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			Jean Macbeth

		

		

		
			This book is dedicated to my two daughters and my son. I am deeply sorry for the choices I made that affected your childhood and lives. I love you more than life itself, and I hope you will find it in your hearts to forgive me.

		

		

		
			FOREWORD

			I wrote this book in 2005. I found it therapeutic. I have never told anyone about the abuse I was subjected to between 1982 and 2006 – the time just never felt right. My parents and sister have passed away, so it is too late for them to know my side of the story. Over the years whenever I would say “my husband”, they would say which one and laugh. This was always a family joke which hurt me a lot. In fairness to them, if I had ever told them what I had endured they would not have teased me. Only now, in 2025, have I decided it is time to publish this book. I only read non-fiction books, and specifically enjoy books written by victims of abuse as I can relate to what they went through. I hope this book serves to help others. 

			

			Initially this book was titled Soul Of A Child inspired by the poem below: 

			The soul of a child is the loveliest flower

			That grows in the garden of God.

			Its climb is from weakness to knowledge and power,

			To the sky from the clay and the clod.

			To beauty and sweetness it grows under care,

			Neglected, ’tis ragged and wild.

			’Tis a plant that is tender, but wondrously rare,

			The sweet, wistful soul of a child.

			Be tender, O Gardener, and give it its share

			Of moisture, of warmth, and of light,

			And let it not lack for the painstaking care,

			To protect it from frost and from blight.

			A glad day will come when its bloom shall unfold,

			It will seem that an angel has smiled,

			Reflecting a beauty and sweetness untold

			In the sensitive soul of a child.

			(Author unknown)

			

			I decided to change the title to Behind Closed Doors as abuse happens behind closed doors. The abusers are charming when in the company of others – but show their true colours when alone with their victims. Psychological trauma is an affliction of the powerless. At the moment of trauma, the victim is rendered helpless by overwhelming force. When the force is that of nature, we speak of disasters. When the force is that of other human beings, we speak of atrocities. Traumatic events overwhelm the ordinary systems of care that give people a sense of control, connection and meaning. 

			~ Judith Herman, Trauma and Recovery

			

			

			one

			Vincent

			We had only been married three weeks when Vincent first became violent. We were living in a semi-detached house in Central, Port Elizabeth, and his sister and brother-in-law were living in the other part of the semi-detached house. I was busy sorting the laundry in the bedroom when Vincent called me to come eat dinner; he had made liver and onions. When I entered the kitchen Vincent complained as I had not responded immediately, to which I jokingly said, “Now you know what it’s like to wait”, as he often came home late. The words were no sooner out of my mouth when he grabbed the dish and emptied our dinner all over the kitchen floor. While I was still in shock, he threw the carving knife at my bare feet – the knife getting stuck in the linoleum tiles just in front of my right foot. I screamed and ran out of the house, and knocked on his sister’s front door. When I told her and her husband what Vincent had done, they were not even shocked, but simply told me to leave him alone until he had calmed down. At this point I realised they were not going to help me. I heard Vincent speed off on his motorbike, and only then did I return home and pray that when he came back, he would not become more violent. 

			He came home much later that evening, and was so intoxicated I was surprised he had been able to ride his motorbike. He didn’t bother to bath, but climbed into bed fully clothed, which would become the norm for the remainder of our marriage. From that day on he constantly verbally abused me. 

			

			Every night I would set out his clothes for the next day – right down to a hanky! I even had to put toothpaste on his toothbrush and fill his bath – something he insisted I do because “his mother had done so for his father”. I was not allowed to move around anything in the house; every item had to remain where he (or his mother) had put it. And if he found anything out of place, he would shout at me. 

			Vincent and his mother also seemed to be in cahoots with one another. Vincent would economically abuse me by conning me out of my money, while his mother would constantly suggest that I find a second job to earn an additional income. She would even go so far as to scan the newspapers for night shift jobs for me. Every month she would complain to me that Vincent had not paid the rent, electricity and water accounts – we were renting the house from her – and I would feel so guilty and embarrassed that I would pay her. Only years later did I realise I had been conned. The house actually belonged to Vincent, as he had inherited it from his late father. While we were engaged, Vincent suggested we go to Mauritius for a holiday; adding that I would have to pay my portion. Years later I realised again that he had conned me. He had done the bookings, and I had never queried the cost – and the money I gave him paid for both of us to go to Mauritius! 

			Vincent was jealous of my close relationship with my father, and often asked who I would rescue from a fire – my father or him? We had only been married three months when he accepted a transfer to Johannesburg. I remember thinking at the time that it was his intention to take me away from my family, especially my father. 

			One evening, before we moved to Johannesburg, Vincent invited a work colleague and his wife around for drinks. He had brought home a “blue” movie, and insisted we all watch it. Fortunately, they refused to watch, which made me daring enough to disobey Vincent. Another time, Vincent said he wanted to start a family, and did not want to wait, but I needed to understand that he could travel overseas on his own. I was so excited, as I had always wanted to have a baby! At that moment we decided I would stop taking the pill. 

			

			We relocated to Johannesburg at the end of May 1982, and for three weeks stayed in the company’s flat in Berea, close to Hillbrow. Vincent said I had to find employment, and should try the agencies in Hillbrow. One morning while walking through Hillbrow looking for employment agencies, a man mistook me for a prostitute. I was so upset, and rushed back to the flat! Vincent then decided I should rather try employment agencies in Randburg, so in the mornings I would accompany him to his workshop, and his driver would transport me to and from employment agencies. Once I had found employment the driver took me from Vincent’s workshop to work and home again in the evenings. At this point Vincent would only come home late in the evenings or early hours of the morning. I started my new job in June 1982. 

			We had only been living in the flat for ten days when Vincent, his army friend Wayne, and Wayne’s fiancée Amanda arrived at the flat. Vincent and Wayne left to fetch a bottle of brandy from Wayne’s flat, and returned several hours later even though their flat was just up the road from ours. When they arrived back Amanda and I were in the kitchen making spaghetti bolognaise. Vincent stormed into the kitchen shouting at me because the dinner was not ready. He grabbed the pot of spaghetti off the stove and threw it across the kitchen into the sink, narrowly missing Amanda. I got such a fright I ran across to the opposite side of the kitchen, but he strode up to me. I thought he was going to hit me. He stood in front of me, standing a head taller than me, as my heart pounded in my chest. He grabbed my left cheek and twisted the flesh, then placed his hands around my neck as if to strangle me. He threatened to throw our microwave, a wedding gift from my parents, over the balcony, but then laughed and threatened to throw me over the balcony instead! He removed his hands from around my neck, made a fist and punched towards my face, stopping just short of my jaw. He laughed again, then punched numerous holes into the kitchen door. “That’s what I feel like doing to you!” 

			

			He refused to eat, but instead spent the remainder of the evening drinking brandy and Coke and shouting verbal abuse across the room at me. Wayne and Amanda were visibly shaken, and when Vincent went off to the toilet, Wayne suggested I go home with them as he was afraid Vincent would kill me. I thanked him for his concern, but I was afraid of antagonising Vincent who would become more violent. Wayne then asked for Vincent’s gun, and removed all the bullets before placing it back under the bed. Two weeks later I took a pregnancy test. I was pregnant.

			Our house was ready for us to move into, which was so exciting! Our very own home… in Juksei Park, close to Randburg. It was an attractive white house with a large main bedroom and en suite, two other bedrooms, a dining room, and lounge with French doors leading out on to a patio. The kitchen was spacious with plenty of cupboards, and the guest bathroom had a bath, shower and basin, with separate toilet. Because the house was built on a large property, our neighbours were far from us – in fact we never did meet our neighbours. The grass was newly planted and there were no flowerbeds. Juksei Park was a new suburb, so none of the roads were tarred, and there were very few houses, all several plots apart from one another. 

			I had morning sickness every morning, and travelling along the dirt roads made the nausea almost unbearable – and almost daily I would reach the toilet at work just in time to vomit. Vincent never gave me money, and he never bought me anything. He constantly told me, “Only when you earn what I earn, can you say you earn a salary!” He would come to my work to collect my salary cheque which I had to sign over to him. While pregnant, he refused to buy me maternity clothes, and the only loose clothing I possessed were my summer dresses which had shoestring straps, so even though it was summer I had to wear a jersey. I was six months pregnant when my mother-in-law came to stay with us, and she was shocked to see me bulging out of my summer dresses, so bought me some maternity dresses as well as white sandals with a spongy inner, as I had toxaemia and retained a lot of water, which resulted in my feet being swollen and painful. He refused to take me anywhere “because I was pregnant”.

			

			Vincent often came home so intoxicated he would stagger through to the bedroom and pass out on the bed, fully clothed in his greasy work clothes. One morning he arrived home at three o’clock, reeking of alcohol, and said his car had broken down. I did not believe him as he had driven the car home, and had used it to get to work the next day.

			Whenever Vincent physically abused me, he would buy me gifts – usually expensive jewellery – and the valuation certificates would be made out in his name. He once bought a statue of a naked woman for our bathroom, which he subsequently smashed on the bathroom floor. Every home we lived in had smashed doors, which Vincent would replace, patch up or just simply remove. This is something he found amusing, and would brag about it to his friends.

			Vincent brought home a Border Collie puppy which had been kept in a cage with several other dogs. We named her Boots, because she was pitch-black with white paws. She continuously ran around the garden, clearly enjoying her newfound freedom. Yet, she was also timid, and it took me several months of coercing before she allowed me near her. Initially she would cringe and urinate if I tried to touch her. 
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			We had only been living in Juksei Park for six months when Vincent decided to sell the house and move to Johannesburg North which was closer to his workshop. I was seven months pregnant at the time, and the house and garden were smaller, but I also felt safer as the suburb was built-up. We had neighbours on all sides, and as the properties were small, we were a lot closer together. Initially I was lonely, but I befriended one of our neighbours, Jean, who had a three-year-old son Lesley and who was pregnant with her second child. 

			When Vincent realised I had a friend, he became more abusive towards me. He would come home from work and go from room to room running his finger along the furniture, counters and windowsills, all the while telling me the house was filthy. Even though I had spent the majority of the day cleaning the house, to appease him I would immediately start cleaning all over again, and he would come up behind me and repeatedly say into my ear, “You are a filthy woman!” 

			

			If I started vacuuming, he would take the vacuum cleaner away from me, saying that it was his, and that I could not use it. When I tried sweeping the floors he would again repeatedly say into my ear, “You are a filthy woman!” I became so obsessed with cleaning the house that I would spend the entire day doing housework. Even so, he would compare me to his mother, saying that she was so house proud she would be buried with a feather duster!

			Vincent bought me a Renault 5 for my birthday, even though I did not have a driver’s licence. By now he had reduced me to a nervous wreck, terrified of saying or doing something that might antagonise him. He refused to go grocery shopping, and would give me just enough money to buy the bare necessities. I would have to walk to the shops which were far from our house, with steep hills along the way, and when I arrived back home, I would be so exhausted I would feel ill. 

			During my seventh month of the pregnancy I started bleeding, and was advised by my gynaecologist to stay in bed for a couple of days – which, of course, was impossible. By day I would do the housework, and by night the ironing. I cooked dinner for him every day, even though he usually came home after midnight and never ate the food. But, I never wanted him to be able to accuse me of not cooking for him. Invariably he would bring a friend home in the early hours of the morning and he would fry steak for them, ignoring the meal I had made. I used to wait for him to get home so that hopefully we could eat together, but on the odd occasion that he did come home reasonably early, he would throw both of our plates of food to the dog saying, “If I am not going to eat, why should you!” 

			 [image: ]

			

			Vincent once bought a plane ticket for me so that I could spend two weeks with my parents. I was only too glad to get away from his abuse. A couple of hours before departing for the airport, Ann – someone we both knew from our teenage years in Port Elizabeth – arrived at our house. I had not seen her for years, and can only assume Vincent had been in contact with her, which is how she knew where we lived. Ann was known for sleeping with married or engaged men, and enjoyed the power of stealing men away from their partners. Vincent did not appear to be surprised to see her, but my woman’s intuition told me this was no surprise visit! She was dressed in tight white cotton shorts, her G-string visible through the thin fabric, and her white tight-fitting, low-cut, T-shirt exposed her ample cleavage and “ironing board” flat midriff. The white clothing accentuated her olive skin, and her leather sandals revealed French pedicured toenails. Her fingernails were long and French manicured, and her ash blonde hair accentuated her high cheekbones. She looked drop-dead gorgeous – and she knew it! 

			Acid instantly rushed to my stomach, and I could sense her immense gratification as she compared my body – eight months pregnant, face, hands and feet swollen from toxaemia – with hers. Ann had the audacity to say she would look after Vincent while I was away! I knew she would do more than just cook for him! A couple of months later Vincent told me Ann was far more sensual in the bedroom than I was. 

			Looking back, I often wondered how many affairs Vincent had entertained during our four years of marriage. An ex-boyfriend’s sister once approached Vincent and I at a shopping centre, and even though Julie was heavily pregnant, she had the cheek to flirt with Vincent, and scribbled her telephone number on a piece of paper and slipped it into his shirt pocket while talking to the two of us! 
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			Gary, Vincent’s managing director, regularly used the company flat to sleep with his girlfriends – even though he was married with three beautiful daughters. And Vincent’s partner, Kevin, once had an affair, and his wife had become so enraged she stabbed him in both thighs. During one of her emotional outbursts, Kevin’s wife informed me that all the men in the company belonged to an “exclusive club”. She showed me the membership card, and I found Vincent’s membership card in his wallet. Vincent and his business partners and male work colleagues were all having affairs! Vincent also took great pleasure in telling me how all women were after his body. 

			

			two

			Mary

			My mother-in-law came to stay with us just before my baby’s due date. Her late husband’s birthday had been on March 11, so she encouraged me to rake up the stones in the garden, in the hope that the exertion would make me go into labour. I felt the first contraction at six o’clock the following morning, so woke up my mother-in-law who made us tea which we drank in the kitchen as we were both afraid to wake Vincent before it was absolutely necessary. Only when we were dressed and ready to leave did we wake him up, but Mary was born at two minutes past ten that evening – six days after our first wedding anniversary – weighing 3,18kgs and measuring 47cm long. She was beautiful, with brown hair, a little button nose and a cupid mouth, and her skin was smooth and blemish free, her fingers were long and her body and limbs chubby. She was a healthy baby, and I remember my sister saying that Mary was the prettiest newborn baby she had ever seen! 
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			Vincent made no attempt to hide his disappointment that our baby was a girl. He said he had wanted a son to name after his father, and showed no interest in naming her, leaving me to register her birth alone. 

			

			Vincent did not want me to go back to work. He was so jealous, and even though the only time I went out of our house alone was to do grocery shopping, he would still accuse me of being with other men. He refused to buy anything for Mary, adding that it was the grandparents’ duty. All the baby clothes, nappies, baby bath, pram and so on were bought by my parents, my sister, my mother-in-law and my sister-in-law – Vincent deprived me of the pleasure of shopping for our baby. Within two weeks of Mary’s birth I had regained my figure. I never wanted Vincent to accuse me of letting myself go, so always wore make-up, my hair was always blow-dried, and I always dressed as smartly as my limited wardrobe of clothes would allow me to. During our four years of marriage, he never bought me clothes, but, other than when I was pregnant, I managed to maintain my figure so was able to fit into the clothes I had bought prior to our marriage. 

			I was determined to breastfeed Mary for as long as I could, but sadly she suffered from colic, and most nights I would spend hours trying to calm her, until eventually I would have tears rolling down my cheeks as I was so physically and emotionally exhausted. 

			Vincent never accompanied me to my monthly visits to the gynaecologist, and did not show any interest in the scans. While in labour he made no effort to comfort or assist me, and spent the majority of the time either absent or reading a magazine. Even during Mary’s birth he never held my hand, choosing to observe her birth from the foot of the bed. At the time I remember thinking that he was only interested in knowing the sex of the child, because immediately after her birth he rushed out of the ward leaving me alone with Mary. I was physically exhausted after being in labour for sixteen hours, and found myself having to fight sleep as Mary was in my arms or lying next to me, and I was terrified of rolling over on to her. 
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			Vincent’s violence and abuse (verbal and physical) continued for years, and even though the suburb was very built up, and our neighbours must have heard him screaming verbal abuse at me – they never bothered to find out if I was okay. 

			

			Vincent employed a maid as he did not trust me, and would question her about my comings and goings. Once she was in her outside room she never ventured out – not even when she heard him throwing furniture out into the courtyard or heard him screaming at me. She never commented on the fact that he had punched and kicked holes into doors. And she was certainly not shy about telling me what she would and would not do. Vincent often told her that without her our house would be a pigsty. Even so, I enjoyed having her around because I always felt that if push came to shove, I would be able to run to her for help. 

			When Mary was three weeks old my parents came to spend a week with us. Mary was their first grandchild, as well as the first great-grandchild in both Vincent’s and my family. They arrived early in the morning and everything was going well. I still can picture my father holding Mary on his lap – he looked so proud. That evening I excused myself from the lounge to breastfeed Mary, and when I returned, my parents had already gone to bed. The next morning they told me they would be leaving as Vincent had insulted my father – he had made some derogatory comments about the British. I begged and pleaded with them to stay for my sake, but they left. 

			Over the months Vincent continued to drink heavily, always coming home late or in the early hours of the morning. One evening he brought a work associate home with him, and Vincent – being so intoxicated – was oblivious to the fact that this man was making passes at me. I was furious and afraid, and realised then that having Vincent with me was a false sense of security as he was never sober enough to protect me.

			Vincent totally controlled me. His verbal and physical abuse had broken me down so much that I felt I could not leave him. Besides, I also had no money. When Mary was three months old, I received my maternity pay cheque. I booked a plane ticket and phoned for a taxi. I literally grabbed the clothing out of the draws and off the shelves and threw them into a suitcase. I was terrified Vincent would come home before I had left. We were at the airport several hours before our flight. I phoned my parents from Port Elizabeth airport, and told them it was a surprise visit. They knew something was wrong, especially when I opened my suitcase and had not packed a single thing for myself. I had packed every item of clothing Mary possessed, but not one thing for me. 

			

			I phoned Vincent from Port Elizabeth airport to tell him I was leaving him. He told me I had better come back home, or he would divorce me. I panicked. I only stayed a couple of days before Mary and I flew back to Johannesburg. 

			I thought I had given him a fright, and opened his eyes to the fact that I could leave him if I wanted to. I also hoped he would now change. He did not change. He became more abusive. Now he definitely was not going to allow me to have any money! He still only gave me sufficient money for essential groceries, and I had to give him all the cash slips. He also accused me of sending his money to my parents.
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			For no apparent reason, Vincent fired our maid and said I had to do the housework. I had no social life and would visit my neighbour Jean, but only once the house was absolutely spotlessly clean. Then Jean started working for her husband, so we hardly ever saw each other. Apart from grocery shopping, Mary and I were confined to the house, and Vincent only came home to sleep. I decided I would devote my life to being a good mother – I had to remain strong for Mary’s sake. At this stage I still had a car but no driver’s licence. Vincent offered to pay for driving lessons, and my mother-in-law flew up to Johannesburg to look after Mary, so that I could go for driving lessons and my driving test. This was not a good experience. I was such a nervous wreck and the driving instructor was so bad tempered. To cut a long story short, I failed twice. 

			Eventually I had my driver’s licence and was able to take Mary to the clinic and drive instead of walking to the shops, but always finding myself rushing back home to do the housework. I became so obsessed with housework that Mary spent most of the day in her carrycot or cot as I felt too guilty to play with her as I would be neglecting my household chores. I became obsessed with cleanliness and would not allow Mary to get dirty. If she had a spot of dirt on her clothes, I would change her! One day while shopping at the OK Bazaars the manager handed Mary a chocolate. Needless to say, her dress, face, hands and the trolley handle were covered in chocolate – I could not wait to get home!

			

			Vincent was given a male and a female Doberman/Rottweiler puppy; the male impregnated Boots, our Border Collie; she had a litter of three puppies. One night Vincent had come home drunk, and after I had gone to bed he woke me up to tell me he had cut the puppies’ tails; that his friend was supposed to have done it, but had let him down! I leapt out of bed and ran outside to find blood all over the concrete and Boots lying on her blanket frantically licking one of her puppies. I was relieved to see the puppy was fine. As I touched one of the other puppies I screamed and started sobbing as the puppy was dead and already stiff. The third puppy, partly obscured by the blanket, had had her anus and vulva sliced away by Vincent. Vincent had wanted to drown the puppy, but I refused to let him do so. The next day, as soon as he had left the house, I wrapped the puppy in a blanket, placed it in a basket, put Mary into her car seat, and drove to the nearest vet. As I tried to explain what had happened, the vet started shouting at me. Vincent should have been punished but I told the vet my husband’s friend had done it, as he proclaimed he knew how to do it. The vet put the puppy to sleep, and as I was paying the receptionist with my grocery money, he shouted across the waiting room that if he ever traced the culprit, he would ensure they were put behind bars! Vincent was furious, adding that they had better never find out he did it! I was sickened by his lack of remorse – all he was concerned about were the consequences of being reported to the police.
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			Our neighbours across the road invited us to a braai which I was keen to go to as Vincent had not taken me socialising for over a year. Vincent had spent the day at the motor races with one of his friends, and they were both inebriated, but we still went across to Hayley and Paul’s house for the braai. As we arrived Paul handed me a drink. I took a sip, and as I placed it on their bar counter the glass fell and broke – because the bar counter was not level. Vincent left me standing alone at the bar, but eventually I started walking amongst the guests in search of Vincent. When I couldn’t find him I made my way back to the bar to find Vincent with his arm around a woman’s waist. Just then Paul turned up the music and encouraged the guests to dance, at which point Vincent and the woman started slow dancing. Vincent totally ignored me the entire evening, and didn’t even offer me a drink. I felt so humiliated! The only reason I stayed at the braai was to see if he actually would go so far as to kiss her in front of me. This would be the final straw! During one of their slow dances their hands were beginning to wander over each other’s bodies. Watching them became too much for me, so I made my way over to Vincent and pinched and twisted some flesh on his back. He swung around and I glared up at him. I knew there would be repercussions – but emotional abuse is far more painful than physical abuse! 
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			One afternoon I was in the kitchen, and had a chicken and potatoes roasting in the oven. Mary, who was seven months at the time, was sitting in her pushchair. I lived in constant fear of losing her, so would never let her out of my sight. Through the kitchen window I saw the newspaper boy walking up to our front door, and as I bent down to pick up the newspaper the front door slammed shut behind me. I was locked out of the house! I ran to Jean’s house to phone Vincent, and begged him to please come home quickly. He refused. I was frantic! Mary could easily climb out of her pushchair, so what if she burnt herself on the hot oven? I took a brick and broke one of the small glass panes in the back door, and was able to reach the key in the lock. Mary was still in her pushchair, happily playing with her toes. It was quite some time before my heart palpitations stopped and I could breathe easily again! 

			

			Mary was eight months old when I became very ill with glandular fever and was advised to stop breastfeeding her as the medication would affect her teeth. During the consultation he mentioned that he was concerned that I was skeletal – I measured 1,5m in height and weighed 38kgs. He questioned me about my marriage, because he could see I was a nervous wreck. I poured my heart out to him, and he offered to pay for Mary and me to move back to Port Elizabeth. I said I had no money to pay him back, and he said I could pay him back gradually. After over an hour’s consultation I left his surgery and never went to see him again. Poor Mary was so miserable as I had to stop breastfeeding her immediately, and had great difficulty finding a teat she was prepared to suck. Eventually I found a teat which looked like the real thing. 

			The day after consulting the doctor we moved from Johannesburg North to Selcourt in Springs. Even though I was so ill I still had to pack all the boxes. Vincent insisted I had to drive my car, with Mary in the back, from Johannesburg North to Springs. I was terrified! I had never driven on a freeway, and also did not know the way. I followed Vincent, but as he kept speeding I feared losing sight of him. When we arrived at our new home he swore at me for driving like a fool, and told me everything had to be unpacked and sorted out by that evening. He sat outside braaiing and drinking with a young Sotho boy from his work who had assisted us with the move. Close to midnight I rushed through to the bathroom and started vomiting. Vincent was lying on the bed, intoxicated. Then Mary started crying, and even though I was hanging over the basin vomiting, Vincent shouted at me to see to my kid. 

			Mary was nine months old when Vincent suggested it was time for me to have another baby. We were sitting in my mother-in-law’s lounge, and I burst out crying; partly because I knew he was antagonising her as he knew she wanted his sister to have a baby before we had our second child, and also because I was an emotional wreck! His mother said he was being crazy, but I thought another baby might bring us closer, especially if it was a boy! I stopped taking the pill. In the December Vincent bought a plane ticket for Mary and me to fly to Port Elizabeth, where he joined us for two weeks before we all drove back to Johannesburg. During December I fell pregnant, and initially Vincent was thrilled that he was going to be a father again. Once again he said he would name his son after his father. Vincent was determined to have his children before his sister started a family. Why? Because he wanted his children to be the first grandchildren. My mother-in-law never congratulated me on the birth of my children; she only sympathised with her daughter who she felt should have had the first grandchild. Vincent was constantly competing against his sister, and had lived in her shadow his entire childhood. 

			

			During my second pregnancy Vincent became more physically abusive. Mary was nine months old when he came home intoxicated and snatched Mary out of my arms and told me to get out of the bedroom. I could have refused, but I wasn’t sure what he would do if he became violent. What if he dropped or hurt Mary? He slammed the bedroom door shut and I stood outside the bedroom, not knowing what to do. I thought I would wait until he had passed out, then would go and take Mary away from him. 

			I was terrified he would become violent, and that’s when I thought back to when Mary was only a couple of months old and he had started throwing large objects around the room. I had put Mary into her carrycot and taken her to the spare room, but he had then proceeded to throw things into that room. When he threw her metal bath stand into the bedroom and it landed close to the carrycot on the bed, I locked the bedroom door. But Vincent was so furious he removed the door handle and the key broke off in the lock. We were locked in the bedroom for over four hours until he eventually kicked the door in. 

			I stood outside the bedroom with my ear pressed against the door, straining to hear what he was doing. My heart was beating so rapidly and the pulse in my throat was throbbing, making it difficult to hear. Just then Mary started crying, and before I knew it I was in the bedroom and had Mary in my arms. I stood clutching her to my chest as I looked down at Vincent passed out on the bed. I felt such hatred and repulsion welling up inside of me – he could have killed her! When I had rushed into the bedroom Mary was dangling over the side of the bed, both her legs trapped between Vincent’s left arm and his body. It was only then that I realised I had managed to push open the bedroom door even though Vincent had pushed Mary’s cot against the door. How I managed to push the cot away from the door on a thick pile carpet, I will never know. Adrenaline must have rushed through my body! What other explanation was there? I was in such a state of shock that I didn’t even cry. I simply walked through to the lounge with Mary clutched to my chest, terrified and crying. I tried sitting and gently rocking her. I tried walking up and down the passage all the while hugging her tightly against my chest. I could not console her. I then placed her in her cot and pulled it into the passage, while stroking her head and talking to her, tears rolling down my cheeks. I could not bear to see my baby so distraught. She continued crying until past five o’clock in the morning, when eventually she fell asleep, more from pure exhaustion than from anything else. From that day on the only time Vincent paid Mary any attention was when he was intoxicated, then he would forcibly remove her from my arms and take her to wherever he would pass out – on one occasion it was under the lounge table. It never entered my mind that he would sexually abuse her. I thought he was just being cruel to me by taking her away from me and enjoyed seeing how his actions terrified me.

			

			To celebrate our second wedding anniversary Vincent took us out to a restaurant for dinner. Mary was teething so was very miserable. She sat in her pushchair next to our table, but when she started crying Vincent told me to fetch her medicine from the car. When I returned with the medicine Vincent sat her on his lap, as I put a spoonful of the medicine into her mouth. She promptly vomited – on to his plate of food and down the front of his shirt. He started screaming at me to put Mary into her pushchair and to clean the vomit off of him with her blanket. I stood there frantically wiping the vomit off of him, while feeling guilty that I had to leave Mary crying in her pushchair. Vincent threw money down on to the table and stormed out of the restaurant. As I pushed Mary in her pushchair to the till to pay, I could sense people staring at me. I stood at the till shaking uncontrollably, then left. Vincent already had the engine running. I had opened my door first as I was afraid Vincent might drive off without me, then I put Mary into her car seat before climbing into the car. He started shouting at me, and I begged him to stop as I was feeling nauseous, being three months pregnant. 

			

			When we arrived home, I took Mary to her bedroom to change her clothing, and Vincent walked in and slapped me hard across the face, before shouting verbal abuse and storming out of the bedroom. Once Mary was asleep I went to shower, and stood sobbing in the shower with the water spraying on to my face. How could I even think of bringing another child into this abusive home? I put on my negligée and was walking down the passage to check on Mary when Vincent came up behind me and kicked me between the legs. I turned and said if I have a miscarriage he would be sorry. He replied that the child was not his and that a miscarriage would suit him.

			[image: ]

			One evening I was in the kitchen sterilising bottles, when Vincent arrived home from work earlier than usual. He asked me where the dinner was, and I said it was in the warmer draw. He opened it and saw two plates with vegetables only as the lamb curry was still in the casserole dish. He took out the two dinner plates, smashed them on the kitchen floor, then emptied all the lamb curry out over the floor. He then went to bed. 

			One evening Vincent and I were in our bedroom and Mary was sitting on our bed, when he started verbally abusing me, then picked me up by my hair and my negligée and threw me on to the carpet. I looked up at Mary, who looked terrified and just stared at me with wide eyes. I smiled at her, pretending that I was alright. Vincent shouted at me for mocking him, then rushed at me and slapped me across the face.

			During my second pregnancy I started bleeding, but fortunately it stopped. Vincent had insisted that I go to the same gynaecologist who had delivered Mary, which meant I had to travel from Springs to Randburg. I was eight months pregnant when I went to his workshop because he had offered to take me to the gynaecologist. As I entered his workshop with Mary on my hip, Vincent started shouting at me in front of his staff and clients, telling me to stop bothering him at work! I reminded him that he had offered to take me to the gynaecologist, but he refused to do so. So, I had no option. I would drive there myself. By the time I had reached Sandton Clinic I was in such a nervous state, and could hardly speak. Then on the way back to Springs I took the wrong off-ramp and ended up driving through Boksburg, Brakpan and Benoni! It was late in the afternoon when I ended up on mine roads with massive mine trucks passing my little Renault 5 – I was panic-stricken! Mary was seventeen months old, I was heavily pregnant, and I had no clue where we were! I started praying to God to please guide me, especially as I have always had a poor sense of direction. Eventually I found the freeway back to Springs, and when I arrived home, I burst into tears! God must have guided me as there was no way I could have found the way back home on my own. 

			

			On the odd occasion I went to Vincent’s workshop, I invariably would see a particular woman there with her two small children. Vincent and Sandy seemed to be exceptionally friendly towards each other, and I felt hurt that he objected to me taking Mary to visit him, yet it was fine for Sandy and her two small children. One evening Vincent arrived home with Sandy, her husband Bryan and their two children for a braai. They had only just arrived when Sandy asked which bedroom she could put her two children into. She left her small baby lying in the bedroom drinking his bottle, and when I went to check on Mary I heard the baby choking. I picked him up and patted him on the back, then went outside to tell Sandy. She was not keen to leave the braai area, but when she did, Vincent, who never assisted me with Mary, followed Sandy to the bedroom. Being suspicious I followed them, and to this day I am convinced I prevented them from kissing. Several years later Vincent informed me that Bryan had broken several of Sandy’s ribs when he had found out of her affair with Vincent. He also told me that I had no true friends as they had all tried to have an affair with him.

			

			Prior to us moving to Selcourt in Springs, Vincent sold his shares in Martin’s business and bought his own business in Springs. Later he bought another business in Wynberg. Vincent did not work very often. He had befriended Trevor who had a business next to his workshop, and often the two of them would go out drinking all day, and occasionally travel into the countryside for a braai and a session of heavy drinking. One night Vincent did not come home, and the next morning Trevor found him passed out on a shelf in his workshop. They both were amused at how Vincent, who was 1,8m tall, had managed to crawl on to the shelf and sleep – especially as the gap between the two shelves was about 25cm. Likewise, Trevor must also have been extremely intoxicated to lock his workshop without noticing that Vincent was still inside! 
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