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Personal Statement
Lendrickmuir School
I, James Reily, participated in a children's panel at the county building in Ayr. I was sent to Lendrickmuir School when I was 11 years old, which coincided with my brother's birthday. I was informed that the duration of my stay would be subject to review. Upon my initial arrival, I recall a large house situated in what felt like the middle of nowhere, which had a school connected to it. I was first introduced to one of the residents, Jimmy Havlin, who would accompany me until I became accustomed to my new surroundings. He advised me on whom to avoid, particularly a teacher named Mr. Bain, who was rumoured to be sexually abusing boys. My first night was spent in a dormitory with six others in room 10, and there were various individuals, up to ten, in the dorms along the corridors. Around 7:30 or 8 PM, we were provided with a warm cup of cocoa and a bun, after which it was lights out and time for bed. 
The headmaster resided on-site, and there were a few staff members present, with additional staff on the school estate. The next day, I attended classes at the campus school, where we were divided into age-appropriate groups; however, I was placed with children a year older than myself. The staff were not opposed to using a belt or administering unusual punishments. We were granted considerable freedom to walk to the local village, provided it was still light outside. From my very first day, I sensed that I was in for a challenging experience, being the youngest among many older boys. They would call me names, label me as crazy, and attempt to provoke me. I had been sexually abused by my mother's then-boyfriend, and this information soon became public knowledge within the school. When I tried to confide in a friend, the information spread, and once it was known, my time there turned truly dreadful. I began to face bullying, being punched, kicked, and slapped, and I endured numerous beatings from the older boys, which occurred almost daily for nearly two years. I reported the incidents to the staff, but they took no action, dismissing my claims as lies.
I vividly remember one day in class when the teacher was writing on the blackboard; someone from the back of the room threw an object that narrowly missed him. In his anger at nearly being hit, he turned and punched me in the nose, resulting in a broken nose and blood all over the floor after my clothes were damaged, I approached the headmaster to report the incident. I was met with the response, "What do you want me to do about it?" I then requested that he contact the police, as I had been assaulted, but he refused. While there were a few teachers with whom I had a good rapport, I tended to avoid others "like the plague." The gym teacher made his disdain for me evident from the outset; it later became clear that he was friends with the staff member who had assaulted me. During a football match between staff and students, this teacher attempted to tackle me with the intention of causing harm, aiming his studs at my knees. Fortunately, a friend was able to move away in time, preventing a potentially worse outcome. There were other forms of abuse from him as well. On days when it was too wet to go outside, we would play basketball, and he would deliberately throw balls at us when we least expected it. This resulted in significant pain, particularly when the balls struck our heads or backs. Several staff members had their own methods of punishment, which included discreetly hitting and punching. 
The deputy head teacher developed an aversion towards one of my friends, Hutchy, and would seize any opportunity to impose punishment upon him. As I was friends with Hutchy, I too became a target of this punishment. On several occasions, we were forcibly removed from our beds and taken to the physical education hall, where we were compelled to perform squats, burpees, and run in place until we vomited, after which we were returned to our beds. On one rare occasion, we were made to stand naked against the cast iron radiators, which were turned up to full heat, as a consequence of our complaints about feeling cold; this inflicted genuine pain upon our skin. There were a few cases of sexual assault within the school, but those who attempted to target me were unsuccessful. 
Bullying and physical violence were rampant throughout the institution. For our punishments, we were often taken to the gym hall at any time and forced to exercise until we vomited, or made to walk around the playground collecting cigarette butts, regardless of the weather conditions. If we failed to comply, we would be assaulted by the staff or they would incite some of the older students against us. The staff were keen to assert their authority, and any deviation from the rules would result in severe repercussions. I was perceived more as a hindrance at the school shortly after completing my O levels. I informed the head teacher of my intention not to return, and he accompanied me to the bus stop, covering my fare and allowing me to return to Ayr. Upon my release, I went home and informed my parents and social services, who conducted an investigation but took no further action. Subsequently, I attended a mainstream school, where I struggled to fit in and became a problem for them, ultimately leading to my relocation to Rosemount Children's Home for kids. 
Rosemount Children's Home
I was 15 years old at that time, and I experienced significant bullying from some of the staff, who were very regimented. A few weeks before my 16th birthday, I secured a job on a fishing boat working at sea. I was fortunate to meet different crew members who helped me find work in England, where I currently reside today. 
To this day, I still carry painful memories of my time in care, and I seldom wish to return to Ayr. The mere mention of Ayr triggers considerable anxiety for me, particularly around my brother's birthday in March each year. I often experience flashbacks, especially at night, filled with distressing memories that I prefer to forget. I struggle with trust issues and tend to keep people at a distance, rarely sharing details about my upbringing. If asked, I simply state that I had a normal childhood. In all honesty, I have nothing positive to say about Lendrickmuir. While some former residents, who are part of a Facebook group, may have differing opinions, they were not subjected to the same treatment I endured. I am aware that many individuals from that time have either passed away or are incarcerated for serious offenses such as abuse and rape. Lendrickmuir felt more like a prison camp than a school, where each day required one to fight for their own survival.

