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ONE SMALL STEP
Kathy Wolff lives and works in Newtownabbey where she is a community relations worker.
Where do I start to talk about my life and why I have chosen the pathway that I have?

I married at the grand old age of 18 years to a soldier who was serving in the 1st Battalion Scots Guards. We were posted to Hong Kong and then to England.  But like most people from our wee country I just wanted home, so Billy transferred to the UDR.  
Life was a round of lies and make believe as I couldn’t tell the people that I worked with what job my husband did. Not only for our safety but also for their safety, as most of my colleagues came from West Belfast.

I attended weddings, hen parties, christenings and family get togethers with them in West Belfast but my “long distance lorry-driving” husband couldn’t. Looking back I’m sure many of them had an idea of what he did but I never mentioned it and neither did they.

My father and mother had always brought us up to respect others and having lived in a mixed area of Glengormley, the family had many friends from all religions.

Life in N. Ireland then, was never smooth and we received a threat to the family. When on holiday we had been followed. Billy was then issued with a personnel protection weapon and our house was fitted with additional security.  
Later, he was part of a patrol that was attacked when on duty in Belfast. He came home very shocked and didn’t seem to recover from the incident. He changed after this not only in appearance but also in his own mind.

The weapon that he had been given to protect himself with, then became the weapon used to take his own life, determined that no one else would get the chance and that his family would then be safe.

Life changed greatly for my 2 daughters and myself. The girls were in Primary 4 and 6 at the time. Telling your children that their Dad is dead is the hardest thing in the world to do. Getting the right words to say when you don’t want to say them or believe them and not sure if you are saying them the right way so that they will understand them is not something that they show you at school. But we got through with help from family and friends.

Many nights I sat and wondered about the incidents that brought about his mental state. Who was to blame and did they realise the effect that this would have on a family? Did I hate them? What did the future hold for my girls?

Our future, whilst not always rosy, could have been worse. 

My belief is that we are in charge of our own destiny; we can pick the path we choose to travel, we can be a victim or a survivor and I and my family are survivors.

I work with The Community Relations Forum in Newtownabbey. I was a volunteer and for the last 6 years I have been the paid coordinator, core funded by the Community Relations Council. This is more than a job, this is a way of living, a way of looking ahead and a way to raise my children and help others on a very difficult journey.

I want the future to be about relationships built on trust and respect not lies. I want everyone to choose their own friends not have friends just because they have to stick to their own religion. Most of all I want peace and stability. I didn’t lose so much to go back to the way we were.
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The One Small Step Campaign is being run in association with the Community Relations Council. If you have a story to tell contact rmullan@nicrc.org.uk or tel 9022 7500 

