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Lesson of Lov e
by Gordon Fitchett



was only 19 years old and had just returned from travelling
half around the world. My whole life lay ahead of me who
would have guessed that I’d become one of the growing army
of battered wives

I started work at the local hotel until I planned exactly what I
wanted to do and that’s where I met him—the man I was going to
fall in love with. A move I would regret for the rest of my life. He
was strong good-looking and macho and everyone liked him. I
thought that a man like that would protect me from all life’s evils—
I was very wrong.

We became engaged and at 20 I found I was pregnant. He
had bashed me before that but after we had broken up for a
month he promised me he had changed and would cut off his right
arm before hitting me again. Of course I believed him. They say
love is blind and it’s so true.

We married in August and all was rosy even though we had
very little money what was left over after paying bills he would
spend at the hotel. It became necessary for me to work part-time in
the office of a local auto mechanic. It really annoyed him that I
worked with men and he was very jealous. The fact that I was six
months pregnant and not at my most appealing didn’t make him re-
alise that the men wouldn’t be automatically trying to crack onto
me.

He started asking me for minute-by-minute reports of each
day’s events and if I couldn’t remember something he would hit
me. I wore long-sleeved blouses to cover up my bruiese and in the
heat of the summer months it was very uncomfortable.

After the baby was born I thought things would change. I
nearly died having our child but the night before I was due to re-

2



turn home he came into the hospital drunk and started squeez-
ing my arms shaking me fiercely and was about to strangle me.
Then someone came in and he ran from my room.

The next morning he was at the hospital at 5 am with flow-
ers looking like a small child crying begging my forgiveness and
confessing his undying love for me our baby girl and the great life
we would have together. He was so sorry I put the incident down to
drink. That night we all went home together.

I didn’t see much of my family which hurt me a lot. My fa-
ther had had three heart attacks and was very sick. We had been a
very close family but my husband didn’t seem to like them. I
think he was jealous of the love I had for them.

We lived with his mother and as the months went by I be-
came very thin and homely looking as I wore his mother’s hand-me-
down clothes and cut my own hair to save money. I often felt he
wanted me to look plain so no-one else would look at me yet some-
times he would hit me because I didn’t look like the girl he first
met.

I never spoke back to him I was too scared to and I worked
tirelessly to make sure the house was spotless — trying not to give
him anything to get angry about. I loved my child very much hav-
ing her was something I have never regretted but after a while I
realised no-one should have to spend their lives in fear and that true
love certainly isn’t trying to hurt someone all the time.

My husband seemed to get pleasure from his weekly beatings
and as the bruises became bigger and the black eyes and cut lips
became more difficult to disguise I would dream of ways I could es-
cape this imprisonment.

His mother knew what was happening to me but I think that
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