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1. INTRODUCTION 

Background 

I visited a women's prison during my second period of field placement as a social work 
student, which I did in New Zealand. The social worker in the prison had made it 
possible for me to spend a whole afternoon together with her. She showed me the 
prison and gave me the opportunity to ask many questions. Some days earlier she had 
told some of the woman prisoners that I was going to come and one of them had asked 
to see me. She was interested in women's conditions in Swedish prisons. The meeting 
with this woman was the origin of my choice of topic in this essay. 

During the social work programme we discussed a particular kind of method to gain 
and develop knowledge, i.e. to write a social biography (Bernler & Bjerkman, 1990). 
This implies to share and reconstruct an instructive and very important story from a 
person's own life. Bernler & Bjerkman (1990) say that when the anti-hero is 
highlighted we admit that she is both actively acting/changing as well as exposed to 
the influence of society. 

I became interested in using this method during the last term of the social work 
programme. I was interested in feminist theories and methods and wished to apply 
such a perspective in my essay. Therefore, it was in the back of my mind that during 
my field placement I would try to meet a woman who could èive me the opportunity to 
take part in her life story. While I was at the women's prison, both the social worker 
and the woman I met talked a lot about criminality and women as subjects on which 
there is very little research. According to them, almost everything that is written about 
crime is about men by men. 

When I returned from my first meeting with Libby (assumed name) a lot of questions 
came up in my head. How could I understand her being in prison? How had she come 
to this point in life? My first impression of Libby was that she was a strong, curious 
and open-minded woman. She had interested me greatly and I felt that I would like to 
know the story of her life. 

I found that I could not resist this challenge and I am convinced that taking part in 
one woman's life can contribute to the subject of women and crime as well. 

Thanks to Libby, this was made possible. 
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Aim 

The aim of this essay is, through a reconstruction of Libby's life experiences, illustrate 
the strategies she used in order to survive despite hard conditions. 

My main question is: 

What are Libby's strategies for survival? 

Libby has led a criminal life since her adolescence and, during the interviews, both 
Libby and I found anger to be a common thread in her life. 

Additional questions are: 

••• What meaning did criminal behaviour have for Libby? 

•Î* What did anger mean for Libby? 
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2. HOW DID I DO IT? - A QUALITATIVE FEMINIST RESEARCH METHOD 

The Social Biography. 

I became interested in life stories when we read "Den sociala biografin" (Bernler & 
Bjerkman, 1990) during our social work programme. Most biographies are about 
famous people, they are heroes or heroines, and it is assumed that many people want 
to read such books. A social biography on the other hand, is about a person who is in 
an socially weak position. 

Bernler & Bjerkman (1990) give three motives why a life story is worth knowing, and 
why it is worthwhile constructing a social biography. The first is the reflective motive, 
a social biography should contribute towards an understanding of a human life and at 
the same time, on a more general level, give an understanding of marginalized groups 
in society. The second motive is that the social biography gives a voice to tacit 
knowledge held, in my case, by the woman prisoner. Bernler & Bjerkman argue that 
if this knowledge can be discussed in the community, it tends to produce or influence 
social structures. This is also in line with the action-oriented feminist view that 
"personal is political" (see below). The third motive is the humanitarian 
understanding, which shows that all individuals have an intrinsic value. The public 
discussion, i.e. everything that is discussed from the government to daily life, is an 
ongoing process to shape and conserve the view on deviants. A social biography could 
at this level function both as a clarification and a humanisation of the deviants. 
Bernler & Bjerkman argue that the ideal situation would be to confront the 
generalised picture of the deviant, that people in general have, with the researcher's 
picture that derives from the life-process of the deviant 

The truthfulness of a social biography can be discussed, based on how thorough the 
author's research has been and what the interviewed person herself has chosen to tell. 
This is always the problem when someone wants to describe a life. If it is not an 
autobiography, one must also keep in mind how the author wants to illustrate the 
person she writes about, and there is always a third part in the process, the reader. 

How can a life story of one person contribute to an insight into the situation of 
marginalized groups? My perception and analysis of this life-process is the crucial 
factor that determines the usefulness of this knowledge. I use a hermeneutic approach 
to interpret and see beyond what Libby directly tells me. This means that I ask 
questions, which will give new information, which will lead to new questions, and so 
on, according to the hermeneutic spiral. There are two spirals in a life story, the one 
which interprets the life course and the one which interprets the written story (Bernler 
& Bjerkman, 1990). I would like to argue that there is a third spiral, the one which 

9 



interprets her own life. Libby interprets her life in the way that she chooses to shape it. 
I found that during the process of telling me about her life, new questions emerged for 
Libby, and by that I mean that her interpretation is a generative process in itself. 

Can I Use a Social Biogranhv in mv Essav? 

I had been deeply impressed by the possibility of gaining knowledge and deepening 
my understanding from one woman's life through writing a life story. When I got the 
opportunity to interview Libby, my intention was to write a social biography of her 
life. I soon realised that I could not do this the way Bernler & Bjerkman (1990) 
described. Their method includes having information from the professionals that had 
met Libby during her life, the more details you get the better. It would also have been 
desirable to interview people who had been part of Libby's life, to do everything 
possible to gain a full picture of her. All of this failed for several reasons. First of all, 
the time limit on my field placement. I did not have enough time to meet people who 
knew Libby, and even if I had had the time, it could have been hard to get their 
permission. Secondly, for confidential reasons, the prison did not give me permission, 
as a social work student, to look in their file. This was even true after Libby had given 
me her consent, and the social worker, referring to the Secrets Act, did not want to 
talk about Libby, and this was something that I had to respect. So what I was able to 
acquire was the story that Libby told me during my visits to the prison. Nevertheless, 
Bernler & Bjerkman's book "The social biography" has meant much for my approach 
both to Libby and to this essay. 

A Hermeneutic Approach. 

"The interpretive, or hermeneutic, tradition can be defined briefly as a theory and 
method of interpreting meaningful human action" (McCarl Nielsen, 1990, p 7). This 
tradition points out that to understand any social behaviour of humans, it is the 
meaning attached to the behaviour by the participants themselves that we need to 
know. A full understanding of social action must involve empathetic understanding. 
Andersson (1979) claims that understanding is to find a significance or a meaning, 
such as when you read a text and the letters in the text mean something to the reader. 
He divides a written text into two different phenomena, a physical and a social 
phenomenon. The letters themselves are the physical phenomenon, and the text, when 
it is "talking" to you and means something, is the social phenomenon. So when you try 
to find a cause and an explanation (which is a positivistic approach), you only reduce 
social phenomena into physical phenomena. To do this, Andersson (1979) argues, is 
to disregard the specifically human. Another way of describing a physical 
phenomenon is when someone looks at a woman and sees only her legs (or some other 

10 



part of her body) which makes the woman only a sexual creature. On the other hand, a 
social phenomenon is when you see beyond the legs and see the woman as a special 
and unique human being with her own intrinsic value. 

The human being is the only creature who produces her own history and is, at the 
same time, a product of it herself (Andersson 1979). Andersson argues, that through 
her actions, the human being always revises and re-creates her material surroundings, 
and further, that individual actions are conscious or intentionally decided. He says, in 
other words, that we act to reach certain aims or goals. 

Qualitative Method. 

There has been a hermeneutic critique of quantitative methods within the social 
sciences, regarding e.g. researchers attempt to be objective and keep themselves value-
free towards the subject they want to study. Repstad (1988) claims that a qualitative 
method is when the researcher concentrates her attention towards the actor's point of 
view. Instead of asking "what do I see her doing?", she asks, "what is her experience 
of what she is doing?" It is the actor's subjective experience that is interesting, and the 
researcher wants to reach an understanding instead of an explanation. Another 
characteristic of qualitative methods is that the different phases of the research process 
are not distinct but occur simultaneously and become parallel. The formulation of the 
problem takes place in connection with the data collection, which is also the starting 
point for the analysis. This is part of the flexibility of the method (Repstad 1988). I 
claim that when you use a qualitative method you do not know everything that you 
want to know in the beginning. 

Qualitative Feminist Research, and How I Used It. 

When I have been working with this essay, from the interview with Libby to the 
analysis and the interpretation, I have used Davies & Esseveld's book "Kvalitativ 
kvinnoforskning" (1989). Their starting point is that women are acting subjects who 
are actively reflecting over their lives. This was essential to me when I interviewed 
Libby, and in my understanding of her. This approach has made it possible for me to 
see Libby as a survivor instead of a victim. 

What then are feminist research methods? Reinharz describes it like this: "My 
approach requires listening to the voices of feminist researchers at work and accepting 
their diversity" (Reinharz, 1992, p 5). This I claim is a qualitative attitude. Several 
feminist researchers have found qualitative methods more usable because of the 
possibilities they provide for more contact and more listening between the researcher 
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and the subject of study. However, Davies & Esseveld (1989) point out that to use only 
qualitative methods can lead to reinforcements of the tendency to analyse women's and 
men's lives separately from each other. They say that you have to choose the method 
depending on the problem you want to study. As I wanted to do an interview, I have 
used a thematically structured in-depth interview. I followed Davies & Esseveld 
(1989) in this case and as they did, I wanted to make the interview as an everyday 
discussion with Libby in focus. I tried to perceive and understand her reflections and 
interpretations, and also important, my stand-point is that what she tells me is her 
truth. 

I met Libby at nine sessions which I recorded, and every session had one main theme 
in the purpose of giving me Libby's life story. The themes were there to help us to 
remain within the topic for each session. Sometimes there would be "side-tracks", and 
I did not always return to the particular theme because the side-track could, in itself, 
provide me with useful information. We started every session with a reflection on the 
previous one, e.g. if there was something that Libby wanted to add, or if I had more 
questions to ask. 

Davies & Esseveld (1989) discuss how to make interviews in solidarity [solidarisk 
intervju] with a subject-subject relation that respects and cares about the woman who 
is interviewed. However, they claim that it is impossible to regard it as a situation with 
two equals. I agree with that because, in my case, I interviewed a woman who is in 
prison. The simple fact that I was allowed to walk out whenever I wanted made the 
situation unequal. An interview that is in solidarity is when the respondent follows her 
own thoughts, as far as possible, because this enables her to shape a discussion 
through her associations. I also found that my comments could sometimes interrupt 
the discussion, I particularly noticed this when I was listening to the tapes, but I got 
better after a while. Davies & Esseveld (1989) argue that it is difficult to give strict 
guidelines and believe that whatever feels intuitively right should also guide the 
interview. 

Davies & Esseveld (1989) describe how they were influenced, as women and 
researchers, in the interview process. They experienced the interview as a human 
interaction, where one exchanges reflections and ideas, and this also influenced the 
woman interviewed in different ways. For me it has not only been the interview in 
itself that influenced me, it was the whole process of writing this essay. Libby told me 
several times that what we were doing made her think, sometimes in new directions, 
and that it helped her to sort things out. She also claimed that it was a parallel to her 
therapy. I do not mean that our sessions were therapy, but they helped her remember 
new things from her past that later helped her in her therapy and vice versa. 

As I mentioned earlier, I met Libby in nine sessions and every session had a theme. 
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Libby decided the order in which she preferred to tell me her life, and I decided the 
themes. They were: 

1) Introduction, in which I introduced myself and how I wanted to conduct my 
research. We talked about confidentiality and the outcome of this interview. Libby 
introduced herself briefly and she told me the institutional rules. In short, we tried to 
become acquainted with each other. 

2) Childhood, during which we were interrupted by the social worker in the prison, 
who came to tell me that the head of the prison wanted to know about the outcome of 
the interviews. Libby got quite upset at first, "this is my thing, they have nothing to do 
with it". We sorted it out and could continue after a while. 

3) School time and adolescence, where we talked about confidentiality again. I 
followed up with some questions from childhood and then we kept to the main theme. 

4) Family. When I came to the prison this time they did not know I was coming, bad 
communication according to Libby. I also completed with questions from the latest 
session. 

5) Relationships with men. 

6) Motherhood. We started by talking more about relationships with men and then 
continued with motherhood. This was a very long session, about two hours. 

7) Motherhood and her children. My intention was to talk about her criminal career, 
but we ended up on this "side-track" and I felt it was proper to follow it. It was a very 
short session because suddenly we were interrupted by a staff member who told Libby 
that she had a visit from her children. I got the opportunity to meet them as well. 

8) Criminal career and her time as an inmate. I do not include Libby's time as an 
inmate in her story as I have chosen to describe her life up to the time when she was 
imprisoned. 

9) Our ending, her future. During this session we were talking about lots of things that 
interested both of us. I found it a proper way to end our meetings. In the end we talked 
about her future. 

The interview comprised about twelve hours of recorded time. I transcribed everything 
myself and tried to listen to the tapes as exactly as I could, including every cough, 
laugh etc. If I could remember anything that happened apart from what I heard on the 
tape, I wrote that down as well. I also kept a diary from the sessions. The interview 
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became 200 pages of transcribed text and that, together with my diary, is the empirical 
data in this essay. 

Towards Analysis and Interpretation. 

Repstad (1988) differentiates theoretically between analysis and interpretation. The 
analysis is the process in which you try to arrange the data in order to make it possible 
to interpret. The interpretation is to give an assessment of the data in relation to the 
questions you ask and in relation to the theories, which will place the results in a 
context. 

Bernler & Bjerkman (1990) describe the act of construction when writing a biography. 
If you want to be able to construct, or more correctly reconstruct, a person's life you 
must first deconstruct it. In a deconstruction, the opportunity presents itself to find 
separate tracks that will help you to see the person's life in a new light during the 
reconstruction. In other words, a deconstruction is a way of breaking down delusions 
and myths about a person and a road towards reconstruction (Bernler & Bjerkman, 
1990). To see these tracks visualises the process of change in a person's life, e.g. to see 
the woman as an acting subject. 

When I was about to shorten the interview so that it could be presented in the essay, I 
used Davies & Esseveld's (1989) notion that the analysis begins during the interviews. 
I think this is essential in qualitative analysis. It is necessary to ask yourself new 
questions in order to highlight things that come up during the interview. However for 
me the real analysis started when I had to reduce the interview. My first step was to go 
through the whole interview again with my questions in mind and to make an initial 
selection of what was relevant for the essay. 

I did this by using two ideas concerning a practical approach from Davies & Esseveld 
(1989). The first is a circle that they used to describe a special point of time in a 
woman's life. I used the circle to divide Libby's life into four main parts, childhood, 
adolescence, young woman and mother, and her adult time. I also had one circle for 
her future and one that contained her own interpretations, which I used together with 
mine. The second approach was to construct what they called a life-line, which they 
used to summarise the family history of the women they interviewed. I saw lines that 
helped me to understand what Libby's life looked like. I called the lines abuse (abuse 
within the family and from society), life (where I could find ways Libby used to 
survive), feeding (where I could see that she got, or took things that benefited her), 
anger (where I found that she was surrounded by anger, she was angry, and used 
anger), drug abuse and crime. 
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After this first selection, I made a second one which helped me summarise Libby's life 
story, which at the end I condensed to 16 written pages. I used the circles to sort out 
my material and the lines and the circle of her own opinions helped me with the 
reconstruction of Libby's life. 

I have written this essay in English and not my mother tongue Swedish for two 
reasons. Firstly I wanted to enable Libby to read it and comment on it. I felt that I did 
not want to learn about someone's life in confidence, and then take it away without her 
knowing about how I use it. I felt it no more than fair to give Libby the opportunity to 
see what I made of it. I told Libby about my thoughts, and she liked the idea and 
wanted to read my essay. Secondly I wanted to keep her story as intact as possible and 
feared I would not do so in translation. Libby and I talked quite a lot about that I did 
not want to change anything in her story, and that she could not change anything in 
my interpretation or in what way I was doing this essay, which she agreed upon. 
However, she had the right to have her opinions intact, which I have included in the 
essay. It is her life, but it is my essay. This is also consistent with the thought of not 
making an object of the respondent. She has the opportunity, as a subject, to influence 
the outcome. This will cause the research to be not on, but with a woman. The woman 
is an acting subject. 
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3. TO UNDERSTAND A WOMAN'S LIFE - THEORIES AND PERSPECTIVES 

Feminism and Feminist Theory 

First of all I have to define feminism, which is a somewhat difficult task. Feminism, 
from the Latin femina- = woman, originally meant "having the qualities of females". 
It began to be used in reference to the theory of sexual equality and the movement for 
women's rights in the 1890s, replacing Womanism (Kramarae & Treichler, 1985). 
Referring to the Women's Studies Encyclopedia, "feminism refers to a belief in and 
commitment to equal rights and opportunities for women. Feminists of differing 
theoretical perspectives differ in their beliefs about the causes and foundations of 
patriarchy, the methods to be pursued, and the nature and extent of the changes that 
must be made, but all agree that biological sex is not a justification for domination or 
subordination" (Tierney, 1989, p 139). 

Reinharz (1992) illustrates this by letting a group of U.S. theologians define the term 
in a discussion. 

"MARY: I think it's simply the struggle against sexism. 

CARTER: I agree, but I'd have to add that this involves a stubborn 
insistence, a refusal to compromise the well-being of women. 

KATE: For me it doesn't have anything to do with women; it's the 
commitment to end white supremacy, male domination, and economic 
exploitation. 

ADA: For me feminism and feminist are different. Only the person can 
say if she's feminist; but feminism has to do with understanding sexism 
as the paradigm of all oppression. And I agree with the refusal to 
compromise women's welfare - both women's rights and women's well-
being. 

BEV: I'd have to say that it begins in a woman's assertion of her power. 
It's not, in the first instance, a theory, but a very personal act. 

BESS: For me it always has to be preceded by the word Black, and it 
means the creation of inclusivity and mutuality, which involves struggle 
against what I call the trinity of sexism, racism, and classism .... 

NANCY: I believe it begins with the "experiencing of your experience" 
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and that it means insisting on the well-being of women, all women, 
which is why racism must be examined in any feminist analysis" 
(Reinharz, 1992, p 6). 

This discussion exemplifies the difficulty in making a "once-and-for-all" definition of 
feminism but most importantly, it shows in itself what feminism is for me. "That these 
differences exist is fortunate because the lack of orthodoxy allows for freedom of 
thought and action" (Diamond & Edwards in Reinharz, 1992, p 6). 

Feminist theory is "the philosophical analysis of the concept of gender and the 
meaning of sexual difference. Feminist theory critically evaluates the claim that 
gender is determined directly by biology. Generally, feminist analysis depends on the 
premise that gender is a socially constructed, historically changing reality" (Tierney 
1989, p 139, see also Harding 1987, Lundgren-Gothlin 1989). 

Another important issue is that feminist theory is based on women's experiences. 
Feminist research challenges and criticises previous assumptions that have been taken 
for granted about such issues as family, sexuality, sexual violence, the structures and 
workings of political organisations, as well as the welfare state and sexual division of 
labour (Jonsdottir, 1989). 

I think it is important to keep in mind that "feminism, though centrally about women, 
their experiences and conditions, is fundamentally about men and social change. 
Feminist theories can therefore not be shrugged off by social work or the social 
sciences as being 'man-hating' or 'doctrinaire'" (Jonsdottir, 1989, p 51). 

I will continue by looking at what a feminist perspective in psychology can contribute 
to my understanding of anger. 

Women and Anger: a Psychological View. 

Very early in life, women are taught to believe that their task in life is to create and 
maintain social relationships which serve others (Miller, 1991b). Through these 
relationships a woman can respect herself, she is a part in something that she cares 
about. This is a very complex situation and Miller uses the term "being-in-
relationship" in her attempts to describe the beginning of how the infant develops an 
internal representation of itself as a kind of being. 

"This is the beginning of a sense of "self" that reflects what is happening 
between people. The infant picks up the feelings of the other person, 
that is, it has an early sense that "I feel what is going on in the other as 
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well as what is going on in myself." It is more complex because it 
involves "knowing" - feeling - what is going on in that emotional field 
between us" (Miller, 1991a, p 13). 

Miller (1991b) describes how we all, men and women, suffer from constraints that 
stop us from expressing our anger, and even from knowing where the anger comes 
from. These constraints differ, depending on whether we are men or women. She also 
argues that, even if these expressions of anger are constrained, we live in a society that 
creates anger, both in general and during our individual psychological development. 
This occurs for both sexes, but in different ways. Thirdly, she argues that it is possible 
that the conditions which create so much anger generate from the reality that the 
expression of anger has been encouraged mainly for men. Fourthly, if the first three 
points apply, all our understanding of what anger is and how it is created will be 
affected. 

Miller (1991b) claims that we live in a patriarchal society where men as a group 
dominate women. I would like to add that children are in the lowest position in this 
pyramid, and may be dominated by both men and women. She argues that there are 
some predictable ways in which a dominant group behaves: 

" - It tends to act destructively to subordinate groups. 
- It restricts the subordinate group's range of actions - and even 

reactions to destructive treatment. 
- It does not encourage subordinates' full and free expression of 

their experience. 
- It characterizes subordinates falsely. 
- It describes this as the normal situation - usually the 'natural' 

situation, ordered and ordained by higher and better powers, 
ranging from God to 'biology'" (Miller, 1991b, p 183). 

Miller (1991b) draws the conclusions that everyone who is subordinate turns out to be 
in a position that constantly creates anger. "Yet this is one of the emotions that no 
dominant group ever wants to allow in subordinates" (Miller, 1991b, p 183). Miller 
mentions three characteristics that can arise for all subordinate groups. First, I am 
weak, second, I am unworthy and thirdly, I have "no right" and " no cause" to be 
angry. For women, Miller argues, there have been additional specific dimensions 
which she summarises by saying "that women generally have been led to believe that 
their identity, as women, is that of persons who should be almost totally without anger 
and without the need for anger" (Miller, 1991b, p 184). In this case anger feels like a 
threat to women's central sense of identity, often called her femininity. She also argues 
that women usually tend not to express their anger at all or, in other words, express 
their anger as various "symptoms", somatic or psychic where the most common one is 
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depression. However, according to Kaplan, (1991) depressed women are sometimes 
aware of and in touch with their feelings of anger, and she continues, 

"the fears of the consequence of this anger are severe because these 
women experience their anger not as a valid sign of strength but rather 
as a confirmation of their bad and worthless selves" (Kaplan, 1991, p 
214). 

This leads me to conclude that, if you suppress your anger you get depressed and if 
you show it you are worthless. In other words "damn you if you do, and damn you if 
you do not". Furthermore, a woman's anger can be a threat to her relationship if she 
shows it, and this may supersede the threat to her own self-respect. In other words, 
anger can be a threat to her identity (Miller 1991b). 

I will now briefly outline the main characteristics of what the feminist perspective on 
crime has to offer my aspiration to fulfil the aim of this essay. 

Women and Crime, 

The main critique feminists have of criminology is that, 

"the theories of criminality have been developed from male subjects and 
validated on male subjects Thus they are man-made. Whilst there is 
nothing intrinsically wrong with this, the problem is that these theories 
have been extended generally to include all criminals, defendants and 
prisoners. It was assumed that the theories would apply to women; most 
do not" (Geisthorpe & Morris, 1990, p 3). 

The women's movement began to make female victims visible by highlighting rape, 
incest, domestic violence and sexual harassment. Feminist criminologists have 
continued to investigate these matters. 

There have been various attempts to understand women as criminals. One of the 
questions asked is: Why is the crime rate for women so low compared with that for 
men? Other questions are: Why do women become criminals? Are women's crimes 
different from those of men, and, if so, why? (H0igård & Snare, 1983). There are of 
course many theories that overlap both for women and men, including sociological, 
psychological and biological theories. These are often looked upon as genderless. 

Research on female offenders is said to have started with Lombroso and Ferrero's book 
"The female offender" published in 1895 (in Carlen, 1985). They assumed that all 
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criminals were atavistic, and they claimed that male criminals bore signs of 
degeneration to an earlier evolutionary type. They applied the same assumptions to 
women, but could not support their own theory as they did not find enough physical 
stigmata. Amazingly, they still managed to theorise their findings from an 
evolutionary perspective. Lombroso and Ferrerò supported their theory with the 
argument that women criminals showed fewer signs of degeneration than men because 
women in general were less developed (Carlen, 1985). They were not the only ones 
that looked upon women as inferior to men: Magnusson (1992) rt scusses in her report 
about women and men in the history of psychology how some ot the early psychiatrists 
saw women as "undeveloped men". Furthermore, this can in fact be traced back to 
Plato in his dialogue Timaeus, which is a story of the creation. 

"[...] and human-kind being of two sexes, the better of the two was that 
which in future would be called man. [...] And anyone who lived well 
for his appointed time would return home to his native star and live an 
appropriately happy life; but anyone who failed to do so would be 
changed into a woman at his second birth (Plato 1979, p 42). 

The men of the first generation who lived cowardly or immoral lives 
were, [...] reborn in the second generation as women [...] (Plato 1979, p 
90,91). 

However, Lombroso and Ferrero's view is not surprising if we think about what society 
looked like at the turn of this century. I think these views were common in both 
society and the scientific world at that time. Women should be pious, kind, timid, 
industrious and well behaved. If they were not, it was against society and nature. 
Carlen (1985) claims that "these misogynous themes not only occur again and again 
in the theories of women's crime but, what is more important, they continue to have 
tenacious hold upon the minds of judges, magistrates and the administrators of the 
women's prisons" (Carlen 1985, p 3). 

Morris (1987) provides some useful criticisms of a number of theoretical viewpoints 
on women and crime. She starts with biological and psychological explanations and 
mentions the influence from Lombroso and Ferrerò. Gove (in Morris, 1987) for 
example, attributes women's lower rate of criminal behaviour to their "affiliative 
nature, their physique and to their lack of assertiveness, all of which have a biological 
base" (Gove, in Morris 1987, p 40). 

With regard to mental illness and crime, the connection between madness and crime 
has a long history and there is an apparent paradox in the literature on women, crime 
and mental illness (Morris 1987). It seems that mental illness was both an alternative 
to criminal behaviour for women, and an explanation for their criminal behaviour. I 
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think some of these ideas came from the Victorian era when the ideal picture of 
women was very rigorous and many women did not want to or could not fit into this 
picture. During the same period psychology became science and mental hospitals 
raised their intake of "mad" women, which included women with criminal behaviour. 

Morris (1987) argues that women's sexuality and crime have biblical and historical 
origins; the story of the temptation of Eve is one example. Bergenheim (1988) has in 
her essay "Den liderliga häxan" discussed Kramer and Sprenger's handbook for witch-
hunters from 1487 where they assert again and again that the basis for witch-craft is 
sexuality, and the witch is seen as a thoroughly lecherous being. However the 
examples are not only historical, "women are used to being characterised and 
categorised on the basis of beliefs about their sexuality" (Morris, 1987, p 57). 

Another view is sex role and crime. The impact of differential socialisation is a reality 
and it starts at birth (Morris, 1987, McMath, 1991, Carlberg, 1989). Already from the 
cradle, parents probably respond differently according to the baby's sex. Behaviour 
that is more "feminine", such as being quiet and not fighting, is rewarded when girls 
are involved and discouraged in the case of boys. Morris (1987) argues that "this has 
obvious implications for understanding women's criminality, or the apparent lack of 
it" (Morris, 1987, p 63). 

As on the one hand psychological theories tend to focus on the inner life of the 
individual and theories of crime, on the other, usually focus on the societal level, I felt 
I needed some means whereby I would be able to understand the relationship between 
the two phenomena. This is where I found a feminist perspective on sexual violence to 
be useful. 

A Feminist Perspective on Sexual Violence. 

Liz Kelly's definition of sexual violence is: "Sexual violence includes any physical, 
visual, verbal or sexual act that is experienced by the woman or girl, at the time or 
later, as a threat, invasion or assault, that has the effect of hurting her or degrading 
her and/or takes away her ability to control intimate contact" (Kelly, 1988, p 41, see 
also Dahlberg et al, 1989). 

According to Kelly (1988), we have to bear in mind the important factor that the 
father still has the power within the structure of the family. Furthermore, the age 
relation within the definition of patriarchy is necessary if we are to develop our 
understanding of how the position of women and children, both within the family and 
the wider structures of social relations, which also involves class and race, are 
connected. Kelly (1988) points out that this helps us to define households as 
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embodying complex and, at times, cross-cutting power relations based on gender and 
age, which enables us to understand and theorise about the abuse of children by both 
fathers and mothers. 

Kelly (1988) continues to argue that power has been the focus of much discussion and 
debate within political science and sociology, although the analysis has predominantly 
been limited to power within the political and public sphere. According to Kelly 
(1988), one of the main arguments that feminists want to add to this debate, is that 
"personal is political". Thus, the attention is directed towards the existence of power 
within intimate relationships. 

I found Ås1 (1982) identification of what she has called the domination techniques 
very useful when I tried to understand how men (or women) can, consciously or 
unconsciously, use their power against women (or children). The five techniques are: 

- To blur, when men tend to forget women's existence or make them invisible. For 
example, when men ignore what a woman says in a meeting. 

- To ridicule, when men laugh at women's achievements, or compare women with 
animals, when women are said to be especially sensitive or sexual beings, or when 
women become rejected as cold or cynical. 

- To withhold information, when men evidently tum to other men with information 
that is not passed on to women, meetings in the sauna are an example. 

- Double punishment, damn you if you do, and damn you if you don't. (Ås, 1982) 

These techniques are found everywhere, and it is important to remember, some 
women use them as well - they provide power. 

Men are certainly active in strengthening and reproducing women's oppression and 
women have traditionally been seen as passive victims. However, an interesting shift 
has occurred in feminist research through the adoption of the survivor perspective. 
This is where I found Kelly's (1988) and Jonsdottir's (1990) descriptions of coping, 
resistance and survival useful. 

To See the Survivor Instead of the Victim. 

To see the girl or the woman as an active human being who survives despite, what 
happens to her, empowers and gives strength to women. Kelly (1988) states that 
feminist theory which connects analyses of sexuality with male violence has two 
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aspects. First, it proposes that male control of women's sexuality is a key factor in 
women's oppression. Second, it sees sexuality as based on men's experiences and 
definitions. I want to add that this can clearly be seen in the process of law-making, 
which for long was the prerogative of men and still is a predominantly man-
dominated process. For example, it was not until 1962 that juridical defence against 
rape within marriage was introduced in Sweden, and it was not until 1975 that free 
abortion was legalised. 

"Feminist analysis of power and sexuality leads to an understanding that social control 
is the purpose, and may also be the outcome, of gendered social relations." (Kelly, 
1988, p 31). This control forces women to develop strategies to protect themselves if 
they want to avoid the threat and reality of sexual violence. The result is that women 
have to limit their mobility, territory and encounters. This reminds me of the ongoing 
debate in Sweden concerning whether or not women dare to jog in the forest alone. 
Kelly (1988) says that, even if not all women live in constant fear, many of women's 
routine decisions and behaviour are almost automatic reactions to protect themselves 
from potential sexual violence. 

Kelly (1988) claims that the focus on coping, resistance and survival reflects women's 
experiences by shifting the emphasis from viewing women as passive victims of sexual 
violence to seeing them as active survivors. She states further that the word "victim" 
refers to someone who has been destroyed, which many women feel aspects of, but it 
hides the other side of women's victimisation, i.e. the active and positive ways in 
which women resist, cope and survive. Kelly (1988) studied the long-term effects of 
experiences of sexual violence. For this purpose she made 60 in-depth interviews with 
women. Her theorising of the concepts coping, resistance and survival are based on 
these interviews together with her experiences deriving from being a woman who, 
consciously or unconsciously, is reflecting about what it is to be a woman in society 
today. She means that attention can be drawn to the positive outcome in the process of 
coping by placing women as decision-makers and actors in the centre. She emphasises 
that this process is not desirable, but that it is a process where women make choices 
and act. And also, "we are not passive victims at the time of assaults nor are we 
passive victims in relation to the consequences of abuse" (Kelly, 1988, p 159). 

However, to be able to find the presence of coping and resistance in women's lives and 
to understand how women actually survive their experiences of abuse I have to start 
with an explanation of another term that Kelly uses which is "continuum ". 
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Sexual Violence as a Continuum 

When Kelly transcribed and analysed her interviews she found that most women had 
experienced sexual violence in their lives. To be able to describe and understand both 
the extent and range of sexual violence she began to use the term "continuum". She 
has based her usage of this concept on two of its meanings in the Oxford English 
Dictionary: "first, a 'basic common character that underlies many different events'; 
and second, 'a continuous series of elements or events that pass into one another and 
which cannot be readily distinguished" (Kelly, 1988, p 76). 

Kelly points out that her usage of the word continuum should not be taken to imply 
that there is a straight line connecting many different events or experiences. Her 
perspective is that all kinds of sexual violence are serious, and she is critical towards 
some feminists who want to create a hierarchy of abuse within a feminist analysis. She 
applies the continuum concept only to the prevalence of violence, i.e. that there are 
forms of sexual violence which most women experience in their lives. While these 
common forms are more likely to be defined by men as acceptable behaviour (for 
example, seeing sexual harassment as "a harmless bit of fun") they are connected to 
the forms of violence which are currently defined as crimes within the law (Kelly, 
1988). By showing how coping was present in the experiences of the women 
interviewed, Kelly was able to analyse how women avoided rape and also the 
responses of women during, and immediately after, incidents of flashing, sexual 
harassment, rape, incest and domestic violence. 

Coping and Resistance. 

Jonsdottir (1990) is another feminist researcher who uses the same concepts as Kelly 
and she (with reference to Breakwell, 1986) defines coping as: 

"Coping is thus an active conscious or unconscious reaction to threat, to 
avoid or to control its impact and the distress it brings to the threatened 
person" (Jonsdottir, 1990, p 58). 

Both Kelly (1988) and Jonsdottir (1990) found that coping strategies were used by the 
women they interviewed. Women's coping responses are active, constructive 
adaptations to experiences of abuse and they were used during assaults, in the 
immediate aftermath, and over time (Kelly, 1988). Further, it should be kept in mind 
that the way in which a particular woman or a child acts depends on where she is, and 
if there is anyone that can help her. If it is a family where both parents are abusive, it 
is harder for the child to get help. I think it is important to remember that those 
families where there is violence, or some other secrets, are often families with a very 
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united front towards the outside world. In these cases it is harder for the child to get 
help from the outside, and they often have to find other strategies to survive. Jonsdottir 
(1990) argues that one strategy of coping could be to deny the abuser access and 
control of one's mind and feelings. The woman's own inner resources also influence 
her coping options, as well as differences in age, class and race (Kelly, 1988). Further 
it is important to note that, "it is not possible to distinguish simplistically between 
effects and the coping strategies that women use", and Kelly continues "the responses 
of any particular woman will depend on how she defines her experience" (Kelly, 1988, 
p 160). Kelly has been studying several researchers' usage of coping and her main 
critique is that coping has been evaluated through a standard of "return to normal 
functioning". "I have argued that this standard is inappropriate in relation to sexual 
violence, as permanent changes in attitudes, behaviour and circumstances may occur" 
(Kelly, 1988, p 161). 

"Resistance is an active opposition and refusal to co-operate or submit to 
a threat, and is thus one form of coping" (Jonsdottir 1990, p 58). 

A threat is a reality when the individual perceives a disruption of her identity 
processes, which is a subjective experience. Gerhardt (in Kelly, 1988) suggests that 
coping can emerge as one reason why women participate in political action. I think 
many women's groups involve women who turn this kind of prolonged resistance into 
a form of collective resistance. 

Kelly (1988) means that resistance is a coping strategy where the woman refuses to let 
the abusive man take control. Resistance can be that she decides to live alone after 
leaving a violent relationship, and thus takes control over her own life. 

Survival. 

According to Kelly (1988), survival means that the woman goes on living after a life-
threatening experience. She claims that survival is the positive outcome of coping. 
Kelly (1988) refers to physical survival when the woman is not killed by the abuser, 
and emotional survival "refers to the extent to which women are able to reconstruct 
their lives so that the experience of sexual violence does not have an overwhelming 
and continuing negative impact on their life" (Kelly, 1988, p 163). 

With these concepts in mind, I now go on to tell Libby's life story through her own 
words. 
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4. LIBBYS STORY 

The Beginning. 

Libby: Are you good in English? 

Elisabeth: Eh, well - not very good, but I will do my best. 

Libby: I ask you, because I heard that you come from Sweden and I would like to ask 
you some questions about conditions for women in Swedish prisons. I just have to 
finish this and I can meet you later in the afternoon. 

Elisabeth: Uh, well, I don't know if I know that much about our prison system, but I 
would like to try. 

I met Libby in the sewing room in the Women's Prison, she was making cushions and 
she was alone in the big room. The social worker continued to show me the rest of the 
prison which was very interesting as it was my first visit to a prison. However, I felt 
nervous about meeting Libby, partly because she challenged my English, I still did 
not feel confident about speaking another language, and partly because she was the 
first prisoner I had ever met. Anyway, I met Libby later that afternoon and she made a 
deep impression on me. 

It took me a couple of weeks to build up my confidence enough to contact the social 
worker again and propose interviewing Libby. Libby agreed to make the interviews in 
the way I suggested (for details about my method see p 12) and after some 
administrational procedures I was allowed into the prison. It was about seven weeks 
since I had first met Libby. 

Libby begins to tell the story of her life. 

For me, this morning was not like other mornings. Firstly, I was nervous about 
whether I was going to manage to go through with the project or not. Just to get to the 
prison involved driving through the whole big city for the first time, with the traffic on 
the "wrong" side of the road, and finding the place outside the town where the prison 
was situated. Secondly, I was not at all familiar with the procedure being a prison, 
visitor Thirdly, it had been a long time since I had met Libby, would we be able to 
establish a good relationship ? 

The road to the prison gate was like a long straight alley which ended with a big iron 
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gate. I pressed the button by the speaker outside the prison gate and a voice 
commanded me to state my name and the purpose of my visit. I told the voice who I 
was, the gate opened and I drove my car to the parking lot. When I came inside I had 
to leave my bag, put on a visitor's tag and wait a while for one of the staff to come 
and take me through several locked doors to a room where I could finally meet Libby. 

We said hello and I began by giving her a short description of myself and my aim with 
these interviews. Libby began with a short description of herself. She is in her forties, 
married, and her husband is also in jail. She has three children, one is her husband's 
from his first marriage, another is in her early adolescence, and the third is about 20 
years old. She tells me that she has a life sentence and is charged with murder. For a 
long time, this is all I know about the reason why she is in prison. 

An ordinary middle-class family living in a suburb. 

I was my parents' first child. My father had come from Noland [assumed name] and 
had, as far as I remember it, a white collar job. My mother worked as a clerk in the 
same business, which is where they met. We lived in what now is a suburb but then 
was almost country. 

The very first memory I have in my whole life is sitting in the front seat of the moving 
truck when we were going to the new house. I can remember sitting in my father's 
knee and my mother was in the truck too, and she was holding my sister who was a 
baby. I remember the first morning in the new house, I remember the smell of bacon. 
That was a nice memory. 

In my therapy I have remembered that my mother was sexually abusing me until I was 
about three years old. 

I started school and it was a little school, only two rooms. I had very long plaits down 
the back, and the boys used to dip them in the ink wells and put chewing gum in my 
hair. It was horrible! And my mother was cross, she was brushing the plait on one 
side, and on the other side of my head she was trying to comb out chewing gum. She 
got angry and got scissors to ... [She shows me where her mother cut her hair, just 
below her ears]. I can still feel how that felt, that I felt violated. I didn't grow my hair 
again for years and years. My sister's hair was long because her hair was beautiful and 
mine was short because it was not. My mother constantly made me feel ugly. 

I never remember being cuddled by my mother. I don't remember being cuddled by 
my father either. I know he used to kiss us all good-bye in the morning. I hated it 
because it was not real, it meant nothing. He never showed feelings, but if I did 
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something he was proud of, he would come and stand behind me and put his hands on 
my shoulders, and that used to feel very good. My father was extremely violent. He 
used to beat the shit out of me, punching, kicking, throwing, and hitting me with a 
handle from a pick-axe. He hit me, and threw me against the wall, or on the floor. 

There is no pain in this memory, just fact. It happened a long time ago. [But when she 
tells me this, there is silence between the words and I am not sure there is no pain]. 
My mother used to hurt me too. She used to hit me with the wooden spoon and it was 
not until therapy I knew why, it was the wooden spoon... I was very, very, very scared 
of the wooden spoon. She abused me with the wooden spoon. She put it inside me. 
So when she said to me, "I'd get the wooden spoon", I was terrified, yeah. Yeah, it's 
horrible, but I'm very detached from it because I don't feel it anymore. I don't feel it in 
here, it's like I felt it and that's gone now. 

All my childhood was like that. I didn't understand as a child that my mother 
deliberately manipulated situations where my father would beat me up. I can see it 
now clearly, but as a child there is only good and bad. My father was bad, because he 
hurt me, and my mother was good, because she would stop him. But I didn't know that 
she knew how he would react and she would deliberately make him start to beat me 
up. 

In therapy I remembered the exact time when I was taught that violence works. This 
time my mother had made my father angry and he held my mother who was standing 
in a corner in the kitchen. He was holding her by the throat and he was shaking her, 
and her face went like a bruise. And I remember feeling that if he killed her then he 
would kill me, because I thought there will be no one to stop him. He had a big 
butcher's knife and I picked up this big knife and said, "Put your hand down or I will 
kill you", and he stopped. I now can remember quite clearly that from that very time I 
knew that when I felt threatened and frightened I could use violence and make it stop. 
I'd already been taught that violence was a control, because it controlled me, but I 
learnt then that I could use that tool also. Violence is a tool. 

I loved classical music. But I don't like to listen, I just like to play, and I was always 
taught that if I cried I would hear, "Stop that bloody noise". So I could cry through the 
piano, but my mother made me sit examinations and practise, practise, practise, 
practise until I hated it. It wasn't any good for me to do something just for the 
pleasure. My mother had a very Calvinist philosophy, which said that pleasure was 
bad. It always had to be a goal and an achievement. I was always first or second in my 
class, but if I came second best they said "you nearly did it". If I come first my father 
was very proud of me, and that was the most affection I felt from him. 

When I started to menstruate, oh, that was horrible. I had one period when I was 
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ten, only one. And I didn't know what it was, I thought something must be cut down 
there. We had guests at the house that night and I told my mother I had blood in my 
panties. She came out in front of everyone and said, "Oh, she's got her period", and I 
felt horrible. Because I really didn't know what it was, but I felt like it was private and 
I didn't want anyone to know. Then she got babies' nappies, and I had to sew them and 
fold them and sew them. I had to use them for my periods and I had to wash them, 
and to hang them on the line and people could see them. And I HATED it. I found out 
later that girls at school had Tampax but I wasn't allowed that. I used to steal to get 
them. 

I had one special friend, her birthday was two days before mine and we used to 
pretend we had the same birthday. But I got sick and sent to my Granny. I had lost my 
friend when I got back. From what I know now I think I had a kind of a breakdown 
then. I got very sick, and I can remember the thing I used to do, and I did this a lot, 
when I couldn't cope with a situation. I would project myself somewhere else. This is 
hard to understand but it worked very well for me. I made little holes and things and 
climbed into them. I had a little hole I picked in the wall with my pencil, just a wee 
hole, and I used to sit in this wee hole and watch my parents, watch them talking to 
me and my body. I could see my body on the bed. I made a little hole in the bank 
outside my bedroom window and pushed a tin can in there, and I could climb into the 
tin can. I made a hole under a little bush with yellow flowers. I could hide under there 
and it was a whole fantasy world down there in my mind. It was quite real to me. I 
understand now what I was doing. I couldn't cope with the situation so I ran away. 
Whatever was going on with my body, well, the rest of me wasn't there. It was only 
happening to my body. 

Granny spoilt me a little. She would never smack me or hit me, but she would say, 
"Oh, I'm so disappointed", and I just would be so sad that I had displeased her. And 
straight away I'd be good because I loved her. She taught me things just for the fun of 
it. She had a lovely garden and she did a lot of floral art. And she taught me to make 
things just to enjoy it. And Granny used to bring me, she woke up very early in the 
morning, a cup of tea with sugar and biscuits to dump in the tea. I never had breakfast 
in bed at home. And she nursed me when I was sick. But I think my mother decided I 
was far too happy because she brought me back home. 

When we played, we built houses and huts in the trees. We climbed the trees and just 
ran around. But we did not really play boys' and girls' plays. I had dolls but I wasn't 
interested. In winter we would listen when they would read a story on national radio. I 
read! I probably read two books every night. 

My father took me to his work once. And I was frightened by all the big machines and 
the noise and smell that come from them, but it is still a good memory. I don't know 
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how I got there because my mother wasn't there, but I remember being quite often in 
his office, and playing with his things he used in his work. It was a good memory 
because he would give me his work equipment to play with. 

I liked things I did with my dad alone without the other kids. The times when it was 
just me and dad were always happy. But when it was me and dad and mum it 
wasn't. I can't remember any good times with just me and mum. T remember I couldn't 
talk for a long time, and I don't know if it was laryngitis or in my head. About that 
time I remember I felt a bit better one day and my mother had gone out, and for some 
reason I got down and scrubbed the whole floor in the living room and it was wood 
board, and I picked in between the boards with a nail. You could have eaten your 
dinner on the board, and my mother came home and she gave me a hug for that. 

Children belonged in a children's world and not in an adult's world. A family came to 
live in the neighbourhood and I very much admired the woman. She taught song 
and song therapy. She was very elegant, very sophisticated, always beautifully 
groomed, and had a lovely figure. She always looked beautiful, and her home always 
looked beautiful, and her garden always looked beautiful. Everything in our house was 
ugly, and I don't know if it was the contrast. And she would talk to me. I always 
wanted to be like her, and I actually think in my style of dress I probably still am very 
much like her. 

Libby told me that her style of dress in the prison was clothes she would probably only 
wear at home. They were comfortable tights, often bright redf and a big warm, often 
blacky sweater. She said to me once that if she had met me outside the prisony in my 
office or at her home, she would probably have worn a women's suit. She also showed 
me some pictures from earlier in her life so I could see how she dressed, and I felt it 
was important for her to give me this picture. 

During this session the weather outside was terrible, it was hailing and blowing hard. 
Libby gave me a cup of coffee when I came and then she told me about this horrible 
childhood, it was quite terrible to hear, but as long as she copes, / can.. 

I was alright until I realised that it was not normal. 

This life was not what you were meant to get, so I rebelled. My mother said I was 
stupid and that it was a waste of money to educate me because I was stupid. And I 
believed I was stupid until I had my IQ tested at school. My IQ is 176 so I'm 
absolutely not stupid, I'm a genius. 

I found other ways of escaping as I got older. I developed multiple personalities, more 
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than one of me, to share out the shit. Sometimes when I get really stressed I still slip 
into another personality, and I hate when it happens because I cannot remember what 
I do. I cannot remember, maybe for three or four days. That is why I hate when they 
call me Li, because most of the other people - personalities - people I call them, most 
of them did not have different names. But Li is the one that is so scatty and selfish. 
That person was not real, it was just convenient. It was like all of the nasty side of me 
was packed into that one person. I don't know what was happening, but I was doing it 
all the time. There was one teenager who walked out of the house in the morning, it 
was another one by the time I got to school, and the one at school was a monster. I 
got expelled from secondary school when I was fifteen because of my behaviour, but 
they had no idea why I behaved like that. They just knew I was a damned nuisance. 

I was horrid. I was a horrid adolescent. I was probably thirteen when I started to 
realise that other families were different to mine, that other children didn't get bashed 
on, and that other children got cuddled. I can remember learning that gradually. I 
think I began to be aware that other children had affection in their families, and I was 
really pissed off that they would be having something so good and I wasn't. 

The first time I knew things were different was when my father started shouting when 
a friend of mine was at my place, and she ran away. The next day my friend was sorry 
she ran away because it was rude but my father had frightened her when he shouted. 
And I said, "Well, doesn't yours?" and she said, "No". There were also other girls. 
When I went to college I stayed at a friend's family. Her family was close and I was 
happy to be there. I felt safe there. We were also allowed to be private together, 
whereas my mother would never allow us children to be private, to go into a room and 
close the door. 

I started to really hate being at home. I hated everything that had to do with my family 
and home because there was so much out there that was better, and why shouldn't I 
have that too! I wanted that, and I will never get it! 

My father used to beat me up until I left, but my mother probably didn't have to work 
on getting him to beat me up when I was a teenager. I got very abusive with my 
mouth. I got in trouble at school, I was always breaking the rules. We had dress 
rules at school, and I was always breaking them. I did my damnedest to look as cheap 
as I could. Before I was sleeping around with boys I wanted to look as if I did. 

I was drinking, there weren't any drugs, but there was alcohol, and in my house 
alcohol was absolutely forbidden. The first time I drank was the first time I got the 
chance. I used to steal make-up from the shops and sell it to the older girls so I could 
buy cheap wine. I used to drink this at school during lunch-time. Then I discovered 
that when I did it, when I drank, I laughed a lot, I had a good time, and everyone 

32 



wanted to be around me. Probably because they thought I was so drunk they could 
have sex with me. But that felt good at that time, I felt accepted, I felt part of the 
crowd. It was a terribly rough crowd I was running around with. But they accepted 
me, and I felt free! 

So I was making a choice, and I was doing something my parents would hate, but I 
was doing it anyway. I decided to do it. I wanted to break rules. I wanted to break all 
the laws. 

The headmaster sent me to a school counsellor, and he said to my mother, "I could 
lose my job for telling you this but I believe that if this girl is not moved away from 
this man, he will kill her!" I had marks on my neck, finger marks and bruises, and the 
school thought I had love bites. I didn't know what love bites were. I didn't know what 
they were talking about. And they sent me to the school counsellor, and he said, "Who 
did that to your neck!". I said, "Dad". But the school counsellor thought they were love 
bites, and he asked my sister. She said, "They are no love bites, they are bruises!" I 
hated the school counsellor, because he was the authority! I only told him because I 
was angry because he thought I had love bites. He asked me how often this was 
happening. I said, "All the time!M 

I was scared they would tell the police so my father would be taken to court, and then 
he would bash me up more. If I had told the police he probably would have gone to jail 
for about seven years, but nobody ever did. I also had this horror of Welfare homes. 
My mother would always say, if I told anyone I'd end up in Welfare homes. The police 
came to our house sometimes, but they just went away. In those days the police would 
not interfere with domestics. 

One night I took one of the children and jumped out of the window, because it was 
really bad that night. I ran to a neighbour next door, and she said, "We don't want to 
be involved!", and shut the door. So I ran to another lady over the road, and she 
brought me inside. I remember she rang the police and I was really embarrassed 
because I had my night-gown inside out. She made me cocoa, and I stayed there until 
after the police had gone and Dad had calmed down. But mostly the neighbours just 
didn't want to know. 

I turned fourteen in the beginning of the school term, and that year my whole aim in 
the class room was to disrupt the class, to challenge authority, and to make it so the 
teacher couldn't teach. If the teacher couldn't control, I would control. I think 
everything I did was with that aim. 

I started to menstruate regularly and I realised that boys wanted me. I realised that 
they couldn't make me do what they wanted me to do anymore. I was trying to take 
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power over my own life. But I didn't realise what I was doing, it was not acting, I was 
reacting. 

I wasn't allowed to choose what subjects I wanted to do at school. I wanted to learn 
mathematics so I could be a motorcycle mechanic, or even a car mechanic. There was 
one garage that would take women as apprentices. But I had to have four mathematics 
school certificates. But [her parents or the school said], "You're not gonna be a motor 
mechanic, it's not ladylike, you will not take mathematics". And school allowed this! I 
had to take history. I HATE history. 

When I was fourteen the school teachers started to tell my parents about my behaviour 
at school. Once a week I had to take the weekly report to each teacher and have them 
write their comments. All comments were bad so they put me on a daily report. It 
came to a point when I lost my temper. There was this other student who was 
supposed to discipline me. He called me by my surname, and usually they only called 
boys by their surnames. To call a girl by her surname can be an insult. I took it as an 
insult. I threw my books at him, the books hit the desk, and he had a big bottle with 
ink, and the ink bottle and the books flew across the bench and hit the black board. 
The black board had a big pile of chalk, and it was chalk and ink and books all over 
the place, and mostly on the teacher. He sent me to the headmaster and the 
headmaster sent me home and no one wanted me to go back to school. Suited me fine! 
I didn't want to be there. 

I started working with a florist. I liked the work but I hated the boss, probably because 
she was the boss. I got sacked from this job after six months. She said she couldn't 
stand my cheap perfume any longer. I looked as a cheap tart. She wanted a flower 
shop for men to come and buy flowers for ladies. And they won't buy them from a 
cheap tart, they wanted to buy it in a nice shop. She was losing trade because of my 
appearance, and I wouldn't accept that explanation. I thought she was just being 
personal. Then I went to work for another florist firm. That was when child welfare 
stepped in and said to my mother I should leave home. So I was sent to live with my 
auntie. 

That was wonderful. They had a little batch, at the back of their house which was 
mine! It was completely private. I was allowed to smoke. If I wanted to go out I 
could go out. I came home drunk and she gave me Disprin in the morning. She was 
really non-judgmental and it was probably the best thing she could have done because 
I got no reaction from her. And I was still pretty wild, but not so much as a rebellion 
thing, just because that was what I had become. But it wasn't a sense of somebody 
else's role anymore. 

Then my mother left my father because he hit my sister. He had hit me for fifteen 
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years, that was fine, and he hit my sister once, and she left him. I wasn't there and my 
mother made him mad and she couldn't control him anymore. Well, she didn't have 
me to push him at, and the whole thing was a game between him and her, and I wasn't 
there for them. But my mother loved my sister. It's not my mother's fault she doesn't 
love me, either you love someone or you don't! She just didn't. At that time I started to 
live alone. 

I became a good burglar. I started stealing from shops, but you could only steal a 
little bit from a shop, only a few shillings worth. I wasn't good at that and I was 
always very scared of getting caught. At a burglary, there is nobody to watch you. In 
those days, there weren't alarms in the factories or shops and nobody was there. 

I discovered that by stealing I could get money. The more there was to steal, the more 
I would take. It was pure greed, I did it because I wanted things I didn't have. It was 
rebellion against poverty. I think my father had quite a good income, but we always 
felt poor. If we [children] wanted anything at all that wasn't absolutely necessary my 
mother would say, "There is not enough money for that", but there probably was. I 
don't know what she did with the money. I enjoyed the challenge of crime, but 
mainly I did it because I could see no other way of living. I am very intelligent, and 
that can be good. But it can also be a killer, because you get bored so easily. I had jobs 
in factories and I couldn't stand it. Because it was nothing to think about. You always 
daydream, and I had a job as a clerk, and I hated that. Because after you have done it 
for months, you knew what to do, so it was just repeating the same thing. There was 
no stimulation. Crime was stimulating, and the deeper involved you get, the more 
stimulated it would become. It is very competitive and it was very stimulating because 
every day there was a new challenge. It was good from that, and that it got my head 
working. 

I really never made very close friends, I don't know why. I've had friends, but they 
were come-and-go, never permanent. 

Young men had fun, young men had fewer restrictions, and young men could choose 
whatever they wanted. Young women had better hurry up and enjoy themselves before 
they had to get married. I really thought that, and I didn't want to get married. I 
always felt the odd one out. I always felt that I didn't fit in. I don't know where that 
came from. I know I could be very arrogant and perceived as being very sure of 
myself, but I was not. I probably would have been if I'd stopped long enough to think, 
but I just kept so busy, a sort of frantic activity. Very possibly so I wouldn't have time 
to be affected. I don't think I cried from, I don't remember, when I was very little. 

I had sex with lots and lots of different men. I didn't want a relationship. "I love you, I 
don't believe you, you wanna have sex, let's do it!". That's what it was to me, it was 
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power! Sex was power. I had some boyfriends but it was only sexual relationships. 
They would tell me they loved me, but when they said they wanted to get engaged, I 
would run. 

There was violence too when I was an adolescent. For no reason, I just attacked 
people, people I didn't know, people I'd never seen. It was like I was really, really 
angry at everybody, so it didn't matter who got it. That was one of the personalities. I 
could quite clearly see this other person. I could clearly feel myself sitting back within 
myself when I was crazy. But I am pretty well integrated now, there is only one who is 
a very scatty, empty-headed, silly, giggly, and loud person, and even when I slip into 
that person I catch myself, I can call myself back. I think that person is a part of me, 
and I do not like it, so I tend to keep that person out as a separate one. But I just have 
to find a way to balance my sense of humour and frivolity, because I am a more 
serious person. I have not worked on that yet, because there are things with more 
importance, like anger and violence. Well, if you don't cry, you gonna get angry. It has 
to come out somehow. 

I had three suicide attempts in my late teens. That's why I went to a psychiatrist. He 
made me more of a mess than I was before. He gave me pills. I'd never had pills 
before. I got a barbiturate addiction from that doctor. "Take this, it will make you 
well", well that's the doctor, so you take it! 

When I was living at my mother's [after she got divorced] I went to the local high 
school. I went back to try again for University Entrance [UE]. I didn't fit in well at 
school anyway. Because once you've been to work, you can't go back to being a child. I 
lived in an adult world and was trying to go back to a child's world. So I was very 
lonely there. Apart from being alone I was aware of being different. I also had a lot 
of menstrual problems and I missed a lot of school time and they said to me, "We 
thought it would be better to do two years". Oh, no, I was gonna do one year, not two 
years. I couldn't stand two years with this isolation. It was like I was only hanging on 
because I wanted the UE, and I was really unhappy. It wasn't just that I was alone 
there, I didn't even sit with someone else to have lunch, or walk home with someone 
else. The others probably just saw me as very bad, because all they knew this, loose, 
wild woman. It was like the final failure. 

Music was fun, getting drunk, experimenting with drugs, and smoking was fun. It was 
probably against the law but nobody knew about the law. It wasn't a big thing, but the 
music and people that were involved in the music were. People's rights demonstrations 
and activism were fun, because you believed in it and there were other people who 
believed in it. You were together, you felt you belonged, and that you were accepted. 
I think I did have political affiliations but I didn't know what they were. I assume my 
thinking has always been a feminist socialist's! But I didn't know about those labels, 
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but that's what I believed in. 

I used to go to a bar, where the girls worked from the bar. Men would pick me up, and 
I would take them up the alley and smack them over the head with a brick, and steal 
their wallet. I never had sex with them. I just took them to rob them, and mostly they 
could do nothing about it because I was very careful whom I went with. I chose 
businessmen in my father's age. How could they explain to their wives and children 
what they doing up an alley with a teenaged girl? They would wake up, and go home 
and say nothing. I did that a lot. I was never a stripper. I could not work in strip 
clubs for extra money. I couldn't do that. I don't know why, but I was not comfortable 
with my body, I believed my body was too ugly. I didn't want to be looked at. 

I felt that the sex industry was allowing the men to abuse you. I approached the sex 
industry as a con. They thought they were going to abuse me but I abused them. I 
didn't prostitute myself, I just robbed them. I was more into tricking them, because I 
really felt contempt for them. I would smack them on the head so they were asleep. I'd 
knock them out. I had to be angry. 

I can't even remember all my relationships. It was really nothing good, certainly 
nothing healthy. I can remember some relationships, they were usually brief, and 
always crazy. Men always wanted to control women and when you became somebody's 
girlfriend, they suddenly didn't want to have any fun with you any more, they just 
wanted you to be available. They didn't want you to be independent, or to decide for 
yourself where you would go and what you would do and whom you would see. They 
wanted to control me. I didn't want that. The things in me that attracted men, as soon 
as I became his girlfriend, he wanted me to stop those things that had attracted him. 
He didn't want me to be outspoken, and state my opinions, and be bold. He wanted me 
to be in the background. I also think that to be sexually attractive was about the only 
acknowledgement I ever had from anybody else. It was only my body that men 
recognised as desirable. So as soon as it became girlfriend and boyfriend I'd be trying 
to get out because I didn't want their control. I wanted to be in control. 

During this session about adolescence, I was nervous when I arrived because I wanted 
to talk about confidentiality. It was something we had talked about before and my 
feeling at first was that Libby did not wish to be anonymous. I wanted to hide her 
identity to protect other people in her life, and I was worried about how she would 
take it. We discussed it again and we finally came to the agreement to keep it 
confidential. For her it was not a big issue, she said that the aim, was to give her 
version of her life, and to contribute to something written about women in prison. I 
believe that she was a little bit nervous too, she had mentioned before that her 
adolescence was not something that she was proud of. It took us a while to start and 
talk about this period. Libby was silent a lot, partly because she had to think a while 
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before she remembered, and partly because some of it was hard to talk about. She 
used her body-language a lot, big gestures, and she was sometimes very still. Her 
voice was also loud sometimes, and sometimes so quiet that it was difficult to hear on 
the tape. At the end of the session I asked her: 

Elisabeth: Was this something that you thought could be hard to tell? 

Libby: I don't tell this to anyone except my husband. I knew that adolescence would be 
the hardest part to talk about because I was very promiscuous. And that's really at odds 
with what I feel is good conduct. 

KI had succeeded, it would have been worth it. 

Sometimes you would sleep with one of the boys if you had a relationship. Sometimes 
there would be no relationship. Sometimes a relationship would develop but it would 
never last long. My first marriage came out of one of those relationships. I got 
pregnant by chance with my first child, a son. What I liked at first with my first 
husband was that he was studying and I would understand some of the things in his 
textbooks and I saw that he acknowledged my intellect. But that stopped once he 
looked at my legs. 

We went to live in a place far away where my husband got employed. The landscape 
was nothing. It was an old river bed, just rocks and low grass. Ugly! It was flat, and 
dirty ground, and mostly ugly. And there were ugly houses, and I cried. Our 
relationship was not good. We had no conversations at all. I knew nobody, and he 
would not allow me enough money to hire a baby-sitter so I could go out. I started 
sewing, I'm good at sewing and I could do dressmaking, but he found out. He stopped 
me going out. That's when I found out that you always got to have your own money! I 
felt like a prisoner. In some ways more than a prisoner, sometimes he would demand 
sex, and sometimes he would be violent. I was totally isolated. I wanted to be a happy 
wife, I had my baby and I wanted us to be a normal family. 

He used to bash the shit out of me, regularly, often. I don't know why. He would come 
home and I would say, "Where have you been?" and he thought it was an 
interrogation. But I wanted to know where he had been, because I had been nowhere. 
And even to hear of his experiences second-hand was something new. I left him. He 
hit the baby and that was the end of that. I hit him back that day. 

Before I came to this session, where we were talking about her relationships with menf 

I was very upset. I had started to long very much for my children, who were in 
Swedenf and I came straight after a group supervision where all this longing had 
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finally come up together with all the other things following from being a long way 
from your home, like children, relatives and friends. I had cried and felt that I was in 
dream or something. Then I had to drive the long way to the prison and I was late. 
When I came into the prison I had to wait in a room for a while. When I met Libby she 
told me that her solicitor had been there, it was something about her daughter's 
placement. We were not in a very good mood either of us and it was a short session. 
When we were about to leave the room Libby turned around and said quickly, "I like 
you". I was surprised and saidf "I like you too". That was a really good feeling. 

I don't think that physical pain really bothers me very much. When I bum myself, I 
smell it before it hurts. I know that nobody would ever bash and make me do what 
they want because of the pain. But it hurts inside me that someone who wanted to love 
me also wanted to hurt me. That is my pain from violence, that he wanted to 
physically hurt me. That was the pain. Not the physical pain. And the way I felt 
towards my first child, I couldn't stand to touch my first baby. I loved my son and I 
wanted to touch him, but when I held him I felt sick. From therapy I understood why I 
was thinking "mother touch was dirty touch11. When I realised that it was not "dirty 
touch", it was good. But my first child particularly lost a lot because of that. He came, 
the Christmas before last, and spent a week down here and we had long visits [in the 
prison]. Then I told him why I behaved like this. I thought in his unconscious he must 
remember that he was not cuddled, but you need that, babies need to be touched. 
And I thought he had the right to know why. We spent the whole week cuddling [she 
chuckles with warmth]. So there is a good bond there now which wasn't there before. 

When I left my first husband I lived in a caravan at my mother's house. She was with 
her second husband, and he and I just clashed. He felt that because I was living in 
their caravan it gave him right to dictate my life. So I got a state unit. I had some brief 
sexual relationships with men, I think to re-assert to myself that I was desirable. And 
that was good because I had lost any belief in myself. But mostly, at that time, it was 
me and my son. I enjoyed living on my own, depending on myself. I enjoyed that 
period of not relying on any man for anything. 

I then got involved in a church group. One of the women there had her fiancé in 
prison. He wanted her to take a message from him to another prisoner and she wanted 
me to follow her. That is how I met my second husband. It was like electricity when I 
met him. After a while I started to go and visit him on my own. 

I think it was a marriage that was meant to be. He believes in me, he believes that I 
can do anything I want to do. And because he believes this, I believe this. Everything, 
all the growth and healing and development I'd ever done, came from the security of 
his faith in me. I don't know if he realises just how important he is to me. He is more 
honest than anyone I've known. I know he wouldn't tell me lies about how he sees me. 
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We got married after some years, and up until we did, marriage to me was a 
bureaucratic piece of paper. We felt that if we were legally married it would give us a 
better legal access to see each other if we would get arrested. But we found there was 
more to it than a formal paper, it was like a public statement. After that we have been 
much closer. My daughter with him was born before that marriage. We have always 
been very, very close, she was my little friend. Yeah, my special baby, I know you're 
not supposed to have a special baby, but she is my special one. My husband brought 
with him one daughter from his first marriage and we have become very close, our 
relationship is special to both of us, that she has accepted me as a mother. It is not 
very often a child gets to choose "I will have this woman for my mother", and for an 
adult woman to choose "I will have this woman for my daughter", and we were able to 
do that. It's very good. 

After my second child was born we started to deal drugs. Suddenly we had a three 
bed-room home and an acre of land and I had nannies for my children. We had two 
cars. We had a 26 foot cabin cruiser and a small truck to pull it. Ohh, we had 
clothes, we had antique furniture, we had art work. We had a quarter of a million 
dollars in cash. Then I got addicted to heroin, I had as much as I wanted. We got it 
directly from the importer so we had no supply problems. And we just mismanaged 
everything. Everything. We spent everything we had. We lost the house, we had to 
sell the cars and the truck and the boat at great losses. Someone broke into the house 
while we were running away from the police. 

I decided to quit drugs. I was sick as a pig, very, very sick. I lost nearly all my weight 
and I had to wear nappies. I don't believe the stories that addicts cannot be withdrawn. 
It is NOT true! Anybody can be withdrawn, because I was withdrawn at home with 
no supporting chemicals at all, and I was using 30 grams a week of uncut heroin. 

I would now personally have nothing to do with drugs. I would never use them or sell 
them again under any circumstances, because I think drugs are bad. But at that stage 
I didn't recognise drugs as bad. I only sold to people who wanted to buy them. I 
couldn't see then how that was immoral, but now I can. I now think that drugs are 
bad, because when you use drugs you shut your sickness inside, bury it under the 
drugs. And it doesn't so much make people sick as prevent them from healing. I don't 
believe anybody gets addicted to drugs unless they've got problems that lead them to 
drugs in the first place. I don't believe it is a drug problem, I think we have problems 
that underlie what's called the drug problem. 

It was really hard when my husband got arrested. All the money was gone and I was 
living in cheap flats, and it was financially hard. I often would have to move from 
one address to another so the police didn't find me. The kids could still stay in the 
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same school. I would move during the school holidays as often as possible so it 
wouldn't be a break through the term, or I would try to move within the reach of the 
same school. The police never bothered to check the school records. Even when I 
wasn't running from the police I just didn't want them to know where I was. I couldn't 
stand it when they came to the door at five o'clock in the morning, waving, yelling and 
screaming. 

The children were the icing on the cake. They were the good part. We had some 
grand times together. We all used to sit up in bed together and watch the horror movie 
with bags of chips, in my bed, with the TV at the bottom of the bed. None of us would 
still be awake at the end of the movie. Our goal was that our children would have a 
home that we owned and the education that neither of us got. This was what we 
wanted, to establish a security for the family. Yeah, we were looking towards the 
future, we didn't notice what we were doing. If the children wanted to be lawyers or 
doctors or pilots or what ever, we wanted to have money for them to have their 
education. Now I see it as a bloody waste of time, it became nothing. If I had 
succeeded it would have been worth it. I would sell my soul for my children to have 
an education. 

When we had this session about motherhood we were interrupted by a knock on the 
door. One of the staff come and saidt "The visit is here". Libby did not know that her 
children were supposed to come, and had to excuse herself she wanted to see the 
children and asked me if I wanted to see them. Of course I wanted to. We went into a 
big visiting room to meet them. It was her oldest step-daughter together with Libby's 
second child. These two were sitting very close to each other, and the youngest one 
was shy in the beginning. Libby introduced me (they knew about me because Libby 
had told them about me before) and after a while the tension eased. They soon forgot 
that I was there, and went on talking about things like clothes, the youngest's school 
and about her foster placement which she was not satisfied with. At the end of the visit 
Libby was sitting on the floor between the youngest's legs. The two girls were braiding 
her long hair and made a knot on the top of her head. They did a lot of touching and 
were very close during the visit. They were laughing a lot and enjoyed each other's 
company. The conversation was about serious as well as joyful matters. 

A quiet rural way of life. 

It was funny really, because we had settled into a quiet rural way of life. We were 
supported by the state and we were living on benefits, but we weren't involved in any 
crime. Then I got arrested. I didn't originally get arrested for murder, I got arrested for 
a string of trivial things, and some charges weren't even true, but I think they didn't 
believe that we weren't doing any crime. They assumed we must be cooking up 
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something else. And we weren't, we just wanted to take our family out of the city, and 
live in peace, and stay together, and not go to jail! 

Stop, stop it! 

After some time they found out about the murder. 

It was not until the eighth session we came to talk more about the murder. As I have 
to hide Libby's identity, I cannot describe exactly what happened. I can say that she 
murdered a man who was not a relative or a friend, and it was in a situation where 
she felt provoked, as Libby describes it. However, the more I got to know Libby, the 
less important the details about the murder felt. Furthermore, for the purpose of this 
essay, the point is not what happened, but rather what Libby felt at the time, and also 
how this act symbolised the end of the abuse in her life for her. I also felt during this 
session that I did not want to discuss Libby's thoughts and feelings about the murder 
any further as she had just recently begun to talk, feel and think about it during her 
therapy sessions. On the other hand, she felt very easy talking about the trial and the 
immediate circumstances around the act, and it was obvious that this was a story she 
had told many times before. 

Libby said that the murder had nothing to do with her criminal career, it was a 
personal thing, and she describes her feelings from the murder like this: 

Libby: It didn't actually have to come to murder, that's really unfortunate that it did. 
But from the time I was born, I think, my life has been - there has been a pattern 
recurring through my life where I've been abused. And it had to come a stage where I 
went - THAT IS ENOUGH! [Her voice is hard and disgusting]. 

Libby said that for hert the murder was the last straw that broke the camel's back. She 
did not stop and think about what happened. What was in her head was "no more of 
this, stop, stop it!". Libby tells me that she has never once reacted towards anybody 
with violence in the prison. According to her, the murder was like a final statement, 
and she said that she will not be forced into violence again. Libby now has other ways 
of dealing with her anger. She said she will use her mouth, she can shout, or walk 
aw ay y or switch it off until she can be alone and think about it. She now feels that she 
can think of a strategy that would make the situation better, and thus how she will 
resolve it. 
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I would like to speak to women, speak to them in the course of research. 

Elisabeth: How do you see your future? 

Libby: Well, this is what I want to do. When it is time I want to go to the parole board. 
The board is sitting in September. I want to be sitting my last exams for my first 
degree, Bachelors degree, in October, November. So when I go to the board I just have 
to sit one more series of exams and in December/January I will know, before I have 
achieved my degree. And I hope then the board will say, "Yes, if you have achieved 
your degree, we will release you and you can go to the university". I want to go there 
for probably two or three years. This is what I hope. I want to live at the university, 
there are small students' flats on campus, and do post-graduate studies. 

Elisabeth: Yes, in sociology? 

Libby: In sociology. And achieve a Masters degree. And then I want to work with the 
Justice Department, doing sociological research so that I can have some impact on 
policy decisions. So that policy decisions can get closer to reality. Because my 
experience of the justice system has been that it is dys-functional. It is just locking 
people up and letting them out and locking them up again. And it's not addressing the 
issues that brought them into the justice system in the first place. 

Elisabeth: What are the restrictions for you to achieve that? 

Libby: First, I might not be able to get a student flat. Second, the board might say no. 
That is the main one. But I don't believe they will say no, and I'm certainly not giving 
them any reason to say no. I know I'm going to go to the board with the most positive 
case for release of any woman I have seen in this prison. 

Elisabeth: I think you are right [in a very low voice]. 

[Pause]. 

Libby: I may not be accepted at the university. And finally, and most dreadfully. The 
Justice Department may fail to recognise that I have something to offer. In that case I 
will do research on a contract basis, independent basis, and sell my research to 
whoever wants to buy it. And when I reach what they call retirement age, when I feel 
that I'm not contributing enough anymore because of age, I would like to tutor at one 
of the universities. I'd like to do things like speaking to women, and speaking to them 
in a group, speaking to them in the course of research. 

Elisabeth: Mm, I think you should be a very good voice. Mmm, well I think it is time 

43 



for us to end this. 

Libby: Mmm. 

Elisabeth: And I must say that you have given me so much. I have appreciated this -1 
mean -1 have been so excited every Friday to come here. It has been - for me it has 
been - the best thing - actually. 

Libby: Really! [She sounds happy]. Oh well! [She chuckles]. Ijust told you my story! 

When we said good-bye she went through the first door which had a long corridor 
behind it. There was a pane of glass in the door. When she had waved good-bye to me 
I saw her dancing alone in that long corridor towards the door at the other end. 
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5. A RECONSTRUCTION TOWARDS A NEW UNDERSTANDING. 

When you wish to write about someone's life you always come to the point of deciding 
where to stop. Jean-Paul Sartre once tried to see how much it was possible to write 
about one person. He had to give it up, but before he stopped he had written 2700 
pages (Sartre, in Bernler & Bjerkman, 1990). I started thinking about how much one 
person's life contains, and it made me feel dizzy. It is impossible to write everything 
down, and it is not at all necessary either. Nevertheless, I am aware of how much I 
have had to leave out of Libby's life story in what I have chosen to present in this 
essay. I had to keep the aim of this essay in mind, i.e. through a reconstruction of 
Libby's life to try to find out what strategies she used in order to survive. To be able to 
discover these strategies, I deconstructed Libby's life into those lines which I described 
earlier in the methods section (p 14). I will go through the lines one by one and 
describe the contents of each (see Fig. 1 for an overview). After that, I will continue 
with the reconstruction. These lines should be seen as complementary, they sometimes 
overlap each other. For instance, the border between "life" and "feeding" is not 
distinct. 

The Deconstruction Lines. 

Abuse, 

Libby's mother abused her sexually when Libby was very little, which she has 
remembered in therapy. Her mother abused her mentally when she cut Libby's hair 
which she treasured, she never cuddled Libby, and she made Libby feel ugly and 
stupid. Her mother made things that Libby enjoyed boring, such as playing the piano. 
She made Libby feel humiliated and ridiculous when she got her first period, She 
threatened her with having to go to a welfare home if she told anyone about the abuse. 
Libby's mother also abused her physically, for instance when she used to hit her with 
kitchen utensils. Her father's abuse was mostly physical and he was extremely violent, 
as Libby said "he used to beat the shit out of me, punching, kicking, throwing, and 
hitting me with a handle from a pick-axe". He physically abused her until she left 
home. 

Then it was society's abuse against Libby. The neighbours did not want to be involved, 
and the police did not interfere with domestic violence. The school did not follow up 
what happened to her at home and finally expelled her, and she got sacked from 
several jobs. The psychiatrist gave her pills to which she became addicted, and men 
only saw her body and did not want her intellect. Her first husband mentally and 
physically abused her. The abuse line is long. 
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Life. 

With this line, I want to show what Libby did in order to stay alive. Quite early in her 
life she stopped feeling physical pain. Instead of crying Libby used the piano to be able 
to feel anything. She had a break-down, where she felt that her body was separated 
from her mind. Libby made imaginary holes to climb into to keep her mind intact, and 
there she created a fantasy world. She read a lot. For a while Libby stopped talking. 
She tried to escape and looked for help outside the family. Libby has always wanted to 
learn things. 

When Libby got older she developed multiple personalities. She made the choice of 
how she wanted to live and she started to take control over what happened to her. She 
left home. She did not make any close friends and did not want to get married. Libby 
lived a very frantic life during her adolescence. She met her first husband and got 
pregnant with her first child. Then she left him and lived alone for a while. Libby met 
her second husband with whom she got her second and third child (one was her 
husband's from his first marriage). When her husband was arrested, she lived alone 
and had to move around with the children to hide from the police. When her husband 
was released from prison they moved into a rural area. 

Feeding, 

I use this line to show how Libby could find things in her life that she thought were 
good for her. For instance, her first memory, the smell of bacon, and when her father 
put his hands on her shoulders. When she was little she saw her mother as good 
because she stopped the violence that came from her father. She had one special 
friend. Granny was the best person in Libby's life, she spoilt Libby and did things with 
her just for fun. She was allowed to play with her father's work equipment which she 
really enjoyed. Libby admired a woman in her neighbourhood who talked to her. She 
also found other good things in life: the neighbour that made her cocoa, the 
knowledge about her IQ, which strengthened her self-image. In her adolescence Libby 
also found that she felt safe in school friends' homes, that boys wanted her, and when 
she lived with her auntie. In her adult life Libby has her children, and her second 
husband who gives her a great deal. 

Anger, 

As both Libby and I found anger a common thread in her life, I made anger a line of 
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its own. She was surrounded by anger and violence during almost all of her 
upbringing. She was taught that violence works when she found out that she could 
stop her father's violence against her mother, when Libby threatened him with a knife. 
As an adolescent she describes herself as horrid. She disrupted the class on purpose in 
order to be in control instead of the teacher. She rebelled, she broke rules and laws. 
She hated home, her parents, the school counsellor and the school, everybody. She 
used sex as power over men, she said she abused them. Libby at^cked people, she 
made suicide attempts. She hit her first husband. She committed a murder. 

Crime. 

This line could well have been a part of some other line, but as I wanted to find out 
what crime stands for in Libby's life, I have chosen to show it as a line of itself. It 
started with stealing three-pences and cigarettes from her father. When Libby was 
about fourteen she started shop-lifting. She progressed to burglaries from closed shops 
and factories. Libby robbed men of their wallets when she was about seventeen. Her 
most frequent crime as an adult was drug dealing and her major crime was murder. 

Drug Abuse. 

I also found it necessary to make a line for drug abuse as I am not sure what other line 
it fits. It could be an interesting question to discuss, but it is not my purpose in this 
essay. Libby started to drink alcohol during the later part of her time at school and she 
subsequently drank alcohol from time to time. She was experimenting with drugs 
during late adolescence. When she got older Libby was addicted to heroin for some 
time. She is now free from drugs. 

The Reconstruction. 

When Libby told me the story of her life, I saw her as a woman that had gone through 
a very hard life, but I did not have a broken woman in front of me. The woman in the 
opposite chair emitted strength, respect and warmth. How could that be possible? 

When I was deconstructing Libby's life into the lines presented above, a new picture 
emerged. Through these lines I could see how Libby had, consciously or 
unconsciously, created strategies in order to live through what was happening to her 
(see my description of strategies p 23 ff). 
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Strategies of Survival. 

Use of Imagination. 

During her childhood, when the abuse against her was within the family, she projected 
herself somewhere else, e.g. into little holes. From these holes, she could watch her 
parents talking to her body. I see this as a form of unconscious coping, she did not 
give the abuser the access to her mind and feelings. She said sc veral times that she is 
unable to feel physical pain, which she said she used both as an escape and because 
she could not cope. Libby understands this as her not being able to cope, I think she 
developed this strategy to really be able to cope. Libby once ran away from her home 
to avoid her father's violence, which was a coping strategy to get away from the abuse. 
For a while, she did not talk to her parents, which I see as resistance. She resisted 
speaking and was treated as sick, which probably gave her some care, and maybe 
some peace from the abuse. 

Positive Relationships. 

Libby was a child who was severely abused, and when I only look at the abuse line it 
can be hard to understand that she, in spite of it all, could survive. However, when I 
look at the feeding line, where I can find things that were good for Libby, it makes it 
somewhat easier to understand. She had her Granny, in whom she could see that there 
were some good people in the world after all. The woman in the neighbourhood that 
she admired also gave Libby a positive picture of how women could be. She could see 
that all women were not like her mother. She only remembers one hug from her 
mother, and to get that she had to scrub the whole floor. Her father also gave Libby 
some good memories, such as when he was putting his hands on her shoulders when 
she had done well at school, or when he acknowledged her intellect. He also took 
Libby to his work place and let her play with his work equipment which made her feel 
special, it was just Libby and her father. She really enjoyed being alone with her 
father, those were happy times. I think this "feeding" gave Libby the nourishment that 
she needed, it gave her the strength to cope and sometimes actively resist in a life that 
otherwise could have been impossible to live. 

Multiple Personalities. 

When Libby was about thirteen years old, she said that she developed multiple 
personalities. According to a dictionary of psychology, multiple personalities is, 

"a dissociative disorder in which a person exhibits in turn different 
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personalities; he may have no knowledge of the others and no memory 
for (sic) his experiences under a different personality" (Sutherland, 
1989, p 270). 

For Libby it was "to spread out the shit". This is a pertinent metaphor, she had 
experienced so many bad things in her life and had to find a strategy to cope with 
them To let her mind divide into more than one of her, and sometimes forget about the 
others, must have been a good coping strategy in order to survive. I think a lot of us do 
this, maybe not to such extremes as Libby did, but I often feel that I am a different 
person in different situations. I behave according to what I think is expected of me, the 
difference is that I know that I am doing it. 

Resistance through Rebellion. 

As Libby got older, her anger also started to show. At the same time the abuse from 
society started. Some neighbours did not want to be involved, for instance, when she 
asked them for help. The school did not pay full attention to why she behaved as she 
did, and she was finally expelled. The police did not interfere with domestic violence. 
Parallel to this, her criminal behaviour also started. Libby said that she made a choice 
when she rebelled, and she says herself, "I was doing something that my parents 
would hate". She resisted, she did not submit to being what they wanted anymore. 
Libby talks a lot about taking control, first over the teacher in the classroom, and later 
when she talks about her relationships with men. She said, "I wanted to be in control", 
and "sex was power". I see all this control as different forms of resistance. She resisted 
her parents and did things she knew they would not like. She refused to co-operate or 
to let the teacher decide what she should do. She would not give men a chance to 
abuse her. Here I mean the kind of abuse that exists when people cannot give others 
the opportunity to be what they are and give them a chance to develop their own 
qualities, or, in other words, the kind of behaviour that a dominant group exercises 
towards subordinate groups (see p 19). 

What Meaning did Criminal ftehaviour have for Libby? 

According to Libby, crime was a rebellion against poverty. Even though her father had 
quite a good income, she felt poor, because her mother did not buy her anything extra 
and always said that they did not have enough money whenever Libby wanted 
something. By stealing, she could get money and buy what she wanted herself. She 
also said to me, "I enjoyed the challenge of crime but mainly it was because I could see 
no other way of living". Libby also claims that crime was stimulating because it 
challenged her intellect, and neither the school nor her parents took care of her 
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intelligence in a proper way. When she wanted to read mathematics for example, they 
did not allow her to do this. It was just as Berit Ås (1982, see p 23) describes it, i.e. 
damn you if you do and damn you if you don't. Crime was a way for Libby to take 
control over her life, she lived a secret life where she decided the rules. It was a 
control that enabled her to avoid pain and not let other people hurt her, as she said, 
she never got caught as a teenager. This was a way of coping. Further, crime can be 
seen as a form of resistance whereby she did not let other people decide over her way 
of living. 

In the chapter on theories about women and crime (see p 20 ff), I described the 
connection between mental illness and crime. When it comes to Libby, her behaviour 
during adolescence could well have been reasons for her to receive child psychiatric 
treatment. However, most of her earlier crimes were never discovered. If her criminal 
behaviour had been revealed, it would have drawn attention to how she was treated in 
her family, and she might have got some help. It was hard for Libby to tell anyone 
about her situation, because she feared that her father would hit her more. This 
exemplifies how social control is the purpose of gendered social relations (Kelly, 
1988; see p 24). In my view, Libby's father used his violence to give him the power to 
control her ability to get help. Her crimes could have functioned as a call for help. I do 
not see crime as a sign of mental illness for Libby, I mean that crime could have been 
a normal reaction in an abnormal situation. She needed help and she did not know 
where or how to get it. 

It has been pointed out, that women have been negatively described because of their 
sexuality (Morris, 1987, see p 22). I think this is exemplified in Libby's belief that it 
would be hardest for her to describe her adolescence for me, because of her 
promiscuous behaviour during that part of her life. She felt it was at odds with what 
she feels is good behaviour. However, Libby also said that she used sex as power in 
order to take control over her life, which seems like a form of resistance. I can also see 
it as a way of refusing to submit to subordination and traditional sex roles. When 
Libby left her first husband because he abused her, and did not stay at her mother's 
house because her mother's new husband tried to dictate her life, can also be seen as a 
refusal to be subordinated. 

What Meaning has Anger for Libbv? 

We have seen that Libby expressed anger when she attacked people during her 
adolescence. She says that she did not realise what she was doing, that she was not 
acting, she was reacting. However, she also chose her way of living, and I see that as a 
form of resistance which is certainly action. It is interesting to note that her violence is 
only directed towards men, which I see as a protest against subordination. This protest 
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became very clear when Libby hit her first husband. She could stand his violence and 
abuse but only up to the point when he hit their baby. After this she left him. Another 
way of interpreting this is to see it as an extended expression of hatred towards her 
father. It was after all him that she could recognise as "bad" when she was a child. She 
says that she was really angry at everybody, and that one of her personalities was at 
work. I think that she let one part of her actively resist, she was acting before anyone 
could have the chance to threaten her. When trying to understand Libby's anger, I can 
see that the way she has been treated by family and by society, must have created a lot 
of anger in her (see Miller, 1991 a,b, see p 18 ff). Very few good things happened to 
Libby during her adolescence. The only positive things I can see are her knowledge of 
her high IQ and her aunt with whom she stayed for a while. It was also good when she 
felt safe in school friends' homes, and when boys wanted her. However, these were 
also a reminder of bad things: she could not feel safe in her own home, and she 
discovered that boys only wanted her body. There is yet another aspect of Libby's 
anger, a pattern she probably repeated from her family: she grew up with violence 
surrounding her and violence became a model. As Libby said: "I was taught that 
violence works". 

Libby has been in a low position within the patriarchal pyramid, both in her family 
because of her age and being a girl, and in society, because of being female and 
exhibiting deviant behaviour. She has also been surrounded by violence or by people 
who have wanted to dominate her for the major part of her life. I would like to remind 
the reader of Kelly's definition of sexual violence: 

"Sexual violence includes any physical, visual, verbal or sexual act that 
is experienced by the woman or girl, at the time or later, as a threat, 
invasion or assault, that has the effect of hurting her or degrading her 
and/or takes away her ability to control intimate contact" (Kelly, 1988, 
see p 22). 

This violence was present almost all the time in Libby's family. Her father used his 
position as the dominant male, and her mother used her position as being older, and 
they both exercised power. 

Libby's parents also used the techniques of domination (Ås, 1982, see p 23). Her 
mother ridiculed her when she got her period, they withheld information when her 
mother said that terrible things would happen in welfare homes, they punished her 
twice when her father was proud that she was first in her class and her mother at the 
same time said she was stupid. All this created a lot of anger in Libby. 

When first reading Miller's (1991b, see p 19 ff) statement that many women express 
their anger mainly as depression, I found it difficult to understand Libby's way of 
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handling her anger. However, when I read Kaplan's description of how depressed 
women are sometimes aware of and in touch with their anger, my thoughts were 
turned in another direction. Kaplan considers that women experience their anger as a 
confirmation of their bad and worthless selves. This could have been one reason 
behind Libby's behaviour. She experienced her anger and acted over-explicitly, as 
Libby said, 

"There was violence too when I was an adolescent. For no reason, I just 
attacked people, people I didn't know, people I'd never seen. It was like I 
was really, really angry at everybody [...] I'd knock them out. I had to be 
angry". 

It is as if she really had to prove her worthlessness, to herself and to people around 
her. For someone who has been so seriously abused as Libby it must be hard to 
understand that she can be of any value. Seeing it like this, Libby could have been 
depressed in the way Miller describes, but she showed her depression in an 
unconventional way. 

When I read about how women are taught to create relationships and to maintain them 
(Miller 1991, a, b, see p 18 ff), I can see that Libby has never been taught this. She 
never had the chance to develop a being-in-relation, and anger could thus not be a 
threat to good relationships and to her inner self. It was not possible to develop a 
good relation within Libby's family. Her father was kind sometimes, but he ruined it 
whenever he abused her. Her mother did not give Libby any chances to have a close 
relation with her. Libby's relationship with her Granny was not left in peace by her 
mother. In Libby's words, "I think my mother decided I was far too happy because she 
brought me back home". It was not Libby's anger that was a threat to relationships in 
her childhood, it was her parents. She could not learn how to establish a relationship 
during her childhood. She could not have her parents as a model, and it is hard to 
develop close ties with friends in a family such as Libby's. I think this could well have 
been one reason why she did not have any close friends in her adolescence either. 

I do not discuss the murder as an expression of anger for Libby although it is possible 
to see it as an action of anger. To examine the murder in such a context requires more 
than this essay claims to accomplish. 

Survival is to Live Through. 

After Libby met her second husband she seems to have enjoyed her life better than 
before. He was very beneficial for her self-esteem, and the children gave her much 
happiness as well, but during most of their time together they were involved in crime. 
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He was in prison a great deal, and for Libby that felt like being a solo-mother. She had 
to move around with her children to avoid the police, although she was not running 
away from them all the time. She did not want them to know where she was because 
she could not stand when they came to her house. I see this as an active way of coping, 
she resisted as she did not give them the chance to come into her house and threaten 
her. In her dual role as a criminal woman and a mother, Libby had to arrange her life 
through her children. When she had a lot of money from dealing with drugs, she could 
have nannies to take care of them. However, she became addicted to heroin, and when 
their money ran out and they were running away from the police, she had 
responsibility for the children. Libby describes how she stopped using heroin and I 
think that this could have been a decision based on the fact that someone had to look 
after and care about the children. When Libby was trying to avoid the police, she 
moved during school holidays or within reach of the children's school, which shows 
that she had to shape even her criminal life around the children. 

When it comes to the murder, I think Libby says it best herself: 

"[...] I think, my life has been - there has been a pattern recurring 
through my life where I've been abused. And it had to come a stage 
where I went - THAT IS ENOUGH! [...] What I did was like the final 
statement" (p 42). 

It also seems so to me. For Libby, the murder came to symbolise the end of the abuse 
in her life. I can see that it was a kind of last resistance where she would not submit to 
a threat and refused to let the man who she felt provoked her take control. The 
paradox of this is that it gave Libby a new chance in life, as she told me: 

"Apart from missing my family, prison gives me more positive than bad. 
Because, I'll be educated when I leave here, and I will have resolved all 
the complex that is making me not cope with the world. So when I leave 
here I will be equipped to deal with whatever is out there". 

When Libby talks about her future she wants to have an impact on policy decisions. 
She wants to speak to women. Her self-destructive coping has developed into a wish to 
participate in political action and her resistance has turned into a wish for a form of 
collective resistance (see p 26). 

Survival is to live through, and continue to live after, the experiences that in many 
cases are life threatening for the girl or the woman. Many women do not survive the 
violence, they die from it, either by taking their own lives, or they are killed by the 
abusers (Kelly, 1988). Libby did not, she coped, she resisted and she survived! 
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6. THE JOURNEY 

Writing this essay has been like a journey for me. First the long journey to New 
Zealand where Libby lives. Then the journey Libby invited me on: to travel through 
her life together with her. I also made a journey when I read all the theories. It is 
painful to concentrate on literature that is about so much vio-ence, and to deeply 
realise women's subordination. However, it has been instructive, it is good to see that 
women are active. The reconstruction was also a journey: to see that it is possible to 
understand and recognise, despite all the violence, the strategies Libby used in order to 
survive. She used her imagination, her positive relationships, her ability to develop 
multiple personalities, and last but not least resistance through various forms of 
rebellion to live through. Anger and crime were her strongest forms of expression. 
This provided her paradoxically with the strength she has today 

It is far too simple to say that for Libby, anger and crime were only strategies in order 
to survive. Life is more complex than that, but I think I can say that anger and crime, 
contributed to give Libby the strength to live through the abuse and to continue to live 
after the abuse ended. I also think that her ability to use these strategies is one of the 
things that made me feel that Libby is a woman who expresses strength, respect and 
warmth. 
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7. LIBBY S RESPONSE. 

Libby was sent the manuscript and given the opportunity to comment on it. This is 
her letter to me. I have chosen to append my reply to Libby's letter directly in the 
essay , which she will get when I send her this final version Responding in this way 
feels adequate and right for me, both as a feminist researcher and as a proper ending 
for this essay. 

Dear Elisabeth, 

Your paper arrived last week. I have to say, first of all, a big "Thank you". It is quite a 
scary thing, to trust your life story to a stranger, especially when you know much of it 
has provoked harsh condemnation in the past. However, I very much wanted to take 
the opportunity to let the "why" behind my story show, and perhaps give some 
understanding not only of my own behaviour, but of other people considered deviant. 
It was sometimes difficult to tell you everything, (you noticed, pp, ), but you 
honoured my trust, producing an essay that shows my life honestly yet doesn't make 
me feel judged. 

There is nothing in your essay I am unhappy about. I am glad you chose to use a 
feminist analysis; as I think much of my life would remain unexplained without 
reference to the gender perspective. Also, this makes your work most specifically a 
women's story: by a woman, about a woman, for women; and this was a primary 
motivation for my involvement. I feel that if my life experience can be used to help 
other women, then its negativity is reduced. 

I have a few comments to make. Most of them would have little, if any, impact on 
your work; but I should like to clarify some points. I shall refer to your essay by page 
number. 

p 57: I am sorry if I challenged your English (which is very fluent and easily 
understood, both written and spoken). My question was clumsy: I did not want to 
involve you in an intellectual conversation if your English was insufficient, as it would 
be uncomfortable and frustrating for you. As it turned out, we did not talk about 
Swedish prisons at all! I am interested to know about Swedish penal policy and 
practise as your recidivism rate is so low compared to ours; and I have heard that your 
penal policy is generally more advanced than ours. 
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Elisabeth: I am glad that you challenged met this was the crucial factor that made 
me write an essay like this. It was uncomfortable for me, but how can anyone develop 
without frustration. The point is to give challenges that people are able to respond to. 
Regarding Swedish prisons: I have started to read about them nowf I will make some 
photocopies of articles written in English so you can read some of it yourself. 

p 29:1 should have explained that nearly every New Zealand housewife has a wooden 
spoon in her kitchen, and that it is quite common practise to smack naughty children 
on the bottom with the wooden spoon. (Barbaric, eh!). But it meant that my mother 
could say 'Til get the wooden spoon" no matter who was present, and it would mean, 
to them, something quite acceptable; while at the same time it meant something 
fearsome to me. As I was a child, I did not understand the different meanings, so their 
lack of reaction confirmed for me that this abuse was normal behaviour. 

p 30: Biscuits to "dunk" in the tea: This is when you dip ("dunk") a hard biscuit in the 
tea to soften it before you eat it; bad manners, but everybody does it here, at least in 
private! I was allowed neither tea nor "dunking" at home. 

p 31:1 am sad that parts of my story were hurtful for you to hear: I did not realise this 
at the time. I was sorry when I understood this, both for your pain and for my 
insensitivity to it. When I say it does not hurt me, I mean that in the sense that, for me 
this was "normal". In retrospect, it is probably an ugly, shocking, brutal story; but for 
me, it was just life as I had known it. 

Elisabeth: It was not painful for me in the interview situation. Do you remember this 
passage, it was in the beginning of the third interview session and we were talking 
about confidentiality. 

Libby: I think it makes it easier, and you are going home to another 
country. If I don't like your analysis, we don't have a close friendship 
that would be damaged by my reaction. So it won't effect your analysis. 
Do you understand? 

Elisabeth: Hm. 

Libby: - "Oh, I don't want to hurt my friend", that will not be there and 
you would be able to be honest. 

Elisabeth: Mm, I hope that because I don't -
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Libby: And I am not someone you care about, you would be... - ohh -

Elisabeth: But I think already now I don't want to hurt you. 

Libby: Yeah, but I don't - well I don't easily hurt anyway. You know 
what I mean. If I would say -

Elisabeth: Yeah, yes -

Libby: If I was your kindest friend it would be much more difficult. 

Elisabeth: Yeah, I know what you mean, yes. 

Libby: Mm. 

Elisabeth: I think you are very clever. Yes. 

Libby: Yeah, I am lucky I've got a good mind. It helps. That is probably 
why I don't get hurt to easily. You don't make things personal. 

Elisabeth: Mm. 

Libby: And you can understand them from a [pause] rational 
perspective. Not - not feeling. 

Elisabeth: Mm good. [ And the interview continues]. 

Elisabeth: It is the same for me, I did not made your story personal during the 
interview. I think the point is to be able to do the "feeling" in a safe situation. As you 
do with your therapist. 

p 32: Li. Since I last saw you, I have been getting to know the "other people" better, 
including Li. I am learning to recognise the functions each served in protecting my 
Self, and although Li seems to be a not very nice person, she helped keep me alive so I 
can forgive her: I shall preserve her sense of humour and her refusal to be submerged 
by adversity, and try to teach her some manners! 

Elisabeth: When I came home I read a novel called "The Flock, The Autobiography of 
a Multiple Personality (Casey & Wilson, 1991). This novel helped me to better 
understand this phenomenon. 
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p 33: "everybody wanted to be around me". This was the time Li was created, 

p 34: My parents refused me mathematics; the school supported them. 

p 34: "Disprin" is a brand of soluble aspirin. 

p 35: Promiscuity was for me, a form of control Men wanted me for sex, so by taking 
the aggressive role and not allowing them room to "con" (coerce) me into sex, I was 
able to retain some sense of control (Conned myself, there, didn't I?). 

p 37: "girls worked from the bar". "Working Girl" is a NZ euphemism for "Prostitute". 
I knew that men who saw me there would assume I was a "working girl". 

p 42: "Her voice is hard and disgusting". I am curious: did you mean my voice 
disgusted you, (this is how this reads) or did you mean, my voice showed my own 
disgust, (in which case it should read " her voice is [...] disgusted"). 

Elisabeth: Of course I meant: "her voice is disgusted". You used your voice to show 
me what you meant, you did that a lot and it gave me the possibility to understand. 
(You are really teaching me English, I like it!). 

p 42: I can illustrate what I meant (in your italicised paragraph) about switching off 
until I can devise a strategy to improve the situation: recently, I overheard a visiting 
official talking about me in abusive terms. I "switched off' to my anger until I could 
think it over, and then decided to make a formal complaint. As a result, I received an 
apology, and an undertaking from the man concerned that he would address his 
attitudes. Thus I was able to express my anger in an acceptable way, and so achieve a 
positive outcome. This is a new skill for me, but already I am finding it effective. 

Elisabeth: I am happy to hear that. 

p 46: I like your lines - they clarify things a lot. I would have had difficulty, as you 
did, deciding where crime and drug abuse would fit. Both of these could have been 
absorbed into the anger line for instance, but that would not have given as complete a 
picture. Drug abuse could have fit somewhere between "Abuse" and "Life" in that I 
still followed the abuse patterns I was used to, (accepted as normal) but took control of 
the abuse by using drugs. Crime fits partially into "Life", too, as it was another form of 
taking control. But I still think it is better the way you have separated these two out, 
because although they overlap other lines they do not properly fit any of them. I would 
like to see your circles, too! (p 14). 
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p 53: I was never taught to create relationships. I had not realised this was a learnt 
skill: thank you for showing me! Now I can work at this, too. I am working very hard 
at recreating myself as a whole person, and I do need to know which of the taken-for-
granted developmental skills are missing or inadequate to have focus. 

Elisabeth: I used the circles only to analyse your story, i.e. to bring order into my 
material (the interview). To be frank, I did not have the strength to make the effort 
and clear them up. I still have them though. 

Libby: One of the things I talked about a lot was "control". I think, for me, the idea of 
having control is so important because it symbolises owning myself: if I am controlled 
by others then how can I own myself? I like the way you have identified this as a form 
of "resistance": I felt, from a very young age, that so long as I did not yield control of 
my Self to another, I was still my own person. I felt that if I yielded this control, I 
would cease to be. This feeling was very strong and intense, and my response was to 
fight against others' control as a fight for my life. 

Elisabeth: Have you had the opportunity to read Janet Frame's autobiography? 1 
think she did that too. (Frame, 1991). 

p 55: Libby: I wish to thank you for making this journey with me: and to assure you 
that I continue travelling my path to fulfilment. For me, it is not enough merely to 
survive, I want very much to achieve, as close as I can, all I would have attained had 
my life not been restricted by abuse. I was talking with my therapist recently about 
how when the abuse in your life reaches such an extreme that it drives you to kill, then 
it MUST be addressed and resolved. I think this is an on-going process, and one that 
may take the rest of my life; but I am confident now that I shall overcome this 
emotional crippling and recreate myself whole and strong enough to fulfil my innate 
potential. You have helped me enormously, Elisabeth: I am indebted to you. Reading 
your essay has made many things about myself easier to understand, and for me, 
understanding is the key to healing. 

Thank you, 

Libby. 
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I want to thank you, and this is also the end of this research project. I will not use the 
material again without you permission. If you still want to, and have an opportunity to 
write to me about everything or nothing, Swedish prison system for example, please 
feel free to do that. I would love to hear from you. 

I wish you good luck with your garden! 

A hug from 
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