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A personal journey through intimate abuse with Eve McDougall
Q: When Eve was 15 years old she was sent to an adult prison in Scotland for attempting to steal food, although her ‘real’ crime was criminal damage. Can we connect what happen to Eve with the complicated list of formal requirements for a fully social theory of deviance and crime as set out Taylor et al. back in 1973?


When I got married I thought it would be a special day, I thought I knew him, thought he was the man for me, but how wrong was I. I was punched, kicked, and battered all over the place that very evening. It was unbelievable; this man told me he loved me, he had taken special vows to take care of me, and this is how he showed his love. The days ahead were the most traumatic nightmare anyone could endure, with daily beatings, rape, and hours of psychological and mental abuse. I was in shock and traumatised.

I couldn’t understand how someone you think you know could do all of these things to you and didn’t even blink an eye, or that he was also injuring our unborn baby. It was extremely painful and shocking that my own husband was raping, beating, and traumatising me—hard to take in, and even harder to accept that this man who says he loves us and will do anything for us can switch rapidly into a person I don’t know anymore, behaving like a psychopath. He would always say it was my fault, that I ‘made him do it’ and that I deserved to be taught a lesson. When I asked him what I had done, he would attack me and abuse me, kicking, punching, strangling, and raping me all over again, then he would get on his hands and knees, begging forgiveness and saying he didn’t know what came over him and he would never do it again. He would even cry real tears, tears that I would believe and give him another chance.

It was degrading, humiliating, and all trust had flown off into the wilderness. How could I trust or believe this man who was injuring me, physically and emotionally scrambling my brains to the point of wanting to take my own life? I would run to my Mum and siblings but he always found me in the end. I felt I had nowhere to run. He battered me in front of my Mum and even strangers in public. It had a terrible effect on all of my family, especially my Mum having to watch helplessly as her daughter was hurt by a husband who claimed to love and protect her. She would break down crying, saying he was so nice to us all, he promised to take care of you. She would tell me, ‘You have to get away to a place of safety, he will end up killing you. I don’t know this man anymore; he’s not the same guy who made all those promises. It just shows how you think you know someone but you really don’t.’

I felt injured, betrayed, and so depressed by the fact that someone I thought I loved and knew so intimately, a supposed loving husband, could intimidate and inflict such brutality on the woman and child he says he loves. Any little thing that he didn’t like, for instance, if the dinner wasn’t to his liking, it would be like the trigger of a gun. He would blast all his anger and frustration at me and his unborn child, the child he said he longed for and would do anything to protect and keep safe from the dangers that he acted out and represented.

The years ahead didn’t have any meaning in the world that I was existing in; I feared every second, minute, hour. I really didn’t know this man I had married, he was a time bomb full of destruction and not the loving caring man I first met who spoke of a future of happy marriage and children. This guy was the total opposite of every promise he had ever made. I didn’t understand any of it and I actually believed every ‘sorry’ and that he would never do it again.

It was a long journey back to reality when I finally did get away from him. It took about 20 years to finally get on a healing path to a place of safety, where I could finally thaw out and work on the trauma and disorder that the experience had caused. Now I look at what I want to do and what can I do, and I ignore that he always told me I would amount to nothing, that I was worthless, illiterate, thick, and stupid. I had believed that. But now I am not a victim, I am a survivor.

Eve McDougall, writer, campaigner, and artist









1. The wider origins of the deviant act—Eve grew up in a part of Scotland characterised by poverty and a sense of hopelessness. She did not meet her father until she was 17 (although he was pointed out to her by a school friend long before she actually met him). Her mother suffered from physical disabilities for which the family received no support and which were not, at that time, recognised by the state in terms of her receiving appropriate social security benefits.

2. The immediate origins of the deviant act—Eve wanted to escape her background and to have all of the things which she saw others having. She felt excluded. The absence of her father, and her mother’s disabilities, meant that she did not have effective support to help her deal with the family’s situation. By the age of nine she was stealing food and clothes and getting drunk on cheap wine. Her birthday and Christmas were ignored by her father and her mother’s disabilities meant that the family had little money.

3. The actual act, to explain the relationship between the behaviour and the causes—when she was 15 Eve was hungry. She saw what she thought were buns and cakes in a shop window and broke it, in order to steal something to eat; however, the food was fake and she was shocked to be arrested.

4. The immediate origins of the social reaction—Eve was seen by the ‘authorities’ only as a thief and as someone who had committed criminal damage, rather than as a socially vulnerable young woman. She was believed to be behaving in a way not thought of as ‘suitable’ and ‘appropriate’, and deserving of punishment to teach her a lesson. Eve was assaulted by police officers after her arrest, who failed to treat her as the child she was.

5. The wider origins of deviant reaction—Eve had challenged society’s expectations and it was felt that she needed to be made an example of. As a result, she was treated as an adult rather than as a child (although she was only 15) and no attention was paid to her poverty, hunger, or social exclusion which could have been viewed as causing her act. The only question was how she should be punished, rather than how she could be helped to overcome her family’s problems.

6. The outcome of the social reaction on the deviant’s further action—in the first instance, Eve was taken to a police cell where she was hurt by officers who had a duty of care towards her. After her sentence, she was sent to an adult prison where she encountered offenders who treated her with either kindness or harshness; she learnt more criminal behaviour from them but did not receive any help for her feelings of anger or for the poverty and frailty of her family’s background.

As for point 7, if we think of Eve as a young person with particular thoughts and feelings who was living in a particular context—socially and economically—we can see how the factors all interlinked to form what the new criminologists would call a fully social theory of how she came to be imprisoned. Removing any one of the factors—for example, if Eve had not been hungry or if her father had been a supportive presence in the family—would perhaps have influenced the outcome.






