25 years : Breaking chains

| was asked to write something,
a verse, a poem, a line,
to honour twenty-five years
of changing women'’s lives.

And | sat there with the silence,
with words | could not find,
because how do you write beauty
from what trauma leaves behind?

How do you mark an anniversary
built from fear and pain?
How do you celebrate courtrooms, calls,
and crisis,
again and again?

| sat with words heavy in my chest
and recalled my first encounter,
the call, the arrest.

| remembered the fear
that pulsed through my veins,
the disillusion, the self-doubt,
the misery and pain.

| remembered reaching out
with no hope in sight.
| remembered reaching out
with no want to endure another night.

And then these words
sort of flowed from my head,
now il attempt to do justice
to words | never said.

For twenty-five years,
BWP held the light,
for women silently surviving
the invisible fight.

At first, a small flicker,
then a flame that grew,
then a wildfire of women

pulling others through.

For those who were broken
through no fault of their own,
for those who forgot
safety could live inside home.

For women who whispered,
“I'm fine,” through fear,

when what they really meant was,

“I need to disappear.”

You see, abuse is not only
the bruise on the skin,

it is the slow, silent destruction

of the soul within.

It is phones being checked,
doors locked tight,
walking on eggshells
every day, every night.

It is saying sorry
for things never done,
it is losing your voice
and being powerless to run.

It is children kept quiet
behind bedroom doors,
while fear climbs the ceiling

and crawls through the floors.

It is a home turned dark,
where no peace can remain,
where mood changes colour

with the shift of his distain

It is shoes by the bed,
a bag packed in shame,
it is leaving, returning,
then taking the blame.

Not because she is
Not because she sh
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25 years : Breaking chains continued

But because terror makes freedom

feel a million miles away.

Because rent still needs paying,
because children need to be fed,
because fear and hope
sleep in the same bed.

And when women came in,
hollow-eyed and afraid,
BWP never asked,
“Why did you stay?”

You never said, “Prove it.”

You never said, “Explain.”

You never made women
perform all their pain.

You said, “You are safe here.
Come in from the storm.
This space holds no judgement.
The room was always warm.”

For twenty-five years,
you have answered the call
holding women upright
when they started to fall.

Through panic and courtrooms,
through nights without sleep,

through wounds far too heavy
for language to keep.

You helped them unlearn
the lies they were told:
“You are worthless. Unwanted.
Too damaged to hold.”

You helped them say softly,
then stronger in time,
“The shame was not mine
The blame was not mine

| was never the reason
he crossed that line.”

But recovery is not pretty
It does not softly glow.
It is waking in silence
and still fearing the blow.

It is flinching at footsteps,
at laughter, at tone,
then learning, inch by inch,
your mind is now your own.

It is grief, it is rage,
it is numbness, then tears,
it is finding yourself
after surviving those yeo

And there stands BWP,
not to fix or erase,
but to give healing a place,
to lighten those days.

To validate, empower,
to gently remind:
“You are not what he did.
You are not what he left behind.”

Sometimes it is a message,
a check-in, a chair,
an invite, a teq,
a quiet, “I'm there.”

And maylbe you never
quite see what you give,
but one act of kindness

can teach her to live.

So this is not just a poem,
a speech, or a line,
not just silver and flowers,

not just marking time.

This is twenty-five
of women beli€
twenty-five ye
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25 years : Breaking chains continued

Twenty-five years standing So thank you, BWP So thank you for the tears you dry,
where others withdrew, for every life you helped set free, for every woman taught to rise,
saying again and again for every call you chose to take, for every life you helped renew,

“No one deserved what happened to yousitting with my children so their hearts BWP, I'm sure | speak for us all
did not break.
And if one woman hears this We are forever grateful for you all.
with fear in her head, For every woman you helped stand tall,
with his words still circling, for every time you answered the call, Twenty-five years of breaking chains,
with shoes by the bed, for every child who slept in peace,  of standing firm through loss and pain.
for every home where fear could cease. Twenty-five years of truth and light,
let her know this truth of helping women win back life.
until it breaks through: Your hard work is not unseen,
it lives in every woman who starts to Abuse did not get
You are not weak. dream, the final say.
You are not to blame. in every voice that speaks once more,
You are not ruined. in every foot that finds the door. Not then.
You are not shame. Not now.
You carry stories few could hear, Not any day
You are the breath you face the grief, the rage, the fear.
after panic has passed, You give your strength, your time, your
the foundation under rubble, care,
the survivor who lasts. and meet the darkness standing there.

And when the dark rises,
when hope feels unknown,
BWP stands beside you.

7 You do not walk alone.
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