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In Molly II, I have tried to give some insight into the aftermath that occurs in a victim’s life following child abuse. It is a true account of my broken marriages, failed relationships, abduction and attempted murder.


Rosemarie Smith




This book is dedicated to all those who have struggled through life as I have. To all who have suffered abuse and neglect and to those who are still suffering.





God bless you all




Foreword


Am I who I should be..? This is a question that I have always asked myself. I look back over my life and wonder how I ever survived the terrible trauma of sexual abuse and abandonment and the heartbreak of so many broken relationships, then I cast my mind back to the rare occasions when I felt safe and happy; then I thank God… I was one of the lucky ones.


I was aged fourteen when I first considered writing my autobiography, but then the reality of a broken home and abused childhood influenced my decision to postpone it until after the death of my parents, as I felt that their being made aware of the full devastation that occurred during their absence would have affected their psychological state far more than I would have wanted. Even now, years after their passing, I cannot find it within my heart to persecute them for something that I feel society helped to create.


When I first started writing ‘Little Molly’, I had no inclination whatsoever that it would result in my writing a sequel. Part two and part three of Little Molly both depict the true story of a young mother and her children’s struggle to survive after being destroyed by the effects and aftermath of child abuse.


As a young woman I was under the illusion that my life had returned to normal and was pretty much like everyone else’s, but then as I experienced first one unstable relationship after another, I realised that living in constant fear and suffering both physical and mental abuse was far from normal. This is the continuing story of my life as Little Molly. It is a true account of all the physical and mental suffering which my children and I incurred after the sexual abuse I suffered as a small child through to adulthood. It describes in explicit detail how I was kidnapped, and my assailant’s attempt to murder me. It also includes my long, extended fight to regain custody of my three youngest children, Cheniel, Kyle and Allishia, following a breakdown and diagnosis of my epilepsy.




Author’s Notes


Some of the names in this book have been changed in order to protect the innocent. As with ‘Little Molly’, I have decided to omit certain memories for the sake of my family. If, however, I have offended anyone, I apologise most sincerely.





This is an extract taken from my first book, ‘Little Molly’ by Rosemarie Smith





‘I wasn’t very old when I began to realise that no amount of hoping and wishing would ever change anything. If I wanted to survive the cold, cruel abuse and abandonment then I had to hide away my weaknesses and radiate strength. I hated the dark nights; they seemed to last forever. There were many times when I woke up crying during the night, wondering why I was so cold… Looking over my sleeping siblings I cried silently so as not to alarm them. I lived my life with poverty and hunger. If it had been just those two things maybe it wouldn’t have been so bad but I hated the sexual abuse from my brother. I spent a lot of my childhood heartbroken and feeling miserable, desperately trying to get over everything that made me unhappy, wishing that I could grow up faster and praying for things to change. I made wishes that I would grow old and die before my time. All I wanted was the pain to stop.’




Ernest


Ernest is not an imaginary friend;


he is not a sound or a scene.


He’s in every little girl’s conscience;


he’s a moment, a nightmare, a dream.


He cannot be described or forgotten,


he exists in any shape or form,


In a little girl’s memory as a demon.


No date to which he was born.





He may appear all tongue-tied and twisted;


he may appear merry or forlorn.


He may appear and rest on one’s shoulders,


in the evening, afternoon or dawn.


He is neither man, beast or structure,


of heights impossible to impose.


In every little girl’s conscience, Ernest


preys where fear grows.





Perched on the slide in a play park,


on a swing or a sledge in the snow,


Why does he exist on such ruin? I would


beg him; take leave and let go.


But he who has no reason to comply for


he will gain no reward,


If only I could reason with Ernest, I would


have no fear at all.
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Afterword




This is the continuation


of my story ‘Little Molly’


It is a true story of betrayal, heartbreak


and misrepresentation


How am I supposed to write when my educational skills are so limited? I first asked myself this question when my counsellor, Clive Powell, challenged me into writing my first book ‘Little Molly’. Now I want to go on and write about all the people who have had a significant effect on my life, it seems even more difficult. I know the kind of things I want to say about the people I have met, but there before my eyes appears that same blank screen that has haunted me all of my life. I suppose in a way the kind of life that I have had makes writing about it a little more difficult, yet I hear a voice inside my head that cries out for me to do it, so I know the right words will come to mind eventually.


Rosemarie Smith
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A Small Part of my Life


When I cast my mind back to the poor example of a childhood that I had, the first person who comes to mind is Tyrone. He has been at the back of my mind for thirty-five years and, for reasons I don’t understand, he has remained within my thoughts since the first day I met him. I was almost ten years old when we met. I had been placed at the Outrake Children’s Home alongside my youngest sister, Lorraine, and my younger brother, Andrew, following the break-up of my family and our abandonment. I was totally devastated with the things that were going on around me and I was left severely traumatised. I seemed to blank situations that affected me personally and paid more attention to those who were kind to me.


One of my earliest memories takes me back to my first day at the Juniors School in the beautiful rural village of Ashford-in-the-Water in Derbyshire, where Tyrone was a pupil. It was strange really, in certain ways he reminded me so much of myself yet I could not bring myself to speak to him. He was abrupt and outspoken but I was shy and withdrawn. After suffering many years of abuse, I trusted no-one and found it almost impossible to make any exceptions. I was one out of many Outrake children who attended that school and at first seemed to be accepted more readily than I expected; the local children seemed to accept different faces as the norm and didn’t question our sudden appearance, for which I was grateful. Having been removed from my family home by the local social services department, I had already spent a considerable amount of time living in a previous children’s home at Duffield in Derby, so the last thing I needed was embarrassing questions. My first placement in the classroom at Ashford was a seat next to Tyrone. For some reason when the headmaster scanned the overcrowded classroom for a vacant chair for me to sit on, Tyrone jumped up with his hand raised high shouting, ‘Please sir, please sir, there’s a seat next to me!’ Although Mr Parker hesitated for a while, after repeatedly glaring over at Tyrone then down at me, he allowed me to sit next to him. I remember pleading with Mr Parker beneath my breath, hoping he wouldn’t allow me to sit next to such a distasteful looking character, but it was usual for me not to protest and I accepted the seat without question, although I hated the very thought of sitting next to a boy, especially one that was so untidy that he looked as though he had just been dragged through a hedge backwards. As I slumped down on the only available seat in the classroom, I hung my head in embarrassment and focused on Tyrone’s dirty hands and soiled fingernails. Taking no particular notice of any other child in the room, I gradually viewed Tyrone from head to foot and considered him to be the most grubby child I had ever seen; taking apart myself and my younger siblings, of course, when we lived back home.


Having lived in care homes for some time, I was now viewing things from the other side of the fence, so to speak. I bathed each day and woke up to clean clothing, I owned a pair of leather shoes and wiped my nose on a clean white handkerchief, so I frowned upon the child who resembled a waif and stray. I too found it impossible to see the little boy underneath that grime and dirt and, because I had moved on, I was afraid to look any deeper, knowing there was a slight possibility of a child exactly like myself lurking underneath that rough exterior.


Ashford School was different to other schools I had attended; it was very small and compact. Despite it being situated in a rural district the teachers had a kind of mannerism which helped children like myself feel free to express themselves and show joviality freely. It was as if the majority of the children had known the staff most of their lives and the effect of that was displayed in their behaviour, which helped to put me at ease. I will always remember my first lesson; I panicked and was reduced to tears at the thought of not being able to write like the other children. I watched nervously as Mr Parker scripted beautifully written sentences on the blackboard, enabling every child in the room to copy each word perfectly into their notepads, but I had spent so much time away from school that I couldn’t even read what had been written, let alone write it down. So I cried like a baby wondering what I was going to do next. I didn’t worry only for that day but for the days that followed, as I knew I had to learn everything my classmates had already learnt, but I wasn’t sure I was capable of doing that. Having been left to cry for some time Mr Parker removed me from his classroom and introduced me to Mrs Hurst, who taught the younger children of the school. She was made aware that I couldn’t read and write and explained in simple terms that all she wanted me to do was to try and print some simple words. She was kind and somehow able to put my fears at rest; for that day at least. Each day I struggled to do the work but nothing looked like it should have, especially for someone of my age. Every day my confidence took a battering as I slipped deeper and deeper into my shell. I spoke to and played with no-one, eventually appreciating the little time Tyrone spent tormenting me in the playground. At other schools I had been ridiculed for many things, including my inability to read and write, but never had I been playfully tormented for my good qualities. This was how I knew that the children from Ashford were somewhat different. It seemed they had seen so many Outrake children come and go that they had a greater understanding of the problems we carried upon our shoulders, which enabled us to fit in more easily.


Looking back at that first day I remember seeing a lot of good qualities among the children of Ashford, but up until now I had never given much thought to them or their lives. Now I sit and wonder if I could have accepted so many dispirited children coming and going in and out of my life the way they accepted us coming in and out of theirs. I built up quite a friendship with Tyrone, although I got angry with him on most days. This was usually more to do with my own irritability towards the opposite sex than anything else. I had an unusual amount of respect for him for he was the only male I had ever met that didn’t frighten or abuse me in some way. Tyrone never did what was expected of him but he seemed to be the most light-hearted character of Ashford community, so I knew I would never forget him. Then there was his younger brother, Carl. He didn’t begin to attend Ashford Juniors until I was due to leave, but for the short time I remained I tried to treat him as well as his brother had treated me. Carl wasn’t as robust as Tyrone and yet he had the same excitable giddiness that made me feel a little high-spirited when he was around. His appearance was much the same as Tyrone’s except that his hair was a lighter brown and a little shorter. However, it seemed that both boys were a little rough around the edges yet rather handsome; an attribute that was seldom discussed among children of the yesteryear.


When I left Ashford Junior School, I must admit I shed a few tears as I had become quite accustomed to being part of a community that was so relaxed and calm; far better than anything I had ever known before. It was a small part of my life that I didn’t want to forget and felt a little cheated when I realised that my move was inevitable. I found it difficult to understand why each time I began to settle down I was uprooted and moved on. Everything I enjoyed and the people I liked were all cast aside to make room for my progress. Being a child in care I thought very little about moving from one place to another but it was abandoning my friends that I didn’t like. It was only a few years later when I had left the Outrake children’s home that I truly understood the changes that occurred in me each time I was moved. My life changed so often that I became more aware of the people I left behind and so began to guard against getting too close to anyone. My exterior was pretty tough by the time I had left school, although occasionally I made the mistake of allowing certain individuals to slip through the cracks; I only experienced heartache and suffering. Despite the continuous moves and changes in my life, I vowed I would never forget anyone who had been good to me. So when I remember all the people I left behind, I find it difficult to estimate the total value of such good friends. I had not considered myself very lucky as a child. Having been abused, I suppose I even felt a little sorry for myself, but when I put faces to all the names I recall, I realise I wasn’t as badly done to as some of the children I was in care with. When I think about my sister, Lorraine, who displayed so much sadness in her face, continually suffered the pain of nervous eczema and walked with a permanent stoop because of the frequent bullying she suffered, I could cry for her. Knowing how badly even I treated her at times when the going got tough and it was a fight of the fittest - I fought and won - I should beg for her forgiveness!
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Devastation


Many things have happened during my life which I know I should think about more often, but sometimes I find it easier just to try and forget them. I have some memories that are permanently fixed in my mind and no matter how much I try to shake them off they stay with me, reminding me that during parts of my childhood I was the lucky one!


I was aged fourteen when I first met my friend, Denise Stafford. She was absolutely beautiful, confident and full of the joys of spring and at first I admired her for both her looks and her qualities. We attended Ravensdale School in Mansfield where we became bosom pals, seldom going anywhere without each other until she became pregnant and was forced to leave school. Then our lives became so different that we had nothing to talk about and I had to face the fact that we were more like chalk and cheese than anything else. We still saw each other but drifted apart when she began to go out with the boy who fathered her child. I recall visiting her at her bedsit just after she gave birth to her little girl, but as the years drifted by I went my own way and Denise settled down like she had always wanted. At school she never spoke about anything else and I remember getting a little bored with her continuous chattering about the men in her life and what she did with them. I put up with the things that she did and the stuff that she spoke about simply because I was a new pupil at her school and had difficulty making friends. I suppose, looking back, her personality was somewhat different to mine and although our appearances were similar, we had very little in common. But like all teenagers we dressed in identical clothing and the topic of our conversations were boys, music and fashion. Then I remember we parted company and I didn’t see her for a good few years.


I was in my late twenties when I saw her again. Our meeting was extraordinary. I had two beautiful children of my own and was expecting twins, but as we spoke she seemed a little agitated to be travelling on the same bus as me. I felt disappointed when she got off at the earliest convenience as I had missed her and hoped that we could rekindle our friendship, but she was in so much of a hurry she got off the bus without saying goodbye or even exchanging telephone numbers. When I arrived home I mentioned it to my husband, Paul, and asked him if he knew her, but when he said he didn’t I ceased talking about her and, with each day that passed, any hope of seeing her again gradually faded from my mind. When I gave birth to the twins, all the excitement of two new babies replaced any dwindling thoughts I had of her and I moved on with my life. Time seemed to pass quickly and within no time at all the twins had reached their first birthday and I hadn’t seen her in all that time. Then one day I heard people talking in the street about an incident that had occurred within our local area. The name Denise Chilternam hadn’t registered at first, but when I visited my mother I was devastated when she explained to me that Denise Chilternam was my friend from school. She showed me an article from the local newspaper that featured Denise and I almost passed out. Her face was so disfigured I didn’t recognise her, but the article spoke of the most horrendous attack that she and her children had suffered. It was apparent that she had married and was known as Denise Chilternam. Unfortunately she was in the wrong place at the wrong time and had faced an appalling attack that had devastating results. From that moment on I regretted not having seen her after that initial meeting on the bus and have wondered many times if I had, would it have changed the course of her life? I cannot think that anything she may have done would have warranted such an attack and have shed many tears while thinking about her lying in a pool of blood in what was supposed to be the safety of her own home. I have wondered to this very day how anyone could have done that; knowing that the severity of their attack could have killed her. I cannot think of anything positive to say about a person who is capable of causing such devastation and can only think that it was by the grace of God that she survived. I guess she will always carry the scars of that attack and I take my hat off to her, for she is the bravest person I have ever met. Sometimes I find it very difficult to understand why some people live in such comfortable carefree worlds while others, through no fault of their own, suffer at the hands of others and then spend the rest of their lives picking up the pieces that they are left with. I suppose it’s easy for some people to turn a blind eye to the things that don’t affect them and say, ‘life is what we make it’, but I wonder how many of us are really convinced of that.


Until four years ago I had never met a single soul who really understood what devastation and trauma like that could cause, then I met my counsellor, Clive Powell, a man with so much understanding he made a huge impact on my life almost immediately. After a long period of anxiety depression, I suffered a breakdown which affected every aspect of my life and I found it virtually impossible to live with the constant torment of my past. When I first met Clive, I had no way of knowing how things would turn out. For years I had struggled daily from the effect of phobias and self-doubt which isolated me from the outside world. It was a case of having suffered so long that I accepted my situation as the norm and was convinced that my life was almost at an end. After previously seeing other counsellors, I had convinced myself that rehabilitation was beyond my reach and I began to lose any hope of recovery, but at the outset of my treatment with Clive he prepared me for the long extensive sessions he was convinced I needed. However I was no ordinary client and I knew at the same time that I must test his ability to cope with the traumatized sessions that we were both about to experience. I didn’t find it easy to unload fitting descriptions of myself being sexually abused by my oldest brother, John, when I was only a small child, and I found no pleasure in informing Clive of my extraordinary upbringing, but he was my one final hope. So, in desperation I gave it my all, hoping that he could give me back my life.


During my first session I watched him like a hawk, looking for any signs of weakness and re-evaluating everything he said. I was terribly nervous but his reassurance seemed to calm me and it was my intuition that told me that he was the right person to confide in. But first of all I had to find out how he felt about child abuse, rape, attempted murder and even death. These were just some of the memories that had haunted me all of my life. I needed to be sure that he was capable of listening to my whole life story without making me feel embarrassed or uncomfortable, without passing judgment or showing repulsion, but most of all I had to know that he believed me. As his client I felt it was as much my right to analyse him as it was his to analyse me. Fortunately he had no scruples about it, so it was at that point he earned a little of my respect. After countless questions and unequivocal remarks, I saw a man who wasn’t easily put off by my probing and sarcasm. Someone who seemed qualified enough to answer any of my dubious questions without showing any signs of disapproval. Eventually I began to trust him and spoke openly about my abusive childhood and, like so many times before, I unloaded one hell of a story! It was difficult to repeat all the repulsive memories I had of the violation of my bare flesh and it got much worse before it got better. The difficulty was that I couldn’t accept that I was the little girl ‘Molly’, who had suffered so much abuse, but somehow he got me to drift through my life right up to my teenage years, giving a full account of all the abuse that I had suffered. Although I began to trust him a little, I found it difficult to keep eye contact with him and found myself regularly checking that he wasn’t showing signs of disbelief or embarrassment like so many others had in the past. He remained calm and relaxed throughout each session. Although I felt terribly nervous, I had to admit I had never met anyone like him. Occasionally I wondered if he was really listening to me and I would fire an unexpected question at him hoping to catch him unprepared, but I was surprised he remained focussed for so long. I remember there were times when I felt sorry for him too and asked if he had anyone to unload to. I don’t know why I felt he had problems of his own, just occasionally I sensed a kind of sadness within him. Sometimes I was taken aback a little with his replies. For some reason I hadn’t expected him to admit needing anyone, but it was those little things that made me realise that he was human too. By the time I had got around to talking about my adult years, I felt lucky to have met him and had built up so much trust in him that I could tell him anything. Our sessions were not always filled with doom and gloom. At times he laughed so heartily when I made fun and often made jokes of his own. Then I realised how lucky I was and noticed that the only time that I smiled was once a fortnight during our hourly sessions, which by that time he had become a very important part of my life. At that stage I couldn’t see myself coping without counselling and the worry of some day having to caused me even more anxiety, but he put my mind at ease regarding that too. I had never spoken to anyone else about my horrendous childhood in such great detail. Yet there stood a man who knew every ghastly detail there was to know. It seemed the more progress I made, the easier my life became.


When I felt down and out of my mind, I managed to cut myself off from every individual I cared about, not realising how much they were hurting. For almost ten years I allowed them to suffer while I wallowed in silence. No-one could reach me. Then I met Clive, who cared enough to bring me back from the anomalous world I had entered into. I found myself sharing memories with him that had not left my mind in forty years; memories that had haunted my childhood and plagued my future, even problems that arose within my own family. I found myself going down pathways I hadn’t dared to tread and cried both tears of sadness and of joy, and within time I sighed deeply with relief. It took me two whole years to open up and tell him my story but never once did he show any signs of repugnance. Today I still suffer from the effects of anxiety and occasionally I make a journey to Lincoln to visit him. Only now he has become my mentor and my friend, as I have gained enough confidence to move on to far more challenging things. I still struggle from day to day with life as we know it but I plough through, hoping the decisions I make are the right ones.


Since my breakdown I have spoken to many people about the effects of counselling and oddly enough there are still those who consider it pointless, and I suppose up to me meeting Clive I was very much of the same opinion but when I walked into his room for the very first time I realised the quotation, ‘A problem shared is a problem halved’ was definitely correct.
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A Cry for Help


I recall when I was a young girl, I feared everyone who suffered from mental or nervous disorders. Then when I finally reached my teenage years, I became inquisitive and watched films on television that terrified me, solely because they contained sketches of insanity or psychosis. I couldn’t understand why some doctors went onto become psychologists and psychiatrists. But when I fell ill myself, I looked at things differently. Although I wasn’t without fear, I had a greater understanding of the disorders that once terrified me and pitied the people who suffered from them. Instead of walking around with my eyes shut and my mind closed, I began to concentrate on everything that was taboo. Human lack of understanding and thoughtless actions made me realise how great our ignorance was of illnesses that affected the mind. I began to wonder what it was about these illnesses that terrified us so, but I had no answers. All I knew was that my own embarrassment caused me to suffer in silence, hoping that my grip on reality would return by itself without the aid of medical staff or advice from a doctor. I suffered unnecessarily. Then I realised my sickness was niggling its way around my mind, lessening my chances of recovery. I first sought professional advice when I was aged twenty-nine. I wasn’t sure what was wrong, only that it affected everything that I did. I hadn’t been well since the birth of the twins in 1987, but for five long years every doctor I had approached seemed baffled by my symptoms. I suffered drastically from something that had been labelled, ‘an imaginary illness’, and failed to cope with everyday tasks. Although I fought long and hard, I lost the battle to care for my youngest children appropriately. Although I managed to care for my nine-year-old son, Ian, the Social Services found thirteen-month-old twins, Kyle and Allishia, a placement with foster parents. Having my eldest daughter, Cheniels’ best interests at heart, I approached my ex-partner Nigel and asked him if he would mind caring for her until I recovered from whatever it was I was suffering. Having lived within the care system for a large part of my life, I knew enough about the Social Services to know that I was going to have a battle on my hands when I was well enough to bring my children home. So it seemed logical at the time only to allow them to care for my youngest children; the ones least likely to remember being separated from me when they got older. The courts had already granted Nigel access to Cheniel following our break-up, so I saw no reason why he shouldn’t care for her while I was ill. I approached him hoping I could rely on him and thought he would understand, but I later found that every person I trusted turned against me, which made my and the children’s lives even more difficult. I had never imagined life without my children and wasn’t sure I could live without them. Many times I felt like giving up and often contemplated taking my own life, but the very thought of leaving them without a mother gave me the strength to keep on fighting. I cried continually at the thought of leaving them somewhere they didn’t want to be, but I was powerless and, according to the Social Services, didn’t have the right to move them. It broke my heart to hear four-year-old Cheniel cry out for me in the street each time she saw me. Until then it hadn’t fully registered how much she was hurting. Despite my ill health, I knew I owed it to her to remain strong. It was from that moment I battled with my inner self, knowing that if I didn’t have the strength to fight and get well, I would never bring her home. Nigel had already accused me of abandonment and did his utmost to prove to the authorities that I wasn’t interested in her or her wellbeing, and I was so ill I had lost all my communication skills and failed drastically in any attempts that I made to prove otherwise. I just couldn’t make them understand I was incapable of abandoning her. I repeatedly told them how much I loved her, but no matter how hard I tried, they only believed what they wanted to believe. Had they looked deeper than my tired skin, they would have seen a caring mother who loves her children with all her heart; a mother who was capable of giving so much more than just materialistic things but all the love and affection a child needed.


For five long years I battled with the Social Services, barristers and judges, but it was difficult trying to explain a disabling illness that even doctors couldn’t diagnose. I suffered memory lapses, panic attacks and lacked concentration. Sometimes I was unable to function at all. I trembled from head to foot and the pounding of my heart felt so loud that I was certain it could be heard for miles. I was often told that my appearance resembled a ninety-year-old woman, but I fought hard to keep on top of things for the sake of my children. At times my life became so difficult it seemed the easiest option would be to give in to the demons that taunted me, only to find in my moment of weakness I suffered even more terrifying bouts of panic.


While I suffered a long hard journey of guilt, I went from doctor to doctor, hospital to hospital, searching for a diagnosis of underlying symptoms. The sight of a hysterical mother quaking in her boots, running around like a headless chicken, was treated with the contempt it deserved and I suffered miserably for a few more years until a diagnosis was found. I was told so often that I was suffering from stress and the chances were it was the twins that caused it… something I never expected to hear. But upon visiting Dr Morgan at Spilsby surgery in Lincolnshire, after countless appointments he gave me back my optimism and offered me every chance to pull through. He was the one doctor who eventually listened to me without passing judgment or doubting my word. I had never been for a brain scan before, so was terrified of visiting the hospital. Certain there was something more wrong, I feared the results and prayed to God every night to spare me. Time seemed to stand still for a while as I desperately struggled with the thought of having a disease from which I might die. But when the date for my scan arrived, I struggled to make the eighty mile journey to The Queens Medical at Nottingham, where I was seen by Dr Godwin Austin, the chief neurologist. He was kind and considerate and gave me a complete examination of the nervous system, then sent me for an EEG. I was devastated when he prescribed me anticonvulsant drugs for epilepsy, but at the same time I assumed my worries were all over and for a second or two I began to think positively - until he suggested an MRI scan. He was unsure whether or not my symptoms indicated Parkinson’s disease or Multiple Sclerosis. I didn’t know whether to laugh or cry; lots of things had crossed my mind but I must admit neither of these had. I held very little knowledge of these diseases and didn’t understand what any of them involved. But I suppose the impact of such information was lessened by the thought of being able to fight for the custody of my children, knowing that I could actually confirm the name of at least one of my disabling diseases. I hadn’t a clue how I was going to prove to the authorities that I was fit to take care of them and I wasn’t really sure that I could, but one thing I did know, they were desperate to come home and I was going to do all that I could to bring them home. I was their mother and it was their right to live with me. As my medication began to take effect, I became far more controlled than I had been for years. Although some of my symptoms remained, I thanked God for the peace that those pills gave to me.


Finally I regained my rational mind and I began the fight of a lifetime. I remember the months that followed were really difficult. Despite all the ups and downs trying to regulate my medication, I registered my application with the courts and began the fight to bring my children home. It was a long drawn out battle and, although I had always tried to be a good mother, I was the first to admit that there had been times when I could have done better, but in a desperate attempt to save my children I applied to the Nottingham High Court begging for their return. When I was invited to explain where things had gone wrong, I was chauffeured to the courthouse by the children’s social worker, Rachel Carter, who literally begged me to sign them over before we had even reached the courthouse. But I had come too far for that. I didn’t consider it to be in their best interests, but she failed to understand that. It was at that moment that I realised why I had lost every ounce of respect for her. Suddenly I remembered it was her who had refused me help when I needed it most, who treated me with so much contempt when I had begged her to give me respite. Now she had no qualms about pressing me to sign forms before we reached the courthouse, forms which allowed her to take my children without as much as a fight. Luckily I wasn’t as naive as she thought and I refused point blank. On that day I sat before a very sympathetic judge, who understood that sometimes parents do become ill and occasionally do have the need for respite. It was just unfortunate for me and my children that members of the Mansfield Social Services department persecuted me for it. Although it seemed at times that all the odds were against me I fought long and hard for what I thought was right and regained custody of my babies, Kyle and Allishia.


When I walked away from the courthouse holding just three of my children’s futures in my hands, I realised what a stupid mistake I had made by trusting Nigel. The one person I had hoped that I could trust had deceived me. Although we had an understanding that he would allow Cheniel to come home when I was well enough to take care of her, he had lied. Honesty was never one of his better qualities and he never really thought of anyone but himself. But I gave him the benefit of the doubt, not realising that he wouldn’t place her welfare and happiness before his own. I sought legal advice from a solicitor, who in turn engaged a barrister on my behalf, but two years passed before I was allowed a hearing in the high court and already time was against me, but I persevered and remained optimistic at all times. At that time I had every faith in our legal system and believed that they would do Cheniel justice, but I found that there was more to it than just telling the truth. First of all I had to prove how much I loved her, how much she wanted to come home, and if it was for all the right reasons. Would it be in her best interests? Or was I really an unfit mother? Should it be my legal right to be considered more appropriate to take care of her, just because I’m her mother? Nothing was made simple. The hearing was made so difficult I barely got through it. I had never been made to feel so humiliated in all my life. Suddenly it had become against the law to be ill and I was almost held in ‘contempt of court’ for trying to defend myself against the lies that Nigel told on oath. The whole procedure was like a game of charades. It had nothing much to do with Cheniel’s welfare or happiness. The authorities seemed to amalgamate and the history of my abusive childhood was held against me, like it had been all my life, and my poor innocent daughter paid a very heavy price for it. So I asked myself, where was the justice in that?
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