Name: Fergus Marshall
DOB: 26/07/1960
Name of Care Home/s: Burnside House (Dundee), Balgowan School (Dundee)
Reason for going into care: Misbehaving, parents were abusive, and uncle was abusive 
Age in care: Approximately 11 years of age to 14 years off age 

Personal Statement
I was subjected to physical abuse by my father, neglected by my mother, and sexually abused by an uncle on my father's side. My misbehaviour stemmed from the trauma I was experiencing at such a young age, and my lack of understanding led me to engage in mischief.
Harestane Children’s Home:
I was admitted to Harestane children's home, also referred to as Burnside, in Dundee in 1971 when I was 11 years old. During my time at Harestane I was referred to as Marshall. Upon my arrival at Harestanes / Burnside, the staff were somewhat indifferent. The other juveniles were predominantly older, aged between 15 and 18, while I was the youngest at 11. Unfortunately, I quickly became a target for both physical and mental abuse. They would punch, kick, and slap me without provocation. 
I distinctly remember one incident where a boy would masturbate on the bed, under the covers, and on the pillow, which I was forced to clean myself. There were four of us in the dorm, and they found this amusing, laughing as I was made to tidy up. If I refused, I would be beaten. Most nights, I lay in bed in constant fear, anxious about what they might do next.
I reported my difficulties to the main manager, but my concerns were dismissed. I was warned that if I continued to request tissues and wipes, I would be placed in isolation. I felt like I was seen as a burden rather than a person. The isolation room was dark and cold, containing only a bed that was locked, with no access to toilets or showers. 
During my time there, I had no privacy while showering and was compelled to stand naked in the corridor, where the other boys would mock me and occasionally strike me with towels, causing significant pain to my bottom, legs, and lower back. This pain was so severe that sitting down became unbearable. I reported these incidents to the staff multiple times, but they showed no interest. 
After six months at Harestanes, I was presented before a children's panel in hopes of being released. My mother attended the meeting and expressed that she did not want me back home, which led to my transfer to Balgowan in Dundee.  


Balgowan Dundee: 
During my time in Balgowan I was known as Boy 29. Upon my initial arrival at Balgowan, I encountered a large building with two main dormitories, each accommodating approximately 35 to 40 boys from various parts of Scotland. There was one watchman present, but in reality, there was a lack of control within the facility. The watchman would often be seen chasing individuals around the premises at night. 
The primary abuse originated from the physical education instructor, an older individual named Mr. Downie, (known as sneck because he had a big nose) who was exceedingly cruel to most of the boys. He would often detain one of the boys to clean the gym shoes. Upon my entry into the shoe room, he would frequently lock the door. Most of the time, he would forcibly pull down my trousers, spread my legs apart with his kicks, and use his fingers to penetrate me. With his other hand, he would unfasten his trousers, expose his penis, then grip the back of my neck and push me against the wall, forcing my face against it, compelling me to perform a sexual act on him. He would then take the same fingers that had penetrated me and force them into my mouth, insisting that I continue the sexual act until he climaxed, often ejaculating onto the floor or my clothing. He derived significant pleasure from this, groaning upon completion. Subsequently, we were made to clean up the mess and then proceed to clean the gym shoes as initially intended. I am aware that this also occurred to three other boys in addition to myself. 
The other boys were aware of the abuse we were enduring, and at night, they would pursue me and the three other boys around the area, attempting to engage in sexual acts with us. We would seek refuge wherever possible to avoid being caught. I often found shelter in a small cloakroom, hiding beneath several jackets, terrified to make any sudden movements or noises for fear of being discovered. This situation persisted for most of my 18 to 24 months at the school. 
There was a teacher named Mr. Blackmore to whom I confided about the abuse. He was supportive and claimed he had reported the matter to the council and local authorities, but his efforts were ignored he later became the head social worker for Dundee. Mr. Downie was nearing retirement age, and it appeared that addressing the issue would be more trouble than it was worth for them, leading them to prefer to let him leave without any significant complications. Additionally, there was another teacher, Mr. Kelso, who one day opened the door and witnessed the abuse perpetrated by Mr. Downie. Initially taken aback, he subsequently closed the door and walked away, returning only after the incident had concluded, yet no action was taken regarding the matter. 
I successfully escaped through a fire exit and remained away for two to three days, as I was reluctant to return. Eventually, I was apprehended by the police in Ayr, outside a hotel, because I had been reported as a missing person. The hotel staff, recognizing my accent, alerted the authorities. I was taken back to Balgowan, and on my way to the dormitory, I was captured by Mr. Downie and three other staff members. They restrained me and struck me with what felt like a belt, causing severe pain in my bottom and legs. Mr. Downie then pulled me aside and warned me that if I ever spoke about the incident, he would turn it against me, asserting that no one would believe a foolish little boy whose parents did not love or want him. I was made to feel worthless, and at that moment, I wished I could end my life, knowing that my situation would be hellish. He also threatened to have the older boys in the home beat me severely, which instilled a constant fear in me. The following day, I was summoned to the headmaster's office at the school. He was extremely angry and aggressively instructed me to extend my hands. Terrified, I complied, and he struck me with a belt approximately seven to ten times. I was made to feel like a very bad boy who deserved this punishment. I explained to the headmaster why I had run away, citing the abuse from the boys at school and the sexual abuse from Mr. Downie, but I was dismissed as a liar and sent back to the dorms.
The abuse from the boys persisted throughout my time there, as did the sexual abuse from Mr. Downie. When I was finally able to leave, Mr. Downie was still employed at the establishment, and the school itself provided very little education. I left the school at the age of thirteen and a half. Upon my release, I informed the headmaster about the abuse I suffered at the hands of my parents, but I was told that it was not their concern. I returned to live with my parents at Kirkton Avenue and attended Kirkton High School. One weekend, I was sent to stay with my uncle at his farm, where I recounted my experiences during my time in care, but he showed little sympathy, during the night, I was awakened by him forcibly turning me onto my stomach, pulling down my pants, and inserting his penis between my legs. This continued for most of the night. Upon returning to school, I reported this incident to one of the teachers; however, no notification was ever made to the authorities.

My mental health has deteriorated significantly. I am currently seeing a psychiatrist at Gowan Lea in Arbroath, attending appointments every few months. I have been prescribed strong medication, which I can disclose if necessary. I experience numerous flashbacks throughout the night. I underwent electroconvulsive therapy, but it did not yield any positive results. I have been treated at Strathaven Mental Hospital in Fife, Liff Hospital in Dundee, and Carsview Hospital, but these treatments did not have a substantial impact on me. I also consulted Dr. Murdoch at Pitcherro Mental Health Centre in Dundee, who diagnosed me with severe PTSD. She provided me with a 24-hour contact number for emergencies and prescribed me high-strength medication. During my time at the same facility, I participated in group therapy, where one of the members was a convicted sex offender who had been released from prison and was undergoing rehabilitation. I had to listen to his experiences, which triggered many of my painful memories that I have been striving to overcome. My life has been a continuous cycle of ups and downs; I spent three years in bed before receiving the appropriate medication, which has offered some slight relief. At night, I am haunted by flashbacks of the abuse I endured, and I can also hear the screams of other boys who were sexually abused. I often wake up screaming, sweating, and crying, overwhelmed with panic, desperately wishing for something to alleviate this pain and erase these memories.  
The electric shock treatments have never worked and after many suicide attempts and self-harm episodes I confided in my wife Evelyn, this has a had a huge impact on our life. My two sons have not spoken to me for many years, I have severe fibromyalgia and my wife has been diagnosed with depression and has medication. 









