Name: Maureen Hill
DOB: 04/11/1963
Name of Care Home/s: Calder House, Blantyre & Dr Guthrie’s Children’s Home, Dalkeith, Edinburgh 
Reason for going into care: Mother passed away & Father wasn’t coping / Younger children went into care / Truancy 
Age in care: Approximately 10/11 years of age

Personal Statement
Calder House - approx.1973 

If the teacher disliked you, you would be sent to a large barn as punishment, forced to do excessive chores, or even face physical abuse. The chores included scrubbing the cold concrete floor on your knees with a toothbrush for hours, and you would often be hit and assaulted. I was assaulted many times in this way.
 
During sports, objects would be thrown at you to make you run faster, which was meant to encourage you, but it only made you run faster out of fear of being hit. The male staff were bullies, making you clean boots and stock rooms, relishing the control and fear they instilled in you. If the staff beat you, they would send you to a freezing cell without shoes or socks, leaving you for hours in inadequate clothing for the cold.

Mr. Scott was one of the staff members, but there were others who exhibited similar abusive behaviour. I was referred to as Hill and called hillbillies by the head. Mr. Ranch was the man in charge of the home. The older male staff were bullies who would call you names and threaten you with being sent to the nuns, who would treat you even worse. This was scaring tactic as we know that Nuns run the children’s home 

They would taunt you about your father being an alcoholic who would soon die, and that your family didn’t want you, mentally torturing you as a child dealing with trauma and feeling unloved. This was extreme mental bullying, to an extent I was scared. I remember Mrs. White, who was kind, and the female night staff were nice, but strict. 

The male staff would punish you by hitting the soles of your feet with a cane or stick while you were on the concrete floor, and they would hit your legs and knees. This happened to me several times and I couldn’t walk as Mr. Scott had hurt me. Their actions would make you cry, and they would pull your hair with force, intending to hurt you and make you cry. They would also hurt you to silence you if you reacted in any way.

You had to witness other children being hurt openly as well. Many tried to escape, but if caught, you would be beaten and sent to the barn for segregation. I ran away once and learned not to do it again, as I didn’t want to endure that experience again. Mr. Ranch came to get us in a jeep, we were on the land, and we hid. We were taken back, and we were punished by the staff members.

It was a military-style boot camp with Mr. Scott and his demeanor. Mrs. White knew about the mistreatment but remained kind, never stepping in or attempting to address the situation. Daily, individuals would be pushed and shoved here, and they face physical abuse in the barn every two weeks for about a year. This was something I got used to and scared of.

When family members visited and brought toiletries and sweets, those items were never returned after the family left. These were kept by the wardens.






Dr Guthrie’s Children’s Home, Dalkeith

I left Calder house at age approx. 13, thinking I was going somewhere safe and secure; however, I was at Dr. Guthrie's for roughly four years from 1976/77. It was run entirely by men, except for one staff member, Mrs. McGommery, who drove the van for outings. This was a list D school for girls. 

Daily physical abuse was endured here, including kicks to the shins for various reasons, primarily for discipline. Tears were often shed due to physical mistreatment, which was openly inflicted on other children as well, which I witnessed. If a child had their hair tied up, staff would pull and drag them by their hair, treating such abuse as normal and acceptable. 

I believe living with my alcoholic father would have been preferable, as the abuse there would have been less severe than what I experienced at Dr Guthrie’s. We were all treated as mere numbers,  and I was referred to as Hill. There was no care or attention given to our well-being. It was mentally abusive and volatile at all times. 

There were excessive chores to clean dormitories and make beds to strict standards, like a military boot camp enforced by the male staff. I learnt to avoid the male staff to avoid any harm and sexual contact. This was normal. I witnessed other girls suffering this. We were segregated at night and on guard to stay safe.

When I left there, I returned home to my alcoholic father and moved in with my siblings to avoid harm.

This experience has mentally affected me in my relationships with men throughout my life. I suffer from anxiety and depression, and I am on medication for this trauma. This is ongoing. I feel that the care system has negatively influenced my life, there was no care! Childhood is supposed to be filled with good memories, the best time of your life, I do my best to block it all out.
 
I had my first child at age 17 still being in trauma, as I thought by becoming a mother I would forget the happenings. Sadly this child was killed 4 years later 

Being a mum to my other 2 children has been difficult as I tend to be very strict and protective of them. This has put a strain on our relationship. 





