Name: Nicola Coppola
DOB: 19/05/1983
Name of Care Home/s: Lochaber Children's Home, Cleveland Drive in Inverness, Snowdon School for Girls in Stirling - just over a year, St Marys Secure Unit Kenmure - Bishopbriggs - 7 months
Reason for going into care: Truancy 
Age in care: Approximately 13 years of age

Personal Statement
Lochaber Children’s Home, Cleveden Drive
[bookmark: _Hlk213078313][bookmark: _Int_lfp4fieG]I was 13 when I was sent to Lochaber Home, Cleveden Drive for skipping school. I believe I stayed there for just under a year. During my time there, I endured physical abuse. I was frequently restrained with force. As many as five adults, both men and women, would hold me down. They twisted my arms behind my back and sat on me. The staff would kick and punch me while doing this. I ended up with bruises, and at times, my wrists were dislocated. This often happened for minor reasons, like interacting with another child.
I faced degradation and name-calling from the staff. They would inform me that I wouldn't be allowed home for the weekend and threatened with transfers to other secure units. They would provoke me until I lost my temper, and then they would restrain me. This treatment was common for all the kids. I saw it happen to others as well. I was often locked in my room while a staff member sat outside.
During this time, a boy named Steven Elder raped me. He entered my room one night and assaulted me. The staff were downstairs. I tried to fight him off, but I was unable to. The next morning, the staff asked me what was wrong, but I was too scared to speak up, and honestly, I had no trust in anyone there because of how they treated me.
I began using heroin at 13 while in the home. I think I did this to numb the trauma I was experiencing.
Snowdon School for Girls in Stirling 
In 1997/98 aged approx. 14, I was sent to Snowdon School for Girls, where I spent about a year.
I frequently ran away from Snowdon, but the police always brought me back. Upon my return, I was assigned to a staff member named John. He would take me for showers and sit there watching me while I bathed. I often asked him to leave, but he continued to watch. Whenever John needed to use the toilet, he insisted I accompany him, and he would also come with me. I would hold back from using the toilet because I didn't want to go in front of him. I believe this contributed to my IBS.
I was often restrained with force, primarily by female staff members and occasionally by John, which left me bruised. There were times when five adults would be on top of me.
On one occasion, the staff accused me of having drugs, and I was subjected to a strip search. John was the one who searched me, despite being a grown man and me being just a young girl.
My home leaves were revoked, and I was assigned to John. Sundays were particularly dreadful because he was the only staff member present, and I felt uncomfortable around him.


St Mary’s, Bishopbriggs
I was transferred to St Mary’s in Bishopbriggs aged 15, around 1998/99, where I spent several months. During my time there, a male staff member took me for a shower, needing to lock the door while I was in there. Instead of locking the door and leaving, he entered and began to touch me. I screamed and fought back, and he eventually left. 
When I was restrained there, it was similar to before, grown adults would pile on top of me, kicking and punching, then dragging me up the stairs and throwing me into my room. I was always left with bruises. I remember calling my granddad to tell him what was happening. I felt like I was locked in a cell, as if I were in jail, and I was just a child.
I saw other children being mistreated there. A small boy with issues would sit and play chess while I observed adults restraining and hitting him. The other kids and I would yell at them and try to intervene, but we would end up getting punished.
I was at St Mary’s alongside rapists and murderers. One man had assaulted his sister and was in the same unit as me. There was also a girl who had hung her sister. I was there for skipping school, placed with such individuals.
I frequently ran away because I despised it there. I reported the abuse to social workers, but nothing changed. I cried to my key worker, pleading to return to my grandmother, promising to attend school, but no one listened.
My grandmother attempted to visit, but she disliked being searched, so she didn't come often.
[bookmark: _Int_XBTM2VQ3]My experience in care has devastated my life; I turned to drugs at a young age to numb the trauma I endured. I began using methadone after leaving St Mary’s and remained on it for 21 years. I've only been sober for 3 years. I remember crying at night, wishing for a normal family, and regretting my time in those places. I felt lost and isolated in care. I spend most of my time in my room, despite having a two-bedroom house. I believe it’s because I was accustomed to being confined to my room. I've suffered from anxiety for years and rarely leave the house. I dislike going out.

