
Name: Donald Stewart
DOB: 12/09/1977
Name of Care Home/s: Beech Avenue Children’s home, Paisley & Balrossie in Kilmacolm; List D School residential 
Reason for going into care: Mother's neglect - Mental health and abuse
Age in care: Approximately 11/12 years of age

Personal Statement
Beech Avenue Children’s home
[bookmark: _Hlk214972418]I, Donald Stewart, was placed in care at the age of 11/12. I was placed in Beech Avenue Children’s home, Paisley 1-3 Beech Avenue for 18 months to 2 years. 
There was a lot of manipulation here from the staff, many were very old school and strict suffering verbal abuse and do it secretive and threatening, to inhibit you, openly belittling you. I was removed from here due to truancy. 
Balrossie
[bookmark: _Hlk214975870][bookmark: _Hlk214972492]I was sent to Balrossie in Kilmacolm; List D School residential
Upon my initial arrival, I found that there was a lack of educational opportunities. I quickly observed that many of the male staff members were significantly taller and larger than most of us, which made them quite intimidating to both me and the other residents.
It became apparent that the environment was highly regimented, as this was the way they preferred to operate. If we deviated from their expectations, misbehaved, or responded back to them, we would be taken aside by the staff and subjected to physical punishment, such as being punched or slapped in the head or face, before being sent on our way.
Most of the staff were aware that this behaviour was occurring. One staff member in particular, named Julian, was notably heavy-handed towards myself and others. I remember him distinctly because he was from England, and his accent was immediately recognisable.
They called me Donny the paisley Bastard.  I recall one day when a group of us was gathered in the play area, engaging in playful activities and laughter, which displeased Julian. He then seized me, as I was the smallest in the group, grabbing me by the neck to exert control. He dug his fingers into my neck and began to swing me around. Subsequently, he twisted my arm up my back, causing significant pain in both my neck and arm. I began to cry and pleaded repeatedly to be released, explaining that I was only 11 years old and had done nothing wrong. He winded me as he knelt on my chest 
 He warned the group, saying, 'this is what will happen if you do not follow orders.' This statement shocked the others. After several minutes of my pleading and crying, he finally let me go. I was then taken to an isolated room to 'calm down,' as per Julian's instructions, where I remained overnight. My access to the toilet was limited, and I was provided with only basic food rations and minimal water. An itchy blanket was my only cover, and the room was cold. This was very cell like.
The following day, I requested to be taken to the medical ward due to the unbearable pain in my neck, as I was unable to move it properly. Once I arrived at the medical ward, I encountered an officer in charge member named Donald Rankin. I recall him vividly as we shared the same name. He was a genuinely kind and helpful individual, embodying the old-school approach of truly caring for the residents in his care. When I recounted my experience to him, he promptly reported it to his supervisor. For several days, I was unable to move my neck or head without experiencing significant pain. After three to four days, the pain began to subside, allowing me to move it more freely, although I still felt some discomfort.
Subsequently, I was taken back to the isolated room, which made me feel as though I had done something wrong. My social worker, Robert Lockhart from Paisley social work, was summoned for a meeting with the staff. I then participated in a meeting with several staff members to discuss the incident and share my perspective. I expressed my desire to press charges against Julian, as he had been excessively forceful with me despite my having done nothing wrong. The staff continued to question my resolve, asking, "Are you sure you want to go to the police? They won't believe you." I was further warned, "nobody likes a grass in here. Do you know what happens to grasses? They get beaten up all the time." Despite their intimidation, I remained steadfast in my decision to press charges. I was then returned to the isolation room, away from everyone, under the pretext, I was humiliated as they were trying to bribe me, that it was for my safety and the safety of others, as I was labelled a 'wild child.' 
I was confined there until, as the staff put it, I had "calmed down." I was told that my family did not want me and that nobody would believe my story, as I was nobody's child. This deeply upset me, and I cried myself to sleep that night. The following day, I was brought back into the room with four staff members, who once again inquired whether I still wished to report Julian to the police. They reiterated that it would not be worthwhile, claiming that the police would not believe my account. I felt as though I was being manipulated by them, yet I remained determined to pursue this matter further. During the ongoing investigation, Julien was separated from me; however, I found myself facing threats and physical assaults unless I retracted my story threats were by other staff members, treating me like an animal. I contemplated suicide at this point. 
Despite feeling scared and upset, I did not back down. I was taken to the office with the staff, who persistently asked if I wanted to continue with my action, which I still intended to do. Subsequently, I became a target of bullying from older residents who urged me not to proceed with my claim against Julian, asserting that he was a good person and labelling me as a 'grass.' I was threatened with severe violence if this behaviour persisted. I observed that during these meetings, no senior staff members were present, suggesting an intent to keep the situation concealed from higher authorities. I endured several beatings at the hands of larger residents, and whenever I ventured out alone, I would be attacked while the staff merely observed. 
Eventually, I informed the staff that I would withdraw the charge. After I dropped the charge, things began to return to normal. Julian approached me with an apology, but it felt as though he was relieved to retain his job. He implied that I was at fault and that I was the problematic one, claiming he had to restrain me despite my innocence.
I witnessed abuse inflicted upon other residents in the school, observing them being beaten, struck with batons and belts, punched, kicked, and hearing numerous screams at night. There were ten beds in the room I was assigned to, known as the Bute unit, yet we could hear the disturbances from other nearby units. 
Our shower facilities required us to strip naked and walk down a narrow corridor in front of others, while staff would laugh and mock us in the shower room. The environment was quite exposed, as there were only five showers available, necessitating a wait for one to become free. We were allotted a time limit of less than two minutes to complete our shower and exceeding this limit would result in being forcibly removed by other residents under the direction of the staff members. Following this, we would return to our room to get dressed.
I continue to experience flashbacks of those events, often hearing the screams of the other children. Occasionally, I feel a pain in my neck, a reminder of when Julian seized me, which evokes those memories. Even now, I live in constant fear of encountering Julian again. I still shudder if anyone touches my neck. I recall that he was English, so he may have returned to his home country or may no longer be alive. 
I have severe trust issues in life and volatile approaches to normal day to day living. Raised voices make me shudder and I walk away to find safety. You find authority hard to take…the episode has made me defensive 
Prior to cancer I was on anti-depressants and had counselling treatment. 


