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Diana
Earth

I live out west of Melbourne now, but I was very lucky to be 
born and raised in Aotearoa, New Zealand. I have a little bit 
of Māori background on my mother’s side. Thanks especially 
to my parents, I was brought up amazingly well, and learned 
to understand the worth of – not just money - but how to live 
within your means and make the best of what you have. We 
were never wealthy, but we had just enough to live on. 

My parents were sheep farmers, so I grew up on the farm. 
I’ve got two sisters, and I’m the spoilt youngest! I was very 
much my Dad’s little sidekick and his little helper; I was always 
following him around helping on the farm. If he was fixing the 
car, you better believe I had my head under the bonnet as 
well! As a family, everything we did was very much about the 
earth. We’d go hunting and foraging for food up in the hills, 
and we’d use everything, nothing was wasted, nothing at all. 
We’d go bushwalking (what we would call tramping) for days 
and weeks, staying in huts, and we’d get snow in winter which 
was beautiful. I have photos of my Dad hiking with me as a 
baby in his backpack! So, I had this amazing upbringing, it was 
fun, and it taught me a lot. 
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Unfortunately, our move 
occurred around the time 
that the previous Australian 
Government changed the laws 
to make it very difficult for New 
Zealanders to ever become 
permanent residents or citizens, 
or to ever access support 
services. No matter how many 
years we were here, how much 
we worked, how much we paid 
our taxes, we wouldn’t be able to 
access help if we needed it. 

I had no idea about this before I left. And so then, I 
found myself in a strange country, in an isolated rural 
farming area, with no family or friends, no support 
networks, and no ability to access financial support 
in time of crisis. I worked alongside him on the farm, 
but he controlled all our money. And I was a prisoner.

As you can probably guess, the violence got worse 
and worse. I can’t even begin to tell you how bad it 
got, but it was as bad as you can possibly imagine. It 
was awful, absolutely awful, and it went on for years, 

but it’s all a bit of a blur. He constantly yelled at me, 
hit me, knocked me down and kicked me, and yes, he 
raped me as well. One time, he beat me up terribly 
because the ute wouldn’t start, and he somehow 
decided that was my fault.

It was the love for my kids and the love they gave me, 
that got me through. I know, we hear every parent 
say that, but it’s true – it’s because of that love that 
you survive. 

Because we wouldn’t qualify 
for income support, I was 
determined that I could put up 
with the situation long enough 
for the kids to finish school. Then 
at least it would be just me that 
was stuck there, at least then 
they’d have their education 
behind them. They could find 
jobs, they could get away, and 
they’d be alright. That was my 
big focus, and that’s how I got by. 

He was very different with my daughter, he wouldn’t 
really yell at her. He did yell at my son a couple of 

times and frightened him terribly. When he was 
younger, like me, my son ran away and hid, and I 
eventually found him, and I just remember curling 
up with him while he cried. That is probably my worst 
memory. When he started to behave more angrily 
toward my son later, when he was a little bit older, that 
was a real turning point for me. I had put up with it 
for years, but I couldn’t watch him do that to my son.

In 2009, I became very ill with a rare form of cancer. 
I was hospitalised for long periods of time, with 
multiple surgeries, I think I’ve had around 80 surgical 
procedures in total. My stomach was affected, and 
I ended up having a feeding tube running down my 
nose for about a year. Through it all, my husband 
would continue to scream and abuse me if I wasn’t 
working. One time, I was on the phone to my doctor 
talking about the next stage of my treatment, and 
they actually asked if I was okay, because they could 
hear my husband screaming abuse at me in the 
background because I wasn’t working. Another time, 
I was in hospital receiving treatment and he phoned 
to yell at me because there was a power outage 
and he wanted me to do something about it. And my 
surgeon – who was doing his rounds – overheard 
the call, and he just took the phone from me, told my 
husband his behaviour wasn’t acceptable and hung 
up on him.

At least I was able to access Medicare, because if 
my treatment had cost us money, I honestly think my 
husband would have killed me instead.

Being so used to roaming around the farm, I didn’t 
find that school was a good fit, but I managed to 
stay until I was 15 and then left to take up a job in 
a warehouse. It was hard physical work, but I loved 
it – my days were spent packing clothes into boxes 
and parcels, packing the shelves, driving the forklift. I 
worked with some great people, and it was actually 
an amazing time, I have some very happy memories 
from that period.

Then I met and married my (now) ex-husband. I was 
about 17 when we met. He was a dairy farmer. We 
had a lovely courtship. We’d go out and spend time 
in the country, I’d go to watch him play rugby, we’d 
go to the local pub on the weekend, we had a great 
circle of friends against this beautiful backdrop of 
New Zealand dairy farming countryside. So initially, 
we had a good life together, we were very happy. 
But when I became pregnant with our first child, 
something changed, I saw the shift in his personality 
start to happen. He started losing his temper more 
regularly, having these outbursts that he’d never 
had before. We were under quite a bit of stress, 
so I thought that was to blame at first, though I 
know it’s no excuse. I also learned over time that 
my husband’s family had a very bad reputation, 
they were well-known for treating people very 
badly, including a lot of family violence that I wasn’t 
previously aware of. 

Funnily enough, we almost didn’t get married 
because of – what I thought was – a prank that 
his best man had played. He had handcuffed my 
husband-to-be to a pole at a nearby pub, my 

husband almost didn’t make it to the wedding. And 
his best man disappeared and never showed up 
either! Only much, much later did I learn that it was 
actually his last-ditch effort to try and save me from 
the marriage, because he believed I was too good 
for my husband, and he didn’t want me to be part of 
that family.

By the time I was nine months pregnant, I was scared 
for my life. We were working on the dairy farm, and he 
had become incredibly demanding. When everything 
wasn’t done exactly his way, he would explode.

At first, it wasn’t so much 
violence as anger. He was so 
angry, all the time, and he 
would take that out on me - like 
making me do things when I 
was pregnant that I shouldn’t 
have been doing, dangerous 
things, like standing on the back 
of a rickety truck and throwing 
out hay bales at nine-months 
pregnant. If I resisted, he would 
become furious. Over time, he 
became more violent.

I would run and hide behind the bales in the hay shed, 
and would hide there for hours, while he raged and 
revved past on his motorbike, until he calmed down. 

It was very sad in a way, because he never wanted 
to be like his father, he hated his violent father and 
had even pointed a gun at him at one stage. And 
actually, he turned out to be so much like him, and so 
much worse.

We moved around New Zealand a lot, me always 
hoping we’d find somewhere that would ease his 
stress so things would go back to ‘normal’. He began 
to look at moving to Australia, which I was very 
against, because I was very close to my family, and 
especially with two young children, I didn’t want to be 
isolated from them. But in New Zealand, farming land 
is expensive because it’s all considered prime land. In 
Australia, we would be able to buy our own farm. 

He told me very clearly that whether or not I agreed 
to come, he would be moving to Australia and would 
be taking our children. I knew I would have no chance 
against him in a custody battle, and he wouldn’t 
obey any court rulings anyway. Plus, escalating this 
would only increase the danger we were in. So, while 
I knew he wasn’t going to change, I thought I would 
try to make the best of it, because I couldn’t let that 
happen to my children. And of course, by now, I had 
worked out all the ways – you know, plan A if he does 
this, plan B if he does that, plan C if that doesn’t work 
- that I could use to try and keep him calm and keep 
us safe when he got angry. 
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him – but he was let off with a one-year good 
behaviour bond and had to make a $700 donation 
to a charity. I remember thinking, if he has to pay 
$700, give it to us, we need the money! Despite all the 
complaints I’d made, including about the rape, I was 
told it was essentially his word against mine.

Somehow, he kept finding 
us, and even with the police 
involved, they told us – for our 
safety – we had to keep moving. 
In one year, we moved seven 
times. Every time we found a new 
community, settled in, made 
friends, found jobs, he would find 
us, and we’d have to move to a 
different town again. 
Finally, Vinnies stepped in again and moved us to a 
proper safe house in the city.

I guess that’s when we were really able to start 
climbing up the ladder, so to speak. That was 
probably the hardest time, because I thought, okay 
now, in six months or 12 months, we’ll be fine. But we 
were not fine for a very long time. I realise now, we’ll 
never really be over it, we’ll never be completely free 
of it. We still suffer the mental health consequences 

Strangely enough, the turning point came when my 
husband had an affair. He had started to behave 
very strangely, even for him. I was used to him giving 
me the silent treatment, and going for periods 
without him talking to me, but this time, he went a 
full six months without saying a word to me. Living in 
the same house, working alongside each other, me 
cooking dinner each night – and not a single word 
for six months. My children were older by this stage, 
and even they noticed something was different. It 
was my son who overheard him and said, “Mum, 
I think he’s having an affair.” It turns out it was the 
daughter of some friends of ours, she was around 
20 years old, and they were sleeping together in my 
daughter’s bed. It was disgusting, like some sort of 
awful B-grade Hollywood movie.

I knew confronting him would end in violence, but I 
had to do it anyway. Of course, he flew into a rage, 
he was trying to chase my son as well, and he was 
hitting and kicking and spitting on me as my son 
was trying to drag me out of the house to safety. I 
didn’t realise it at the time, but my son was filming 
on his mobile phone the entire time. I thank God that 
he was, because if he hadn’t, I do think my husband 
would have killed me that night.

Once we got out of the house, of course, we had 
nothing with us. Remember, we’re on a dairy farm 
out in the middle of nowhere. So, we just started to 
walk, we had no choice, and we walked and walked 

until we reached the nearest police station. With a 
little help from the police, we were able to go back 
later (when my husband was out) and get one of the 
cars, my son’s school things, my medications, etc. 
And then we were out.

For the next few weeks, we lived 
in the car. We often stayed 
near the McDonald’s car park, 
because we could use their 
free wi-fi, we could plug in our 
phones and my feeding tube 
battery pack to charge them, 
and we could scrounge for 
leftover food.

The food was mostly for the kids - I still had the 
feeding tube but was eating a little bit of normal food 
by now as well. My son was somehow still managing 
to go to school, and you know kids can be tough, he 
really didn’t really want people finding out about our 
situation. We tried staying with friends, but honestly, 
we all found it so hard – especially at breakfast time, 
seeing what a beautiful loving normal family looked 
like – how our life could have been, should have 
been. Facing that was actually harder than living on 
the streets.

We had, and I really mean this, not a cent to our 
names. I didn’t realise my husband had made me 
the main signatory on our joint account, but then he 
went in and cleaned that out – he withdrew $15,000 
which according to the bank, I was then liable for. 
So, in addition to having nothing, I was left with a 
$15,000 debt to the NAB for money that I’d never seen. 
During this time of crisis, I actually went to Centrelink, 
and they worked out there was a single contribution 
of $300 that I could access. But Centrelink made a 
mistake and put it into my old joint account with my 
husband instead of the new account we set up with 
them and provided. So, I never saw it, and he got that 
as well.

Eventually, the kids were able to get part-time 
jobs. My daughter had developed terrible anxiety 
as a result of our experiences, so just getting this 
job was a huge deal and a big challenge for her. 
I was heartbroken that our situation had caused 
her so much pain, but I was so very proud of her. I 
was still very ill so I couldn’t work much. We started 
looking for a place to rent, and got some help from 
St Vincent de Paul, they got us into some temporary 
accommodation, got us some food vouchers 
and some help with utilities, which made a huge 
difference.

My ex-husband showed up there, and tried to break 
in. My son barricaded himself in his room and called 
the police. By now, we had an intervention order in 
place so they arrested my ex-husband and charged 

of what we faced – panic attacks, anxiety, 
depression, physical health problems resulting from 
that chronic stress. He’s shown up at this house 
before, too, he’s thrown bricks through our windows. 
But we’ve survived. The kids and I, we’re a team, we 
got through something you think you’d only see in 
the movies – and we’re still here and still together. 

It’s now been eight years since we left. I’m very 
sorry to say my ex-husband has never faced any 
real consequences for what he put us through. 
All the complaints I made, all the evidence we 
provided, amounted to nothing. We don’t even 
bother maintaining intervention orders anymore 
because they are so much work and they’re not 
taken seriously, they achieve nothing. He has another 
family now, with young children, and that should 
never have happened.

We were together for 27 years 
and I worked alongside him on 
our farms that entire time. If I 
had been given my share of our 
property, it would’ve been about 
a million dollars. But I didn’t have 
the means to fight his family, 
and I couldn’t afford to escalate 
the violence again.

A couple of years ago, my daughter gave me a 
slab of clay and some tools as a birthday gift. It was 
during the pandemic when everyone was taking 
up a new hobby or craft, and knowing how close 
I’d been to the earth when I was growing up, she 
thought I might appreciate getting my hands into 
some clay! I’ve always been a bit creative, I did a lot 
of drawing and painting when I was younger, but 
I’d never had the chance to work with clay. I loved 
it so much, just holding that earth in my hands, and 
moulding and re-moulding it into different shapes. 

I went on to buy a pottery wheel, but even then, I 
was thinking it was a really nice form of therapy. 
And maybe I’d fire a few pieces in the kiln at the 
local community centre and give them to people 
as gifts, and that would be about it. I had no great 
expectations.

All of a sudden, I was making these massive bowls 
and complex shapes, and my kids were like, do you 
know how hard they are to make? I was oblivious to 
it, I just seemed to take to it very naturally. So then, 
I started building things up a little bit – I moved my 
things out into the garage to create a proper little 
workshop, and installed some shelves so I could store 
and display what I’d created. Eventually my kids and 
their friends all chipped in the money together to buy 
me my very own kiln! 
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Sharing stories, 
shifting blame 
and making 
Australia safe 
for all women
What I want to see for Australian women is 
a society where our voices and stories are 
not only told but also listened to and taken 
seriously. It is crucial that we create a safe and 
supportive environment where women can 
speak out about their experiences without fear 
of judgement or repercussions.

It is unacceptable that so many women in 
Australia experience sexual, family, and 
domestic violence. We must demand stronger 
laws, better wrap around support systems, 
and comprehensive education to prevent and 
address these crimes. We need to shift the 
blame from the victims to the perpetrators 
and ensure that survivors receive the justice 
and support they deserve. 

I started selling a few things at 
local markets and eventually 
built myself a website and 
created a profile on Instagram. 
And the orders just started 
ticking over, and they kept 
ticking over, and growing and 
growing.
I used to buy my clay but now I dig it out of the earth 
myself, and I make my own glazes out of minerals 
and oxides. I learned new techniques, including this 
incredible raku technique that I mostly use now, 
which is the world’s oldest form of pottery firing 
technique, from Japan.

Considering the chaos that used to dominate my 
life, it’s quite incredible that I live such a peaceful 
existence these days. I’m still a country kid at 
heart. I have a little vegetable garden, I have some 
backyard chooks, we even have a little puppy dog 
now. We’ve found this extended second family here 
in this new city, through my children, their friends 
and their friends’ families, and our local community 
and neighbourhood. And by making my pottery 
and selling it through my business EARTH by Diana 
(previously DC Ceramics), I’m starting to earn my 
own money doing something that I love.

I’m even volunteering with St Vincent de Paul, to 
give back after receiving so much help from them, 
and I’m working with a number of not-for-profit 
organisations too, to advocate for better services for 
women facing family violence and homelessness. 
It’s so nice to feel like I’ve come full circle and to be 
in a position to help people who are facing a similar 
situation to mine.

A while back, I started using my real name again as 
well. I hadn’t been able to do that for a long time, so 
that was pretty huge for me. But I won’t let him take 
that away from me. I’m proud of who I am, and I’m 
going to stand up and be proud to tell our story. I’m 
not going to hide anymore. I’m here to tell the truth.

Call to action
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globalsisters.org

https://globalsisters.org/



