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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



I was born in Sri Lanka. Growing up, I was very 
lucky that I wasn't exposed to domestic and 
family violence. I know that many Sri Lankan 
locals have a different experience. Gendered 
violence is common in Sri Lanka, just as it is in 
Australia. When I read Sri Lankan newspapers 
and media, there’s a lot about the cruelty of 
men, especially in the more rural areas. The 
way they treat women. Like husbands raping 
their wives and uncles who abuse their nieces. 
Women don’t have the same rights as men. For 
example, up until 2018, our Constitution stated 
that women could not buy alcohol, but men 
could. 

My mum and I are very similar. She grew up with 
a lot of violence and turmoil in her first 
marriage. Seeing her go through all of that, I 
was just like, “Wow, she is so strong”. No 
matter what she went through, she never said a 
bad thing about anyone. She has no hate in her 
body, no matter what she’s been through. It 
probably wasn't easy, to let that hate go. She 
was always so positive and so kind to 
everybody. I felt the joy that it brings her. I have 
always mirrored how my mum treats people. 
This makes me feel good inside and I know for a 
fact that I will never want to change.

I went to an international school and my 
parents raised me with the understanding 
“You’re an equal, you're going to get the best 
education. It's your life. You're free to do 
whatever you want”. A lot of my female friends 
who I went to school with told me they weren't 
allowed to go to university, and they weren't 
allowed to take part in certain sports. Their 
parents were like, “No, we don't want you to do 
this. You just finish school and then you can
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just stay at home. You’ll get married and have a 
family”. But my mum always told me and my 
sisters, how important it is for us as women to 
be independent no matter what. No matter how 
good of a situation you have. She always made 
it very clear that we need to be independent. 
We need to have our own careers, be earning 
money, be able to take care of ourselves. She 
said, “because you never know what's going to 
happen”. So, ever since I was small, I always 
wanted to be independent. This made me more 
mature for my age. This is so important, and 
this has made me who I am and where I am 
today. 

It was a big thing for me to move out of Sri 
Lanka to come to Australia to study and then 
get a working visa. Soon after landing in 
Australia, I got a job working in HR and my life 
really started to come together. I met a man on 
a dating app. I am not even going to say his 
name. He was a year younger than me, and he 
was from Sri Lanka too. When I met him, he was 
living in Canberra and I was a short flight or 
several hours drive away, so it was a bit of a 
long-distance relationship. Everything seemed 
perfectly fine in the beginning. But he put 
pressure on me to fly to Canberra to spend 
every weekend with him. He did this for about 6 
months.  I told him that I was having trouble 
affording the travel and that it was affecting my 
work. But he kept insisting that I travel.  

He came visited me only a couple of times. One 
time he planned to stay for a week, but the 
COVID-19 lock-down was applied almost as 
soon as he arrived and that meant that he 
couldn’t leave. On the second day of him 
arriving, he asked me to hand over my phone. I
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actually laughed. I thought he was joking. But 
that just seemed to anger him even more. He 
grabbed my phone, right in front of me. He 
started going back through my pictures and my 
messages. He found messages from old ex-
boyfriends from years ago when I was still a 
teenager.  He was so angry seeing these 
messages and pictures. I'm like, “these are just 
childhood relationships. It's just what’s 
accumulated over time. It's not like I go back 
and delete all of my messages or pictures of my 
exes or anything like that”. But he couldn’t let it 
go. He had all my passwords and would 
constantly check everything on my phone. 

He made comments about me to put me down. 
A lot of things he said to me still stick with me. 
Since his abuse, it has been hard for me to love 
myself. He started using physical violence. He 
started by slapping me and pushing me down to 
the ground. The first time he hit me, I said to 
him “Oh, you slapped me this many times”, 
then he said, “No, you’re insane, I never did 
that, stop it, you’re really delusional”.  The 
second time, he physically assaulted me, I was 
still in shock, and I was still trying to make 
sense of what he had just done to me. I said, 
“Okay, what just happened? You slapped me 
again”. He said again, “No, you’re delusional, it 
wasn’t that many times, it was just a light tap, 
I’m sure you barely felt it”. He tried to tell me 
what I was feeling. He said to me “Okay, no, 
you were sad, you were angry, and you were 
taking it out on me, and this is my reaction”. So, 
his reality, was supposed to be the only reality, 
my reality didn’t matter. I was “the crazy one”. 

I knew that he saw violence growing up. He was 
treating me exactly how his dad treated his
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mum. He thought his violence was okay. He 
never thought it was a problem. He never 
thought that he shouldn’t be hitting me or 
anything like that. He thought it was normal. I 
also heard how he spoke to his mother. It was a 
similar wording to the horrible things he would 
say to me. He would always say I was “lying”. 
He told me, “you deserve everything you get”. I 
feel like maybe that's what he was also kind of 
saying to himself when he was doing it in the 
moment. 

I have trained in martial arts all my life. I know 
how to fight. But fighting him wasn’t an option. 
It was very hard for me to shut my feelings down 
and my voice. I am a very vocal person. So, for 
me, not being able to articulate what I was 
going through and try and resist in a less 
physical sense as well, was so hard. But I had 
to find subtle ways of surviving. Every day, he 
was getting progressively more and more 
violent. His violence was getting more and more 
gory. He ripped out a section of my hair and 
broke my wrist. In that moment, I was like 
screaming, “Okay, you know what, stop”. But 
that just seemed to anger him even more. So, 
then I thought to myself, “Instead of just fighting 
back physically, just don't do anything 
Darshani, he’ll tire himself out”. One thing that I 
started doing was reading emotions and his 
actions. I started approaching him in a different 
way. I would always let him basically do 
whatever he wanted to do, or whatever he said. 
It was the only way to keep safe during the 
lockdown with him. I just shut my mouth. 
Sometimes just lay there and let him do 
whatever he wanted. Just hoping that it would 
go by faster. So, even though I felt like “I was 
doing nothing”, I know it was a form of
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resistance, and it kept me alive. The main 
things that I would like to focus on is getting the 
word about resistance, out there. I survived his 
abuse every day, that was my resistance. I was 
doing as much as I could in that moment to 
resist and survive. When I think about my 
experience from that perspective of resistance, 
it really does help. I feel like it gives me my 
power back.

One thing that really kept me going was 
focusing on my work or my career. No matter 
what, I think work was my priority, even in my 
relationship. I made sure that he knew that 
work was a priority for me. Work made me feel 
productive. It made me feel like I did something 
worthwhile. It reinforced this identity of working 
towards what I really deserve in life. I would say 
that was the biggest thing for me. But he didn't 
work or do anything, but for years and years he 
said to people that he was ‘studying’. But he 
still didn't even have his undergrad. But for me, 
my career was one thing that I put my mind to, 
and I was like, “no matter what, if I just keep 
pushing and going, I am actually going to be 
able to achieve what I wanted to achieve”.  
Even when I travelled to and from Canberra, I 
would land in the morning and go straight to 
work. 

As the lockdown eased, I started physically 
going into the office. Every time he assaulted 
me, I covered myself up with so much makeup 
and I would still go to work. When I was at work, 
he continued to harass me. If I took my break 
late while I was at work, he would bombard me 
with calls. He would call my workplace and ask 
about me.  But I still didn't let his actions affect 
my career. That was one thing that I really held 
on to and was like, “this is how in the end, I can 
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make a name for myself. I'll be able to get out. 
I'll not be in this situation ever again”. I kept 
always thinking, my parents had always said to 
me, “don't put yourself in this situation, if you 
are in this situation, do whatever you can to get 
out of the situation”. 

A lot of my friends, family and colleagues didn't 
really know what was going on, even to the 
point where my best friend didn't know what 
was going on. One thing that I really tried to 
protect was what people thought of him. I didn't 
want to say anything bad against him. I didn't 
want them to see what he was doing to me. I 
always thought that things were going to get 
better. So, I didn't want anyone to have a 
negative view of him. I just chose not to deal 
with it by not talking to anybody about it. It was 
something that I was just like, “no, I'll just let it 
play out and see how it's going to go”.

I isolated myself because I didn't want anyone 
to see how I looked at that time. I didn’t want 
anyone to see that I had bruises.  I would hide a 
lot of aspects of what I went through just 
because I was so ashamed. I always thought 
that I was a strong person. But when I looked at 
myself in the mirror when I was going through 
that, I was so out of it. I felt so ashamed of 
myself. I was afraid that people would see me. 
That is a big reason why I waited for so long 
before I told anybody about it. It's the shame of 
it all. I know now that I have nothing to be 
ashamed of. But I placed a lot of importance on 
what people think about us or how they 
perceive us. Looking back, I don't think that I 
should have protected him to the extent that I 
did. I was putting him first instead of focusing 
on what I was going through. I was protecting 
his dignity and my own. 
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I wanted him and I to go to couple’s therapy. 
There were countless instances where I spoke 
to different therapists. I even looked at anger 
management services. I did a lot of research. I 
actually made up like a full document about it. I 
wanted to send it to him and say “okay, what do 
you think of these options?” Because he was 
always like, “okay, yes, I'll work on it with you. 
Let's go for therapy. I'll work on myself.” That 
was a big reason why I also stayed with him. 
Because I believed “no, we’re going to work out 
all this”. I really did want to try to make it work.  

But every time I would bring up going to 
counselling, he would always be like, “yes, yes, 
yes, we'll look into it”. That's all. Every time I'd 
try and make a booking, he would just be like, 
“no, let's see about it when you come down” or 
“let's see, maybe next week, I've got a lot going 
on this week”, something like that. It just never 
happened. He just kept pushing and pushing it 
out for months.  I kept on reassuring myself as 
well, saying “I think he’s willing to try.  I will wait 
a little longer”.  But one day I was like, “okay, 
there's nothing that he's doing that he's 
promised, there’s nothing that he is working 
on”. I guess it had to come from himself. If he 
wanted to change or work on himself, it needed 
to come from him. Realising this was also a big 
step where I was like, “okay, there's nothing 
more I can do”.

He just annoyed and angered me so much. It 
got to a point where I just couldn’t do it 
anymore. Every time I went out, he would just 
keep calling me. He would call about 20 times 
when I didn't pick up. It would just frustrate me 
so much receiving all these calls.  I couldn’t do 
anything, in the sense that if he was in
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Canberra. I would have to put FaceTime on so 
that he could see that I was in bed sleeping 
alone. If the FaceTime accidentally switched 
off, then the next morning when I woke up, he 
would call me or text me a rant of, “oh, you're 
out cheating, you’re a whore”.

When the lockdown ended, I broke up with him. 
I actually told my mum first. She said that she 
had a feeling he was abusive, but she said she 
didn’t say anything because she wanted to 
support me in my relationship. She was afraid 
that I was going to stop talking to her, if she 
brought up the doubts she was having about 
him. I completely got that. There's a good 
possibility that I would have done that. I said to 
my mum, “Maybe don't tell my dad, because he 
is very overprotective”. But she told my dad. I 
don't blame her, I know they both just want me 
to be okay and safe. In the end, I'm glad she 
told my dad. But I know it wasn’t very easy for 
him to hear. It was heartbreaking to hear how 
much it was affecting my father. How he was 
hurting himself because he felt like he couldn't 
do much to help me. 

My mum and dad made me feel stronger. I knew 
I could always call them up for anything. I didn't 
feel as ashamed talking to them about it. So, I 
really couldn't have done it without their 
support. It was very important knowing that I 
had their support and that I could go to them for 
anything.  Most importantly my parents actually 
listened and asked what they can do for me. 
They never scolded me as their child. I really 
couldn't have done it without their support.

After the breakup, he was calling and texting me 
abusive messages. His friends were also
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contacting me and started blaming me. They 
pretended that he had done nothing and said 
that I was delusional. He called me and was 
like, “you made me do things”, and once he 
said to me, “oh, I didn't want to be in the 
relationship with you anyway. You made me be 
in a relationship”. It was crazy-making, but I 
just calmly was like, “no, I never forced you to 
be in a relationship with me”. 

At that point I wasn't even planning to go to the 
police. But that changed when I found out from 
my dad that the perpetrator had called him. He 
threatened my dad saying, “Oh, I'm going to 
find your daughter, you're not going to know 
what's going to happen to her. I am just going to 
just show up at her place and take her”.  Then 
he threatened to hurt my dad and ruin his 
business in Sri Lanka. My dad called me and 
said, “I know you want to let it go, but I think you 
need to go to the police”. At first, I was fully flat 
out like, “No, I don't want to go to the 
authorities. I don't want to do anything. It's fine, 
I just want him to leave me alone”. I thought 
that was how I was going to move on from it. 
But the fact that he was threatening my dad and 
family in Sri Lanka, that was like, “Okay, no, he 
did it to me, but now he's doing it to my family”.  
I thought, “I need to do something about this”.  

The next day, I went to work and saw my boss. 
He was actually really supportive. He knew that 
my partner was abusing me, and I told him how 
my ex was threatening me and my family. My 
boss was like, “I think it's very important you 
think about going to the police, because your 
safety is being questioned here right now”. My 
boss also said, “I know your dad isn't here, so I 
am willing to go with you to the police if that's 
something you wanted”. I agreed, my boss was
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the one who came with me to the police the first 
time. My boss just drove me to the police 
station, stayed with me while I gave my 
statement for the first time and he took me 
back and stuff like that. It just made me feel so 
much better. My boss didn't have to do that and 
there was nothing he was going to get out of it.

I felt very supported by that response, and I am 
forever grateful for it. My boss always made me 
feel like he had my back. So, it was a very good 
feeling. It was also something that really 
pushed me towards reporting it and going 
ahead with reporting. There were times where 
my boss’s partner would drop me home in the 
nights if we worked late, just because, again, 
safety was a big thing, because the perpetrator 
knew where I worked and where I lived. So, they 
would drop me home, they were both really 
supportive. It was really overwhelming, just the 
fact that somebody was willing to go to those 
lengths for me. 

I used to watch the TV show, Law & Order SVU. 
I've watched this show countless times and 
while I understand TV and real life is different, I 
still had the belief that speaking to the police 
would be like meeting the Law & Order 
professionals; high calibre, dedicated, smart 
and victim focused. But turns out, reality is so 
much worse.

At the police station, the police officer I spoke 
with was like, “Why didn’t you call us sooner? 
Why didn’t you keep any evidence? It's going to 
be hard for you to go to court now, and it could 
turn back on you. Because it's such a ‘he said, 
she said’. If the guy is very charming or 
anything, it could very easily go his way instead 
of yours”. Of course, I wanted to record what
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the perpetrator did to me. I wanted to take 
pictures, and I knew they would be important. 
But I didn’t because he checked my phone 
constantly. I didn't want him to find any 
pictures of what he had done to me. We were in 
lockdown and there was no way I could collect 
evidence by recording his violence. Nobody, 
except for me, understood what the 
repercussions could be. 

The police told me “If you go to court, this is 
what's going to happen. His lawyer’s not going 
to take it easy. You're going to be brutalised by 
this man. You're going to be open to questions 
about anything that has happened in your life. 
You don't have much evidence against him so 
it's not going to go your way”. When they were 
telling me that, I was fully flat out like, “No, I 
don't want to go to court”. I couldn’t even have 
my own voice there as it would be the police 
representing me. When the police were saying 
stuff like this to me, I didn't feel supported. I 
didn't feel like they had my back. I refused to go 
to court because the police said, “It's not going 
to be easy”. They made it seem like there was 
no hope here and that he was just going to get 
what he wanted. Because I didn’t have the 
evidence to back it up, they thought I should 
just let it go. The police also disregarded the 
evidence I did have. I had medical records of 
my broken wrist and section of hair that he tore 
out. But the police said that even though “You 
clearly had a broken wrist”, they were like, 
“How can we bring that up in court? Because 
you could have broken your wrist at work”. Their 
response was a big reason why I didn’t want to 
go to court. I just said “no”.
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I spoke to about five different police officers, 
three here in my city and two in Canberra and 
had hundreds of interviews. I gave them my all. 
I know the police have to get the facts right, 
they have to get my statement right. But it was a 
lot having to keep telling my story over and over 
again to different people. It was still very fresh 
at that time. I don't know if police are supposed 
to not show emotion or not, but honestly it was 
like I was talking to a wall. I didn't really feel like 
opening up a lot. The police’s reaction made 
me more fearful. Instead of helping me, it really 
did more harm than good. More can be done in 
that area to make it better for survivors. Police 
could let survivor’s know that they did 
everything that they could, instead of nitpicking 
them even further about what they did and 
didn’t do or what they did ‘wrong’. The police 
also told me that they have bigger cases. One 
officer mentioned that there was a murder they 
had to attend to. I felt bad whenever I called the 
station when I received messages from the 
perpetrator because “Okay, somebody’s been 
murdered, of course the police should be 
looking into that. I’m okay, I’m fine, I’m still 
here”. 

There was one constable, who was actually 
really, really nice. She was very responsive. I 
could always reach out to her. There was even 
one instance where she actually came over and 
checked on me as well. I really appreciated her 
because I felt like she was listening to me. I 
guess also the interview she did with me, she 
was much more patient and kinder. She wasn't 
in a rush. Everybody else was in a rush, and I 
felt rushed. But she, I think, sat with me for two 
hours, and we wrote the statement together. 
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She was very attentive. She gave me my time. I 
think she was a lower level police officer. I don’t 
know what her rank was, but she was like, “oh, 
I’m doing this for the detectives”. 

The police submitted a protection order for me 
but even though after my intervention order was 
granted, it took the police about a month for 
them to issue it to the perpetrator. So, even 
though it was granted, he didn’t receive it for 
about a month. In that time, he was still 
threatening me, stalking me, he was putting 
videos of me up on social media. He said that 
he had videoed me while we were having sex 
without my consent and that he would put the 
videos up on social media. It was a complete 
invasion of privacy.  That was the worst part of 
it, I didn’t give consent. I didn’t give him 
consent to video me or take pictures of me. 

He also threatened that he would send the 
image-based abuse to my family's business 
accounts then to my parents if I didn’t visit him. 
He was contacting and threatening my parents. 
Eventually he sent the videos to my dad. That 
was the worst possible thing. I thought that my 
dad would think less of me and thought that he 
wouldn’t be comfortable around me as much 
anymore. That wasn't his reaction. But my dad 
was angered. It was so scary. My dad used to 
be really strict with us, growing up, especially 
about boys and stuff and it was just something I 
never wanted my dad to see. I told the police 
about the image-based abuse. I had 
screenshots from the perpetrators’ social 
media. The police were like, “Oh, he could have 
just easily deleted it the next second, because 
we can’t see who’s seen it”. The police took my 
laptops and my devices and then they gave it
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back to me a of couple of months later. The 
police told me that they were going to seize the 
perpetrators devices too. But I don’t know what 
happened with that. The police never gave me 
any updates, and I don’t know what happened 
about that part of the investigation. It was 
always me following up with the police. I would 
call and say “Oh, you mentioned that you had 
to talk to this person. Is there a response to it?” 
They would be like, “oh, call back in a couple of 
days” and I would get the same response again 
“call back next week”. 

By this point, I had so much evidence of his 
stalking, harassment and threats. I had his 
messages threatening my dad, saying, “you 
don't know where she is, you're back home, I 
am here, I will go to her place”, and texts to my 
dad saying that he can do whatever he wants, 
that he can hurt me and my dad can’t do 
anything about him because he’s back home.  
Even though the protection order was granted 
and even though I had all these messages and 
threats, the police said they couldn't do 
anything about it, because they hadn’t issued 
the perpetrator with the protection order. When 
I showed the police all the phone calls he was 
making to me. The police officer was like, “No, 
that seems normal, when you are in a 
relationship and if you fight, that someone just 
tries to keep calling you. That’s what happens”. 
Everything was rationalised and I was made to 
feel as though I had all these exaggerated and 
unfounded fears. 

I think timing is everything. In that moment, I 
wasn't supported by the police. For them to 
take so long in getting it to him put me in danger
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and my family in danger too. The perpetrator 
travelled back to Sri Lanka and he and his uncle 
actually ambushed my dad one day. They 
threatened my dad and told him that I should 
“stop talking to police, drop the case or it's not 
going to be good for you or your family”. My dad 
remarried and I have little step-sisters who 
were all under ten at that time, and they were 
being threatened too. It was just so hard to see 
everybody else go through this. To see my 
parents go through this as well. Violence and 
abuse is the last thing anybody thinks about or 
expects for their child. They do their best to 
protect us from all of this and then when 
something like this happens and they can't do 
anything about it. It’s not easy. It makes them 
feel less than and ashamed. I never wanted 
them to feel like that. My mum and dad’s 
support helped me to feel secure even though 
they were struggling too. No matter what 
anybody was saying to me, or what lies were 
being made up about me, as long as my parents 
had my back, I was okay. The people that 
mattered the most to me knew what was going 
on. They believed me, and they supported me. 
That’s what was so important.

It was hard for my family in Sri Lanka as gender 
equality isn't very common there. It's still like 
men are always put on a pedestal.  I guess with 
a lot of the older generation, and members of 
my extended family, when they heard about my 
story, they responded by saying things like “it's 
your fault, you shouldn’t have gotten into that 
situation, you should have gotten out of it 
sooner”. Other than my closest family and 
friends who were very supportive, I did get a lot 
of negative reactions from family friends. I'm 
always honest, and I did speak openly about my
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situation. I want to bring awareness about 
domestic and family violence here in Australia 
and in Sri Lanka. One thing I didn't want is for 
people to pity me. Sometimes people just 
looked at me like I’m an idiot for staying with 
him. I knew it wouldn’t be very effective 
contacting the authorities in Sri Lanka. I knew 
that everything would be made to be my fault if I 
went to the authorities in Sri Lanka.  I knew I 
would just get more shaming responses. I knew 
they wouldn’t help me or my family, so I didn’t 
contact the police there. My dad went to all the 
hassle of going to the Australian embassy in Sri 
Lanka. He was interviewed there, and he sent 
all the evidence through and an affidavit. It was 
just like, for what? Neither the Sri Lankan nor 
the Australian authorities responded.  

When the perpetrator threatened my dad, my 
stepmother called me and told me, “you not 
only ruined your life, but you also ruined your 
father's life as well”.  She was like, “you are 
selfish and ungrateful”, and she said that I put 
her children at risk, my own sisters.  She kept 
saying that my problem is that I “project myself 
as a victim” and that I should “just grow up and 
move on”. She also blamed me for my dad’s 
mental health and for him becoming suicidal. It 
was just hard to hear. I responded by trying to 
not let her words get to me. I pretended that I 
didn't hear her and got off the phone. I didn’t 
talk to her again after that. Now I just try and 
isolate myself from my step-mother but not 
from my dad, my siblings or my mum. I love my 
mum, my dad and I love my sisters. I do not 
want to lose them. Love is powerful. Love is the 
best resistance. 
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My mum tried to smooth things over. Instead of 
actually going to my dad and telling him, “this is 
how your wife is talking about your child”. My 
mum just sent messages to my step-mother 
saying, “Don't worry, I'm going to let Darshani 
know not to communicate with you anymore”.  I 
understood that. I'm not mad at my mum for 
not standing up more for me. I get where she is 
coming from as well. She's been very 
supportive with me, and she wants to support 
my dad's marriage as well. My dad took it pretty 
hard. But that's the crazy thing. When my dad 
was going through his depression, I was going 
through the same thing at the same time. I was 
hurting myself, and I was suicidal as well. 
While I tried not to listen to my step-mother, I 
really felt like not only did I ruin my life, I ruined 
my dad's, my little sisters’, futures. I did take 
that on very strongly. My dad and I are still 
close, but I would say that there's sometimes 
certain walls up. I feel like I'm not as close to 
my sisters as I could be, because my 
stepmother has put that barrier between those 
relationships as well. 

There was a court case, but I didn’t go to it 
because I had been intimidated by the police 
and lawyers. If I had police backing and thought 
they cared for my wellbeing, I definitely would 
have preferred to have gone to the trial, even 
with all the consequences and everything. But I 
just didn’t feel like I was fully supported by the 
police as the victim. I learned later that the 
magistrate applied a protection order and he 
was given community service and no fine 
because it was his first offence. 
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After everything was 
out in the open, I was 
still made to feel like I 
was the problem and 
not him. It wasn’t fair 
and it wasn’t justice. 



He was eventually deported because his visa 
had expired, and no employer would sponsor 
him. He was just deported because he 
outstayed the visa and that was it. Because he 
was deported, he couldn't actually do any 
community service for the crimes he 
committed against me. Nothing really changed 
for him apart from the fact that he had to leave 
the country. That was not a serious enough 
punishment for what I went through and neither 
was the community service.  It made me feel 
like the hell he put me through wasn't sufficient 
enough for him to get a more serious 
punishment. I felt like I was being punished 
more for putting up with his violence instead of 
him perpetrating it. After everything was out in 
the open, I was still made to feel like I was the 
problem and not him. It wasn’t fair and it wasn’t 
justice. 

To this day, I do not know where he is. I refuse 
to go back home to Sri Lanka, because he could 
be there. So, I don’t see my family. I often 
question my safety because I don’t know where 
he is or what’s happening and so I just don’t 
want to go back home. The authorities in 
Australia won’t tell me if he is back in the 
country. 

After he was deported, although I felt safer, I 
was still isolated. I didn't feel like anything 
would be any good in my life. I remember 
thinking, “oh, no, I went through this. I don't 
want to do anything”. These thoughts made 
everything so much harder. So, I started going 
to therapy. I really liked going to therapy 
because it just gave me something to look 
forward to, it was something to hold on to. One
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thing that really helped me, was how my 
therapist made me change my responses into 
more positive responses, even though it was 
something very small, she made me focus on 
having a small sense of positivity around me. 
She told me “You're going to get past this 
point”.  She made me really focus on what I 
really wanted. So, even though I was feeling 
very down she helped me focus on my goals. I 
was so used to doing everything for everybody 
else but myself and my therapist helped me see 
my value in society and what I do and who I am 
as a person. I am now on a self-love journey. 

I was off social media and stuff for about a year, 
because the perpetrator was stalking and 
harassing me on social media. I had no choice 
but to go off all my social media at that point. 
But I didn't want him to have that power over 
me anymore. I felt like I missed an outlet that I 
used to enjoy having, which was my social 
media and communicating to all my friends. So, 
I started getting back onto social media 
platforms again, and actually being fearful of 
making my account public, not private. I do a 
little bit of salsa dancing as well as a hobby and 
for that, I had to have a public account. But I 
live with this fear, “okay, now my account is 
public, he can come back and start harassing 
me”.  But I just went ahead and was like, “No, 
you know what? This is my life. I want to live my 
life accordingly. This is something that I love. I 
love being on social media and using all those 
platforms”. Getting back on that was a big thing 
for me, putting myself out there again. I wasn’t 
going to let him stop me from living my life 
anymore.
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But looking back now I can see how mentally 
strong I was then and how strong I am today. 
There has been a lot of growth and now there’s 
a lot of good things in my life. These are like 
echoes of resistance. One of the biggest 
contributors to my life now is my current 
partner, Oliver, he has been there for me every 
single day. We were actually friends for the 
longest time before getting together. When I 
was with the perpetrator he knew about Oliver 
and he actually made me stop talking to him for 
a year. He was like, “you like Oliver, and I want 
you to completely cut him off”, so I did while I 
was in that relationship. But the minute I got out 
of it, I called Oliver up, and it was like nothing's 
changed, and one thing led to another. Oliver 
has taught me a lot about how much I should 
love myself and to do the things I want to do. 
We actually entered into a salsa dancing 
competition together. Me and Oliver we were a 
team. We represented Australia as well and we 
won the dancing contest. Oliver has supported 
my career as well and my decision to support 
other survivors to access resources and 
support.  In my HR role, I have been responding 
to survivors. One woman spoke with me this 
week and wanted to check if her husband had 
been contacting the company and what her 
options are. I could see that she was finding it 
hard to talk about her situation. I decided to 
share a little bit of my experience and she 
opened up. I was just listening to her, and she 
was just telling me, “my husband is very 
abusive. He takes all my money and I am so 
humiliated when he calls the office. He goes to 
hotels and he gets other women to come and 
sleep with him. He sends me the pictures and 
videos and I can see some of the girls are very
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young. I don’t know what to do”. I gave her a 
range of options about how the organisation 
can support her. She was just like, “thank you 
so much”. That was something very impactful 
for me as well. 

I think the most important thing is to be kind to 
one another. Nowadays we live in a world 
where everybody is just very selfish. It's always 
just me, me, me, me, me. So, the simplest and 
most powerful way of being in this world is 
being kind. I feel like kindness makes a massive 
difference.
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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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