Name: Hugh Dempsey
DOB: 02/08/1961 

Name of Care Home/s: The Old House (unsure of name/location) & Kerelaw Residential School, Stevenston 
Reason for going into care: Was out of parental control  
Age in care: Approximately 10 years of age

Personal Statement
‘The Old House’
I recall the most dreadful experiences, yet I have forgotten the name of this dreadful location. For all practical purposes, I refer to it as ‘the old house’. It looked possibly 1800’s-early1900’s. I was taken there in a car by 2 men with strange accents, possibly East Coast of Scotland. I was only a young boy, maybe 10 but could have been younger, as don’t remember too much. 
I am uncertain how long I resided there, perhaps four weeks, before I was taken to Kerelaw. In ‘the old house’, there was constant violence directed at you by both staff and other boys there. I remember a man with grey hair and glasses rubbing toothpaste under my foreskin and the pain was excruciating. I recall him seizing me by my testicles, pulling me around while asking, "What are you crying for?" I endured beatings and observed others being beaten. 
Boys like me were confined to a room to fight one another for the amusement of the staff. They would laugh at us for something quite trivial, and we could receive a slap or be kicked around. Some would even spit on you. If you were instructed to clean up and it was not done correctly, you would receive a hit. Bullying from older boys was a true nightmare. I was a bedwetter, likely due to my fear, and they took pleasure in rubbing my face in urine-soaked sheets. I witnessed this happening to others as well. 
There were also cold baths present in that place. At mealtimes, you would be reminded to "eat that quickly," and you would receive a slap for your troubles. There was an older female, she was possibly a cook or house maid, she would slap me.  
They confined me in cupboards for quite a while, or in a living room all day where bullying was prevalent. For fighting, they would strip me of my clothes and place me in a cell; do you understand the hurt and the embarrassing pain that accompanies such treatment? 

[bookmark: _Hlk211343913]Kerelaw Residential School, Stevenston 
Kerelaw was harsh, yet more structured and scheduled; you could be assaulted and tossed around by staff and other boys. The staff had ‘special places’ as they referred to them, where they would take you. It lingers in my memory how a boy was utterly terrified at night, not wanting to go to the toilet, a situation I never fully comprehended. I can’t recall his name, but we became friends, and I would often go with him to the toilet for safety. You would witness the suffering of others. You would endure your own humiliation from bedwetting, but that old house was the worst, and it has remained with me. I’m not sure how long I was at Kerelaw. As I gradually forget the past with age, some memories persist, and painfully. I see them clearly, prompting the question: was it truly necessary?
