Name: Lisa Cowan (Maiden Name – Lisa Panzica)
DOB – 29/05/1966
Social Services/Local authority - Gilmoreton social services. Edinburgh
Name(s) of Care Home – Foster Care: Duncan and Mary Macdonald - South House Broadway
Reason for going into care: Mother had mental health issues.
Age in care: Approximately 12 – 16

Personal statement 
I was placed into care after my mother was admitted to hospital with mental health issues, I was placed in 4 foster homes this one was pure emotional, physical, sexual and mental abuse. 
The term “threatened” describes what I went through, events that left me unable to see my mother again. Every day after school, I was abused. My hands were tied, my pants were removed, and I was separated from my sister and taken into the main sitting room, where Mary, his wife, often sat watching. I was forced to dance naked. I was threatened, beaten on my bare skin with a belt, and made to feel completely under his control. This continued daily for the whole time I was there.
To cope, I started self-harming at age 11, smashing light bulbs and cutting myself I still have the scars. 
I lived in constant fear and anxiety. I often wet the bed, which was left unchanged for weeks and smelled awful. Years later, before my mother passed away, I finally confided in her and this resulted in her breaking down as she felt she failed in her role.
Meals were monotonous, always the same rotation, beans and chips, beans and fritters, or sometimes rhubarb. Duncan constantly smelled of whiskey and was often drunk. After dinner, he sent me to my room, where I was expected to stay silent. He believed he had complete control over his wife, and although she knew much of what was happening, she maintained a façade of kindness and did as he demanded. He also inflicted severe abuse on the dogs.
Alongside the emotional trauma, the abuse caused lasting physical damage, which is documented in my medical records. I lived with severe pain and eventually ended up having a hysterectomy at 24. I’m convinced that my reproductive system had been destroyed by the items he had inserted inside me, such as a bottle and lightbulbs and his hand up to his wrist. It was painful, but I was told to be silent. During this time, I only had access to my mother once as I visited her in a mental health unit at the Andrew Duncan facility.
I became robotic, responding automatically and doing exactly what was expected of me when I came home from school. After punishments, he cut my very long hair short so that I would look like a boy. I was devasted.
By the time I was sixteen, I was suffering from anxiety attacks. I attempted suicide and often thought about self-harm because of the trauma I endured.
My memories from that time come in fragments and painful sharp flashes, but to this day I still remember the pain, the bleeding, the restraints, and the objects forced into me. By Duncan Macdonald. 
My relationships with men were filled with mistrust and repeated abuse, mentally and financially.  One time at the family home, another man visited and attempted to kiss me, this made me feel I was attracting these types of men although nothing further happened. As an adult, I have since undergone Cognitive Behavioural Therapy (CBT) to confront and begin healing from the trauma of my childhood.  Despite everything.  I have been diagnosed with PTSD, anxiety and take medication daily.  




