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    This book is dedicated to all those who are still enduring the pain of abuse and are seeking the strength to break free. May you find the courage to reclaim your life, and may this story be a reminder that there is hope, healing, and grace, even in the darkest of times. You are not alone, and there is always a way forward.

      

    


A True Story of Brokenness

The Truth

In The Judge's Words

This statement is in the Judge’s own words: “I would like to make some observations about Lydia Taiwo in my sentencing remarks – what a brave woman she turned out to be. Through hostile cross-examination she was able to tell her account clearly, lucidly and I hope she gains some solace from these guilty verdicts which have been entered after careful consideration. She leaves this court with her reputation held high. The Court is grateful to her for her courage and her persistence in her desire for the truth which has finally emerged.”

Preface

In the summer of 1964, Mojisola (known as Ola) was born to a young couple at King’s College Hospital in Camberwell, London. She was their first child. Soon after she was born, her parents placed her in what they referred to as ‘foster’ care – which was more like stand-in or proxy care. This practice was not uncommon among young married Nigerian students at the time. It was an affordable childcare option that kept children out of the way for weeks, months and occasionally years.

In some cases, children remained with their foster families for a long while, with or without frequent visits from their own parents.

Although the white English working-class families were paid for their services, they effectively became surrogate parents to those children. This private arrangement was intended to help struggling students to focus on their jobs and studies. It saved Ola’s life.

In fact, her earliest memories of childhood date back to pleasant recollections of life with her foster family in the Sussex seaside town of Hastings.

When Ola was five years old, her parents took her back from her foster family to live with them in South London. Ola’s early memories of her biological mother reveal a cruel and wicked woman. Some of the treatment Ola faced between the ages of five and twelve was terrible indeed. The very idea that ‘loving’ parents could inflict such abuse on their first child beggars’ belief, but the physical evidence of scars is consistent with Ola’s account.

She was abused verbally, physically, and emotionally – and all this at the hands of her own mother and father. Even the courts and Social Services were well and truly deceived.

This book is not intended as a criticism of anyone or any organization. Neither is it an attempt to be vindictive. For Ola, writing this book is a personal reflective account of a tough life. However, a decision to forgive her mother finally released her from the pain and hurt. At the time of writing this book, many of the people mentioned are still alive. Although Ola cannot remember names of certain individuals, much effort has been put into protecting the identities of all, except those whose roles are significant in her life.

Ola’s story is my story.

Writing this book has been incredibly challenging for me. It has made me revisit my past, and it has been both an emotional and a therapeutic experience.

Please read this book with the assurance that a great deal of effort has been put into ensuring that the information is not exaggerated

I am certain that much of this information can be corroborated by research, bearing in mind that all events mentioned are over fifty years old at the time of writing.

While events and memories may be subject to different interpretations, factual evidence speaks for itself.

Records, documents, and data may be lost, mislaid, destroyed, or deleted, but physical scars often remain visible for life.

Every single event in this book is true – the hospitals, the appearance of Social Services at my home at Lulworth House in Dorset Road, my teeth that were broken, my head injury and all the other appalling experiences. The evidence is there for everyone to see.

Although, I still live with the scars and the injuries I have forgiven my parents.

It has taken decades to write this book, as small as it is, and that was because it took that long to come to the point of forgiving my parents. I did not realise that it was something I needed to do.

I thought that all the pain, hurt and bitterness would automatically go away as I grew older. But they did not; they became so deep seated within me that I felt even more hatred and revenge towards my parents rather than love.

I was always sad and withdrawn, my life was broken, and I needed to be fixed.

It was not until I was counselled to write down all my experiences as a form of therapy, that I got some relief.

It was so difficult to write because the more I wrote, the more tearful I became.

While I was writing my story, I heard about the serious case review of the death of Victoria Climbie on the BBC News. I was so sad that even within the twenty-first century child abuse is still on the increase, and still goes unnoticed.

This motivated me not to just write as a therapy for myself, but to also make my book available globally for the world to know that child abuse is a grave issue that needs to be dealt with. Hopefully, it will be remembered by all who read it and will be a learning tool for social workers and parents/carers who have responsibility for children.

Does anyone really know what lies behind the mind of an abused child? It may be that it will never be known. An innocent child may have been murdered before their story is heard or, because of the trauma and lack of love, the child may have decided to join a gang, where they receive a false sense of ‘love’ that their parents did not give to them.

Many of these children, if not counselled appropriately, will end up becoming more violent and may even go on to kill other innocent people.

What is love? What does love mean to an abused child? If you really want to know – love does not have any meaning.

I thank God I am alive to tell my story because I know there is someone out there who needs to hear it.

Let us first talk about what abuse is and then you can proceed to read my story.

What Is Abuse?

Abuse can be defined as acting in a very violent and cruel way to a human being repeatedly, for no reason at all.

The abuse could be neglect, emotional, psychological, sexual, and female genital mutilation (FGM), slavery or physical.

No matter the type of abuse. Abuse is abuse and should be stopped and not tolerated.

If you are going through abuse right now, get help and get out. If you are a child, then contact the “National Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to Children,” if you are going through domestic violence and abuse, then contact “National Domestic Violence Helpline.”

If you are living outside of the UK, there are other organisations that can support you. For example: The International Society for the Prevention of Child Abuse and Neglect.

Do not just sit there, you must do something, your life depends on it. You might need a safe haven away from the danger that could cost you your very life. Tell somebody and get out!!

If I had known that I could have told somebody or that I could have told the local council, I would not have sustained such brutal treatment I got from my parents.

Do you know that abuse is a criminal offence? If you do not know, it is and if the perpetrator is found guilty, they may be subject to a prison sentence.

Did you know that? Read on....

Causes Of Abuse

We cannot really understand why people go on to abuse other people, there is no excuse for it, at all. Some people have been abused themselves, others are broken people and so do not know that they are hurting others.

The fact is, if they knew any better, they would not go on to abuse others.

I cannot really answer this question, but going by what my parents mentioned in court, they stated that the pressures of the society. Bear in mind that there is no reason for abuse and no excuses for it either.

Am I Being Abused?

Have a look through these scenarios. Do any of them apply to you? Search within and begin to look at your life. Do something about it.

All these scenarios should be reported to the authorities. If you are unsure as to who to report to, please look at the back of this book for details of the organisations and their contact details.

Sexual

Have you been raped before? This is abuse. Rape is when a person is assaulted sexually forced to have sexual intercourse without giving consent. This can apply to male or female individuals, at any age. It could also apply to married couples as well.

You lose part of yourself which cannot be regained. You lose your virginity, also. The law does not take this either; this is the reason the penalty for this type of crime is a life sentence.

Sexual Exploitation

Have you been forced into prostitution or have been trafficked across nations for sex? This is abuse. You need to report it.

Female Genital Mutilation

Female genital mutilation (FGM) is a procedure where the female genitals are deliberately cut, injured, or changed, but where there is no medical reason for this to be done. It is also known as "female circumcision" or "cutting", and by other terms such as sunna, gudniin, halalays, tahur, megrez and khitan, among others.

Are you from a country where FGM is performed on females? If you have had to have such a procedure. Report it, it is abuse.

Psychological/Emotional

Being forced or threatened to give up your money or your property, to somebody who is meant to be your friend or partner, against your will. This is abuse.

Are you in a threatening relationship, where you feel manipulated and are not allowed to say anything but to do what you are being told to do? This is psychological and emotional abuse.

When you get your pay, do you have any control over it or is it taken away by your partner and you do not get any of it? This is abuse.

Are you called names and mocked daily, even in a normal conversation and cannot answer back for fear of aggressive behaviour?

Afraid to stand up for yourself to express your thoughts, for fear of their threatening behaviour.

Have you been beaten and told not to tell anybody about it? This is abuse.

This has happened to me before and I know that it can affects the emotions right into adulthood if nothing is done about it.

Neglect

Neglect is defined as a failure to care for something. In this case, it is the failure to care for a child under the age of sixteen.

Children under the age of sixteen need support in the following areas: food, shelter, hygiene, social relationships, and financial support.

Do you feel left alone without food? This would include food at meal times and snacks to eat.

Are you able to do the basic hygiene - brush your teeth, wash your hair, and have a bath without needing an adult to help?

Are you under the age of thirteen and left alone at home? Are you then left with younger ones, to care for them before your parents get home? This is neglect.

You are too young to be looking after younger children at this age.

Slavery

Domestic servitude

Are you a citizen of the United Kingdom, or have you been brought from aboard and have been forced to work in a private household, with poor living conditions and without pay, for long hours? Does anyone know that you are there? You are being ill-treated. This is abuse. Report it.

Physical

Are you being treated in a cruel way? Are you being hit with an object, slapped on the face, hit on the head?

Are you being kicked and punched? Do you have scars and injuries because of the beatings? Do you have your ears twisted and left bleeding?

Do you get pushed against a wall and held by the neck? Report it now, rather than later.

I have been left with over sixty injuries and scars over my body and on my head. I still have long-term pain from these injuries also. If you require treatment get it now to avoid long-term health challenges.

Now that we have gone over a few of the scenarios, do any apply to you? You need to get help.

The Mindset of An Abused Person

When you have been abused, you do not know what love really is. All you know is abuse and terror.

When people do eventually show love, it is difficult to understand why. I was not used to love as a child, so when it came close, I would query the motive and in so many cases, lose opportunities.

Trust is another challenge; it is so hard to trust anybody. Having been abused myself, I found it difficult to trust anybody, not even trusting my parents. I felt emotionally broken and alone.

Is that how you feel? All those that should have come to your aid, have deserted you and you feel so alone.

Another problem that I had was that I was afraid and concerned that I would never be believed. This fear grew even more when I had to give evidence in court. Even the lawyers did not believe me until I exposed all the injuries on my head- having to remove my wig. It was shocking.

As a result, so many of us just keep quiet and do not talk about our ordeal. We grow up and carry all the pain and hurt in our hearts and sometimes because of the emotional turmoil, we explode and hurt others in what we say or do.

“The ones who abused me were meant to be the ones to love me. How could they do such horrible things to me and get away with it?” This is the question that I hear, repeatedly.

The same question, I asked myself. The one thing that I do know is that they did not get away with it. My parents were found guilty after over fifty years. I thought that they would get away with it. If only they could have told the truth, it would not have gone to court.

It may be on their deathbed that they may begin to confess and ask for forgiveness from God.

We cannot wait for them to do that, we have got to move on with our lives, we need to empty our minds and hearts, so that we do not fall into depression, have a nervous breakdown later on in life, or suffer from any other mental health challenges, or even end up dead.

Now that we have been able to go over the various type of abuse, you are ready to read my story.

If you have been through abuse and you are wondering where was God at the time, read my prayer.

Just take a moment to say this prayer. I can guarantee that you will feel so much better.

A Prayer for an abused and Broken Heart

Dear God, if you are there, I really need to know.

Lord, just look at all that I have been through.

Abuse of all kinds emotional, neglect, psychological, sexual, and physical where were you, Lord?

I have cried and cried and did not have anyone to help me. Where were you?

Why did you allow all this stuff to happen to me? All those horrible and wicked people. You allowed them to do this evil to me? Why God? When I needed you the most, you were not there.

Why should I believe in You now? Can you do all that you say? I really need to know.

I have looked for love all over but cannot find it, I have cried myself to sleep on so many occasions, hoping that you would carry me in your arms and embrace me.

I am here God, to see how you are going to put me back together again, I feel so broken and dirty.

Clean me up, I want to live my life and not a shadow of it. Take away the pain. The hurt it really hurts and is tearing me apart. God take it all away and give me your joy.

I want to be happy, but do not know how. Will I ever be able to be happy again leaving all that has happened to me behind?

I have all these flashbacks and feel so lost in my thoughts. Nobody understands me. Some days it is fine, some days are hard for me, and I do not feel like doing anything.

I come to you God to help me, please help me God. I know you are there, somewhere, I know you can hear me, I just cannot see you. I wish I could.

Help me to feel better in myself. Help me to see beyond all that has happened to me.

Help me to know what you are doing, that I do not really understand.

I want to have a life, have a relationship, get married, have my own children, be a grandparent and enjoy life. I may not be able to forget all that has happened to me, but at least the pain and hurt will not be there anymore. Hopefully after you have healed me, I will also be able to help others too.

God, in the Lord’s Prayer it says that we should forgive those who trespass against us. Forgiving these people is exceedingly difficult; it is too hard for me. It is making me cry, even now.

I cannot do this; you have got to help me. If you can help me, then I will forgive them.

Heal my heart and give me a fresh start. Amen
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Chapter 1

Life In Foster Care
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I learnt from an older relation that I was placed into foster care when I was about six months old. Nobody has ever explained why this happened to me, but I have found out that many Nigerians, especially in the 1960s, did this so they could earn a living while they studied. With the children out of the way, they could spend as many hours working as was necessary. It did not really matter what kind of job it was, as long as it paid the wages to cover their expenses. I loved my foster parents, Mr and Mrs Coombes. They were kind and loving. They treated me as one of their own children. I did not realize that I was a little black girl living with a white family. Neither was I aware that I had different biological parents until I was five years old. My foster parents had a daughter and two sons of their own, and there were two other children in care besides myself. We all lived together in a big house in St Leonards, Hastings.

Happy Times

I sometimes went to play in the fields and the local park with my foster brothers and sisters. I remember that I enjoyed looking at horses and farm animals. I also loved feeding the ducks with breadcrumbs. I enjoyed living in the countryside, it was very peaceful and there were so many interesting things to do. What I loved most of all was walking in the fields with my foster brothers and sisters, picking strawberries and blackberries for baking a pie at home. Often, of course, we would end up eating most of them on the way home. Then there was the annual summer fair, which was extremely exciting! I remember going on the roundabouts and the big wheel, as it was called then. I was as happy as could be. My foster mum always bought me loads of candy floss and ice cream on those occasions. Like most children, I loved all that. During the winter months, Mum would sit us all down after dinner with cups of Ovaltine and read us a bedtime story.

We would gradually nod off to sleep. I was always carried to bed, and I loved that too. Although I cannot remember too many things from my time in Hastings, I knew I was loved and cared for. My foster mum treated us all equally and nicely, and if we did anything wrong, we would all be told off in the same way. I do remember two events quite vividly. The first was on a particular day when I followed my siblings to take a walk in the fields. We had to climb over a gate, but on the other side was a load of cow dung. It looked enormous and really monstrous to me. My big brother and sister climbed over the gate and expected me to do likewise. I froze and stood where I was. I panicked and started to cry and scream. I was afraid of the cow dung. My big brother beckoned to me to climb over the gate and jump over the cow dung. But you can imagine what I was thinking: if I did what they said, I would fall into the cow dung and be swallowed up!

As he beckoned to me again and again, I cried louder and louder. Then I think my brother must have felt sorry for me, and he lifted me over the gate and clear of the cow dung. I held onto him tightly, grateful that he was there to protect me from the scary dung! The second event I remember clearly was the day when my real parents came from London on a visit to Hastings to see me. I did not realise they were my real parents, or should I say my biological parents, until this very visit. They told my foster parents that they wanted to take me home for a long weekend. My foster parents believed them and agreed. My foster mum packed a few clothes for the journey, along with my favourite teddy bear. My foster parents hugged and kissed me, telling me that they would see me the following Monday. I was really scared, not knowing who these people were.

I was not sure what to expect on this long weekend, but I assured myself that I would soon be back. After all, it was only for a weekend. I was carried to the car by
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