Name: David Craig
DOB: 27/08/1962
Name of Care Home: Kirkmichael House
Reason for going into care: Lack of parental control
Age in care: 10-15 years of age

Personal Statement
I lost my mother to cancer when I was approximately 10 years old. I was very close to her, and one might say I was a mummy's boy. Her passing had a profound impact on me, leading my behaviour to spiral out of control. Consequently, a panel with Ayr Social Services determined that I should be placed into care. 
I entered Kirkmichael House at the age of 10 and remained in care until I was about 15 years old. During my time there, I experienced instances of staff members slapping me, which occurred frequently. I would say this was mainly the male day staff. I also witnessed other boys being physically harmed by the staff on a regular basis. I would wet the bed while I was there and attempted to conceal it when making my bed in the morning. The staff would change the sheets weekly, and the woman responsible for washing them never mentioned it, as she understood the consequences of doing so. 
At mealtimes, you were required to eat whatever was placed in front of you, or you would not eat at all. Bullying among the boys was prevalent, and the staff were aware of it. However, they did nothing to address the situation; I would say they turned a blind eye to it. I escaped on two separate occasions, only to be brought back by the police. Upon my return, I would face punishment from the headmaster, Mr. Patrick. On one occasion, after I had run away, I was subjected to name-calling and slapped, all in front of my peers and even in the presence of the police, who merely stood by and allowed the incident to unfold. 
During my time in the shower, I was deprived of privacy, as staff members or other boys would frequently enter without warning. I was forced to wait in line, completely naked, alongside other boys until my name was called for my turn to shower. l was also required to perform cleaning tasks while I was here, such as peeling potatoes and preparing chips, yet I was never compensated for any of this work. 
I cannot recall having any visits from my father during my time here, nor was I allowed to leave to see him. This was particularly difficult for me, as I had already lost my mother and had been separated from my siblings and support system. I felt compelled to suppress my emotions, as I had no one to confide in regarding my feelings. The only visit I can remember in two years was from my oldest sister and her boyfriend. I never disclosed what I was experiencing here because I feared the consequences of doing so. This experience has profoundly affected my life; I have rarely spoken about it and often attempt to push it to the back of my mind.


