Name: Neil Morrison
DOB: 18/07/1972
Name of Care Home: Glendykes Children’s Home
Reason for going into care: Abuse from Father
Age in care: Approximately 13 years of age

Personal Statement
My father was extremely abusive. The police were aware of the abuse; they were often involved and would regularly come to see me in hospital. Eventually, I was taken into care with my brother, Allan. My father broke my jaw, fractured my arms, and burned my hands, legs, and arms. He once held my hand on a hot gas cooker and deliberately burned me. Another time, he scolded me with boiling tea. He was a heavy gambler and frequently violent. The police often came to the house and took him away, but I have no idea what consequences he ever faced, if any.
After an operation, the police visited me in the Sick Children’s Hospital in Edinburgh. They admitted they knew I hadn’t caused the injuries to my own genitals, that they told me they understood what was really happening at home. At school, I was regularly stripped and checked for bruises or marks because of the severity of my father's abuse. What he put me through was hell.
Glendykes Children’s Home
While living at Glendykes, one night I woke up to find my pajamas bottoms around my ankles. It was confusing and frightening. I didn't know what to say or do. My genitals and stomach were wet. At the time, I didn't fully understand, I was too young, but looking back now, I know it was semen. I woke up to see the night staff leaving my room
I wasn’t old enough to masturbate, so I knew something had happened to me. I kept it to myself because I was terrified. My brother Allan told me to stay quiet. By then, I was so used to abuse from my father that this felt almost “normal.” I believed that if I told someone, things would only get worse. If we misbehaved, the staff would keep us indoors, take away our nursery allowance, or stop us from joining in any outdoor activities.
I received no education at all during my time in care. I still can’t read, write, or spell properly. This has had a serious impact on my life. I’ve struggled to get a job and have never had proper employment. Right now, I just do car boot sales to get by.
If I wet the bed, they would put my chair outside in the garden the next morning, so everyone knew. It was done to humiliate me, and it worked.
I remember once being locked outside in the snow. It was freezing, and I don’t know how long I was left out there.
Strip searches were also common. I would be made to stand completely naked and turn around while male staff searched me. These were not done by female staff, it felt deeply wrong.
At night, I would sometimes hear shouting, but I could never tell what was really happening. I didn’t know if kids were being abused or just acting out. But deep down, I always feared the worst.
I live with anxiety and depression. I turned to drugs for years to cope with the trauma. I still use methadone to manage what was a 30-year heroin addiction.
I was also on antidepressants for a long time, but after losing my mother, I came off them. Her death was a turning point.
Heroin became a way to survive, to dull the pain. But the truth is, I never got the chance to build a normal life. I wasn’t taught basic things that most children learn. I was never prepared for adulthood, and I’ve struggled to find stability ever since.

