Name: Kimberleigh McConville 
DOB: 04/06/1991
Name of Care Home/s: Multiple Foster carers and care homes over the Glasgow Area. 
Reason for going into care: Neglect
Age in care: Approximately 9 - 14

Personal Statement
I recall our visit to the children's panel in Anniesland, Glasgow. My mother pleaded with them to keep us together, but they separated us. My sister eventually became pregnant and was sent back to our parents first. 
My oldest sister and I were placed with a foster carer named Grace Cox in Blackhill Glasgow City Council tenements and cottage flats   for approximately 10 months. We were told we were the ones in need of care, yet we ended up looking after the other children she had. We prepared bottles and fed the twins, Ryan and Meredith, while she rested in bed. We did this every night. 
Grace wouldn’t allow my sister to use the toilet at night. As a result, she developed IBS and a severe urinary infection, necessitating a visit to the Blackhill doctor’s surgery. Upon our arrival, Grace inquired about our preferred cereal, and that became our daily breakfast for the remainder of our stay. She was negligent and never provided us with new clothes. We wore cycling shorts and t-shirts. 
We continued attending the same school before entering care. Family contact occurred twice a week on Tuesdays and Thursdays in Drumchapel, where we could see our younger sisters. The house was too small, so we were placed in respite care for two weeks in Old Kilpatrick. It was just down the road from my grandmother, and we loved it because we were near our family. We moved again when our parents relocated to Cumbernauld.
 I attended Ravenwood Primary for about five months. We lived with foster carers Billy and Margaret for around 7 or 8 months in Cumbernauld, where I was with my eldest sister. They had three other children, and five of us were squeezed into one room. 
Billy was kind, but Margaret was terrible. She raised her hand to us and attempted to intimidate us. That’s when we were taken away. She made cruel remarks about a girl in her care who had burns on her face, saying things like, “It’s not my fault your mother did this to you.” 
Our next placement was in Sanquhar, Dumfries with Rose and David, where we stayed for about 10 or 11 months. I attended Sanquhar Primary. The relocation completely set us back. We were unfamiliar with anyone, lost all our friends, and missed the chance to form new relationships. Being moved frequently between schools due to being in care severely affected my education. Each new placement required me to start fresh with different teachers, unknown classmates, and varying curriculums, which left me perpetually trying to catch up.
 I lost friendships, missed crucial learning milestones, and found it hard to feel settled or supported. The instability hindered my ability to concentrate, and the emotional strain of being separated from my siblings and placed in situations where I often felt unsafe or unwelcome only compounded the disruption. 
They struggled to find any nearby foster carers, so contact with my sisters dwindled to once a week, then to once every two weeks, and eventually to once a month. I recall calling social services pleading to see my family. David was kind and took us to visit, but Rose was unpleasant. She forced us to eat food we disliked and made us stay until we finished. 
My sister defended herself and was moved to a children's unit. We were separated again. I ended up in a room without a window and no heating. There were five of us me, my sister, two other girls, and one who stayed in the front room. 
After my sister left, I was transferred to the cold back room. Rose spoke poorly of my sister, making comments like, 'That’s why the other girls have boyfriends and smoke.' We were prohibited from doing anything enjoyable, like playing or having fun. 
One morning, I broke down and told my social worker that I needed to leave. Back in Glasgow, I lived with a respite carer named Helen for about four weeks.
 After that, I moved in with Marrion in Pollock and changed schools again to Carmodrick Primary. I attended there for P6 and P7, around two years. This arrangement was meant to be long-term care. My contact frequency decreased from twice a week to once a week, then to once every two weeks, then once a month, and finally just twice a year. Most of the time, it was just me. I spent the first year alone. 
Marrion struggled with alcoholism. I poured her whiskeys every night and had to take care of myself. Deep down, she was a good woman, but she wasn't stable enough to be a foster carer. When another girl moved in, the situation worsened. We had to fend for ourselves since she didn’t cook. The girl expressed a desire to run away, and we attempted to do so daily. 
One day, we boarded a train to Troon to visit her family. The police found us and brought us back. When we tried to climb through the window, Marrion slammed it down on the girl’s leg, injuring her. This incident went to court. I was a witness in children’s court but never learned the outcome. 
Following that, social services relocated me again. I spent a week or two in Calder, then moved to another long-term carer, also named Marrion, in Cambuslang. I attended Cumbernauld High because my parents lived nearby. This Marrion was also an alcoholic and became unpleasant toward the end. 
She was older and took vacations to Barbados twice a year. The only clothes we received were for school, leaving me to walk around looking like a tramp. Eventually, I was placed in a children’s unit on Pete Road.
 My contact with my siblings ceased entirely. I called repeatedly to ask why, but I never received a response. I rebelled and stopped attending school, missing nearly two years of education. It was my way of trying to get social workers to pay attention. In hindsight, it may not have been the best decision, but I was just a child wanting to see my family. I lost out on many years of education, not due to a lack of desire to learn, but because the system did not offer the stability and support, I required to succeed. 
I completely stopped attending school as a form of protest the absence of family contact. I moved between various foster carers in Glasgow. I remained in care until I was around 14, after which I was allowed to return to my parents. 
Formally, I was permitted to stay until I was 16. At that age, they brought me to a meeting and threatened me with placement in a residential school. They didn’t follow through; they merely signed the paperwork and sent me away. I ceased attending school. I witnessed things that were inappropriate for me. 
At 17, I moved out of my mother’s home. There was no washing machine, no stove, and drugs were always present. I had to fend for myself. I have been diagnosed with severe PTSD due to everything I experienced. 
We never received any support or answers. When I became a parent, the impact was even more profound. I had countless questions. My sleep is poor, averaging only about four hours a night. I’ve been given medication, but I hesitate to take it because of the effects I witnessed drugs have on my parents. I’ve explored various treatments for anxiety and depression. The emotional wounds run deep. They will always be with me. I’ve simply learned to coexist with them
