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Prologue
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More than anything I feel the need to tell my story. You see when I was just seven years old, I witnessed a murder!

***
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‘Oh, for goodness’ sake, Ellie, you’ve got a problem and you need to sort it out!’

‘I can’t help it, Rhys, I can’t type when you stand over me. Why don’t you sort out the problem with the computer?!’ I had just reached the website I needed when suddenly, I lost all the information I had typed in!

‘Rhys!’ I shouted. He’d gone into the bedroom, which was next door to the room with the computer. So, there we were shouting at each other, with nothing being done! I just couldn’t seem to get the information back, and as always, I felt that without Rhys looking at it with me, I couldn’t do it. That was the story of my life. For so long I had struggled with writing and with words, I was beginning to think I was dyslexic. Silently, Rhys had come back into the room.

‘There you go, you just need to put the cursor into that column.’ But it was no good, once again, with Rhys standing behind me I just couldn’t seem to do it! ‘Go on. Do it, then all the information you need will come back.’

‘Okay, I can see.’ Actually, I couldn’t, not with Rhys standing behind me.

‘Well go on then, put the cursor into that column.’ That was it! I just couldn’t. I got up. ‘I can’t do it!’ I shouted.

‘Well, that’s it, you’ve got a problem.’ And right there and then, I knew I had to do something about it.
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Chapter One
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I was born and brought up on a farm in Pembrokeshire. There were seven of us in my family and my father ruined all our lives. We were four girls and three boys. I was number five in the family. We were all made to suffer in some form or another from my father’s brutal and perverse behaviour.

This is my story, but it could have been the story of any one of my brothers or sisters. I'm the one though, who feels the need to tell this story. I have to get it out there. I need people to know what it's like to be a victim. We don’t ever really know as they say, what goes on behind closed doors. That was very true of my childhood and the childhood of my brothers and sisters. In fact, I think people will have quite a job believing what went on in our family.

The abuse began when I was just a baby in my pram. It's a memory I have, or should I say it's a memory I uncovered when, years later I had hypnotherapy.

Why did I feel the need to have therapy? Well, it was because I felt different from others. I used to wonder, Why do I shake when I have to write something down for work? These feelings I’d hidden all my adult life, until one time it became unbearable, and I realised I had a problem.

I tried to cover it, but I knew people could see through my facade, and they made fun of me, or so I thought, for my shortcomings. I questioned myself all the time. Why am I like this? So much so that when I was told of a local hypnotherapist opening in the nearby town I decided to go and seek some answers. I remembered the row the previous night with Rhys about the computer and knew I just had to make some changes.

It was such a hard thing for me to take that step and admit even to myself that I needed help. By this time though I was desperate. I even hid it from my son and my husband. I just felt alone with all my issues and problems. However, what was uncovered in our sessions was worse than anyone could ever have predicted.

When I found the courage to ring to make an appointment, the therapist, Glyn was polite and put me at my ease. I explained I had a problem and that my problem really occurred when I was asked to write things down at work. By now it had become almost a phobia. I enjoyed my job though and every other aspect, so I didn’t want to give it up. 

I explained all this to Glyn, and he told me he could help with it. Little did I know that together we would open a huge can of worms. 

What follows is my experience of therapy and how I came to see that in fact my childhood was just one long and continuous round of horrendous abuse.
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Chapter Two
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10th June 2008

So here I am on my way to see Glyn, at his office on Market Street. As I walk, remembering our telephone conversation, I’m worried about being face to face with a person I don’t know. I feel so nervous and ashamed, but think to myself that if, in fact he can’t help me then I’ll never have to see him again. There it is in front of me, the big black door and a sign that says, This way. It leads up the staircase and I get to the top and look down the corridor, where I see a gentleman at work at his desk. By now I can feel my heart pounding in my ribcage and a feeling inside me of deep despair. Too late though to turn back now. Here I am, face to face with a person I’ve never seen before who may or may not be able to help me.

The gentleman looked up and greeted me with a welcoming smile. He was not as scary as I’d imagined. He stood to greet me with a handshake and said, ‘Hello, my name’s Glyn Morgan.’ So far, so good. Immediately, with his welcoming smile, I felt at ease. He led me to his counselling room, and I was soon seated comfortably in a chair with Glyn sitting opposite me.

I started to tell him about my problems. We talked about me and how I was feeling. As he listened, I could feel myself begin to relax and then I started to pour out all my hurt and fears, my low self-esteem. Here was a person who really may be able to help me.

I’d been made to feel, over the years, that I had a learning difficulty but, actually I felt it was a psychological issue. I felt comfortable enough to tell Glyn this even at the first session. 

As he listened to me, he wrote some notes on a pad. Then he looked up at me and said, ‘Yes, I think I can help you and if you want my help, we can make an appointment or we can start our first session today.’

Glyn started the session by explaining about the therapy he felt could help. He said it was called Analytic therapy, and I was not quite sure what that meant, but he said it worked on conscious and subconscious levels. We did a lot of talking in this first session

At the end of the session, I felt so good when I came away. Glyn had given me a chart about relaxation techniques which would help me feel better in myself and would give me a good night’s sleep. I was so pleased. Glyn had given me hope. He said probably I would only need four sessions, maximum eight. He’d said he thought the problems were due to something that happened to me in my childhood. 

I came home from there with some homework. Glyn wanted me to write down anything I could think of - something or someone at school.

I went to work and afterwards I went for a walk with Jack, my dog. I kept thinking about what Glyn had said to me on the last session. After getting home from the walk, I did my relaxation countdown. I was totally relaxed and started to think of school and then remembered I had been bullied. I just couldn’t stop crying. I must have been about eight or nine years old. The bully was a girl in my class. She would wait until I walked home, and she would corner me. There were fields opposite the school, and she would make me go across to them and then she would begin to hit me. I did however, hit her back, and would make her cry. Then I would run home. 

Over the next few days this  kept happening, but still, she couldn’t make me cry. I didn’t want to fight her and couldn’t understand why she wanted to fight me at all. I still made her cry and then would run off. Soon she began to get all the boys and girls in our class to come and watch her fight me. Still, I would make her cry and still she wanted to fight me. All I wanted was for her to be my friend. I didn’t want to fight her, and I didn’t want her to see me cry. I just wouldn’t show her how unhappy it made me.

I could see myself running home, tears streaming down my face, crying silently, on my own. 

This went on for weeks and I had boys in my class running after me, catching me to take me to her, so that they could have the pleasure of seeing us fight! At going home time, I tried to make a run for it before this could happen but one of the boys caught me before I could make it home. I turned and I was now crying, telling him I didn’t want to fight anymore. I told him I’d made her cry every time we fought. I didn’t want to fight anymore. I begged him to leave me alone. He must have realised I meant it and felt sorry for me. He walked away. 

This seemed to make it all stop. I think they all got fed up with it.

The following day, I was still feeling down. 

I thought of my childhood days. I had an imaginary friend; a monkey and he comforted me. I continued to feel very down. I had pains in my back and my neck. My ear hurt and the left side of my head.

I thought of things I would like to ask Glyn. All things I called my ghosts. But I was thinking of something I couldn’t grasp. Something deeper. I uncovered later, with Glyn, that the girl who fought me and bullied me was jealous of me because her friend became my best friend.

During the second session, however, we talked about my family and how my father had brought us up. We were all assigned our own chores and it was a bit like living in the armed forces. It was very regimented. In fact, so much so, that we were all petrified of him and his temper. The language he used to use with us was terrible. I suddenly recalled a time when my sister came home crying. The people in the next farmhouse were religious and went to church. They had called my sister over and asked, politely, if she could have a word with my father about his language, as they were expecting visitors. Should he be in the adjoining field, shouting, then they would be horrified. Of course, I was shamed even more by this!

My mother died on my seventh birthday, something I would, because of that, always remember. Unlike my father, my mother had been a kind and patient person, and I’d always been so keen to help her.

‘Mammy,’ I used to say. ‘Please can I help? Can I put the cups and saucers out ready for tea?’ Whatever she was doing in the kitchen, I was always there, eager to help.

Despite already having seven children, my mother fell pregnant again! I will never forget that awful day, when, while I was helping her get things ready as usual, she suddenly let out a cry and shouted to my older sister, ‘Quick Gwen, run and get help, fetch the nurse!’ 

My mother climbed the stairs to the bathroom and I went with her. All I remember was blood, a lot of blood and a lot of shouting. Then the ambulance came and took my mother away. Little did I know that was to be the last time I would see her! I will never forget that as the ambulance men took her away, our eyes met, and it was as if she were saying, ‘Try not to cry.’

When I left school, I got a job in Fine Fare and everything seemed good. I met my first husband while working there and later I had my wonderful son, James. Sadly, my marriage was doomed not to last, but later on I was to meet my second husband, my soul mate.

Before that though, it was a bit of a struggle. James took the separation of his mother and father badly. My husband also refused to pay maintenance, but I had a job, and although it was hard at times, we managed somehow.

But even when I met and married Rhys, I knew there was something wrong with me. I had what I called my ghosts. I didn’t really understand what these were, but just knew I had them. So now, here I was trying to sort out why I felt them and what lay at the bottom of all of this. It couldn’t just be because I had lost my mother when I was so young, or that my first marriage had failed. That happened to a lot of people. It was something I felt deep inside that was not quite right and it seemed to manifest itself in an inability to deal with writing or doing things when someone was watching. I had placed a lot of faith in Glyn, so I just hoped, more than anything, that he would be the one to uncover the reasons.

What I was unaware of, however, was the trauma I would go through in trying to do so.
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Chapter Three
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So far, I’ve talked about how I came to consult Glyn Morgan, but you am concerned that you may not believe all the horror we uncovered together. This story is not for the faint hearted. That is about all I can say. Yes, I know there are other people out there who have suffered abuse and tragedy, but mine is a story that needs to be told. If any of you have felt you have been a victim then you will understand hopefully why I feel the need to share such a catalogue of horrors.

One of the first things Glyn helped me uncover and make sense of, was that I’d been bullied at school. Not by other pupils but by one of the teachers. This I thought could be behind what made me feel so inadequate when it came to writing or doing things on the computer. It was hard for me to come to terms with.

For this session, Glyn put me into a hypnotic trance. His soothing voice began by telling me to relax various muscles until all the tension had left my body. Then he counted me down through the colours of the spectrum and by the time we had got to Indigo I was under.

Then something very strange happened. I was a child again! I saw as a child and my feelings were those of a child. I was excited about going to school, about learning. I wanted to know my letters, to read, to write, to do sums. Going to school was going to be an adventure. There I was in the school playground with some other children. 

The teacher was called Miss Pickle and from nowhere a rhyme came into my head, one that my older sister had taught me. ‘Franny Freckle, ate a pickle.’ I was excited and happy and I started saying it to the children I was playing with. 

The teacher though, overheard and came down on me like a ton of bricks. ‘Come here, you naughty girl. What do you think you’re doing?’ 

From then on, she had it in for me. She made my school life hell. I was always being told I was stupid and that I had got things wrong, even the one time I copied from the girl sitting next to me. Hers was marked as being right, but mine wrong! How could that be? 

It went from bad to worse.

Miss Pickle made me come and sit at the front of the class where she was. I was not allowed to go out to play with the other children and one time when there was the Christmas play, I was the only one not allowed to take part. 

I was devastated.

However, the Headmistress saw that I wasn’t in it, and asked Miss Pickle why. 

‘Because she’s a naughty, badly behaved, stupid girl.’ Miss Pickle told her.

‘Never mind that, I want the whole class to take part.’ I held my breath! Was I going to be allowed after all? I felt sick with nerves and excitement.

‘Oh, very well. Go along then. Get yourself to rehearsals.’ 

I breathed a sigh of relief and skipped off to join my classmates, for once, allowed to have some fun.

I was so desperate for Miss Pickle to like me that one day, I took an apple in for her. I was excited thinking this might bring about a truce. I rushed into the classroom and held it out to her. She thanked me and then she put it on her desk. Later that day, at playtime, Miss Pickle told me to stay behind, while all the others went out to play.

‘What do you think this is?’ Miss Pickle scowled at me as she stood there holding out the apple. 

I was too scared to say anything so simply stood there. 

Miss Pickle took hold of me and pushed me into the corner beside her desk where nobody could see us. She sat me down and then told me to lie down. She grabbed the apple and shoved it into my mouth.

‘How dare you bring that for me?’ She was shouting and then to my horror she began to slap me all over my body! ‘I’ll make sure you never go to grammar school,’ she shouted. 

I was there, in Glyn’s office, reliving that dreadful incident as if it were now. I could feel the apple held between my teeth and the slaps she gave me over and over. I think I must have shouted or done something as I felt myself coming back from that dreadful time and place.

Gradually I became aware of Glyn counting me back into the room. I looked round and I was no longer a child in a classroom. I was myself, sitting in Glyn’s office. It took a while for me to re-orientate myself back to the present. Glyn and I discussed what had happened and I was able to tell him about the childhood bullying.

‘That must have been hard,’ he agreed. ‘You had lost your mother too. Maybe that’s why you feel you don’t have courage enough to write and do things in front of others.’ 

I nodded agreement, but inside I felt that there was still more to it. The tip of the iceberg so to speak! I needed to explore my ghosts. This incident with the teacher seemed to be only one of them; I was reliving more flashbacks, remembering that my father, after the death of my mother, had come to the school, and said to the teacher I was naughty, telling her to deal with me in any way she thought fit.

That evening I went home with so much to think about having made another appointment to see Glyn the following week. I told Rhys a little of what Glyn and I had done together. He was pleased to think I was sorting things out. That night I couldn’t stop thinking about how strange it had been, going back to being a child and remembering all about Miss Pickle. I had no idea how it worked but guessed that had been what Glyn meant by Analytic therapy.
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Chapter Four
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The next time I saw Glyn, he wanted to put me under again, and I agreed. He went through the same process of relaxation and counting me down. 

This time however, I didn’t see anything. All I could feel was my whole body shaking. I didn’t really know what was going on. I was shivering, shaking and my feet and hands were really painful. Suddenly into my mind flashed what I had always called my ghost which stood at the bathroom door. My ghost used to stand there and stare at me. Our eyes used to meet. Now, I’m looking at this ghost which is the same height as me. I’m trembling from head to toe. I try to clasp my hands because they’re shaking. I feel there’s no circulation going through my hands and I start to sweat. 

‘I can’t feel my fingers,’ I shout. 

Glyn could see that I’d become very distressed, so very quickly he brought me out of the trance. I couldn’t believe what had just taken place and felt I was in shock. Once I was back, Glyn told me the reason I was now seeing these things was because although I had built a wall round them, gradually during these sessions I was bringing it down. Glyn told me he felt as if we had opened a can of worms and asked me if I wanted to continue with sessions. After what I’d just experienced, how could I say no?

I made an appointment for the following week.

On my way home, I felt quite shocked by what had taken place. I was thinking that I did have a psychological problem and that with Glyn I could finally get to the root of it.

I didn’t have a very good night and the following day all I could think of was what had happened with Glyn and how I was overwhelmed by it all. I had mixed feelings as to whether I wanted to go on with therapy, as I wasn’t sure I was on the right road. However, deep down in my soul, I knew I couldn’t just stop there, but on top of that I had an underlying feeling of dread.

That afternoon, I took Jack for a walk. I’d been thinking about the session and still had feelings of dread. Jack and I were going through the horses’ field, and I was thinking about my ghost. I found myself out of nowhere, saying to myself I’ve been abused!!! I was trembling again and saying, ‘I’ve been abused!’ I felt such a sense of shock but continued to walk with Jack. I couldn’t understand what was happening to me. Until now, I’d been okay with myself, apart from not wanting people to watch me while I worked. So why was this happening to me now?

Once back home, I carried on with my routine of washing Jack down, then drying him, so that he was ready as always to go and sit on his chair in the garage. Although I was used to the routine with Jack and had gone through it all automatically, I still had that feeling of dread inside.

Later that evening, I was sitting in the lounge with Rhys, watching the news, when suddenly I turned to him and said ‘Rhys, I’ve been abused!’ I said it again and I started to cry, hysterically.

Rhys could see I was in deep distress and asked, ‘Wherever did you get that from?’ 

All I could say was ‘I don’t know.’ So, I got out of the chair and said I was going to phone Glyn. 

Luckily Glyn answered the phone. Goodness knows what I was saying. I was crying down the phone and probably not making any sense. However, Glyn calmed me enough for me to tell him I had been abused. Glyn asked if I wanted him to come and see me, but I said ‘No.’ I was afraid that my next-door neighbour, the one who had recommended him to me, might recognise him. I knew if she did, she would question me. 

I was crying to Glyn though and telling him, ‘I can’t have been abused. I was a virgin when I met my first husband, so why am I telling you I’ve been abused when I was a child?’ I was crying again, saying, ‘I’ve been abused but I can’t see who he is. He’s behind me and I want to be a virgin when I marry.’ 

Glyn gave me an appointment for the following day. Until then, I would have to wait to unravel more of what was going on. I didn’t know when, where or who had been abusing me. I remembered my sister coming to visit me on one occasion and telling me our grandfather had once made a gesture to her, but he had died before I was born, so he couldn’t have been my abuser.

I couldn’t settle in the house, so I told Rhys I was going down to visit my niece. Once there I poured it all out to her. I told her I’d been abused but didn’t know who could have been my abuser. I told her I thought I must be making the whole thing up and it felt then as if I was having a breakdown. My niece listened but couldn’t really help me. 

I’d have to wait until I saw Glyn to try and unravel something of what had gone on.
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Chapter Five
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The next session, when Glyn put me under, he began to guide me through a corridor with lots of doors. He instructed me to open one of the doors and when I did so, I saw a vision of a man in a white coat. He looked like a doctor. He had white hair, a beard and a moustache. This man beckoned me in. I found myself in a kind of waiting room. 

Glyn asked whether there was there anyone in there. I was about to say no, when suddenly an awful man wearing a black raincoat and hat jumped out at me. I was horrified as I felt I knew him. I told Glyn there was a man in front of me. Through the trance, I could hear vaguely that Glyn was asking me something. 

Gradually the words took shape. ‘Do you know this man?’ Glyn asked. 

‘No, I don’t. I don’t know him.’

‘You do. You know you do. It’s your father, isn’t it? You know he’s your father.’ I was certain he was not, but Glyn made me doubt that. Was it my father?’ No, I was still sure he wasn’t.

‘No,’ I told Glyn. ‘He’s not my father.’

‘Yes, yes, you do know him. He’s your father. Tell him to go; to get out. Send him out of the door he came from.’ 

That’s what I did. I shouted and shouted. ‘Get out, get out, get out.’

Then Glyn brought me out of the trance. 

I told Glyn I didn’t understand what I’d just gone through, and I had not seen my father in the room he sent me into. I didn’t see my father. There had been two men there but neither had been my father. 

But Glyn wouldn’t have it. ‘Yes, yes, it was your father,’ he insisted. 

I felt totally confused. I didn’t know what was happening to me. For one thing I didn’t understand why Glyn had told me to go into the room and, I didn’t understand what I’d seen while in there. I wanted Glyn to explain it, but he didn’t.

The following morning, I began to think of my ghost again and the kind of things my ghost did to me. I got out of bed, made a cup of tea and sat down on the sofa. Suddenly all kinds of childhood memories began to unfold. I could see myself huddled in the corner of the bathroom, absolutely petrified and not knowing what was going to happen to me. 

Then it was as if I was coming home from my older sister’s house. I was back inside the house. Nobody was home, I thought, so I went into the hallway and started to climb the stairs. I wanted to go to the toilet. 

Up there, I could hear what I could only describe as shuffling noises coming from my father
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