Name: Stephen McChesney 
DOB – 21/06/1969
Name(s) of Care Home – Springboig St John’s school for boys, Longriggend Remand Institution, Geilsland House School
Reason for going into care: truancy 
Age in care: approximately 14 – 16 

Personal Statement 
Larchgrove Assessment Centre - 1983 for 5 weeks 
We resided in dormitories accommodating 2 to 3 boys each. If a boy misbehaved, he was placed in a solitary dormitory and secured inside. We shared communal showers, which meant we had no privacy whatsoever. I recall that the staff exhibited quite a bit of violence during our stay, although I do not remember it being excessively severe. It is the other locations that I wish to discuss. 
St John’s School for Boys 
Following my time at the assessment centre, I was transferred to St John’s, where I remained for the subsequent 10 months. Similar to Larchgrove, we had communal showers where all the boys were required to undress completely and shower together. There was absolutely no privacy whatsoever. All educational activities were conducted on-site, but the quality of education was subpar. There was a monk who acted as a handyman. He would wander around with a wheelbarrow and would inappropriately grab and touch everyone’s genitals for an excessive duration. This often occurred in the snooker room, in the presence of other staff members, yet it was overlooked. Doc, an engineer, would come over and touch your leg, eventually moving to your private areas. He would stand and observe you while you showered. There were several of them lingering around, and you always tried to dry off as quickly as possible to avoid being left alone with them. It was exceedingly inappropriate. Your responsibility included setting the tables, and one day the engineer attempted to touch me again, which led to a confrontation over the breakfast tables. I broke into the clothing department and escaped with a boy named Sweeney to flee the premises. Although we were brought back, this incident marked the beginning of my mental decline. I believe I had reached my limit with the abuse and was prepared to fight back. There was a male staff member from Yorkshire who subjected us to severe mistreatment. The abuse commenced as soon as my mother was no longer present. 
Longridgend - For 4 months 
We were all confined to separate cells. I recall that there was no toilet within the cell. You had to go downstairs to ‘slop out’. That particular area was referred to as the school boys because we were younger. I believe you were allowed to take a shower every few days, although I doubt they were shared facilities. There might have been an hour of educational activities once a week, but for the most part, you were kept locked up. 
 
Geilsland Approved School in Beith 
It was sheer torment; you were separated from your family and had no one to assist or care for you. The staff frequently resorted to physical violence. Depending on your behavior, you might receive leave from Friday to Sunday, but in most cases, I only had Saturday and Sunday off. It was contingent on your conduct. However, your weekend leave was never guaranteed. I suspect it was structured similarly to other facilities I had experienced, where all the showers were communal. Furthermore, the so-called education was not genuine; instead, you were assigned tasks such as bricklaying, gardening, and similar activities. Perhaps you would receive about an hour of actual education each week. The reality is that upon my release, I returned to live with my parents, but I had lost all the friends I had from my childhood. I transitioned from having a supportive family to losing my entire support network. This undoubtedly impacted my mental health as a child and continues to affect me as an adult. It is a burden that never truly dissipates. I am now a heavy drinker; I have experimented with every drug available. I have consistently engaged in wild binges to suppress my emotions. I do not hold back; I will consume anything. Although I am not on drugs constantly, when I do partake, I tend to binge. I still experience depression. I believe it is a cascading effect, as I drink to numb my feelings, which subsequently makes me feel worse .
 


