Name: James Wilson
DOB: 14/08/1986
Name of Care Homes. St Catherines Children’s Home. Wellington Farm. Rossy Secure Unit. 
Reason for going into care: Behaviour 
Age in care: Approximately 10/11 years of age

Personal Statement:

St Catherines Children Home. 
St Catherines was the worst of all in terms of roughness and unpleasant staff - half of them ended up in prison due to their criminal activities. As a young person, I endured being elbowed, pinned down, spat on, with six grown men overpowering a 13-year-old kid, hitting, grabbing, and nudging me. I was face down on the ground, with a hurt arm and nearly dislocated shoulders. I witnessed kids being dragged through hallways into rooms. It was common to be locked in rooms for hours; one boy would cut himself to escape. Every day, he faced physical harm from the staff. I would get bruises from this. They would knee me in the ribs. They would hit slyly, as they never punched me in the face. When pinned down, I used to spit a lot, and they would rub my face in it. They were like animals. Only 1 or 2 out of 10 staff members were genuine; the rest didn’t care and treated you like garbage. Turning a blind eye. The girls claimed they were being sexually assaulted. Although this didn’t happen to me, it was distressing to hear. I just knew the staff were not kind, caring individuals, and I remember some of them.  One guy, Tony Gary Mack, ended up in prison for drugs and was seen in the sex offender’s hall in prison. 
Wellington farm 
you had daily limitations restricting you and be overly aggressive, causing you pain.  
Rossy Secure Unit 
You were handcuffed to attend P.E. or swimming in a different part of the building. The most severe situation felt like a prison. You could inform a social worker, but they would not believe the reality of these places. Often, I endured mental torment with threats of not seeing my family or being trapped there indefinitely. This was a common experience, and it became normalized. My mindset has changed due to my time in the care system, affecting me mentally. Predominantly male staff perpetuated this toxic behaviour, with some female staff participating as well. Some staff instilled fear in me. I remember being pinned down by five or six grown men when I was so young. I was terrified and acted out in response. I often received comments that made me feel worthless. I was frequently sworn at, being called derogatory names like 'little prick' or 'bastard.' Sometimes, I was not informed about the reasons for being moved to different homes or rooms. If you were punished by being locked in your room, you wouldn’t even receive a glass of water if you needed it. You had to push the bell and wait for the night staff to let you go to the toilet, as they were the ones who needed to unlock the door. I missed out on taking exams and standard grades because I was placed in care settings, which hindered my job prospects. This lack of success in employment derailed my life plans and shaped my entire future.
I turned to self-medication with cannabis, and my experiences in care have influenced my life significantly. I still use cannabis to cope. I struggle with affection and often try to decipher people's motives, manipulating them as that was what I learned in care. I refuse medication for anxiety and depression, opting instead to self-medicate with cannabis for these issues. I frequently have flashbacks that are incredibly vivid. I have Anti-establishment issues and do not trust anyone.

