Name: David Piacentini
DOB: 26th of May 1967
Name of Care Homes: Kirkland Park, Darvel, Edinburgh, Dr Guthrie’s, Kerelaw. 
Reason for going into care: Being abused by uncle and started to rebel at an early age, I wasn't going to school
Age in care: Approximately 12

Personal Statement

Kirkland Park, Darvel
We all shared dormitories. I received no education while I was there; I was taken out of school and placed into a unit where the focus was simply on watching and assessing us. Meals were taken communally, and we were often forced to eat food we disliked. The showers were communal, with no privacy, and staff could be present in the shower rooms. Despite this, compared to other places, the staff were not as harsh, and the environment felt more welcoming. I wanted to stay there.

Edinburgh, Dr Guthrie’s
Borstal – (Nearly 2 Years) At Dr Guthrie’s, dormitories held around twenty-four boys. Education was extremely basic, limited to learning the alphabet and counting, with vocational training such as joinery and painting. We received no pay for the work we did. The regime was violent and militaristic, with daily abuse from staff, including violent restraint. Beds had to be perfectly made, and if they failed inspection, they were ripped apart. Some boys avoided using their covers altogether to keep them neat. I was subjected to physical, emotional, mental abuse.
Punishments were severe. The headmaster, McCabe, was particularly cruel. He used the belt, the stick and even a bunch of keys across our hands. He seemed to enjoy inflicting pain. He would give you an option on what to be hit with. The punishment block, known as “the digger,” was used for confinement. The shortest stay was seven days. Inside, there was only a mattress and a pot to urinate in, which you had to empty yourself. Before being thrown in, you were beaten, spat on, and humiliated. The atmosphere was terrifying. Drugs were rife, with heroin being used openly in toilets. The regime was like army training, with parades and drills. I ran away several times due to the abuse. On one occasion, I absconded for six weeks, sleeping rough and squatting in Ayr with another boy. I told my social worker, about the extreme physical and mental abuse, and eventually I was moved to a List D school. At Guthrie’s, if you refused food, it was simply given back to you at the next meal.
Kerelaw
(Until Age 16) At Kerelaw, I had my own room, though some were shared. Education was minimal, focused again on vocational training. Compared to Guthrie’s, it felt like a holiday camp, but violence and abuse were still common. Staff were violent daily, and someone was always being targeted. The shower blocks were communal, with staff including women watching us. It was humiliating and embarrassing. Staff sometimes made inappropriate comments about our developing bodies. Toilets were unsafe, and you had to be cautious, due to fear of violence, even though the office was next to it, to which staff turned a blind eye. 
On recreational trips, a male staff member, Matt George, was sexually inappropriate towards me. He was the art teacher and drove the minibus. He blackmailed me, threatening to tell my girlfriend I was gay if I did not comply. He exposed himself, touched me, and forced me to expose myself. I reported this to the headmaster, but my complaint was dismissed, leaving me feeling even worse. He blackmailed me until my 20’s and left care, He was eventually prosecuted.  Traumatised, I began running away from Kerelaw. I once walked fifteen miles home.
After Leaving Care On my sixteenth birthday, I walked out of Kerelaw and returned to live with my mother. Once I turned sixteen, I was no longer under social work supervision and was left to my own devices. The impact of these experiences has been lifelong. I have suffered from depression and anxiety throughout my life. I turned to alcohol at an early age as a way of coping and used it for many years. I eventually went to rehab and have now been sober for twenty-nine years. Despite this, I continue to suffer from nightmares and flashbacks every night. Some are difficult to decipher, but they all stem from the abuse I endured in care. 

