together. He had no job, no
driver’s license. | paid for his drugs. | paid for him
to go to the pokies. | paid for his alcohol. | was
with him probably for one year. The first time |
realised | needed to get out the relationship was
when he grabbed my bra at one edge, and then
sort of whipped it onto my face with the little clips
at the other end cutting into my skin. | moved on
to another man, also way older than me. He was
like 37 and I was 16. He was a drug dealer and
grew weed. One day he just said to me, “there’s a
shotgun”. It was a threat. | left him.

I was still living with my Nan and the parental
perpetrator. By this point, the parental
perpetrator had a new partner Paul, and he
owned an electric bike hire company. He was
also a drug addict and dealer. Paul was a big-
time drug dealer, not that | knew that at the time.
He gave me a job working at the bike hire shop. |
wasn’t going to school, and | spent most of my
time down at the shop.
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“Hey Charlottle, can
you please take these
parcels out to my friend

over in the city?”




| knew at the time that they were both using, but it
was so normal for me at that time thatitdidn't
really bother me that much. The parental
perpetrator was kind of the “cool mum” because
everyone around my age was learning how to use
drugs. She would give drugs to me and my friends
and show us how to smoke bongs. So, the
parental perpetrator would get invited to the
same parties | was going to.

Paul would often ask me, “hey Charlottle, can
you please take these parcels out to my friend
over in the city?” | would take an e-bike from the
shop and drop off all these parcels. At the time |
didn’treally question what was in the parcels.
One day | got ready to go to my shift at the bike
hire. | got off the bus and | start to walk towards
the shop. | saw police arrive just before me. The
police ran into the shop and arrested my mum
and Paul. The police strip-searched them. | saw
the parental perpetrator on the ground, the police
really shoved her. They were pretty aggressive.
The arrest was happeningright in front of me.
Eventually it came out that Paul was distributing
drugs through the parcels. So, | was transporting
drugs for him without knowing it. Paul ended up
going to jail and the parental perpetrator got out
of it somehow. | have no idea how.

| decided at this point I didn't want to talk to the
parental perpetrator anymore. | had enough. |
had started working and she would keep hassling
me for money. She took all my money that |
would be working hard for. | was working in two
jobs, a job straight after high school and a job on
the weekends. The parental perpetrator begged
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me for food so she could eat because she wasn't
living at Nans’ at that time. So, | gave her my
money, but it would just go straight to drugs.

One of the jobs | was working at was a family run
café in a shopping complex near the CBD. | didn't
know them personally. Just met them on the job.
One day, | was standing, working alongside the
male owner. He was married to my other
manager. He and | were working in the same
workstation next to each other. It was a very
small and tight work area. It was a very small
cafe. We were laughing about something and
then he reached over and pinched my bum. This
is the first time | had ever experienced something
like this at work. | felt extreme embarrassment
straightaway, and | also felt really scared. |
thought about his wife who was right behind us,
and his son who also worked there. | was scared
and thought that | could ruin a whole family or
marriage if | spoke up. | remember thinking, “oh,
no”. ljustimmediately just went into ‘carry on’
mode. | didn't want to make a scene. | decided |
didn't want to make people upset, and | didn’t
want to get into trouble by saying something.

| went home that night, and | told my boyfriend
and his mum, “oh, I'm quitting, | don't want to
work there anymore”. They were both really
confused because | really loved this job. | just
repeated, “no, | just don't want to work there
anymore, it's not for me.” My boyfriend’s mum
questioned me further. She knew it was odd. |
ended up saying, “oh, well, something happened,
and | don't feel comfortable working there
anymore. | don't want to be around to be the wife
or the boss. | don't want to work there”. She
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supported me in my decision of quitting, and she
encouraged me to call them and just quit straight
away.

| decided to message the female manager, the
perpetrator’s wife, who was the main operator of
the business who | would report to. | said, “Hey,
I'm just letting you know I'm not coming in
tomorrow, | quit”. She called me back straight
away and was like, “What's happening? Why
have you quit? Can | know why?” She was really
pressing me. | just kept saying, “oh, look, just
something's happened. | don't feel comfortable
saying. | just want to quit. I'm no longer
interested.”

She kept on pressing me to tell her what made
me feel uncomfortable at work. | said, “Look, |
still, | don't feel comfortable telling you. | don't
want to say anything. | just want to leave, please
just let me leave”. She replied, “Okay, well, can
you at least meet me and we can have a
conversation?” Although | didn’t want to meet
her, | agreed.

We met on a bench opposite the café, the wife
kept on pressuring me to tell her what had
happened. | eventually, | told her the truth. | was
crying on the bench we were sitting on. | was
conscious that | was visible and in eyesight of the
cafe. | could see the perpetrator and all my
colleagues. Adelaide is a very small town, so |
was seeing people | knew, even just at the shops
getting food or walking past. There | was in tears.
The wife was just really shocked. She said, “Are
you sure that happened?” She accepted my
resignation and got up and walked away leaving
me crying.
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A few days later, the wife called me and said,
“Are you sure you're not lying?” Then she started
accusing me of lies. One of the girls that worked
in the café was from my school and she told the
wife “Oh, Charlotte's a liar. | don't believe her”.
While | had definitely lied about other things, |
was absolutely telling the truth about her
husband’s behaviour. The wife said to me, “I
can't believe you would lie about this. This is not
truthful.” That's sort of all | remember from there.
| shut it off.

That was the only shopping complex | used to go
to and but after that happened, | avoided it for a
couples of years afterwards. But a few years later
| ended up working at a different place, a retail
shop, in the same shopping complex. But the
retail shop was at a different end to the cafe. At
the shopping complex, each shop has its own
storage unit built into the back area of the centre.
The storage units are in one part the complex that
the public can't access. It's away from all the
stores. It's like a dungeon or an underground car
parkin an apartment building. Basically, it was a
dark, lockable, secluded back area with no
cameras. The retail shop | worked for had a
storage unit located near the café’s storage unit.

The husband from the café | used to work at he
saw me every time | had to go to the storage unit
because | had to walk past the cafe to get to the
storage unit entrance. So, if he wasn't there
already, he was always going to be there within
five minutes. He remembered the shifts | was
doing. It was not a coincidence. He turned up at
the storage area too many times to make it
coincidence. | was very junior, so | was always
doing stuff in the stockroom. He would just stare
and smile at me. He antagonised me, because he
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knew what he did to me in the café. He front on
stared at me, smiling, watching. He purposely
walked behind me. He looked at me up and
down, leering. | justignored him. | didn't look at
him. | was in safety mode. | remember towards
the end, | started giving him really big filthies, and
| think he stopped looking at me directly all the
time.

That café’s still there, he is still there. Girls are
always working there. Always young girls. |
remember, years after walking past the cafe and
the looks his wife would gave me. It's just like |
was getting stabbed by her eyes. That café was a
franchise and part of a big chain. They have legal
processes to follow when sexual harassmentis
disclosed. But nothing was followed. Nothing
happened at all.

| had opened up to a school counsellor and to my
year advisor about the parental perpetrator’s
abuse. | decided to stop seeing the parental
perpetrator, | was like, “No more, I'm sick of
seeingyou”. | was sick of being around her. The
last time | attempted to talk with her. | gave her
this rehab card that | got from my school
counsellor. But the parental perpetrator wasn’t
interested.

If my year advisor, Miss Ally, hadn’t intervened
and stepped over the line as teacher, | definitely
wouldn't be here today. The response from Miss
Ally was unique. She slowly built up my trust and
| told her everything. The reason | came into
contact with Miss Ally, was because | gotinto a
physical fight at school and it so happened that it
was her first day on the job. She didn't know me
and she was quite annoyed at me because |
made her do more paperwork. Although she was
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annoyed, she said “hey, come and sit with me”.
So, | sat with her justin a room. We were just by
ourselves. She didn't ask questions about the
fight. She just wanted to getto know me as a
person. She said, “I'll get you something from the
canteen”. This was the beginning of Miss Ally
buying lunches for me from the canteen. Most
mornings she would come into my classes and
check on me. Miss Ally knew that | couldn't afford
to buy my lunches. | was eating two-minute
noodles. The school had a system for me where
the canteen ladies knew to give me whatever |
needed without charging me. | never had to pay.
Miss Ally allowed me access to the canteen
outside of class whenever | needed it.

Miss Ally showed me this motherly love. She
always let me come and sit with her. She let me
draw when | wanted to draw. She would go and
get stuff from the artrooms so | could be
creative. She just sort of let me have this safe
space without having to do actual schoolwork.
Somehow, she knew | was just trying to survive.

School became a really safe space for me. Miss
Ally developed this sort of support framework for
me within the school. Miss Ally made sure all my
teachers and the school principal understand
that if | wasn't concentrating on work, that they
shouldn't get angry at me or reprimand me for not
doing homework or not doing assignments. She
created this very special support network. By that
point, | had attempted to suicide four times. |
didn't really engage in schoolwork or homework.
But because the teachers all knew, they let me
just walk out of the classroom if | needed to, and |
wouldn't getin trouble. When | was out of class,
sometimes | needed to go for a walk around the
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school and sometimes | just wanted to sit on the
grass - | was allowed. | was given full authority to
leave the classroom. Even if | needed five
minutes out of the classroom, | was allowed to
have that.

| started to wish that Miss Ally was my mum. | just
felt so loved. | felt like | had someone to look up
to and she made me feel safe. She didn’tjudge
me. She didn't ask why | was being ‘dramatic’ or
ask why | wouldn’t talk or why | was crying. She
didn't ask why. She just understood me. | just
loved her. Truly, she was my family at that point.
Her kindness gave me hope that | could have a
life. Because before meeting Miss Ally, | always
had this reoccurring thought that | would never
be walking a pram. | would never get to the age
where | would have a child of my own because |
would die young. Miss Ally made me be able to
imagine myself having kids and one day be
excited to have kids and be alive to do that.

Miss Ally tried to make a case with the
Department of Education to allow one of my
teachers and her partner to adopt me. She also
really helped coordinate all the supportin the
school for me. The school made a case, and they
got approvalto allow this teacher to ask for my
consent to put a case through to adopt me.

Itdidn’tend up happening. | declined it. | was in
Year 11 when they brought this possibility to me.
While | really wanted a safe home and a safe
family, for some reason | thought that this was
just not the right thing for me. | was scared, really
scared. Eventually, my Nan kicked me out
because | was a raging, partying teenager. | was
living with a friend, and | was paying rent and
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supporting myselfin Year 10 and 11. My dad and
that side had all stopped talking to me at this
point. They thought | was this ‘attention-
grabbing’, ‘outrageous’, ‘out of control’ teenage
girl. My dad also didn’t know | that had attempted
suicide multiple times. | covered up a lot. | lied a
lot, but it was for my protection and my survival.
Dad’s family didn't think | was a good person.
They didn't understand and they didn't ask the
right questions. They didn'timagine that all of
this could be happening to me. | wasn’tjust this
random, out of control girl. They didn't ask me
questions.

So, | decided to leave school and not finish
school. When | was at school, | couldn't afford to
go to the dentist, if | had a sore tooth. So | went,
“you know what? I'm going leave school and
decided to go and get full-time employment”. All
my teachers begged me not to. But | liked
providing for myself. | had a car, and | was living
with one of my best friends. She’s still my best
friend to this day. She really stuck by me, even
when | lied about some very, very bad things as a
teenager and as a young adult, she didn't blame
me for those things.

I when Il was 17 and met a man who was 28 years
old, so a little bit closerin age. He came from a
very wealthy family. He earned extremely good
money. | thought “oh, my God, | found the one.
Finally, | found a normal person. | found the light.
Now I'm going to surround myself with good
people and not these horribly toxic, wrong men
that they’re going to take me nowhere”. We went
on our first date to a dinner and he showed me all
these lavish things. He had a really expensive car
and | was wowed. We went to the drive-in
cinemas on the night of our first date, and we
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were cuddling in the blankets on the mattressin
his car. He started to push my shoulder down
towards his lower region and just started to keep
on ushering my body down. He kept on doing that
to the point where he grabbed my head and really
motioned me towards his dick. | ended up
sucking his dick. | remember feeling really
unsure. | didn'tknow if that was normal. | was
questioning if that was normal or if he was just
really attracted to me. | didn't have the best
feeling in my tummy, but | wasn't 100% sure what
was normal at this point.

That turned into a full-blown relationship. We
were together for almost three years. This
relationship is probably way more hurtful than
anything my biological ‘mother’ ever did to me. It
started off by him asking ‘nicely’, but he was very
obsessed with anal sex. | had never done that
before and wasn’t interested. It was extreme. He
was an extremely sexualised person. He wanted
to have sex three to four to times a day. He
decided that. Butl didn’twant it. | didn'twant to
doitatall. Then he stopped asking to do anal
‘sex’, he just did it. He just pinned me down and
did anal ‘sex’ on me. | told him to stop, but he
kept going.

Even when | was screaming and crying because it
was so painful, he continued to do that. It gotto a
point where he would only do anal ‘sex’. | always
said “no, | don't want to do this. That's not
pleasuring me at all, this is painful”. Pretty much
the whole entirety relationship he would force me
to do anal ‘sex’. | would always say “no, | don't
want to do this, or do | have to put on this
costume? Can we not just have vaginal sex?” |
was always constantly saying “no, | don't want to
do this, I don't want to do that.”
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He didn’t just force me; he intimidated me into
the ‘sexual intercourse’ by threatening me that he
would watch pornitl didn’t let him. | don't believe
in watching pornin relationships. | consider that
a form of cheating. He would watch porn if |
didn't have anal ‘sex’ with him. | didn't want him
to do that, so | would have anal ‘sex’. He forced
me to get up in all hours of the night and put on
makeup, put on heels, put on this demonic
lingerie, big hoop earrings, that really made me
feel degraded. By the way, he made me pay for all
the new heels, new lingerie and new makeup too.
He forced me to do all this stuff. Then he started
using videos and photos and started recording
these acts. The ‘sexual’ acts just got more and
more violent.

He didn’t ask my consent about the recordings,
he just did it. Usually he strangled me whilst
having ‘sex’. He strangled me so tightly that there
were multiple times | had to really shove him to
stop because | couldn't breathe. It was that
forceful. | would always be resisting. There was
never a time where | would just sit and just not
say something. He restricted what | could spend
money on, and he demanded that | show him my
bank statements, and told me that | couldn't
spend money on certain things.

| didn't realise he was perpetrating sexual abuse.
I didn't understand that that was sexual assault
until much later after | ended the relationship. My
psychologist made me really aware of this, when
| was speaking to it. I didn't know at the time what
that was. In the past | just thought he was just
really sexual. | had no understanding. Zero. | had
never talked about really what was happeningin
this relationship with anyone before, my
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psychologist questioned me the right way and |
opened up about this sexual violence. | explained
to her that | was extremely sexual after | ended
that relationship and | ended up sleeping around.
| was oversexualized myself and was having
these sexual acts with one-night stands and
having this really violent sex with these random
people.

My psychologist said, “You're showing the signs
of someone that's experienced sexual assaults
and of sexual abuse. What he did to you, was
sexual abuse”. It wasn't an easy thing to hear, but
she allowed me to have thatinformation. It was
very almost liberating to feel like | wasn't crazy,
and there was a reason behind why | was doing
all these behaviours. She really opened up my
understanding of all the different ways he did
abuse me through emotional abuse and through
financial abuse too. She empowered me through
information. | didn’t call what he was doing
domestic violence. | just thought he was a toxic
guy and he was a bit of a gaslighting narcissist.
That's all | thought. But my psychologist listened
to me and together we named that he was an
abuser.

In my twenties | started working at a
manufacturing company as a Human Resource
(HR) professional. | have been sexually harassed
in this industry at least six times in my career to
date. | only formally reported it three of the six
times. Every time this has happened to me,
there’s been a massive power imbalance. When |
was twenty, | was in a very junior HR role in the
business. | was on a one-year fixed term
contract. At the site, | worked closely with a
senior HR manager, and she was an extremely
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experienced and much older woman. Early on, |
met the “boss” who was a senior executive in the
business. He was an older male, | would say, he
was nearing retirement.

Very early on, he started making me feel
uncomfortable with the smiling and just the
leering. | remember asking him something and he
didn’teven respond. He just stared at me and
gave me this really weird smile.

One time | was in the kitchen, and | could see him
reflected in the in the aluminium splashback. He
was staring at me, looking at me up and down.
Then he intensified his harassment. When my HR
manager wasn't there, he would come into my
office and shut the door. He would sit down, and
just ask me really out-there, obscure questions. |
don’teven remember what the questions were,
but they were personal and just had no relevance
to work whatsoever. His questions made me feel
uncomfortable. | just remember thinking, “Oh, as
a new HR professional, I've got to be polite. I've
got to make sure I'm nice. He's the boss. | need to
make sure I'm responding correctly”. So, | was
trying to be really proper and answer his
questions, because | felt obliged to in that power
dynamic.

He could see when | left the office to go home.
Most days, when | left the office, he would rush
outside and he would be four footsteps behind
me, walking in the carpark, pretty much every
single day. He continued doing this the whole
time until | quit. | lasted not even two months at
that site. He would rush over to talk to me and be
next to me. One time as | was leaving, he rushed
out the door, followed me and then said, “Oh,
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how funny would it be if people thought we were
going home to have sex” | just laughed it off,
nervously laughed and walked faster to get to my
car. | felt so angry because this shit had already
happened to me a couple times before in my
hospitality and retail jobs and now this was
happening to me in a professional HR role. |
remember thinking to like, “what the fuck? You’re
a professional now Charlotte. Say something.
Say something”. But | just couldn't say anything. |
was so enraged. | got into my car and started
screaming.

The boss had a very flashy car, and he obviously
knew what car | was driving. For about 15
minutes, we would head in the same direction as
me. He would purposely drive next to me in his
car and smile at me and stare at me. He knew
that he was making me feel uncomfortable. |
would just look straight ahead the whole time,
but | could see what he was doing in my
peripheralvision.

Eventually, | built up the courage to reportthe
boss’s behaviour to my senior HR manager.
When | told her she said, “Oh, I'm really sorry
about his behaviour”. | went, “okay”. She goes,
“I'll have a chat with him, just leave it with me”.
She didn't ask me what | wanted. She didn't
formalise any processes and didn't follow the
right HR procedures. | trusted her. But after a few
weeks, | heard nothing. Nothing happened. She
didn't say anything after that.

About a week later, | saw that she announced
that he had been promoted. | knew she
understood workplace sexual harassment from a
legal perspective. She constantly told me about
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her first career as a lawyer. There was no excuse
at all for herignoring my complaint and forcing
me to be in contact with him. Again, | was just
angry. | did what | needed to do and kept focusing
on my work.

| felt really unsafe at this job. The boss just kept
on coming into the office, closing the door so we
were alone together. | ended up confiding in
another staff member. She was a bit more senior
than me and very motherly. | remember one day
she came and asked me, “Hey, are you okay?”,
because she would see him come into the office.
| confided in this woman, and she really helped.
She said, “Look, every time he comesin, I'm
going to come in, and I'm just going to say, ‘| need
you to do type this notice’, so he’ll leave straight
away”. So that’s the plan that we formulated to
make sure he wasn't in the office alone with me.
Every time she saw him come in, she would
literally follow him. She asked me questions like,
“Oh, hey Charlotte, | need to talk to you now, or
we need to have a meeting”. She would just lie
about something to get him out of my office. This
was a really greatresponse and | was
immediately safer. The boss’s behaviour affected
my dignity too because it did humiliate me.

When | put in my notice of termination | told my
senior manager, “I'm not working out my notice
periods, | am leaving immediately”. She was very
angry at me. She literally said, “Are you fucking
kidding me?” | went, “No, I'm not working. I'm not
coming back here”. | refused to. She let me take
what entitlements | did have. | really don't think
she understood. Her response was similar to
otherresponses | got from other women in her
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age group. It was as if workplace sexual
harassment was acceptable in their time. Her
inability to take my concerns seriously
communicated, “Oh, it's not even something to
be worried about”. But for people in my
generation, it's very clear that sexual harassment
is unacceptable. But perhaps for older
generations, it was normalised in the workforce.

Sexual harassment is a massive issue in general
and in manufacturing. Working in HR did not
protect me from workplace sexual harassment.
Even in the interviews, women who were in the
industry said to me, “You have to be okay with this
level of ‘banter’. Are you resilient enough to
handle that sort of stuff?” As a young recruit | was
justtrying to get a job to get my career underway. |
grew up with working class folks, I'm okay with
‘banter’, and I'm okay with rough and mean
looking people, but I'm not okay with sexual
harassment.

All forms of sexual harassment have really
impacted my career. Especially when you look at
my résumeé. It looks like I'm a job hopper. But out
of those six experiences of workplace sexual
harassment, | have left each and every one of
those jobs very quickly because of the abuse. So,
it looks like I've been somewhere for three
months, and I've just left. So, that's a big impact
on my résumé and my potential to get roles. |
know that | have not been given roles and denied
opportunities because of that.

On the flipside, | was also offered a very HR senior
role, paying significantly more per annum, but it
again | would be the only female in an all-male
site. | declined because | was shit scared. | was
like, “I'm not putting myself through that.” I'm on
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lower salary at the moment with the role that I've
chosen, because | knew it was going to be safe for
that regard. I've been impacted of my career
trajectory and my financial income and ability to
gainincome. That’s a lot of lost income especially
considering workplace sexual harassment started
when | started working at 15 until the last time it
happened was last year. It's been continuous.

Now that | am a senior HR professional with lived
experience of sexual harassment and domestic
and family violence, | understand that workplaces
need to do so much better than what they are
currently doing. | think it's really important for
people to know the reality of what women are
facing. It’s not just sexual violence and abuse at
work, it’s at home. It's everywhere. We know that
one inthree women is going to experience some
sort of violence, but my experiences highlight, the
perpetrator could be your mother, it could be your
boyfriend and then it also could be your boss or
colleague and all at the same time.

For me, | feel like I'm healing my own trauma from
all of these experiences, but I'm also doing my
partin the community to make it a better world. In
my role now, | have the ability and the influence to
support extremely customisable victim-centred
processes. | am influencing and leading in the
prevention of workplace sexual harassment, and
to not just say that we do it but, we actually do it,
because we take survivors’ seriously.

I’ve shared a lot of my experiences with my
current partner. Recently he said to me, “I'm just
so sorry. | just want you to know, you should be so
proud of yourself for the person you are today,
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because if | had that happen to me at that age, |
would never be able to become close to the
personyou are today”. He made me feel strong,
and he made me feel like | haven't let all of the
abuses define me. | haven't let these particular
situations controlwho | am and who I'm going to
be. I value love. Genuine unconditional love
towards another person, whether that be your
partner or your colleague — that’s whatit’s all
about for me. | believe in showing kindness to
others, no matter who they are or what the
situation is. This is how we make a better world.
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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.

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

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/


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

www.insightexchange.net

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/

© 2024 Insight Exchange.
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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.
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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)
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