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Dear Reader,

The Voices of Insight are de-identified descriptions 
of people’s 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 
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



My mother has done so many nasty things to 
me. She never really saw or heard me. I have 
really lived with the pain of not being heard. 
Early on, I refused to call her “mum”. I called 
her “mother”, because it’s a more formal title 
and it’s almost dismissive. The term “mum” is 
more friendly and loving. So, I called her 
“mother”. My mother always controlled me and 
my siblings through guilt. You just couldn’t 
disagree with her. Whenever we did anything 
that she didn’t like she said, “you're making my 
blood pressure go up” or “I’m going to have a 
stroke”. I knew her blood pressure was high, 
but I always suspected it would be unlikely that 
she would actually have a stroke. I asked my 
dad, “why does mother do this to me?” He said, 
“she's competing with you”.  I had been 
“competing” with her since my birth. I was my 
mother’s first born. I finished her career, 
basically, she couldn't really work once she had 
me. I found my dad’s comment really 
interesting. He knew that my mother felt I had 
taken some of his attention away from her. I 
was my father's daughter. But it wasn’t sexual, 
it was loving. 

Dad wasn’t always at home because his work 
came first. My father was a forensic 
psychiatrist. He once told me that he had put 
my siblings and I into private schools because 
he had expected private school to do 
everything. So, he was free to do his work or 
travel. But when I did finally have time with him, 
there was quality. 
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I learned quickly that I only received praise from 
my mother if I acted cheerful and happy. I had 
this mask on, and I remember acting as the 
child, the daughter, that she really wanted. I did
things like wear bows in my hair, and I used to 
sing and play the piano. I learned quite young to 
put that ‘mask’ on, because at least then I got 
some attention, love and approval. 

My parents entertained a lot. They invited a lot 
of doctors and psychiatrists to their fancy 
dinner parties. My siblings and I were trained 
very young to be waitresses, to take things 
around to the guests and to make small talk.  I 
think it's from all of that that I learned that I 
gained value if I had the mask on, performing 
the role of the daughter that they wanted. 

When I was about 10 years of age, I organised 
all the neighbourhood kids to put on a street 
performance. I created a stage, curtains, made 
invitations, sold tickets to the parents for a very 
small fee. We put on this performance in the 
park at the end of our street. It was a children's 
performance, it was not world-class, but I had 
organised it all. All I remember of it is my 
mother coming to me saying, “I am so 
embarrassed, when is this going to finish?” My 
mother said that she was embarrassed 
because I had made all these parents pay just 
to listen to all these children. I found her 
response very confusing, because I thought I 
was doing something that she would be proud 
of. But she wasn’t, her response was the 
opposite of what I hoped for.  
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“I am so embarrassed, 
when is this going to finish?” 



I have learning disabilities, and I am 
neurodivergent. Back when I was a child, this 
wasn't recognised. Sometimes teachers teased 
me. One teacher put a dunces’ hat on my head 
and made me stand in front of the classroom 
because I failed yet another dictation or 
spelling test. In my final year of school, a 
teacher went around the classroom asking 
what everyone wanted to be when they left 
school. Most of the kids said that they wanted 
to be working at the shops or working at the 
bank. Then it came to me, and I said, “I want to 
go to university and study psychology”. My 
teacher laughed. She said, “Phoebe, you're so 
dumb, you won't even matriculate”. 

At our house we regularly received threatening 
phone calls from my father’s forensic patients. 
My father often had to provide his expert 
opinion in criminal court cases. Many of the 
people my father saw were on trial for murder 
and other serious crimes. There was one time 
somebody actually fired a round of shots into 
our house. My mother instructed me how I was 
to answer the phone when mother and father 
were out. I had to pretend to be my mother so 
that we wouldn’t reveal that there were children 
alone in the house. There was a particular night 
when my parents were at a dinner party and the 
phone rang. I answered the phone at about 
10:30pm. On the other end of the phone was 
this man, he said, is that Mrs (Surname)? I said, 
“yes”. He knew all of our names. He started 
with my youngest sister, “Patricia”, then he said 
my name “Phoebe”, and “Stephen” my older 
brother. He said, “this is what I want to do. I 
want to tie you and that husband of yours up”. 
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“I ended up ringing 
a neighbour, I 

wanted some adult 
to help us.”



He swore all the way through it. He described 
how he was going to rape Phoebe and Patricia 
and sodomise my older brother, then he 
described how he would cut us all up. 

He kept making me repeat bits of what he was 
saying so that he knew that I was listening. I'd 
always been told by my mother, “oh, if you let 
people like that talk, they usually get out their 
anger just in the conversation”.  But all of a 
sudden, this guy said, “well that was so much 
fun, I think I’ll come over”. Then he hung up. I 
knew that he knew exactly where we lived. I 
don't think I've ever been so terrified in all my 
life. I didn't know exactly where my parents had 
gone out to. I ended up ringing a neighbour, I 
wanted some adult to help us. My neighbour 
came around, she somehow was able to get in 
touch with the hosts of the dinner party my 
parents were at. My parents eventually came 
home. All I remember of my mother's reaction 
was, “well, you've got this call one time, but I’ve 
had it lots of times. It’s time to go to bed now 
and just go to sleep”. She was very angry that I 
had called this neighbour and interrupted their 
night out for something like this.

If I ever mentioned my concerns to my parents 
about these threatening phone calls, they 
would just brush it away and say, “don't worry”. 
My mother said repeatedly, “I don't know why 
you keep going on about it. I had so many of 
these calls, and you just had this one call”. 
Around this time, I started skin-picking and 
scratching at my sores. That was my form of 
what would be called ‘self-harm’. Even though I 
wasn’t aware of it at the time, I know now that I
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was doing it for a reason, which was to calm me 
down. Mother would comment, “you’ve got a 
lot of mosquito bites”. I said, “yes”. My mother 
constantly told me that she came first in 
psychology when she was studying and that 
she was the expert. But she didn’t pick up that I 
was doing self-harm. 

I would also take tablets from my dad’s pill box 
to get to sleep. I often overheard my parents 
talking about the various patients and their 
threats. My parents spoke to each other, but 
they never talked about it with me or my 
siblings. All I knew was that my mother carried 
a pistol in her handbag. 

My siblings and I would talk about it. My little 
sister also started behaving in ways to respond 
to the threats. She made me walk on all four 
sides of every mat in the room, and then she 
made me touch various objects in a specific 
order before going to sleep because she 
believed that these rituals would keep us safe 
somehow. Our mother just ignored all of this. I 
kept my mask on and did my best not to show 
that I was frightened. 

My school friends didn't have those 
experiences, so there was nobody to talk to. 
When I was eighteen my best friend, Julie, took 
me on a cruise. Her father was the CEO of a 
major cruise-ship company, so he got us both a 
discount on a trip.  We spent about ten weeks 
on the ship. There were a lot of older people on 
that cruise with most being around my parents' 
age. 
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He said, “leave your 
friend, I'll take you to 

New York and I'll buy this 
for you and give you this, 

this, this and this”. 



There were parties every Friday night on the 
cruise. That’s where I met the Security Officer.  
At the parties, we would dance together. It 
always felt it was like dancing with my father, 
because he was at the same age as my dad. 
One night, I remember being at the party and 
dancing. The next thing I remember, everybody 
from the party was gone. I was sitting on the 
couch with the Security Officer. My clothes 
were dishevelled, and he was promising me the 
world. He said, “leave your friend, I'll take you 
to New York and I'll buy this for you and give you 
this, this, this and this”. And he really was 
promising me so many things if only I would 
leave the cruise and fly with him to New York. 
The next thing I remember just grabbing the rest 
of my clothes and I rushed out of the room. 

When I got back down to my cabin, my friend 
said to me, “where have you been? You have 
been gone for ages. I looked everywhere for 
you”. I said, “well, I don't know where I was. I 
don't know what's happened because I have a 
huge blank of time. All I can remember is the 
beginning of the party and after the party. I don't 
remember anything in between”. We just left it 
because it was too hard. We didn't know how to 
deal with it. 

It wasn't until a few years ago, when I was doing 
a course on meditation.  While I was 
meditating, I got this thought, “what happened? 
What happened on that ship?” and it was like a 
slap in the face. I had a flashback. For me, it is 
horrendous. It’s like a photograph. All I see is 
my legs bent, this man's face in between my 
legs covered with moisture and a camera 
behind. It was extremely distressing to get that
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“look, you were 
probably given some 

date rape drug, you were 
obviously drugged…”



flashback. I had another flashback a couple of 
days later, where I'm dancing naked and there's 
men there, and then there's like a whole lot of 
little rooms in a corridor, and I’m running along. 
It’s confused. It's not clear. All I've got is those 
images. I was spooked. I never want to do 
meditation ever again because I just don't want 
any more flashbacks. 

I rang a friend and talked with her about the 
flashback, she said, “look, ring the (domestic, 
family and sexual violence) phoneline”.  I rang 
them and, with difficulty, described to them the 
flashbacks I was experiencing. The person on 
the phoneline said, “you've obviously satisfied 
him, whether he abused you or somebody else 
did, and he got money for it. Your body did what 
he wanted, whether he raped you or not”. The 
person also said “look, you were probably given 
some date rape drug, you were obviously 
drugged, you might have been taken off the ship 
in that period of time. But yes, something 
sexual happened”. I was just stunned. I burst 
into tears. 

The conversation with the phone line person 
helped me make sense of it. Because I didn't 
know what the flashbacks were, and I was 
disgusted by them. They frightened me. I 
mentioned it to my mother over the phone one 
day and she was very dismissive. My brother 
had also experienced sexual abuse perpetrated 
by a man. So, my mother commented, “well, 
it's not as bad as what your brother had”.  I just 
talked back to her and I said, “what you're 
saying isn't helping, I'm going”, and I just hung 
up. 
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My brother had also 
experienced sexual abuse 
perpetrated by a man. So, 
my mother commented, 

“well, it's not as bad as what 
your brother had”. 



The man I married doesn’t deserve a name 
because he was so cruel. I will call him “Ex” 
because he is now my ex-husband. I met Ex 
through another school friend of mine, Ex was 
her older step-brother. He was somebody that 
my mother really approved of. In many ways, I 
married my mother. Before meeting him, I had 
brought home a couple of other guys that I 
liked, but Ex was the first one that really my 
mother liked. He really enjoyed talking to 
mother. There was even a period of time when I 
thought he was two-timing, so I didn't want to 
go out with him. But he used to come around to 
the house and talk to my mother. I wouldn't go 
downstairs and talk to him. Gradually Ex wore 
me down by these visits and his closeness with 
my mother. I married him. 

He was very similar to my mother. Just like her, 
he routinely said hurtful things to me. He could 
discuss philosophy, he could discuss abstract 
things, but not personal things and he couldn’t 
empathise. He was very self-centred. 
Everything was about him. He was the 
important one. 

One time we went away on summer holiday 
with a group of friends who were all hippies and 
into nature and conservation. There were only 
two women, and about seven men. We rented a 
house near a national park for a couple of 
months. We were trying to see if we could set 
up a commune. About a month in, a house 
meeting was called. I said to Ex, “I don't want to 
go, I don't feel well”. He said, “you have to”. 
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“Why isn't Ex, saying 
‘stop’? Why isn’t he 

helping me get out of 
the situation?” 



Some of the men we were staying with were 
really aggressive and were pushing for everyone 
to be naked in the house because that aligned 
with their “philosophy”. Ex said to me in front of 
everyone, “they don't understand why they all 
strip off and you don’t”. I said, “I don't, it's 
stupid. Why would I?” The meeting was a 
horrible experience. I kept wondering, “why 
isn't Ex, saying ‘stop’? Why isn’t he helping me 
get out of the situation?” But he just sat there 
and let it all happen. The men went on and on 
about how I didn't have the same “values and 
philosophy” they did. He was furious with me 
because I said, “I don't want to be part of that 
group anymore” and I made us leave the 
holiday house earlier. That was the first time 
that I saw a different side of Ex, a side where 
everything was about him. 

I had three boys with him. When my children 
were little, he was more engaged with them. 
But as they got older, if they talked back or if 
they didn't obey him, he pulled away. Most 
people thought I was a single parent because I 
was always taking my children to school and to 
martial arts training, but he never did. When the 
kids had their karate grading, he said, “I don't 
need to stay for that, do I?” Karate doesn’t 
particularly interest me either. But it interests 
my boys. I think it is important to celebrate their 
interests and achievements, big and small. As 
parents we have this responsibility to them. I 
am extremely proud of all my kids. I learnt from 
what my mother did to me, that parenting can 
have such an immense negative effect. I was 
going to be very different to my mother. My ex 
was such a poor father. He wasn’t there for
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them, especially in their teenage years. The 
kind of abusive behaviour he demonstrated has 
affected my boys. The effects of his absence 
and emotional neglect have been shocking too. 
Ex was just negative, negative, negative. He had 
no sense of love or consideration. He was all 
about appearances. For example, he hadn't 
finished his degree in engineering because he 
just didn't get his act together to do it. I think he 
resented that I managed to finish my studies at 
the same time I was full time caring for three 
young children. Ex had to employ an engineer 
and architect so that he could call himself an 
engineer and he claimed their work as his own. 
Some people actually thought that he was a 
fully trained engineer because he constantly 
lied about that. 

Back when we were first married, we had a 
bank book. Of course, he kept the bank book 
which was a normal arrangement at the time. It 
was an arrangement that was completely 
supported in society. That’s how my parents did 
things as well. My mother used to just be given 
an allowance to spend on food and household 
items, and my dad looked after the accounts. 
Looking back, it was stupid to have a joint 
account. But that’s how it was. Ex had total 
control, and he would just give me some money 
each week, like an allowance. I really didn’t 
have any idea how much money was in our 
account. 

He told me that he was only earning, $20,000 a 
year because he had a bad back. That’s all he 
was declaring on tax. We would regularly get 
fines from the taxation department. Because he 
didn't pay the superannuation for the people he 
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employed. Back in those days, if you were going 
to set yourself up as a company, you had to 
have more than one person. So, he made me be 
the other person initially. So, if he got a fine, I 
got a fine. I got a letter from the bank saying 
there's not enough money in there to pay the 
loan for the mortgage. I thought, “my full wage 
is going in there”. We had electricity cut off one 
time. 

Ex just never did anything. He would turn up for 
meals, sex and sleep and that was it. He 
expected me to do his ironing and make his 
lunch. Because I made the boys lunch, he 
expected me to do the same for him. It was just 
derogatory. The opposite to what a relationship 
should be, basically. It was very much he was 
the head of the household, and everything had 
to be done for him.

I wasn’t exactly violently raped by Ex, but he 
coerced me into it, and I didn’t enjoy it. It was 
all about his enjoyment. He did this many, 
many times. I had sex with him just to keep him 
happy and to tone down his verbal abuse. His 
emotional abuse was relentless. When we were 
having intercourse, he complained that I was 
“not there”. He complained the whole time that 
I didn’t show that I was enjoying him or the 
‘sex’. Then he complained that the house 
wasn’t tidy enough. That I wasn’t any good. 
Nothing I did was good enough in his eyes. I 
remember starting a veggie garden with my 
children. He just came out and said, “it looks a 
bit better than a weed patch”. I knew a couple 
of women who had abusive partners. One of my 
friends, Angie, her husband controlled all the 
money. But I didn’t know anyone whose partner 
was as verbally abusive as Ex.
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I had sex with him just 
to keep him happy and 

to tone down his 
verbal abuse.



If I ever was worried about one of the children, I 
asked him, “can we talk about this? I want you 
to keep this private. I don't want you to say 
anything to the children that we're talking 
about”. He would just go straight into their 
room and tell them what I had said to him in 
confidence. So, he had no respect of any 
boundaries or anything like that.  So, I had this 
adult male who was boasting about how little 
money he was earning, ridiculing and 
undermining everything that I did. 

At mealtimes, he monitored everyone’s dinner 
plates including the portions of food on his own 
children’s plates. He said, “how come Bryan 
(our youngest) has got more of that potato than 
me?” or “Mattie’s (our middle child) got more 
sausages than me?” One time, he threw a 
chicken wing at Ethan, (our eldest child). Ex 
said, “Ethan was making noises, and I had to 
shut him up”. I remember how distressed Ethan 
was. I went over to help Ethan, not Ex. Another 
time he said again, “oh well, how come Ethan’s 
got more food than me?” Ethan stood up with 
his plate and shovelled all his meal onto his 
father's plate. Ethan said to his father, “you 
keep telling us how little money you earn, you're 
complaining about how little food you've got. 
Mum's the only one that earns money and 
cooks all the meals and does everything. You 
do nothing”. Then Ethan stormed off. I watched 
Ex storm off. Later, I went into the bedroom 
found Ex in a foetal position with the lights off. 
He thought he was the victim. I had talked to my 
child as well, thanked him for supporting me, 
but I still felt that he had to show his father 
respect because that was his father. But I 
thanked him. 
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When I was in my early thirties I had breast 
cancer. The lump was very obvious; it felt like a 
walnut. I went to a GP because I didn’t think it 
was anything bad. My GP sent me to this 
surgeon. He put a needle in it to try and extract, 
because he thought it was just a cyst. But he let 
me know that they would have to take it out. So, 
no mention of cancer at this point. 

I went to hospital by myself. I had the operation. 
I was told that when they opened me up, that 
the surgeons were all horrified because it was 
obviously an aggressive cancer. The surgeon 
said, “I'm sorry, Phoebe, you've got breast 
cancer. I want to take you straight back up and 
remove your breasts and glands”. Here's the 
piece of paper, sign it. There was no time for me 
to digest it. Then the whole time I was in 
hospital, I kept wanting to talk to people. “Am I 
still a woman?” I was worried about how Ex 
would react to my body. No one, not a single 
doctor or nurse, ever asked me if I was 
experiencing abuse. 

The surgery left me with a hideous scar on my 
chest. Even the surgeon said he was horrified 
by the scar. But in the hospital, the nurses kept 
trying to cheer me up by giving me treats.
 
Nobody would listen to me about my fears 
about dying or about the mutilation and how my 
husband would react.  Everyone assumed that I 
had a supportive husband. No one asked me 
any questions about him. A week after the 
amputation, a doctor came in and said, “I've 
got great news for you. It's not in any of your 
glands, and we hear you’ve got children, so 
we’re giving you a tubal ligation”. I asked him to 
explain what a tubal ligation was. I said, “so
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you're desexing me”. He replied, “Oh, we don't 
use that kind of language”. I said, “but that's 
what you're doing, I have a degree, I'm not a 
child, and you haven't even discussed this with 
me. You're just telling me that you are taking 
away the opportunity for me to have more 
children”. I was so angry. 

I remember the first day home when I came 
home after the double mastectomy. Ex left the 
house early in the morning. I said to him, “but 
how am I going to get dressed?” He replied, “I 
don’t know”. He just didn’t make any 
allowances. There was a whole lot of washing 
to be done. So, I remember struggling to try to 
get the washing done. I can’t remember any 
time where Ex looked after me. He never 
cooked a meal or brought me a cup of tea or 
anything like that. He never drove me to get 
chemotherapy or supported me at doctor’s 
appointment or check-ups. He never even 
offered. 

After all my chemo treatment finished, I went to 
get the breast prosthesis. They didn't have any 
breasts for young women, so I came home with 
middle-aged breasts. I always wore a pretty 
blouse when I had sex with Ex because I was 
just so disgusted by my prosthesis. He never 
removed the top or made any signs of 
acceptance of my chest. 

A short time after I had recovered, Ex had 
severe a back injury after a game of golf. So, we 
had hell again. He needed surgery and he was 
in bed for weeks. I had to care for him full time. I 
would get him into the car and take him to the 
appointments. At the same time, I developed 
what I felt was a lump in my throat. I went to my
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“You need to forget about 
yourself and go home and 

look after your poor 
husband now”. 



doctor. He said, “yes, well, I'll give you a referral 
to a specialist, but there's nothing wrong with 
you. You've had your turn. You need to forget 
about yourself and go home and look after your 
poor husband now”. Unfortunately, that's 
exactly what I did. I just stopped doing anything 
for myself. It was all Ex, my children and then 
my work. I just became busier and busier. That 
was how I kept my distress at bay.

I basically lived in my car, dropping the kids off 
here and there, picking them up, doing all the 
shopping, and working full time. Being a mother 
was an extremely powerful experience for me, 
especially after having survived breast cancer. I 
never knew how long I had on this earth. I didn’t 
know if or when the cancer would return.

Whereas Ex became more self-centred and 
selfish after his back injury. I was the opposite. I 
decided that my role, my reason for existing, 
was to look after my children and my family. I 
did everything I could to be a provider. At times 
was just doing too much for them and nothing 
for myself at all. I did no self-healing.
I worked as a high school counsellor and a male 
colleague of mine had nominated me for a staff 
award. I told Ex about the award. He was so 
rude, I had to defend the teacher who 
nominated me. Ex said he was going to go 
punch him, implying that my colleague wanted 
to seduce me. There was a state award 
ceremony. Ex came with me, but it was to 
monitor me, not to support me. Almost as soon 
as the speeches were finished, he said, “okay, 
we can go now”. He didn't want me to receive 
any accolades or spend any time with the 
colleague who nominated me or the other 
teaching staff. 

25



As a school counsellor, I heard a lot of 
students’ experiences of messy divorces. This 
really informed my decision to stay with Ex until 
all my boys were old enough to live 
independently.

I told my dad, that I wanted Ex to stay at home 
and help out with childcare. In those days, 
there was very little childcare that we could 
afford. Financially, we were really struggling. I 
knew that as a school counsellor, I could earn 
more money than Ex. My mother overheard the 
conversation I was having with my dad and she 
said, “I am so tired of you complaining about 
that man. You have to realise he's the one that's 
earning the money, you're the one that's meant 
to be staying at home”. She also added “you as 
a woman, have to keep in your place”, and then 
she said, “I can’t cut off his penis and give it to 
you”. My dad and I were both stunned. I just 
went silent. Dad told me later that he was 
mortified that his wife said that. 

A few years later, I became suicidal. I was doing 
my normal thing of working, working, working. 
In fact, we were struggling so much financially 
that I took on a weekend counselling role on top 
of my full-time school counselling and I was 
also offering piano tuition. I was absolutely 
exhausted. I was seriously suicidal. I had it all 
planned. I thought my children would be better 
off without me because they would get the 
money from the house, so that would help them 
financially. I had mentioned to my mother that I 
was really depressed. She said, “no, you 
haven't got depression. I've treated people with 
depression, and you haven’t got it”.
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“The psychiatrist said, “no 
wonder you're suicidal. It's 
your cortisol levels”. But he 

never asked why I was so 
stressed at home. 



Every time I drove, I had to use a very strong will 
not to drive straight into trees or telegraph 
poles. Every time I had a blade, like a kitchen 
knife in my hand, I thought about it. I knew 
people who had killed themselves and I saw 
what it did to their families. I was really, really 
scared that I was going to do something, and I 
didn't know who to talk to. I couldn’t talk to my 
mother or my husband. I just went to the GP, 
and he just referred me on to see a psychiatrist. 
The psychiatrist made me take a blood test for 
cortisol levels. The results showed that my 
cortisol levels were through the roof. So, I 
actually had proof, biologically, that I wasn't in 
a good place. The psychiatrist said, “no wonder 
you're suicidal. It's your cortisol levels”. But he 
never asked why I was so stressed at home. He 
said, “I can send you to hospital or I can 
medicate you, and I mean really medicate you, 
and you’ll be able to work”. I chose medication.
 
I functioned. But I couldn’t really feel many 
emotions. I wouldn’t be surprised if a lot of 
other people who experience domestic 
violence, have high cortisol and adrenaline 
levels, because you constantly have to be on 
guard. I'm sure that this stress from Ex affected 
my health. It was the cause of my cancer and 
other health problems.

About 5 years later, I was still very medicated 
and I was still living with Ex.  The boys were 
entering their final years at high school. A 
colleague of mine, Evyonne, started bullying me 
at the high school. Around the same time, Ex 
started renting an office that was very close to 
the high school that Eyvonne and I were working 
at. I don’t know how, but Ex knew Evyonne. He 
would meet up with her at the café near the
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school. If ever I said something to Ex about 
Evyonne’s bullying, he would laugh it off and I 
knew he told her everything I said. I don’t know 
if they were having an affair or not, but he 
sabotaged my work through Eyvonne. I thought 
it was just part of his cruelty. 

Evyonne was in the Physical Education faculty 
and so she felt that she could do whatever she 
wanted to.  My counselling office in the school 
was quite isolated so not many people knew 
she would come by my office and harass me. 
She kept saying, “I know you're talking about 
me, and I've been to a solicitor, I'm going to sue 
you for defamation”. She also burst into a 
couple of counselling sessions with students 
and said to them “I'm so sorry you have Phoebe 
as a counsellor, she’s so hopeless”. 

It escalated to the point where the school 
employed an industrial psychologist to talk to 
us both. Evyonne and I both had our union reps. 
All that came out of that process was that I was 
not allowed to talk to any of her students at all, I 
was effectively suspended as a counsellor but 
was able to continue with some administrative 
tasks. The school would not support me. The 
principal also left during this time. It was just a 
nightmare. I was under the impression that Ex 
wasn’t earning much money, so as bad as the 
bullying was at work, I felt that I couldn’t leave 
the school. I couldn’t risk not being able to earn 
some money. I also knew I couldn’t discuss it 
with my parents, especially because my mother 
did not believe that I should be working. 

Evyonne kept getting nastier and my health was 
deteriorating. I was frequently hyperventilating 
because I was so stressed with all the bullying
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and all along, I had no support for being 
neurodivergent. I remember being called in to 
the new principal’s office. She said to me, “We 
don't think you should be working here 
anymore. We want you to go, pack everything 
up and leave. You can't talk to any students. We 
don't want you to talk to any staff”. So, I was 
really bullied quite severely out of work and Ex 
and Evyonne were involved in that. 

I immediately felt an immense loneliness. I felt 
so different to other people. I had become a 
very anxious, distressed and depressed person. 
I went into another psychological service, the 
psychiatrist I saw was very concerned about 
how much medication I was on. She said to me, 
“You’re taking enough medication to put an 
elephant to sleep” and she also said, “anybody 
who thinks that you taking all this medication is 
going to help you is absolutely ridiculous. I’m 
taking you off all of this medication now” I said, 
“no”.  The psychiatrist said, “well we absolutely 
need to reduce your dosage”. 

My relationship with Ex was just getting worse 
and worse. There was hardly any money in the 
bank. Now I had lost my main job, I was scared. 
I still had income coming in through my 
weekend counselling sessions. I decided to 
create my own bank account so that my money 
would go straight to me. When I told Ex that I 
had set up my own separate bank account, he 
was absolutely furious. I've never seen him so 
angry. I said, “from now on, I am managing the 
finances, I am paying the loan, I will pay all the 
food and I will pay everything to do with our 
sons. All you have to pay for is the utilities. You 
say that you’re not earning much. You should 
be able to cover that”. I did this because, the
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“All you have to pay for 
is the utilities. You say 
that you’re not earning 
much. You should be 

able to cover that.”



last thing I wanted to happen at that stage was 
to lose the house. I wanted to take care of my 
children. 

Around this time, I visited our accountant, I 
asked him “I’m so exhausted. Why don’t we 
have money in our account and why isn't Ex 
earning any money?” The accountant said, “no, 
he's earning good money. He's just got to stop 
buying fancy vintage cars.” That’s how I find out 
that Ex had a small fleet of cars which he was 
storing in a hired garage.  

I told a friend of mine who is divorced. She said, 
“try to sneak into his room and find the 
paperwork for the cars”. I followed her 
instructions and discovered huge lists and 
details of his purchases of really expensive 
vintage cars and model aeroplanes. We are 
talking tens of thousands of dollars. When Ex 
ran out of money in our old joint account he 
went to the bank manager. The bank manager 
told him, “oh, look, your wife’s got money, you 
should ask her for some”. Now he shouldn't 
have said that. 

One afternoon all our, young adult children, 
were out of the house. I confronted Ex, I said “I 
understand that you've got a collection of cars 
and expensive model planes why haven’t you 
ever shared this with me?” Ex said, “oh, it's only 
a couple, and I knew you would just want to 
spend the money on the children and the 
house”.  I said, “so you're putting your wants to 
have these cars and toy planes ahead of the 
care of your sons”. I took off my wedding ring 
and I said, “I don't want to remain married to 
you anymore”. I slept on the floor of the 
bedroom because he refused to move out of 
the bed. 
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The following weekend, he went to my mother, 
and he cried and complained about me. Ex 
knew that he had a special relationship with my 
mother. It was always evident to me that my 
own mother liked him more than me. She was 
always on his side and this time was no 
different.  My mother rang me up and abused 
me. She wouldn't listen to anything I said. She 
refused to accept that Ex was a bad person, 
that he did some terrible things to me and his 
children. 

During the property settlement, I found out that 
Ex had three garages full of cars and model 
planes. There was over $500,000 worth of cars 
and toy planes. At one stage, I’d found out also 
that he had another garage that he had 
managed to conceal during the divorce 
settlement and there may have been more. If I 
had made a fuss about that, it would have 
meant going to court. I didn't want my children 
to ever know that their father said that he was 
more important than they were. I didn’t want 
them to know that he was withholding money 
from them. My boys are fine young people. They 
all have their own lives. My youngest son is a 
beautiful husband and father. My boys decided 
to not be like their dad. It’s like me deciding that 
I was not going to be the kind of mum my 
mother was. So, I am proud of them. I just don’t 
want them hurt by Ex any more than they 
already have been. 

I've just completed three and a half years of 
psychotherapy with a different psychiatrist. It 
was the first time that anybody had really 
listened to me and really validated my feelings. 
For the first time, I felt heard. So many family, 
friends and professionals just gave me 
platitudes or brush-offs like, “other people have
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suffered too” and “other people have suffered 
more”. My mother told me that my pain was 
just “in your imagination”. But my fear, my 
anger and grief were heard by this psychiatrist. 
This response was the opposite of what my 
mother and what Ex had done to me.
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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/
http://www.insightexchange.net/guide-using/
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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