Name: William Harkins
DOB: 18/07/1962
Name of Care Home/s: St. John’s Springboig & St. Joseph’s 
Reason for going into care: Mum and Dad were drinkers
Age in care: Approximately 10 – 16 years of age 

Personal Statement
I entered care aged ten, but I could have been younger. From that point forward, my life was marred by persistent abuse, neglect, and trauma inflicted by those entrusted with my well-being. My time in care lacked safety and support; it was dominated by fear, pain, and profound suffering. 
One of my earliest and most distressing memories originates from my stay at St John's. An elderly priest, who was unable to walk, was assigned to assist my friend Kelly and me. Rather than offering guidance or protection, we became victims of sexual abuse. He would entice us with promises of sweets, claiming to have money in his pockets, and then coerced us into inappropriate touching. 
This was not an isolated incident; it was a repeated violation that caused lasting psychological harm. St John's was a place of dread. Physical abuse was rampant. I suffered beatings with belts and canes—on my hands, legs, back, and backside. I was frequently ordered to bend over to receive strikes, and if I resisted, the beatings were administered without compassion. The pain was relentless, and the fear was omnipresent.
Mr. O’Brien was a social worker, he was the worst one, was also physical with me, and along with Mr. Miller, my personal officer who died many years ago, were involved in administering punishment. Mr Miller lived in a bungalow on site. Each time I attempted to escape, I was struck with a belt. These beatings occurred so frequently in various homes that I can no longer recall the specific locations of each incident. The abuse was pervasive and deeply entrenched.
At St. Joseph’s, the brutality escalated. I often tried to flee, desperate to evade the torment. When I was returned, I was stripped of my clothing and forced to remain awake throughout the night. If I exhibited any signs of fatigue, Brother Ben would douse me with buckets of icy water. This happened nearly every day. Occasionally, two or three of us would endure this frigid torment together. The nights were unbearable, and the days offered no relief. I faced beatings with belts and canes during the day, and the belt was frequently soaked in vinegar to amplify the pain. The physical agony was only matched by the emotional devastation. In addition to the physical assaults, I endured daily attacks. Staff members would kick and strike me without justification. When I was not being tortured, I was confined to my room overnight, isolated and filled with anxiety. St. Joseph’s was undoubtedly the most brutal of all the homes I was placed in. 
The cumulative impact of these experiences has affected every aspect of my life. I have never disclosed this openly before. The pain is difficult to articulate, and the memories are ones I have desperately attempted to erase. However, forgetting is not a possibility. I suffer from night terrors and live with the psychological consequences of the abuse I experienced. I struggle daily to understand why, as a vulnerable child, I was subjected to such cruelty. Being in care did not protect me—it exposed me to unimaginable harm. I was failed by the very system that was meant to safeguard me. This statement serves not only as a record of what transpired but also as a testament to the strength it has required to survive. I am sharing this now with the hope that it will contribute to justice, accountability, and healing, not just for myself, but for others who have suffered in silence.


