Name: Donna Thorne
DOB: 28/03/1978
Name of Care Home: 
Scalloway park Children’s Home, Turriff Academy, foster care in Banff & Buckie (client unsure of names there), 5 6 Culbin Road Children’s Home, St Andrews Children’s Home, Rossie Residential Care Facility
Reason for going into care: Ran away from home due to stepfather’s abuse
Age in care: 12/13 years of age (exact duration unknown).

Personal Statement
I, Donna Thorne, was approximately 12 or 13 years old when my mother was incarcerated due to issues related to benefits. We were placed under the care of our stepfather, who had previously been abusive towards us in the year prior to our relocation from Aberdeen. My sister reported this abuse to the police, who subsequently informed the social work department, which was already aware of the situation. 
After my mother was imprisoned, we remained in the care of our stepfather, while social work continued to be involved in the ongoing investigation. Due to the psychological abuse inflicted by my stepfather, I attempted to take my own life by ingesting a large quantity of paracetamol. I was discovered and transported to the hospital, where my mother was present, and I was required to speak with a psychologist. However, I found it difficult to disclose the complete truth with my mother in attendance. The social work department was involved in this matter but ultimately returned me to my stepfather's care. After some time at home, I fled to Turriff, where I was apprehended by the police and subsequently taken to Scalloway Park. 
Scalloway Park Children’s Home
[bookmark: _Hlk210640874]Upon my initial arrival at Scalloway Park, I encountered a gentleman named Damian, who seemed to convey that he did not want me there and felt compelled to accept me. I was escorted to a locked, isolated room and left there for an extended period without food or drink. The only item provided to me was a toothbrush. There was a room opposite the sitting area, and I was essentially left alone without any company. I recall hearing Damian express to another staff member that I should not be there, that I was fabricating stories against my family, and that nobody wanted me. 
Turriff Academy
Shortly thereafter, I was sent back home. Upon entering my first year at Turriff Academy, I found myself unable to read or write. This inability, coupled with my poor clothing, led to bullying. I instigated a riot at school, which resulted in the involvement of social services. At that time, I was under the care of a child psychologist from Aberdeen, Dr. Jim Isles. 
Banff 
Subsequently, I was expelled from school and placed in foster care in Banff for a few days before being transferred to another foster home in Buckie, where I stayed for approximately three months. 
Buckie
Upon my arrival, I was welcomed by the foster carers. I recall having access to a backyard where I could briefly play with another foster child, and they had two biological children whose names I cannot remember. Afterward, I was taken to my room and left there without any interaction with the other children. The foster parents arranged for me to attend Buckie High School, despite my inability to read or write. We attended school feeling like outcasts, dressed inadequately, which led to severe bullying. I reported the bullying to the foster parents, but they showed little concern, focusing instead on the financial support they received for my care. Regardless of my situation, I was still sent to school. Dr. Isles was later brought to the foster home for a meeting, then without any prior notice, I was taken to St. Andrews in Elgin. 
St. Andrews in Elgin
Upon my initial arrival, I distinctly recall what seemed to be a large house, with girls situated on one side and boys on the opposite. I remember that the windows were equipped with safety metal baskets at the bottom, preventing any attempts to jump or escape. I was assigned to a single room that shared a bathroom, which was designated for the girls on that side. I recall that the staff held a meeting with a social worker named Steve Hawthershaw, who was affiliated with Aberdeen University and worked at the Banff office, alongside Dr. Isles. During this time, I felt invisible due to the lack of interaction.
Throughout my stay in St Andrews, I sensed that I was being victimised; while others were permitted to go on day trips and excursions, I was denied such opportunities without any explanation. It was only later in life that I discovered I had a conduct disorder, and I have recently been diagnosed with autism. Had the staff been more observant at that time, they might have recognised that something was amiss with me, which could have led to an earlier diagnosis or fairer treatment within the institution. Throughout the month I spent there, I was never truly allowed to form any friendships with the other girls. 
5-6 Culbin Road, Forres
Upon my initial arrival at 5-6 Culbin Road, I distinctly recall the prominent hill at the end of the cul-de-sac. The structure appeared to be two houses merged into one. I was situated on the ground level, which included an office and a social room featuring a pool table. On the first level, there were three bedrooms along with a bathroom. I experienced neglect from the staff and subsequently attended Forester Children's Home for my education. Due to my inability to read or write, I was frequently removed from classes as I was deemed disruptive and left unattended. I faced bullying at this institution because my peers recognised my differences. At that time, there was a police liaison officer named Craig, but I was too frightened to report the bullying to him for fear of the consequences. We were prohibited from preparing our own meals or doing laundry; we were merely instructed to remain seated in a room. After school, we were returned to Corbyn Road and directed to our rooms. 
Rossie Residential Care Facility
After several months, I was transferred to the Rossie facility in Montrose due to my behaviour, which stemmed from the bullying and neglect I endured from both staff and other children in Culbin. Upon my first arrival at the school, I remember it resembling a forest, surrounded by woods. The building was enormous, equipped with bars on the windows and locks on the doors. An older section of the building was in the process of being demolished, yet we would venture inside despite the evident dangers. 
There were approximately four different units within the facility, which included a smoking area, an exercise yard, and a segregation unit that was more sterile, featuring tiled walls, a single door, no windows, and a small toilet. Staff monitored us through a hatch, and we were often denied food. Within the facility, there were both a doctor and a dentist, creating an atmosphere reminiscent of a small prison due to the presence of locks on all the main doors. We were confined to our own small cell, which included a built-in bed and a sink, but no toilet. The only window was small and barred. The toilet and shower facilities were shared between boys and girls in the unit, and we had designated times for showering alone. 
Our treatment was akin to that of animals; if I refused to participate in physical education, I faced severe punishment, often being locked in my cell without food or drink for extended periods. This occurred quite frequently. I remember an incident where one of the officers pushed me down the stairs. While in the games hall, I placed a pool cue on the table, which made a loud noise. The guard on duty, who had a dislike for me at the time, grabbed me as I was leaving the room and pushed me, causing me to fall down the stairs. I experienced significant pain and discomfort in my back, shoulder, arm, and head, leaving me somewhat dazed and upset. The guard then dragged me across the floor and threw me into my cell, locking the door behind me. I spent most of the night crying, with no one checking on me, simply left alone. 
The quality of the food was subpar; when I requested an alternative because I did not like what was served, we were forced to eat it or go hungry. This was a strict regime, and compliance with the staff was mandatory, or else we faced isolation. Throughout my entire time there, I rarely had access to proper food. On one occasion, I ingested a bottle of shampoo and induced vomiting by forcing my fingers down my throat. I was told it was my own fault and would be left in isolation until the next day, with the lights turned off at a specific time. Some staff members openly discussed the physical development of the girls, making derogatory comments about those who were not fully developed, which was incredibly embarrassing and made us all feel uncomfortable.

Scalloway Park 2nd placement
After this experience, I was subsequently taken back to Scalloway Park. It resembled my initial experience, abandoned and overlooked. One night, the police were summoned, and I was arrested alongside another individual for speaking out. A senior officer seized my hair, assaulted me from behind within the police station, and dragged me into a cell. After being removed from me, he later approached to apologise, pleading with me not to disclose the incident. He mentioned that I could speak to him and his wife if I ever encountered them outside. This incident occurred at the old police station in Fraserburgh. 
Upon being returned to Scalloway Park, I received a bag from Damian and was instructed to enter a car that took me to a B&B in Peterhead. I observed that my belongings had been packed, including a pair of pyjamas, a box of cereal, and an outfit. I was informed that I had to remain there as the room was prepaid for the week. Located on the top floor, I was given £4 and left alone. As he departed, he remarked, 'You're not our problem anymore.' That was the last time I saw him. I spent three days at the B&B before contacting a friend and moving in with them, without any explanation or information provided. 


In the present day, I suffer from significant PTSD. I avoid social events, have very few friends, and believe that remaining in the shadows is much safer for me. I experience flashbacks at night, which lead to waking up in tears, screaming, and shouting due to the abuse I endured in care and from my stepfather. I feel that had there been more care and attention from social services or the police during my childhood, I might not have had to endure such a difficult upbringing or time in care. I perceived my actions as cries for help yet received no assistance whatsoever. My life has felt as though it has been confined to a room, and that was the extent of it. I was the child who was never loved, merely a source of income for others. I never celebrated Christmas or birthdays during my childhood, which continues to evoke feelings of sadness and distress to this day.


