Name: David King
DOB: 03/02/1970
Name of Care Home/s. Dunclutha, Mitchell Street. 
Reason for going into care: Mother was an alcoholic.
Age in care: Birth – 16. 

Personal Statement
Statement
Dunclutha Children’s Home.
I was fostered out at several home and establishment, however being so young, I only remember 2 homes, I experienced abuse in both. One being Dunclutha Children’s Home.  I was here at around 6 years old until about 9.  I was sexually abused at 8 years old by an older boy that stayed in the home. His name was David Ross. He raped me every couple of weeks. I told staff about it, a staff member called Kenneth McCluskie caught him doing it. He split us up and told me to go back to my room. Nothing happened to David Ross, and he continued to rape me. I started running away from Dunclutha, getting brought back, and I used to get put in shorts and slippers so I would not run away again but I always did. Kenneth McCluskie used to slap me in the ears, and I ran and reported it to the head Bill Jardon as it was starting to damage my ears. I was also punched on quite a few occasions.
A member of staff was grooming a girl that lived in the home. I was kissing her one night at the bus stop and the member of staff that was grooming her came round and seen and battered the life out of me. He flung me over a wall and came round and continuously punched me. I literally had to run for my life back to the children’s home to report this. It all came out he was grooming the girl and after this night I never seen him at the home again, so I believe he was possibly sacked for this. I was left with bruises and bled on quite a few occasions after beatings. Cannot remember name though. 
Staff would call me names such as little poof. I was hit with the belt and the cane, Bill Jardon used to put a magazine over my wrists when he was giving me the belt and if the magazine fell off, he would go for your bare hand. If I started crying, I would get the belt again harder. Bill Jardon also used the cane on me across my backside and the back of my legs. There was a woman (I think her name was Mrs Bucking) that worked in the care home that used to wash my mouth out with soap for bad language. Staff would make us eat everything off our plate, even if we were full. If we did not eat it, we would be forced to eat it for breakfast the next day and if we did not eat it at breakfast, we would have it placed down for dinner. I would get cold showers as a form of punishment for misbehaving or being cheeky at times. When it came to shower time, there were 4 or 5 showers in the room where all of us would queue for our time in the shower with no clothes on. A member of staff would also be standing there watching us getting washed. Sometimes staff would wake us up during the night to stand out in the corridor as a group punishment where we would need to stand for hours at a time. There was always something going on in the home.


Mitchell Street Children’s Home – aged 11-12 until 16.
This was just a riot in here. The older children ran the home not the staff. There was no organisation in this home at all. I wasn’t here for that long as I was just awaiting to be passed to foster parents. I was running away from the foster parents as I was struggling with getting answers as to who my family was and why they had given me up.   I didn’t suffer any sexual abuse here or physical, but we were all neglected emotionally. No safeguarding, I was roaming the town at all hours. Staff had no control it was a free for all with children. 
I don’t trust people and find it hard to communicate with people. My self-confidence is bad. I suffer with depression; I used to take medication for it, but I self-medicate through holistic ways now such as exercise. I did turn to alcohol and drugs when I first left care, but I no longer touch these now. 

