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Foreword
Women’s Aid East and Midlothian (WAEML) is a Scottish
charity working to end domestic abuse. We support
women (including trans women), children and young
people who have experienced domestic abuse and we
campaign locally and nationally to raise awareness of this
issue.
A common myth is that women who experience domestic
abuse understand and realise what is happening to them,
but we know that this is actually not true. Hundreds of
women contact WAEML every year and they all share the
common need to help make sense of what has happened
to them. We are often told that it’s hard to spot the warning
signs. Abuse occurs in many forms and many of the
strategies used by abusive partners are subtle; violence is
not always, and in some cases, never used. It is very
common though for women to feel confused about their
situation and what is happening to them. They often also
explain frustration around an inability to do anything right
and they describe their feelings of fear and anxiety, a
common description we hear is that it’s like constantly
walking on eggshells.
So inspired by our service users, we were urged to help
make it easier for women to understand what domestic
abuse is and how getting help can make a real difference.
This booklet is a powerful collection of the thoughts, ideas
and feelings of the women who were involved in our arts
project. We are very grateful to Awards for All Scotland
who provided the funding that allowed this arts project to
happen.

Contributing Artists
Brenda, Donna, Hayley, Helen, Janet, Nelly,
Sharleen and Stacey.

Project staff
Julie Watson, Women’s Support Manager,
Midlothian Women’s Aid
Paulina Sandberg, Artist
Paulina is a Swedish artist based in Edinburgh with an MA
in Fine Art from Edinburgh College of Art (2005).
She has exhibited her work, which incorporates video,
sound, sculpture and drawing, both in Scotland and
abroad. For more info and contact details please visit
www.paulinasandberg.com
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The Projec t
Baking and Eggshells was an arts project that took place in
2011-2012 for the service users of WAEML. We employed an
artist to work with a group of women who wanted to use
various art forms to explore their experiences of domestic
abuse. During the project women had the opportunity to
develop skills in creative writing, drawing, sketching,
painting, photography and developing exhibits using a
range of materials.

this. I’ve never done
“ I loved
anything like it before
“
The group was very eager to provide interpretation of as
many different tactics used by their abusive partners in the
hope that women can be helped to recognise the warning
signs of domestic abuse. The group is keen to encourage
women to seek help and support to overcome their own
experiences of abuse. The group is determined to show
that there is light at the end of the tunnel and that things
can and do get better; they want to show that they are all
getting stronger. We made a short film that celebrated life
free from violence and abuse. We enjoyed a day out in
Edinburgh with our children and each other. We decided to
walk up Arthur’s Seat as it signified our climb to survival,
strength and freedom.

We had fun and I made some
“really
good friends, we all bonded

We want to help other women –
“domestic
abuse can be very subtle
and hard to recognise, especially
when there is no violence

“

“ It was really therapeutic “

ng with
Developing their drawi
rg...
artist Paulina Sandbe
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“ Do you have that sinking feeling? “

I have been asked to choose a story. I have many but
the sad part is it’s not a story. It’s a fact…it did happen.
It’s called
THE NOT KNOWING...
I went on a family holiday to Majorca with my husband,
sister-in-law and my son. The first few days were good
but then I spoke to the bar man. That’s not allowed!
All of a sudden I was a slag, I wanted to shag everyone
in the hotel. That was a bad beating. I thought I was
going to die. I panicked, took my son and we jumped
on a plane just to get away. I ended up in Manchester.
Never been before. It was 3 in the morning and I was
still wearing a bikini, shorts and vest top. I was covered
in bruises. My 10 year old son just in shorts and a tshirt. It was the middle of October and we didn’t even
have a coat. The sad part was after HE finished the
holiday I went to the airport to pick him up!!! Why? Cos I
didn’t know any better. I didn’t know there were people
to help. I had no friends. I hadn’t spoken to my family
for years. He always said there was nowhere to go. He
would look after me, he was sorry and he loved me so I
stayed another year and a half and put up with the
beatings. To me, it was normal. It was only when he put
me through a glass door that my son went to get help
and the police were involved. That’s when I met these
wonderful ladies who I believe saved my life.
Each day passes so slowly. I want to get out there. I
want to be who I used to be. The woman I was once is
a distant memory. I look at my child and the guilt
overwhelms me. I brought her into this and now she is
trapped here too. With each hour that passes I long to
see him more. He is my world.
Alone again in an empty room. A mattress and an
ashtray is my only company. All I can think about is how
to show him how sorry I am, whatever it was I did, I am
sorry.
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He would stop at nothing in his need to control me.
He battered me unconscious, burnt me.
He hurt me when I was carrying my unborn child,
I miscarried.
He stood and kicked and punched my two little children
and burnt my nine month old baby, a third degree burn
no less in an attempt to stop me leaving the house.

I don’t want to do it but he won’t shut up.
He keeps pushing, keeps groping at me, he makes me
feel bad. He gets his way again and he wastes no time
on me. I tell him it hurts but he carries on.
I close my eyes and I wonder why I bother saying
anything, he never listens anyway.

Lonely with him, lonely without him
Blame mistrust abuse
Bullied young and old
Words that cut to the bone
Words that I don’t forget
Babies that I’ve lost and grieved for
Each and every day
My precious son removed from me
Blame me, blame me again
I cannot let this pattern continue
I am a woman.
I am me and I am worth it.

I looked at the clock it goes that slow
Every minute seems like one hour
I give the answers he wants to hear to keep the peace
My child needs a dad, or does she?
Marriage is meant to be for life
I look back and wonder how and why I’m here
I can’t wait till bedtime so I can hide away
I hide in the kitchen tidying up
He wants me in the lounge next to him
I am all shaken up, scared. I don’t know what to do.
Waiting to see what is going to kick off next
The door goes. I hope it’s someone to keep my
husband occupied to take the limelight off of me.
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My tiny little baby, cradled in my arms suckling happily
snuggled up together in our cosy living room. He’s baby
number four with strawberry blonde hair beautiful big
eyes gazing at me. I know him; he is going to be
dependable solid sociable and funny.
The wee fella has reflux and colic but no problem
I have done this before and I know how to help him.
It’s a lovely sunny day outside his two big brothers
and sisters are laughing, playing having fun.
Last time I checked they were making mud pies.
I am not relaxed, aware that trouble is brewing. He is
out there I can hear him talking then shouting at the
kids. He thinks they are making too much noise,
concerned about what the neighbours think.
He is telling them they are coming in. I am torn between
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finishing feeding and getting up to intervene and take
the heat off the children.
I am angry, not at him, with myself. I now have four
children with an unstable and dare I say it abusive
husband. How did I get here? There have been so many
warnings along the way. I can’t remember when
I stopped caring about how much he hurts me but now
he is hurting the kids too he has crossed so many lines. I
am lost in this and I don’t know what to do.

Saturday night another disagreement on
dealing with the children.
Words being said between us result in
him going into stubborn moody mode.
He won’t accept my apologies.
I really can’t please him.
No matter what I do I get it wrong.
I hate having these feelings/thoughts
turn around in me once again.
I feel so lonely.
He fluctuates between Dr Jekyll or Mr Hyde.
My personal space invaded
- him yelling inches from my face.
I was a bitch, HE wanted ME out.
I try to calm the situation,
at the same time trying to comfort
our hysterical son in my arms.
He continues to yell and slaps my face.
He grabs our son and continues to slap my head.
I try to go upstairs to escape him but he follows me
continuing the abuse into our bedroom.

We are hostage – our exits blocked.
He threatens that things would get worse.
I feel so powerless and confused to why
he was treating me like this after he said
he wanted me out and I had agreed to go.
Subjected to further physical and mental abuse;
slaps, kicks, punches on my face, head and legs.
My hair pulled and head banged off the wall. Eventually
he orders me to get our son ready so he
can let me go but then accuses me of turning
my back on him.
I can’t comfort my son.
I shout and plead for forgiveness.
All because of his actions.
Confused. Worried.
How am I going to explain my injuries?
Worried. Tearful. Anger. Sadness. Loneliness.
Self Blame. Fear. Struggle. Overwhelming.
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My daughter is sleepwalking and not coping at all.
She says she wants to stay at home with me.
My eldest son tries to defend me trying to tell daddy
you can’t talk to mummy like that. My middle son is
young for his age, always playing the baby,
sucking his thumb and needing lots of affection.
There is no bond between my youngest son and his
dad. He was holding him down the stairs one night
when I was putting the others to bed. He began crying
and was gasping for breath. I knew he was squeezing
him and I ran to get him. My health visitor tries to see
me when he is not around. One time I go and see her
and tell I can’t go on like this. I start crying and don’t
know how to stop
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10 years of cruelty and abuse.
He would stop at nothing in his need to control me.
He battered me unconscious, burnt me.
He hurt me when I was carrying my unborn child, I
miscarried. He stood and kicked and punched my two
little children and burnt my nine month old baby, a third
degree burn, no less in an attempt to stop me leaving
the house.
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Functional Viole

Until the day I was badly beaten, bruised and bleeding
I used to say that my husband never used violence.
I realise now that this is simply not true.
He would stomp around the house.
He would shout at me. Loud, it was very loud.
He had a look, a glare, a stare.
He was clearly angry.
Slamming things down, pulling the phone
from the wall, slamming doors and drawers.
Smash stuff up – smashing MY stuff up.
He would push me, shove me, nudge me.
He’d kick and punch the walls
– there were holes in our walls and our doors.
I said I was lucky, he was in control of his anger,
he took it out on the door not me.
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He’d throw things at me though
– his keys, bottles, his cigarettes.
He’d push me against the wall and smash
things right at the side of my head.
I was very aware that he was pissed off.
I was always very aware that there were
consequences if he was not happy with me,
if I did something to upset him,
if I was unable to please him.
He hadn’t hit me yet but I experienced his violence.
His violent acts and outbursts,
the threat of violence, it terrified me,
terrorised me every moment of every day.
He used violence, functional violence.
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The Telephone

Ringing ringing ringing
my phone is always ringing
SOMEBODY please help me
when is it going to stop?
Who do you think you are?
You push and push too far,
Breaking up my heart,
And tearing our love apart.
You promise me no more,
But keep pushing a little more,
Yet foolishly I wait,
Believing in a change to our fate.
Ringing ringing ringing
my phone is always ringing
SOMEBODY please help me
when is it going to stop?
You’re always a step ahead,
Always the one on top,
You love me you said,
So why won’t you just stop.
Ringing ringing ringing
my phone is always ringing
I fear I’m going mad,
Up, down, happy then sad,
I can’t work it out at all,
Both of us driven up the wall.

Ringing ringing ringing
my phone is always ringing
SOMEBODY help me
PLEASE WILL YOU STOP
But if I make you so unhappy,
Seem unable to ever please you,
Why do you keep at me?
Why not leave me well alone?
Do you really love me?
Then why not set me free?
Will you keep your promise?
Could this be our fresh start?
Are you getting angry?
Will you hurt me again?
Where are you? Are you near?
Are you hurt? Are you in fear?
No one will believe me,
What harm is there to see?
What harm can he do?
He’s only trying to call you!
Ringing ringing ringing
my phone is always ringing
SOMEBODY help me
OH PLEASE PLEASE STOP
What am I thinking,
He’ll never leave me be,
Our vows…forever after,
I said - he said - we did both agree.

Ringing ringing ringing
my phone is always ringing
SOMEBODY please help me
How can I make it stop?

Ringing ringing ringing
my phone is always ringing
I don’t know what to do

You say you can’t live without me,
That you’ll fix my faults that I can’t see,
I’m not good enough for you,
I’m telling these lies and not being true.

Now I know he’s pissed,
The ring is getting louder,
He’s angry I’ve ignored him,
To blank him….the worst sin.

You tell me you are scared,
But you know I am scared too,
Will I hear your love or hear your hate?
If I answer you … if I answer you.

“ANSWER ME YOU STUPID BITCH!”

Ringing ringing ringing
my phone is always ringing
Perhaps I should just see,
Maybe he’ll reason with me,
If I just explain,
That this is driving me insane…
…. ….
????
####?????...
…”hello”?
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Our work was exhibited for the first time as part of our
International Women’s Day 2012 celebrations.It was an
incredibly powerful exhibition; set on a pathway of
eggshells it included art installations, paintings, films,
photography and also sound bites of our stories.
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Learning that there is no excuse for domestic abuse and
that we are not to blame for what has happened has
helped us in our recovery. Working together with other
women who have had similar experiences allows us to
see we are not alone and there is help available. At the
end of the project we enjoyed a day out in Edinburgh as
a group to celebrate our strength and freedom.

I am happy to say that I’m happier
“and
more proud being a single mum,
and I’m no longer fearful of it. “

“ We had a brilliant day “
“
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“ I feel free and wonderful “

“
ivor

I am strong, I am a surv

ve fun!

Freedom to laugh and ha

“

“ I found this day really emotional “

“

If you or someone you know is experiencing domestic
abuse, please get help.
WAEML can help you make sense of what has
happened, they really understand and they don’t judge
you. There are many ways that WAEML can support you
and best of all the support is always tailored to your own
individual needs and at your own pace. WAEML support
you whether or not you are still in a relationship with an
abusive partner. You don’t need to move into a refuge,
they can help you and support you whatever decision
you make.

“ It’s where I feel safe “
They gave me the confidence and support to
get away, that it’s not normal to have a black eye,
cracked ribs and get beatings. If they can save my
life just think who else – your aunt, sister, mother
even your daughter? You need to let women know
that there is help out there that they are not alone.
No matter what age you are or how long it has been
going on. These women do a fantastic job to help so
please help them to help us and please let women
know there is help out there and there is hope.

kind gesture.

“ When I need a hug – it’s where I go! “

With help from my GP practice, my health
visitor but mostly from women’s aid I left.
It is really hard but the support team and
the children’s team felt we had the strength
to make it and so we have. Our family unit
looks really different now but it’s great.

My support worker said
“something
so simple to hear:
you deserve to be happy.
It was a real turning point
for me as I thought through
tears; do I?

“

When I spoke to a support
“worker
they just understood
without me having to explain

I will always hold onto my memory of seeing
my support worker from women’s aid
struggling in thick snow weighed down with
lots of bags full of gifts and produce I was so
surprised and really taken aback at this very

“
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A massive thank you to all the inspirational and brave
women that took part in this project, it is their thought
and ideas that fill the pages of this book.
We are extremely grateful to artist, Paulina Sandberg, for
her support and encouragement. The first session could
have been called “art for the terrified” but Paulina helped
bring to life the ideas of all the women in the group and
we uncovered some amazing talent. It was with her
support also that we held a very successful and powerful
exhibition of our work.
A special thanks to playwright Jo Clifford who welcomed
our group to an amazingly inspirational performance.
Jo also took the time to meet with our group to explore
the power of drama.

To all the staff at WAEML whose continued dedication and
support made this project possible, in particular thanks go
to Julie Watson, Michelle Evans, Nancy Ross, Andrea
Fortune, Demi Ross, Tracey Brown, Isabella Fraser and
Fiona McCabe.
And last but not least, a huge thanks to Iain Bunt and his
team at the Fourth Craw (Now West End Design) who
always inspire and excite us with getting our designs just
right and are forever patient with our tight deadlines and
demands of making the impossible possible!!

How to contact us...
info@womensaideml.org
www.womensaieml.org
@waeml

Women’s Support Line: (Mon – Fri, 9am – 4pm)
National Domestic Abuse Helpline: (24 hours, 7 days per week)
Dalkeith Office: 29a Eskbank Road
Penicuik Office: (wheelchair accessible) 10 Carnethy Avenue

@WomensAidEML

0131 561 5800
0800 027 1234

Fisherrow Centre, Musselbrugh: (wheelchair accessible)

Thanks to...
developed in
partnership with

service

user group

