Name: Sharon Ruthven
DOB: 21/11/1973
Name of Care Home/s: Lochgarry Children’s Care Home
Reason for going into care: Safety, decided through a children's panel
Age in care: Approximately 12-13 years of age

Personal Statement – sections in bold were added by Sharon on 23/12/25
When I was around 13 years old, my father was falsely accused of sexual assault. As a result, I was removed from my parents’ care. A children’s panel with Glasgow social services decided that I would be placed in care, and I was sent to Lochgarry Children’s Home in the west of Glasgow, where I remained for around 10–12 weeks, although it felt more like many months as a child. 
I remember telling them that I needed to be checked at the hospital in Glasgow to prove I was still a virgin as my dad had never touched me, that was all lies. I remember they took me to the hospital where I had a swab, then I was taken back to the home.
Lochgarry Children’s Care Home
[bookmark: _Int_ZZuEngZe]While in Lochgarry, I experienced physical violence from staff. I was dragged and thrown into rooms on a daily basis. One male staff member, who I believe was a social worker, grabbed me, shook me, and called me a “bitch” telling me to shut up (Sharon added that this incident happened after she was taken out of class at school, when the Social Worker and a policeman came to take her to Lochgarry care home by car). 
All I wanted was to go home to my family. There were occasions when I wet the bed, and for this I was humiliated and shamed by some of the female staff. When I began my menstrual cycle, other residents stuck sanitary products on my wall to degrade me. Staff did not provide me with appropriate sanitary products or clean replacements, leaving me to cope alone. At that age, this had a serious impact on my self-esteem. 
At mealtimes, if I did not like the food, I was sent to my room and locked in. Many nights I went to bed hungry, denied dinner. Some of the nicer staff would make me toast. Bullying among residents was common, mostly the boys, and I was bullied on several occasions. They would go through my stuff. Staff were aware but did nothing to intervene. 
I was often forced to carry out cleaning duties around the home. Staff also made me care for younger children, including bathing and washing children as young as 2 years old as well as tending to their needs. They included my little sister Lyndsay, who was aged approx. 3-4 years old then, and my niece Julie, who was then aged approx. 2-3 years old. This was work that should have been done by staff, not me as a child myself. 
I was denied visits with my family and separated from some of my siblings. This was deeply distressing and left me feeling isolated and abandoned. They would tell my mother I preferred to stay there because I wanted the pocket money, as we got a couple of pounds a week. I would tell my mum that was lies, that I wanted to home. 
My experience in care has been a major contributing factor to my poor mental health throughout my life. It has ruined many aspects of my life. I continue to suffer from flashbacks and nightmares to this day, reminders of the trauma I endured.

