Name: David Jenkins 
DOB: 12/01/1979
Name of Care Home/s: Wellington Farm, Houden Hall
Reason for going into care: Mother struggling to cope 
Age in care: Approximately 9-16 years of age

Personal Statement
Wellington Farm 
[bookmark: _Int_TP44H3G6][bookmark: _Int_L7iDCA1o][bookmark: _Int_3PkqISIB]There are some incidents that really stick in my head, in particular with Gordon Dunbar, a staff member from Welly Farm.  One time I was leaning into a chair where we watched television and Gordon came over to me and poked me in the backside. I turned around and kicked someone in the face as I thought it was one of the boys joking around but it turned out to be Gordon, it was really creepy, I've got no idea how he was allowed to do this. I ended up finding out Gordon was a homosexual, and I felt quite uneasy with this considering he was working in a school with young boys. Gordon then restrained me and jumped on me, bending my arms and legs back because of what I did. These restraints were quite aggressive here. Sometimes the staff just did it because they were in a bad mood or hungover. 
I can remember boys coming into my room and beating me during the night, I was crying and the staff done nothing, I ended up just crying myself to sleep. There was nothing in place to stop this kind of thing from happening.
[bookmark: _Int_U64KwdFt]I was made to do brick work, gardening, and digging stuff up for the green house. I was mixing heavy cement and building a go kart track, us boys were actually building our own prison. It was really heavy-handed work, and we would be made to do it even in the freezing cold, you couldn't say no, it was quite tiring to be honest. We never got paid for this it was like free child labour.

Houden Hall
[bookmark: _Int_778nmhWL]I was left with a lot of responsibilities, they would make me lock people up in a unit called braid where the bad kids would be made to stay. I always felt rotten, but the staff would tell me you don't know why they are here. 
[bookmark: _Int_kX0si2II]One time I was grabbed by the throat against a wall by a staff member named Drew. He pinned me against the wall and was swearing at me. The restraints here were just as bad; they would hold you down and grab your arms and legs so you couldn't move. 
I would run away all the time; you were safer on the streets than in there. They would get me back and drag me to the van, they would restrain me and drag me on the carpet, and I would have carpet burns all over me. I just thought this was normal and that's why I ended up being rebellious. I was called names like a bastard and a prick too; that was just the way they spoke to you. 
The shower was shared in both places. Sometimes the girls would come in and watch us shower and I would try to hide myself a bit. No privacy existed here at all. 
The abuse was so bad I really wanted to get away, and I constantly tried. They even called me a strict escape. I risked my life for it, but I would do what I could to get away from the abuse and Houden hall.  
I would go to school in the morning and see a girl being restrained by numerous staff members. She was put in a room and restrained all day long, I would come back after school, and she would still be restrained. I mean I don’t know how they got away with it; it wasn't fair at all. God knows why they did that to that poor girl. Everybody got restrained at one point here; the staff had bad tempers. I heard screaming during the night, and kids were restrained during the night. I never really got to see mum, felt like they wanted to keep me away from her in case I told her what was happening to me. 
I suffer from depression and anxiety. Sometimes I wake up with bad night sweats from nightmares and can't remember what I had the nightmare about. I actually think I have PTSD but have never been tested for it. It has affected me in many different ways. 






