Name: Patrick Southern
DOB: 15/12/1977
Name of Care Home: Crosshill children’s home, St John’s
Reason for going into care: Domestic violence and sexual violence
Age in care: Approximately 12-16 years of age

Personal Statement
[bookmark: _Hlk209611399]Prior going into care I lived with my mom and stepdad. My stepdad abused me; I was constantly beaten and hit over the head by him. He had friends that came over and this was where my sexual abuse started. These were family friends. I recollect that one of them, the main abuser was called Dave Allan. One of the perpetrators who was a babysitter whom my stepdad had brought into our home, and there was also an incident involving my sister. The abuse escalated to the point of full penetration. This led to me constantly running away as I refused to go back home. I was around 10/11 years old. I believe this was why I was sent to Crosshill. I cannot recall much about Crosshill home, as my stay was brief due to one of my abusers following me. Whilst I was here, I was taken out by him and was subsequently further sexually abused by older men, which led to my transfer to St Johns. 
St Johns was a nightmare; it was extremely challenging. At the age of 12, I was consuming pills as if they were candy. As a residential pupil, I never had the opportunity to escape like the other boys. Upon my arrival at St Johns, one of the boys instructed me to bend over, stating he wanted to engage in sexual acts with me. Having been accustomed to sexual abuse previously, I complied, and he subsequently kicked me in the rear and informed the 54 boys in the home. 
I recall the art teacher would throw keys at my genitals as if it were a form of target practice. During my time in care, the staff referred to me as Franny the Fanny. They would consistently strike me with belts or canes on the back of my legs. I was a frequent bedwetter, and if the staff noticed, I would be forced to stand naked against the wall for a certain duration. 
A staff member once poured dishwashing liquid into my eyes for failing to wash a spatula. All the children were required to stand naked in the dormitory while waiting for our showers; there was no privacy, as the cubicles were open, and the staff would observe. 
Cold showers were often administered as a form of punishment. To this day, I still harbour a fear of cold water. I remember a staff member waking me in the middle of the night to drink a glass of salty water. Being removed from my bed at night became a regular occurrence. 
We were responsible for maintaining the grounds of the boys' home, and we were outside every day without any days off. While in the home, I was coerced into performing oral sex on one of the staff members, and I recall one male staff member masturbating me. 
I would consume alcohol in the home with the staff, after which I cannot clearly remember what transpired. During my time in care, I received a letter from one of the podophiles, which contained very graphic content. This prompted the staff members to begin asking questions. I subsequently informed them of the letter's origin, which led to my release from care to my own flat at the age of 16. 
At 16, I found myself struggling with a heroin addiction and relying heavily on alcohol. My life felt non-existent until the birth of my twin boys in 2019. 
I have been diagnosed with a mental health condition because of my experiences in care. My memory is severely impaired due to the trauma I endured. I had a very troubled upbringing, and even now, I continue to experience flashbacks and suffer from significant mental health issues, for which I am heavily medicated. 
Given the severity of my childhood, I have developed a lack of fear; I have endured so much that I believe nothing could be worse. I face daily struggles to stay alive, but my twins provide me with the motivation to keep going. When I was around 7 years old, I was subjected to sexual abuse by two separate groups of paedophiles. One of the perpetrators was a babysitter whom my stepdad had brought into our home, and there was also an incident involving my sister. The abuse escalated to the point of full penetration. My stepdad showed no concern for the welfare of either me or my sister.

