Redl life

The terrible secret

that
my daughters life

Jim Dick was very proud when his daughter Lorraine went to Bangladesh

as a volunteer nurse. But
her personality — and wo

ceraine, my 26-year-
old daughter, could
barcly contain her
excitement. ‘T've been
accepted. I'm going
to Bangladesh,” she said.
“That’s brilant,”
Lold her.
Her mum, Margery,
wrapped her in a hug.
Lorraine was a nurse.
She had just been accepted
by \nlunu'\ Service
Overseas (VSO) 1o train
nurses in Bangladesh
‘At last. ] can make a
difference,” Lorraine sasd.
That was our Lorraine
she'd always wanted to help
people. We were so proud.
But when the time
came for us 10 say goodbye,
Margery and [ coulda’t help
but worry.
The weeks turmned into
months. We'd get the odd

phone call and Jetter,
‘Everything’s fine,' she
always said. ‘Dont worry
about me.”’

A year passed.

[ continwed my work as
2 minister in Kibsyth, North
Lanarkshire, and tried not
10 worry about Lotraine, all
those males away

Then one of her [riends,
who'd also been in
Bangladesh, came bome.

‘Lorraine & tougher than
[ am,' she told us. ‘You're
on your own in isolated
villages. | couldn™ take
it any more.

Thal evening, Margery
looked concerned.

‘] wish she'd come back,’
she said

More months passed. Our
daughter was never far from
our thoughts,

Then the phone rang, It
was Lorraine.

‘I'm coming home,’ she
told me, quietly. “I've caught
some kind of bug,'

[t wasn't the best of

circumstances, but at least
she would soom be back.

A fow weeks later, we
waited nervously at the
{ramn S1ahon,

Our jaws dropped when
we saw her. Lorraine was
pale and gaunl, a shadow
of her former self.

We wrapped ber tightly
i OUY Arms

*Let’s get you to a docsor,”
I said.

He diagnosed a severe
stomach bug.

Margery and 1 nursed
her. Gradually she put on
weight and began to look

As g western woman you're never leff alone.

63. expla

my workd upside down
‘Lorraine’s on heroin,’
Margery saad. 'I caught her
taking it in the bathroom.”
Through the blur of words
I learecd that our daughter
Isad come back from
Bangladesh with a “habit’
We hadn't just nursed her
through an infection ~ but
through cold turkey too.
‘She's tried evervthing
to sty off it," Margery
contieed. “but nothing's
worked. She's even been
caugh: by the police arnd
charged with possession.”
1 hadl to sit down. Asa

iNs

something happened during her trip that changed
uld haunt her forever. Here Jim,

about it,” was all she'd say.

Ihen Lorraine went to
slay with her elder sister,
Yvonne, for a few days
When she returned she was
even more withdrawn,

We kpew if we were ever
going to help Lorraine, we
had 10 find out what was
haunting ber

We sensed Yvonne knew
but that she also had 10
respect Lorraine’s secret.

Finally, we realised we
had no choice. We had to
ask Lorraine outright

I sat ber down. “What
happened Lo you out

People always fry fo touch you'

more like ber old self.

During her convalescence
she told us bits about ber
life m Bangladesh.

‘As a western woman,
vou're pever left alone. |
had notes pushed under my
door at night propositioning
me.’ she said. ‘People always
try 10 touch you

She hadn't wanted 10 tell
us how bad things had gol.

A month passad. Locraine
was well enough Lo go back
10 her home in Bristol and
continue with her nursing

But even though she was
physically better there was
still a sadness in her eves,

Weeks later, Lorrame fell
ill again. Margery went to
look after her

A few days later | got
a phoae call that turned

minister, part of my job was
working with drug addicts
—my children had seen the
devastation drugs caused

1 lay swake that night.

Something must have
driven Lorraine to take
heroir. But what?

For the next few months
Margpery stayed in Bristol
with Lorraine. She went
everywhere with her. I wemt
down whenever I could.

Mirgery even Siept across
Larraine’s bedroom door
at might to stop her going to
buy the drugs she craved

Margery and 1 desperately
tried to find out what had
caused Lorraine to tarm
1o herom Bul whenever
we asiced her the shulters
went down

‘I don’t want to talk

there?” | asked her geatly.

Lorrame started to speak,
her voice barely a whisper.

‘My purse was stolen so
[ went to the local police
station,” she explained.

But what she told us
next was 1o unbearable
10 comprehend.

‘1 was raped by four
police officers, They said if
[ ever told anyone, 1'd never
be able to leave the country.

‘1 was in such a state
Someone 1 knew gave me
something 10 Galm me
down. It was beroin.

‘It numbexl lh: patin so
[ kept taking it.’

[ felt my face redden with
every word. | was farious
that my daughter had been
violated m such a way.

I wanted to go and find

out who did it. But it was
too far away and Lorraine
had no names to give us.

All I could do was to write
to VSO and warn them.

Lorraine had counselling
and managed to come off
the heroin for a while.

Things were looking
brighter. She started
working in Bristol again.

But a few months later
she was caught stealing pills
from a hospital ward.

She was suspended from
nursing and sentenced to 120
hours’ community service.

‘I’ll come back to
Scotland,” she said.

Back home, she went
to drug addiction agencies
to get help. It was a roller-
coaster ride as Lorraine
kept falling off the wagon.

We helped her through
detox quite a few times.

It was agonising watching

our daughter in the throes
of withdrawal.

Margery and I set up a
help group for drug victims
and their families. It helped
us as much as it did them.

Heroin is relentless. It
takes away dignity, decency

and self-respect. It destroys.

And that’s what it did
to Lorraine.

She wasn’t by nature a
liar or a thief — but heroin
changes a person totally.

Lorraine started
shoplifting and stealing
to support her habit.

Then one day, she did
something that changed
all our lives forever.

The phone rang. It
was Lorraine’s friend.

‘Lorraine’s robbed a shop.

She’s just scored a load of
heroin and she’s going to
kill herself.’ she said.

‘Do you know where

Lorraine

she is?’ I
asked frantically.

She described a car
park where she thought
Lorraine had gone.

I called a friend and
we rushed to find her.
As we pulled into the

in her car with a syringe
in her hand.
We raced over and

Lorraine dropped
the syringe.

‘It’s okay," I reassured
her, hugging her tightly.

‘I've had enough,’
Lorraine whispered. ‘I
can’t take it any more.’

Then she told us what
she’d done.

Armed with a knife,
she’d held up a local
shop. The shopkeeper
had tried to stop her.

There was a struggle
and Lorraine had stabbed
the woman in the chest.

We took Lorraine to the
local police station.

Ten months later she
appeared at the High Court
in Edinburgh, where she
pleaded guilty to assault
and robbery.

We heard that as she left

car park we saw Lorraine

wrenched open her door.

the shop
Lorraine

had told the
shopkeeper:
‘T'm so sorry.
I'm desperate.’

The judge

spared her a jail

he placed her
on probation for
three years and
ordered her to

He also ordered

drug treatment.

. Lorraine came off the
heroin. This time it looked
as though she was going
to stay off it.

She moved to Norwich to

make a fresh start and got a

good job at a call centre.

Months passed.

We went on a family
holiday to Cornwall. We
all had a great time.

Lorraine was in the water
one day when suddenly she
was surrounded by a group
of dolphins. Her face was
filled with pure joy. I was
thrilled to see her so happy.

Six months later the
company she was working
for folded and she was
made redundant.

It was hard for her to get
another job as she had a
police record.

And soon the signs came
back — missed phone calls,
a change in her voice. She
was on heroin again.

‘We're still with you,’
we promised.

She agreed to go into a
rehabilitation centre.

But she only stayed a
matter of days — the lure

From left: Lorraine, Jim,
Andrew Margery and Yvonne
j in happier times

sentence. Instead

carry out 300 hours’
community service.

her to undergo more

of the drug was too much.

Then one day I called
Lorraine at home. A man
answered — the father of
Lorraine’s housemate.

‘Can you tell me where
my daughter is?’ I asked.

He paused. The tension
down the line was palpable.

‘I'm so sorry,” he said.
‘I'm afraid Lorraine’s taken
an overdose. She died.’

Lorraine had been
found dead in her car.

She was 36.

I told Margery. Then I
broke the news to our son,
Andrew, and to Yvonne.

We all were inconsolable.

One of Lorraine’s friends
gave us a note that she’d
written just a few weeks
before she died.

It read: ‘In the last few

months my relationship
with Mum and Dad has
got even better. I love them
so much. And I am so
grateful that they never
gave up on me.’
It gave us some comfort.
Ten days later we held
Lorraine’s funeral — we
called it a thanksgiving
service. Her friends and
family read out tributes.
Thoughts of the men
who raped my daughter and
ruined her life still haunt me
but I have to let them go.
I strive not to get bitter.
But every day we miss
Lorrainc. And that will
never go away.
Edited by Amanda Revell-
Walron and Lucy Moore

® 7o make a donation to the
Christian drug rehabilitation
centre Teen Challenge, make
a cheque payable to Teen
Challenge and send it to:

Teen Challenge UK, 6 Church
Road, Gorslas, Llanelli,
South Wales SA13 7NF

or call 01269 842718.

TELL US YOUR
STORY AND EARN
UP TO £500!
Have you got an interesting
true-life story that hasn't

d in anoth
magazme? Call the Bella
hotline on 020 7241 8155, fax
us on 020 7241 8059, e-mall:
bella.hotline@bauer.co.uk or
write to: True-Life Stories,
Bella, 24-28 Oval Road,
London NW1 7DT.
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As we pulled into the car park we saw Lorraine
in her car with a syringe in her hand"’
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