Name: Martin Friel
DOB – 25/04/1961
Name(s) of Care Home – Residential School Rosyth
Reason for going into care: Truancy
Age in care: Approximately 8-9

Personal statement
At around 8 or 9 years old, I was sent to a residential school in Rosyth. I wasn't attending school at that time. I recall being taken away whilst I was out and about what I believed to be, by social services, and this was most likely through the school I was attending at the time for truancy. This occurred without your parents being made aware and subsequently placed in a Residential school in Rosyth, I spent a year there, but I can't recall the name of the school. On my first day, other kids stole my personal belongings. I reported this to the staff, but no action was taken. 
The other children were unruly, and I wasn't raised in that environment. I wasn't a troublemaker; I simply disliked school. 
Some staff members were decent, but others were not. There were several occasions when I was sent to bed without dinner. If I was considered to have misbehaved, I would be confined to my room without food. I found it hard to adjust, having been taken from my parents and placed among strangers. 
I was forced to stand naked in front of staff and other children while waiting for a shower. After arriving, I began wetting the bed, likely due to the trauma and shock of being there. Staff members would yell at me for this and make me change the bed. I had never changed a bed before; I was only 8 years old. 
I attempted to escape, but being on an isolated island meant I didn't get very far. I had no visitors and didn't see my parents or siblings for an entire year. At times, I felt humiliated; if I struggled in class, I was told I was worthless and would never succeed. 
My experience there had a profound impact on me. I was taken away from my parents and placed far from home. Although I didn't enjoy school, I wasn't a bad child. I was surrounded by kids who bullied me and stole from me. I faced degradation, belittlement, and mental abuse for a year. The absence of my parents for that long devastated me, leaving me feeling isolated and alone. This experience remains vivid in my memory even after 56 years, and I still reflect on what I endured all that time ago. 

