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THE VOICES OF
STRENGTH
AND COURAGE
The Dufferin Caledon Domestic Assault Review
Team (DART) received funding from the Ministry of Community and Social Services to involve
Survivors in a Survivor Engagement Project. In
November 2010 DART supported the creation
of a group of survivors; women who experienced
domestic abuse and were committed to sharing
their stories and providing feedback to the DART
member agencies in an effort to improve service
for other victims. The group called themselves
“Voices of Strength and Courage.”

This project was made possible by funding
from the Ministry of Children, Community
and Social Services
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“I stayed
because
he told me
he’d kill me
if I left.
I left
when
I knew
he would
kill me
if I stayed.”
~ M. Davis
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What would I have wanted to know the night I left,
and in the chaotic days that followed, when my life
had imploded and fell all about me in bits and pieces, when everybody had questions and I had no answers, when I felt stupid and ashamed and the truth
was that I was broken, but I couldn’t put words to it?
What could someone have said to me?
“Remember to breathe.”
The night I left the farm with two little boys in
tow knowing full well that my leaving could escalate
the violence further, the night the officer stood over
me imploring me to say something, say anything to
allow him to press charges, caught in the vortex of
all of this.
The officer is standing over me. He’s over six feet
tall and doing the only thing he knows how to do—
get a statement so that he can make an arrest. All I’ve
been able to say is that he was violent; it was bad.
The officer wants more; he needs more. I can see the
frustration on his face; I will not go where he wants
me to go. He doesn’t know I can’t; he doesn’t understand how scared I am. He’s standing there in his

uniform with a gun thinking he can protect me and
there’s not a fiber of my being that believes he can.
He doesn’t know, and I can’t explain any of it.
He’s asking questions but I can’t hear him, he’s
being drowned out by the sound of my pulse beating
a deafening drum in my ears. His lips are moving but
I can’t hear him. And then, it happens. Everything
is turning grey and I’m getting lightheaded. I’m no
longer breathing. At first, I can’t seem to do anything
about it. Just how broken and shattered does a person have to be to lose involuntary muscle function?
You’re not supposed to have to think about breathing.
The officer wants answers to questions, details.
He has no idea that I can’t even breathe. A voice inside of my head says, “breathe, just breathe.” I have
to remind myself how: inhale…exhale…inhale…
exhale…breathe. I can do this.
The officer finally accepts that I can’t give him
what he needs. He reminds me that I can change my
mind at any time. He asks what he can do for me.
I tell him to call the ex and tell him to back off and
to leave us alone. He’s already come looking for us;
please, just tell him to leave us alone. The officer did
as I asked; he told him that if he came back after
us he’d be picked up and charged. This buys us one
quiet night.
My father is terribly upset; he’s only just learned
tonight—an hour ago—that his daughter has been
living in a violent marriage for 14 years. Domestic
abuse thrives on secrecy and I was an expert at keeping secrets.
The officer leaves. My father asks me, “Do you
have any idea how badly that officer wanted to go
arrest him?” There are no words to explain to
him why I can’t do this. I’m not sure I understand
any of this myself and I’m too broken and shattered
to try.
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REMEMBER TO BREATHE
Maureen Davis

Everybody has questions, wants answers, and I’m
not sure how to put one foot in front of the other. I
am a complete train wreck, at my weakest —mentally
and emotionally exhausted, terrified, a life to rebuild
from the rubble with two young boys to take care of,
and too many big decisions to make.
It’s overwhelming to look at the big picture—
finances, housing, legal issues. Take one step at a
time, each decision is its own victory. They don’t all
have to be made today. You are not alone; it just feels
that way right now. You are part of a sisterhood you
did not know existed, a sisterhood of survivors who
lift each other up along the way.
Find your tribe, those who’ve walked their own
version of your story, and will not ask why you
stayed— because they already know. They will
not judge you, and they will hold your trembling
hand until it’s still, as someone once did for them.
Find your voice of courage, it’s in there, you just
don’t know it yet.
It’s not easy to rebuild a life, to start over, but
I can tell you it’s entirely worth doing. There will be
healing; it will take time. When you are feeling the
weight of the world perched upon your shoulders,
remember to breathe.
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With
brave
wings,
they fly

INTRODUCTION
Laura Moscatiello

Finally, alone in her room, Anna (not her real
name) found some silence and some peace. After a
busy afternoon with police, victim services, counsellors and shelter staff, she was alone—no paperwork
to complete, no questions to answer, just her and her
thoughts.
At 62 years of age, she left her 30-year marriage
and accessed the shelter for safety, hoping to ride out
the storm that would eventually come after she decided to leave. marriage and accessed the shelter for
safety, hoping to ride out the storm that would eventually come after she decided to leave.
What would she do now? Where would she start?
What would the rest of her journey look like? How
would she find hope, courage and resiliency, after her
voice had already been taken from her? These are the
questions she asked after arriving at the shelter that
first night.
The staff thought long and hard. If only they had
the stories of the other women to share, the women
who had faced the darkest nights only to discover the
brightest stars. Like Anna, many people find themselves in places where they need to discover the courage to continue on their paths, as strange and unfamiliar as they may be.
This is a collection of stories, where the writers
have found their voices and are committed to telling
their stories in hopes that others will find the same
courage, hope, empowerment, resilience, bravery,
and optimism as they did.
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My decision to leave my abusive situation was not an
easy one. I knew that my life would change forever, and I
had plenty to lose, but I also knew that I was terrified and
in danger if I stayed. Every day was harder than the last;
and, then I left.
That day, things escalated quickly; I realized that I had
no more options. The big thing for me to overcome was
fear; I had to get to a safe place. It was important, for me,
to make sure that I was somewhere off the path and away
from my abuser. The odds were strong that he would try to
follow me and find me. My escape was poorly planned; I
was frightened to death. I spent time “running the roads”
out of areas he frequented, until I finally ended up at Family Transition Place (FTP). The relief of finding a haven
was a blessing for me. I told my family and close friends
that I was safe, but not where I was. The less people that
knew where I was, the less likely it was my location would
be revealed. It took the first four days to settle in and realize
that I was finally in a safe place. I was fortunate not to have
young children to worry about; my kids were all grown up.
After all of this, plenty of issues needed to be looked after.
I started out by setting up a new bank account, at a different bank, in a different town. Next, I had to find myself
a lawyer. Having very little money on hand, I applied to

Legal Aid for assistance; I was turned down. Fortunately,
the legal counselor at FTP was able to lead me to a good
lawyer who was willing to take me on as a client with no
money to be paid up front. The first step was to issue paperwork that would allow me to get into my home so that
I could retrieve my personal belongings. Before the paperwork was finalized, he had taken a number of my personal possessions from the house. For the next six months, I
spent too many hours with my lawyer sorting out the mess
my leaving had caused. I fought like crazy over every little
issue. It finally was agreed upon that I would receive a set
amount of money per month, from him, until everything
was sorted out. I was finally able to move into my own
apartment. A settlement was reached soon after. I eventually obtained a divorce and was free from him at last.
Six years later, I have become my own person. I am
able to make choices to live my life as I see fit. He has no
part in my life, and he no no longer tries to contact me.
I have learned that the one thing you have to deal with
in order to get through something like this, is loneliness.
You will lose friends and family members who can’t or
won’t believe your story and will back away from supporting you. If you end up living in a new town, be prepared
to do what it takes to gain a foothold in that community.
You’ll gain a lot of insight into what other people have
gone through, and you’ll be thankful that you made it to
where you are today.
Here are a few things I learned about making an escape possible:
First, you should have a financial program in place.
Open up a separate bank account, in your name, and start
putting money aside. If possible, you should also set up
a credit card in your name. It’s also a good idea to make
copies of your personal information. Put these copies in
a safe place that can be easily accessed when it is time for
you to leave (consider a family member or close friend).
You should also have some cash on hand.
Remember, if you are in critical danger call 911 immediately and try to remove yourself from the situation,
as soon as possible. Most importantly, be safe.
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MY DECISION
Sandra Y.

THE LIGHT AT THE END
OF MY TUNNEL
Marion L.

I am in my seventies.
I have lived for over thirty years with physical, verbal
and emotional abuse.
I have worked with people all my life; my efforts have
always been appreciated. I applied this approach to my
personal life; it didn’t work, at all.
When I finally left, the darkness I found myself in
was even darker than before. But there was the smallest
glimmer of light in my new world; an experience brought
on by his absence.
At one of the counseling sessions, I learned that he
would never be able to do those things to me again.
That glimmer of light grew even larger.
There would be no more insulting words, yelling,
threats, broken things, holes in walls, threats to hurt my
pets, or the desire to die. No one has the right to treat
me that way.
And so, the light grew.
The taste of dignity, the respect and the understanding given to me by the women at the shelter turned the
light into a door, a door that lead to many other doors.
Doors that opened upon request. I received legal advice,
safety devices and housing. And with each door that I
opened, I re-acquired my place in the light-drenched
world, where I could proudly walk because I had taken
that first step.
I continue to enjoy every day that is mine.
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NEVER GIVE UP
Lisa Stergiadis

I am a survivor of domestic violence and abuse.
My story is not a pretty one. I have suffered a lot, but
I am still here to tell my story; not everyone is so lucky.
The violence and abuse happen so slowly, that it can
be hard to recognize and realize what is happening.
Deep inside I knew it was wrong, but I was manipulated into believing that somehow, I was to blame, that
somehow, I could change it all. I was wrong.
The abuse continued for years and over time it continued to get worse. There are so many reasons why
you stay. Somehow, you justify your reasons and are
manipulated into believing those reasons. I still blame
myself for staying. I also know that I shouldn’t blame
myself for what I didn’t know before. I was manipulated. He convinced me that this was what love was like.
I was convinced that he would change, and that things
would get better. Instead, all the things that I thought
would change got worse.
I convinced myself for years that there must have
been a reason for why he did what he did. I know now
that there wasn’t. He did what he did because that’s
who he is. He was the only one responsible for his actions; it had nothing to do with me at all. It was not my
13

fault or ever within my power to change it. He wanted control, and he had it. But I still couldn’t help but
feel guilty and confused. You see, when you’re in it,
you don’t know it, you can’t see it—maybe, you don’t
want to see it. You’re just doing what you need to do
to survive. Convincing yourself that somehow it will
all be okay. But it’s not okay, and it won’t change. No
amount of apologizing or promises will ever make it
okay.
There are no changes that you can make to stop
these things from happening in an abusive relationship, no matter how much you convince yourself
that there is. There is nothing that you can ever do
to make them change what they do or who they are.
There is nothing, and no one, that can make people
like him change. No amount of hope, or loyalty or
anything else can ever change that. No matter how
much you help him, or love him, or how much you
blame yourself, there is nothing that you can do to
change an abusive person. I know this now. I know
that you can help yourself, and you can save yourself. You don’t have to sacrifice yourself, and you can
survive.
I didn’t know anything about patterns or traits of
abusers. I thought that it was just me, and just how
he was. It sounds silly now, but it’s just the way it was.
There are so many factors that keep you there, and so
much manipulation to keep you from seeing straight.
You just can’t see clearly when you are up close. I
know that it is such a lonely place to be, feeling so
alone in the world, believing that no one could ever
possibly understand, and being so scared, guilty and
ashamed to ever dream of speaking out.
But there is help out there, and there are other
people who do understand and who can help. I am so
grateful for the help that I have found and received,
as it has helped to bring me out of isolation and has
helped me find myself. No matter how hard it is to
tell the story of the abuse, or how scared, guilty or

ashamed you feel to break that silence, you can find
the strength to do it. Find strength in those you care
about, those that support you, those that understand
what you’ve been through, and of course always find
strength in yourself. No matter how hard it is, I promise you, the strength is in there.
I have found a lot of comfort in knowing that
I am no longer alone in the world. The feelings of
guilt, blame and shame are so misplaced, and in time
you start to realize that. I realize now, that no matter
how scared of being alone you may be, being in an
abusive relationship is the loneliest and scariest place
of all. And no matter how scared of repercussions
you may be, there are people and ways to help you
stay safe. Many of the worst repercussions come from
staying in an abusive relationship, because you lose
everything that is important to you: your freedom,
your independence, everything about yourself that
made you who you are, and you risk losing your life
every day—many women do. I realize that I could
have lost mine, as well.
Getting out of an abusive relationship is hard; I
won’t sugar coat it. It’s been quite tough at times. But,
no matter how hard it has been or will be, nothing is
as hard as it was to live with the abuse, to live a life
of silence and secrecy, hiding all the terrible things
that are happening to you from everyone, losing everything and everyone, including yourself, and living
a life that is so lonely. It all could have ended so differently.
He could have killed me so easily at so many different times. But I’m lucky. I’m still here and I’m
alive, and for that I count my blessings every day. I’ve
been away from the relationship long enough that the
fog has slowly started to clear. I can see the dangers
that had been around me all along, and I can see new
paths and opportunities opening up before me. It’s
like waking up after being hypnotized and things become more and more clear each day. As things be-
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come clearer, you become stronger.
Being silent about domestic violence and abuse
and all the horrible things that I went through helped
no one. It kept me stuck, trapped, and in a lonely
world. But now my voice is not silent, and I am finally
becoming free from that silent, lonely world. I still
have fears; I’m still afraid of him—maybe I always
will be. I am working towards finding some peace; I
am working towards no longer being afraid. I know
that I am not alone on this journey. No one needs to
do this alone.
The memories and feelings of the things that I endured are not things that will quickly fade away. They
are things that I will never forget, and never truly get
over—but they do not have to define who I am. It is
a difficult and ongoing journey that lies ahead, and
it does take time. The first step is the hardest. You
may stumble, and you may fall, but as long as you get
up again and keep going, you are working towards
reclaiming your life.
For myself, I feel as though I am now able to begin to regain a sense of self, a sense of worth, and a
purpose in my life. I am learning how to accept what
I’ve been through. I will keep moving forward and
continue to heal and regain the pieces of myself that
I had lost over the years. I am going to rebuild myself
into a new me, no matter how difficult.
Yes, these things happened to me, and they will
always be a part of my past, but I know that the future is in my own hands. I know that I am now able
to steer myself in a direction that I would never have
been able to go in the past. I finally get to live my
own life.
I am a SURVIVOR. Together we can bring awareness, stand in unified strength, and work to end the
silence of domestic violence and abuse. There is hope.
You can be free. There is freedom in speaking the
truth, and that is your validation. You are alive, and
you are stronger than you think. Never give up.
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SIX YEARS L ATER
Lisa Stergiadis

Never Give Up is a piece I wrote in 2014 after leaving
an abusive relationship. There was a lot of realization
and acceptance as to what I had gone through that I
was still processing at the time.
Realization is the key to understanding; once I
did, it helped me immensely. It is definitely a journey, and one that I still continue in 2020. I think our
journeys continue for each of us, in their own unique
way. For me, there was a lot of unlearning, re-learning
and learning of new things. I had to learn how to live
again, because I hadn’t been living—I was merely existing. I had to find myself again, as I had lost myself.
But now I’m found, and I’m a new me, a wiser
me, a stronger and more resilient me. I have grown so
much since I first wrote this piece in 2014. It’s a piece
that captures a very real process that we all go through,
in our own way.
The journey never ends. Use your voice. We all
have a story to tell.
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THEN AND NOW
Tracy B.

Then:
I was physically and mentally broken. I had low
self-esteem; I felt helpless, sad and scared. I didn’t
feel loved or intelligent. I was overwhelmed and I
was grieving the loss of my hopes and dreams.
Now:
I am on the road to success. I have more self-esteem. I am living independently with my son and I
am raising a winner; it’s a fresh start for us.
Now:
I feel better about myself and I feel
more attractive. I have confidence and I am
less overwhelmed.
I can handle problems. I am calm and helpful to
others. I make myself a priority.
Now: I am standing on solid ground.
Do not be afraid to accept help when offered.
Do not be afraid to ask for help.
Now:
This is the time in your life to focus on yourself.
It’s okay. Have courage.
Now:
Just breathe.
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A SURVIVOR’S JOURNEY
Teresa W.

Where to begin? I want to tell the story of my
extended struggle through an unhappy and abusive
marriage, and it’s abrupt and violent end; and, how
it led to many years of harassment, stalking, and never-ending court appearances (unfortunately, a draining experience shared by too many others).
I had lived with him, my mostly charming husband-to-be, for two years before we got married.
He was empathetic, university educated, had a good
sense of humor and came from a nice family. His parents were very welcoming and treated me wonderfully
(which likely contributed to my blindness and deafness
to the warning bells of his true character).
Immediately after the “honeymoon”, it became
apparent that things had changed. He became verbally and emotionally abusive; he was manipulative. His
alcohol and drug issues for days at a time with buddies
with no regard for my concern for him. He’d coldly
responded: “You signed on the dotted line, and now
you have to put up with whatever I dish out baby; till
death do us part”.
I stayed with him for several years. I grew increasingly unhappy and carried most of the responsibility
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of keeping us afloat—he worked seasonally and spent
selfishly. I had finally made the decision to leave him
while away on a trip with my mother. Upon our arrival, I learned that he had gone off the road while
driving to pick us up from the airport; he was drunk
and had been airlifted to the hospital. He was on life
support with serious head trauma. It would have been
very difficult to leave him under those circumstances.
Many hard years followed. He continued abusing
drugs and was living with permanent brain damage.
Just when I had again decided to leave, I found out I
was pregnant; I hoped he would pull things together when our daughter was born. I was wrong, again.
My son was born 18 months later. Things went from
bad to worse, and my husband ended up physically
assaulting me for the first, and only, time in front of
our young kids. I decided that I could no longer feel
sorry for him; I owed it to myself, and my children, to
leave immediately.
I had been going to individual counseling at Family Transition Place (FTP) for some time. I was fortunate to be offered a safe place to stay at one of the
neighborhood houses. I continued on with the wonderful support and counseling from the staff. I became familiar with all the steps in family court; I took
parenting courses and learned from others that were
dealing with similar issues. I was also lucky to find an
affordable place to live. Little did I know that the battle was just beginning. He was not willing to let go.
For over ten years I was drawn into court; he refused
to pay support; he monitored my activities at home
and work; he regularly threatened me. I learned how
to block his access to me; I documented everything.
I learned to listen to my intuition and protected my
children as best I could.
Finally, he was charged with criminal harassment—which led to a long difficult trial, ending with
his acquittal and me feeling more of a victim than
ever! It was exhausting. The children were having
trouble with their court-mandated visits. Thankfully,

those visits came to an end after he was charged with
child abandonment. Another trial led to supervised
visits, and gradually the children were given more
choice in continuing to see him. It was not long before
they stopped going altogether (they do not have much
contact with him now that they have grown up).
One day, it will eventually stop; it seems hard to
believe when you are in the middle of it. I am still
cautious and mindful that he is out there; still have an
unlisted phone number—but he is no longer on my
day-to-day radar and my life is my own again.
I am eternally grateful for all the help I have received from the people at FTP. I am especially grateful
for the support in helping me navigate the frustrations
of the legal system. I have learned a lot about myself
through this process. I have learned that you can only
control your own behavior (not anyone else’s) and
your own response to other people’s actions (which
also helped when my children became teenagers!). I
am grateful for having gone through everything that I
have. I am much stronger and, I think, smarter for it.
I want to say this: if you find yourself in similar
circumstances, don’t get stuck. This is your opportunity for a new life; take some time to heal so that you
can look after yourself (and your children, if applicable). Figure out what you want your future to be. Have
some goals and move away from reacting emotionally
to every set-back.
It will get better. It won’t be better overnight—but
no problem is so big that it can’t be solved. It helps to
look at your situation from an objective perspective
and to break it down into manageable pieces. Forgive
yourself when you mess up, and move on. Life right
now is still going on all around you, in spite of your
current problems—don’t forget to enjoy it, to laugh,
to make new friends and find new interests. There are
plenty of stepping stones to take, to grow and build
a new life, and you are stronger than you think. Be
calm, be strong, be grateful.
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I was a naïve 15-year-old. I lived on a small island
in the north of Scotland. My life changed when I met
my ex-husband. We dated for two and half years before we got married. I was too young to realize I was
being controlled. One day, he came home and told me
that he got a new job in Canada. I had a 10-monthold little girl and I was pregnant with another baby. I
was only 17 years old; he was 19.
We arrived in Canada and settled on the farm that
he was hired to manage. I didn’t know anyone. After a few months, my second child was born. He was
six weeks premature and weighed three pounds, five
ounces; he was in the hospital until he weighed five
pounds.
There was a young boy that worked on the farm.
When his mother found out about us, she offered to
help with my daughter. She picked up our little girl in
the morning, and brought her back at night, all ready
for bed. Then, my marriage blew apart.
We found out about a young boy that was working
at a farm; he came from the same place as we did.
His girlfriend also helped with our little girl. When I
got home with my baby, I learned that my husband

was having an affair with this boy’s girlfriend. When
I confronted my husband, he owned up to it. I was
thousands of miles from home. I was devasted.
Then the beatings started.
He was drinking heavily and taking drugs. He was
going out to the strippers. I found out two years later
that he got a girl pregnant. She was a live-in housekeeper for the people we managed the farm for. I
found out later he was having another affair with a
girl he had hired to work for him. She was the one that
told me about his cheating. I tried to leave a few days
later with my kids, but he tried to run us off the road.
The beatings continued.
Eventually, the girl moved onto the farm with us.
She was his mistress. I tried to talk to him. His response? “If you don’t like it, you can leave!” I had
nowhere to go.
Two years later, his mistress was pregnant. She had
a little girl that I had to look after—neither she nor he
were capable. I felt sorry for her. Six years later, they
had another baby girl
One night I confronted him about his mistress and
the two girls. He threw a knife at me; it just missed me
and went into a wall. I phoned the police. His mistress
met them in the driveway. She told the police that nobody had called, that they must have had the wrong
address. The police left.
He had also threatened to shoot me in front of our
friends. Luckily, one of them took the gun from him
before he could use it. Later on, while on our way to
visit those same friends in Toronto, he threw me out
of the car onto the 401. I was bruised; my hip was
swollen, and I couldn’t walk. I was too afraid to go to
the hospital. What was I going to say to them?
The beatings continued.
He threw me down the stairs and left me with black
eyes. He worked me like a slave. We had 300 cows to
be milked. I had to look after the children. He kept me
in his sight, controlled the money and followed me to
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YOU WILL GET THERE
E.M.S.

the grocery store. My whole life was controlled.
One day, I got a phone call from Scotland; my
mum had passed away. He gave me two weeks to
make the burial arrangements and to clean and clear
out her house. After seeing and speaking with my
mum, I promised that I was going to make everything
better when I got back to Canada. I was going to leave
my husband.
When I returned, I was a totally different person.
My mum gave me the strength to confront him. In
three months, I managed to get away.
It was a stormy night in March. He had been violent. He was punching the walls and the table in the
kitchen. He was verbally abusing me. He phoned my
38-year-old son and said that he was fed up with me.
He was so busy yelling and screaming into the phone,
that he didn’t realize my son had dropped the phone
and come over to our house.
My son grabbed my coat and boots and told me I
was coming with him. He called my daughter, his sister, and told her to meet up with us. We spoke all night
and decided I would go to Family Transition Place
(FTP). My daughter took me there the next morning.
My daughter told me that she had been in contact
with FTP for two weeks trying to figure out ways to
get me out of my situation.
Walking into FTP was the best thing that has ever
happened to me. I felt so safe and ended up getting
everything I needed: counselling, legal support, everything.
Before his sentencing, this is what I read out to the
court as part of my victim impact statement:
“I stand here today before this court to hear (my
ex-husband) confess to one of the abusive acts that I
have endured during our 43 years of marriage. I tell
this court and these witnesses that my ex-husband no
longer has any power over me. I am the one in control
of my own life, my dreams and my well-being. I have
found my own truth, for I am me.”

I had to step out of my comfort zone to save myself and my children. With help from Family Transition Place and Legal Aid, I was able to move forward.
After dating for two years, I married my enemy.
It would be eleven years before I could change the
direction my life was headed in. It’s so true when they
tell you “You don’t see it when you’re in it.” That was
me. Now all I can think is: “Why did you even get
involved to start with.”
It started while we were dating; it got worse over
time. I, like most of us, was physically, mentally and
emotionally abused—by him, his father and his mother. This went on for a lot of years. I was being controlled, regularly threatened and attacked. He was
very good at manipulating me.
When I decided to seek help, I was assigned a
male counsellor. I can’t express just how hard it was
to have to speak to a man about the abuse I suffered
at the hands of another man. How could I talk to a
man about these things, when I felt like I couldn’t trust
a man?
So, I requested a female counsellor.
I needed advice. I desperately wanted to fix my
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NEW START
Danielle

home life; I wanted to stop thinking that it was all my
fault. An hour into my conversation with this new
counselor, she stopped me from speaking and told me
that she couldn’t help. She suggested that I speak to
someone at Family Transition Place. I felt defeated.
It took courage for me to talk about my problems,
and now I had to start all over again —with another
stranger. I had never even heard of Family Transition
Place.
At that time, before my counseling with FTP, I was
feeling alone, frightened and doubtful. I met the team
at Family Transition Place, and after a few sessions
I felt safe; I no longer felt vulnerable. The people at
Family Transition Place helped me realize that my
children and I were in a bad place. I needed to make
a change. They helped me with that change. They
helped with Legal Aid and were there for me every
step of the way.
I knew what I had to do would be difficult;
I had no idea just how difficult.
From the day of my separation, and for the next
12 years afterwards, I was stalked, dragged through
the courts and threatened. I’m so very grateful
that I had the team at FTP to help keep me going.
To this day I can still rely on them for support.
All of this has left me with a number of health
issues, trust issues and fears. Without the help of the
FTP, Legal Aid and the Mental Health Unit, I don’t
know where my kids and I would be or how bad our
lives could have turned out.
Remember, you are not alone. There are some
great people out there, people who can help you access the resources to help get you out of a difficult
situation. You can make the change. You are strong
enough. You will find the courage.
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OLD WOUNDS
Maureen Davis

I could tell you that I left an abusive marriage 22
years ago, that after 14 years, I was finally more scared
to stay than to leave. That I walked out the door with
two young boys and we started all over again, from
square one.
Instead, I want to tell you about a young man —32
years old, a licensed plumber who owns his own home,
in a solid relationship with his common-law girlfriend.
He loves baseball—plays in three slow-pitch leagues.
He works hard and is a stand-up guy doing well for
himself.
He’s at work one day when a co-worker gets a
phone call; his father died, unexpectedly. The co-worker is devastated. He and his father were very close,
describes him as his best friend. The young man
watches as his co-worker’s world implodes, the loss
tearing him in half. Someone on the crew drives him
home; he’s in no shape to get there by himself.
An old wound opens in the young man.
He wonders how he will learn of his own father’s
death. He’s not seen or spoken to him in 17 years.
The father who abused his mother throughout his
childhood, the father who threatened to kill him and
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his younger brother along with his mother on more
than one occasion. The monster of his childhood was
real.
In a strange, twisted way he envies the co-worker—to suffer as a result of your father’s death, not as a
result of the way he lived. He wonders what it would
have been like to have a father like that, but he’ll never
know.
He has a reaction he did not expect, he leaves
the work site early, he feels himself falling apart. His
co-worker is merely an acquaintance; he doesn’t know
his father at all. By the time he arrives at home he’s
shaking, crying. The child inside the man wishes he’d
had a father whose death would be viewed as a loss,
not a relief.
He’s home alone and he cannot stem the flow of
tears. By this time, he’s screaming, at no one in particular, at a father thousands of miles away who cannot
hear him. That phone call tore him in half too, for
very different reasons than his co-worker. He would
have liked to have the kind of father whose death
would one day bring him to his knees. He’ll get a call
one day that his father is dead and mourn the man
he wasn’t.
He will never not be a child of domestic abuse; he
cannot unsee or unhear the events of his childhood.
He has not succeeded because of his childhood, but
in spite of it. A child of domestic abuse will become
an adult of domestic abuse—with much love, support
and determination, it will end there. The pattern will
not repeat. It will not be until he’s raised a child in a
home free of violence and that child has a child raised
in a home free of violence that the effects of that
abuse will not be a part of the new legacy.
Boys grow into men who are also victims and survivors of domestic abuse.
I’d like to thank my son for allowing me to share his story.
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THE JOURNEY TO STRENGTH
Emilia F.

When I awoke the next morning, I was happy to
see the sun, to feel it on my face, to have another day,
because I didn’t think I would have another day. You
always wonder how you’ll die—last night I thought it
was going to be at the hands of him. He had flown
into another rage, over nothing, always over nothing,
I desperately searched for a way to get out that night.
Again, the victims: my property, my face, my body,
my psyche. He followed me around the house, yelling,
always yelling. In a brief lucky moment, he was distracted, and I made it out. What would have happened
if I hadn’t made it out? Would last night have been my
last day?
It wasn’t my fault; it’s not yours.
And he continues to be wherever I am. My work,
my house. Everywhere I am, he is. What does he want?
What will he do? Is he still looking to make it my last
night? My last day?
Believe my story. I believe you too.
I struggle being out in the dark; I struggle being out
at all. I’m afraid of bearded men that look like him,
especially when walking towards me. I call people to
walk me in and out of my car, from my own driveway,
into my own house. This hyper vigilance is exhausting.
I’m tired; I am so tired.
I am not alone. You are not alone.
Recently, I picked myself up. I’ve gotten stronger
by taking action. I won’t let this happen again. I put
up surveillance cameras; changed my locks. He will
not take another day from me. I carry a screamer, dog
spray. I sought counselling; I’ve spoken to the police.
I can’t waste one more day. The sun is too beautiful
to miss.
This should not have happened to me; it should
not have happened to you. Actions make you stronger.
We will not let it happen again.
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FROM THERE TO HERE
L.A.M.

Domestic abuse is not my story. My story is a
secret that festered like a cancer and almost destroyed me. My pain is so deep that I don’t think
I may ever fully heal. A small vulnerable child, not
capable of much, especially understanding the idea
of consent. Did that matter to my abusers? Hell no!
Bullies! Thugs! That’s what they were. They controlled me. They threatened to harm my parents,
the people responsible for protecting me. I was four
years old. They robbed 46 years of my life: childhood, adolescence, teenage crushes, first dates, intimacy, healthy, loving relationships and trust. They
took everything from me.
I was the victim of sexual abuse as a child and
young teen; I was kept hostage inside of my own
self, until I found hope in a counselor at FTP. During
a session, I finally let it all out; I felt safe inside
of that room, within the heart of that caring and
compassionate counselor, who believed me and
comforted me.
I had found a friend I could trust. She allowed
me to “dip my toes” and tell my story, a story that
I had kept buried inside me for over 40 years. Like
a raging waterfall horrible and vivid memories, images, ﬂashbacks, smells, sounds and fragments of
everything that happened to me filled my entire

being. But I have learned that those things are
not mine to hold onto. No, they belong to those
who damaged me.
The last few years have been trying, as I have begun my journey towards healing, sorting through the
wreckage and tossing away what isn’t mine to own.
I’ve wanted to end my life on too many occasions. I am so grateful that I didn’t listen to that
confused voice in my head.
I have so much to live for today. I feel the sunshine on my cheeks and my world is brighter. I see
the love on the faces of my two beautiful daughters
and I feel such boundless joy at having been blessed
with two beautiful grandchildren.
From victim to victor, I have a voice. From there
to here, I have a voice. It is my voice and I am heard.
Yes, there are days that are tough. Just know that as
each sun sets, there comes another sunrise, and beyond that sunrise is the biggest rainbow that brightens my day.
If I look to the clouds, I see hope; I see happiness
and I see my arms open wide, because I am strong,
and I am a survivor.
My journey has begun. My path is clear. My
footsteps will guide me to the freedom I deserve.
I am worth it.
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UNTITLED
Patti

At the time I got married, I thought I was marrying the
man of my dreams—was I ever wrong! Instead, I was entering the worst nightmare of my life.
Shortly after we were married, he changed. Was it the
security of a ring on my finger? Or just the fact that he
could no longer put on a show? I don’t know. Everybody
thought we were the perfect couple, that we were made
for each other. After an abusive first marriage, I felt a lot
of pressure not to let a second marriage fall apart.
I gave up my career to start a family and helped him
move ahead in his own. I later found out that I had married a sex and cybersex addict with a mental illness. He
derived pleasure out of the displeasure of others. His
self-loathing and personal ego were about to affect all of
us; I had no idea what was really happening. It was just
the beginning.
Eventually, I kicked him out.
I needed to take care of my finances. I went to the
bank to get the mortgage and account statements. Up
to that point, he had handled all of our banking. I soon
realized why.
The teller handed me a paper which stated that there
was over $110,000 owing on the line of credit. I felt nau32

seous, lightheaded; I was weak in the knees and started
to cry. Through tears, I asked to speak to the manager. She was sweet to me and helped me figure out what
was going on. He had been spending the money in the
checking account and paying the bills on our emergency
line of credit. I was liable for the line of credit, plus what
we owed for the mortgage.
Control comes in many forms and directions. For
me, the hardest thing to get rid of was the sense of control he, the one who vowed to love and protect me, had
over me.
Even as he stalked and harassed me, I was afraid to
call the police. He always found ways to make me worthless, like I was always wrong. I wasn’t!
Eventually, he was charged and pleaded guilty. To
this day he still tries to control me financially. Child support payments are not sent; sometimes they’re sent late.
There are times only a fraction of the payment is made.
He falls so far behind in payments that I have to take him
to court to fight for what he owes. This costs me money
and time, my sanity.
In the beginning, I spent weeks going to lawyers for
the free thirty-minute consultations. Every lawyer told
me that it would be a 50-50 custody split. How could
anyone let this man have unsupervised access? He
couldn’t make safe decisions for himself, never mind the
children. There was one lawyer who said I could get sole
custody. I went with him. That one lawyer was all it took!
We’re often told by society that we should stand up
against our abusers and the result would be that the abuse
would stop. We are continually forced to stand up against
our abuser only to be pushed back into the abusive environment. The system demands that we go back. As
mothers we have to live with the decisions that are made
by people who don’t have to live our lives. We have no input. Courts don’t want to hear from us, they just want us
to follow the process. After years and years of documented abuse and torment, it finally came to a head when he
physically abused my son.
I now have sole custody of my children. I stayed in
the house and bought him out. I have three jobs. To this
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day, I continue to pay legal bills because the system enables the abuser to keep abusing us from afar.
Each day, I wake up and kiss my children knowing
they are safe. Even when it feels hopeless, I look into their
little faces and see hope. I have two amazing children
who have also found the inner strength to speak up. I
remind them every day to “never be quiet” and “always
use your words”. I remind them to always fight for what
they think is right. I hope that one day they find peace
and will never be hurt again. I’m very fortunate that I
have a wonderful, supportive family; but there are things
they can’t help me with.
I am thankful every day for Family Transition Place
and the women who give me support and lift me up
when I feel like I’m doing a horrible job. Most days I
feel like I’m hitting my head against the wall and that
I’ve failed my children. I am grateful when they listen to
my crazy rants or when I forget what I’m saying because
I’m so exhausted. FTP gave me the support I need in
court. They continue to help with legal documents and
always point out options I didn’t know I had. FTP is a
place that has helped my children cope with their feelings about abuse and abandonment. They show us that
we are not alone. When we’re feeling weak, FTP helps
us to feel strong.
Here are a few things I’ve learned on this long tenyear journey:
• Don’t be embarrassed to talk about your
situation. The outreach and support you will
get from others is wonderful.
• Journal! Journal everything! Journal even
when you don’t feel like it! Paper trails are
so important!
• As horrible as you may feel, always try to
look at the big picture. The future will get
brighter and happier.
• Marilyn Manson was so right: Sometimes
good things fall apart so better things
can happen!!
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I SEE YOU
Anonymous

I have a story to share. This story is about a young
girl who endured years of abuse and the cycle of violence. I grew up in a home where mental illness was
prominent, and things weren’t very stable. It was a
time of police reports, emotional abuse, physical injuries and shelters. The little girl’s parents also grew up
in abusive households; it made it hard for them to play
the role of parents when the little girl needed them
the most. The little girl was forced to grow up quickly.
When she was fourteen, her family’s home was
taken away by the bank; they were displaced and
moved from one friend’s house to another. This is
when things got worse for the girl.
She didn’t have healthy role models when she was
younger. She didn’t know what a healthy relationship
was. She was sexually abused by a family friend and
had no understanding of what real love was. Because
she was so confused, and her family had no real home,
it was easy for her partners to abuse and sexually
exploit her. She had a difficult time sticking up for
herself or even realizing what was happening to her
during this time. Abuse was something that had been
in her family for generations. She was determined to
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break that cycle and find a way to heal herself after
all the abuse that she had endured. She knew her first
step was to reach out for help. She called a friend and
told them what had happened. This is when her healing journey began.
That little girl is me.
My story is one of survival, resiliency and gratefulness for the love and support given to me throughout
my healing. Ten years ago, I could not have imagined being where I am today: working at a safe house
for women who have been sexually exploited, volunteering on the Domestic Assault Review Team in
Dufferin County, and going to school for social work.
I would have never made it to this point, if
I hadn’t taken the initial step to leave the situation
I was in. Luckily, I have been supported by some
amazing women.
Being a part of a community has been the biggest part of my healing. You see, I was isolated from
everyone for such a long time, that it feels so good
to be connected to people that are very important to
me. The people I have met on this journey—survivors
and social workers—helped me tap into my strengths,
which has helped me go on and realize some amazing
things with my life.
It hasn’t been easy. There have been setbacks.
The difference, however, is that I am much more
capable and confident, and I understand what a
healthy relationship looks like. Despite all of this,
I still found myself in abusive relationships. This time,
I had the knowledge and the support that I needed
to get out from under each of those relationships.
I am a work in progress.
I am so proud of how far I have come since high
school and the steps that I have taken to improve my
life. I want to be a symbol of hope for other survivors;
I want to support them and help them. I’m putting
in the time to make sure that happens. The future is
exciting, and even though some days are better than

others, I know I have a bright future ahead of me; I
am going to be okay.
I want to finish up by quoting my favorite poet,
Rupi Kaur, from her book Milk and Honey:
“We all move forward when we recognize how resilient and
striking the women around us are.”
This quote made such an impression on me, that I
went out and got a tattoo to represent what it means
to me.
To my fellow survivors: I see you. You are brave.
You are strong. You can, and will, get through this. I
admire your resiliency. You are not alone, and it is because of people like you that I am able to keep going
and be so motivated to help make the world a better,
safer place for all of us.
Thank you.
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As far back as I can remember, I have lived in fear,
living life by the emotions of someone else. I tried
to shrink myself into being invisible. I didn’t want to
cause attention or be a burden. I wanted the violent
outbursts to be avoided at any cost and thought I could
somehow control it with good behaviour. I allowed
myself to believe that no one would ever really get hurt
because he must have loved us. I felt sick almost every
day, and never wanted my mother out of my sight because it might have been the last time I saw her.
It has been 29 years since we ran away, and it is still
playing a huge part in my life. Memories may fade but
you never can fully erase images of your mother being
hit, cigarettes being put out on her body, the broken
bones, black eyes, the ripped clothing and harsh words.
I was 11 years old when my mother told me she had
planned our escape. I did not know what life would be
like when we left. I only knew it had to be better than

the hell we were living in.
My mom and father married when my mom got
pregnant with my brother; she was 16 years old. My
sister followed 7 years later; 18 months after her, I was
born. My father isolated my mother, did not allow her
to work or go out, prevented her from having relationships with family or friends and controlled every aspect
of her life. My life was filled with screaming, violence
and constant fear. I spent my nights lying in bed praying for it to be quiet, and then so afraid when the silence came. I never knew what I would wake up to. I
never wished him death; I just prayed that he would go
away. I always tried to come up with new ways to protect my mom. I often wondered why she didn’t leave
him. I didn’t fully understand the isolation and the fear
she must have felt. I didn’t know then that she did what
she did to protect us.
I cannot recall being happy at any time before the
age of 12. I’m sure there were some moments, but the
bad times are what stick in my head. My mother tried
desperately to hide what was occurring, and to provide
a normal life for us. I hated this man for as long I can
remember. He forced me to live in constant fear. Fear
of when he would strike again, fear that the outside
world knew what was happening, fear that he would
come after my brother, sister or me. I hated the feeling
of being different from my friends. I had tremendous
anxiety, trouble sleeping and blamed myself for not
being able to stop it. I thought if I had the courage to
stand up to him that it would stop.
Our escape happened early one morning after my
father had left for work. A moving truck showed up
and we loaded our stuff into it. The entire time we
were packing, I was scared that he would come home
and find us. My mom explained that we would be
moving into a women’s shelter and that we would be
safe from him.
Moving into the shelter was very difficult. I hated
being there. The shelter was uncomfortable, lonely
and made me feel different from my friends. I do not
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THE CHILD
A.G.

Finding the strength, courage and determination to keep
going as your life tumbles around you is not easy.
To continue to fight, not only for your life, but to truly be
allowed to live it, is a fight worth fighting. ~ Attribution?

recall if, or what, services were available to me, but I
did not take advantage of them. I recall sitting in one
counselling session and just wanting it to end. I never
went back. I did not want to let someone into the dark
secrets that I had spent so many years trying to keep
secret. I just wanted to forget that this part of my life
ever happened. I wanted to move on.
Moving on wasn’t easy. We left the shelter for our
own place just a few weeks after we arrived. Because
my mother had never worked, and only had a high
school education, it wasn’t easy for us financially. Most
days there was nothing in the cupboards to eat. We
never got new clothes or shoes; we went long periods
without heat or hydro. Although times were hard,
nothing would have made me want to go back to our
old life. We still manged to have fun, and our house
was a house full of love.
By the time I was 14, I was working and contributing to household expenses. I didn’t get to enjoy the
life my friends seemed to have. I felt like I was working
so very hard to make a life for myself and my family. I was often told that I wasn’t going anywhere and
would not be able to make anything of my life. Growing up in an environment where women were treated
like they were nothing led me to have low self-esteem,
low self-confidence and low self-worth — all things I
still struggle with as an adult. I looked everywhere for
approval, love and for my worth to be validated. I was
embarrassed and ashamed every day and felt like I had
no control over my feelings or my life. In my teen years,
I struggled with anorexia and bulimia; in a life with no
control, food was the one thing I had total power over.
As a teenager, I found it hard to have relationships
with people. Trust was hard for me. I learned quickly
to never depend on a man, and at a young age I allowed myself to believe that if a guy wasn’t hitting you,
he was a good guy. I looked for men who had their own
issues, walls up, so they would never fully let me in. I
became the ultimate caregiver, putting everyone else’s
needs and happiness in front of my own. I was capable

of giving love, but incapable of receiving it. I was lucky
enough, early on, to realize that I was not going to repeat this cycle. I would never allow a man to treat me
the way my father treated my mother. I was fortunate
to find a very healthy relationship, with a stand-up guy,
who treated me with nothing but love and respect. Although after 17 years we parted ways, he was a fantastic husband, a fabulous father, an amazing role model
for our children. He taught me that there are decent,
trustworthy men who can be counted on, and for that
I am truly thankful.
An unrelated incident landed me in programing at
FTP almost 25 years after we ran away. This was a very
low point in my life and it brought me to finally deal
with my past. The counseling I received was amazing,
and for the first time in my life I came to terms with
my past. I finally understood the part it played in my
everyday life, how to deal with it and move forward.
Although I wish I had dealt with my past earlier in life,
I believe everything happens for a reason. Our past is
what shapes us and every experience I have had has
made me who I am. I am a successful, educated, loyal,
caring strong and determined women. I am a great
mom and my children are my world. I love deeply and
I am happy with who I have become, and with the life
I have built.
As I look back and reflect on my childhood, and
my mother’s life, I realize she is the one who taught me
the most valuable life lessons; anything worth having
is worth fighting for, to never give up and to find the
positive in any situation. She taught me how to love
unconditionally and what a mother will do out of love
for her children. She taught me to seize the moment,
to never wait, because the time will never be just right.
My mother has given me the courage, strength and the
will to succeed in life.
“Courage is not having the strength to go on; it is going on
when you don’t have the strength.” ~ Theodore Roosevelt
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It happens every day. Every day, mothers face the
unbearable reality of finding out that their child was
the victim of sexual assault. The day I found out my
teenage daughter had been sexually assaulted by my
boyfriend was the worst day of my life. That day had
started out just like any other day; I had no idea of the
events that would be revealed, and what was in store
over the next several months. A mother’s job is to protect her children…PERIOD! The realization that I
had failed to protect my daughter is something I will
never get over.
The moments after I found out about the assaults
are a blur. A million things raced through my mind.
The rage that came over me was something I had never
experienced before. My irrational thoughts were taking
over my brain, and my fears were making me physically
sick. Luckily, my love for my daughter brought me back
to reality, back to sane thoughts, action, and put me in
survival mode. I did not know what to do at this point,
but I did know we would not be silent. He would not
rob my child of her innocence and get away with it. I
would never let her down again. The fight was on.
The following days were spent talking with police,

victim services, his arrest, his release on bail. We stayed
out of our home until the locks were changed. We cried
and talked and were surrounded by an amazing support system. To say I was functioning during this time
is not entirely accurate. I was simply going through the
motions, getting done what was required of me, by police. I wasn’t eating or sleeping. I felt numb to all the
emotions racing through my body. I didn’t know how
to cope with my feelings of failure or how to get the images out of my head. I couldn’t process the relationship
I thought I had.
Throughout the next few months of court dates,
therapy and caring for my daughter, and putting myself back together, the one thing that kept me going
was my daughter’s courage. Although she wanted to
pretend that nothing had happened, and wanting to
return to normal life, she pushed through and persevered and never once lost sight of getting the justice she
deserved. She pushed through in reliving the moments
as she told the police what had happened. She pushed
through when she broke-up with her boyfriend because
the thought of being held or touched was too much for
her to handle. She pushed through when an unsuspecting writing teacher told her to write about what was
on her mind. She pushed through having to face him
in court, just a few feet away from him as she read her
Victim Impact Statement. She pushes through every
day, especially when something reminds her of him or
those events. She keeps doing it – everyday! She gives
me strength, and as I watch her go out into the world
embracing the hand she was dealt, and using her experiences to help others, I know she doesn’t think that I
failed her.
To this day, I still struggle to accept that there is
nothing I can do to change what happened, and that it
was not my fault. I find my peace in knowing she is who
she is because of everything she has encountered and
for being a part of “BREAKING THE SILENCE”.
“She was powerful, not because she wasn’t scared but because she
went on so strongly, despite the fear.” ~Atticus
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THE MOTHER
A.G.

Our voices can be that catalyst.
Speaking up, speaking out, I find myself in the
company of amazing women. While our stories are
unique, we have forged friendships in our common
bond. We are so much stronger together. We have
found camaraderie, healing, joy and laughter. Not
overnight, not all at once, but one step at a time out
of the darkness. For women who have yet to find their
time and place to be happy, we do this for you.
I leave you with one of my favourite quotes: “for my
will is as strong as yours and my kingdom as great…you have
no power over me” (Labyrinth, 1986).
The past no longer holds any power over me.

WHY WE TELL OUR STORIES
Maureen Davis

In telling our stories, we give others permission to
tell theirs.
You feel alone and wonder how anyone could possibly understand. Your broken heart bursts; you want
to tell someone. But you’re scared. Once the secret is
out, then what? You can’t put it back. Domestic violence, intimate partner abuse - whatever you choose to
call it - thrives on secrecy. It exists behind closed doors,
in the shadows. Secrecy is the power behind domestic
abuse, it is the life blood. If you want to take its power
away, tell its secret, lay it bare. Silence only protects
the abuser.
If I tell you my story, you might feel less alone;
there is comfort in knowing that I will not judge you
because I’ve been there too. This is why we share our
battered, broken truths. It’s a difficult thing to talk
about. It would be so much easier not to, but who said
this was supposed to be easy?
We share our stories to educate, to make a difference. Nothing changes if no one speaks up, nothing
changes without a catalyst.
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NOTES

For support, information or referrals, please contact:
FA M I LY T R A N S I T I O N P L A C E
24 Hour Support/Info Line:
519-941-HELP (4357)
905-584-HELP (4357)
1-800-265-9178
Text: 519-278-5410
support@familytransitionplace.ca
Text and email accounts are monitored Monday to Friday, 8:30 am 4:30 pm. Staff will respond to messages as soon as possible.
www.familytransitionplace.ca
CALEDON/DUFFERIN VICTIM SERVICES
Caledon East
905-951-3838
1-888-743-6496
Orangeville
519-942-1452
1-888-742-2658
www.cdvs.ca
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VOICES OF
COURAGE
stories by
survivors

In this collection of stories, the writers found their
voices to tell their stories—in the hope that others
would find the same courage, hope, empowerment,
resilience, bravery, and optimism as they did.

