Name: Zoe Campbell 
DOB: 30/10/1985

Name of Care Home/s: Harley Place 
Reason for going into care: Death of Mother
Age in care: Approximately 13 Years of age. 

Personal Statement
Harley place was an experience unlike any other; looking back, it felt like a dream. The events that unfolded and the actions of the people there were simply outrageous, almost movie like. I had just loss my mother and still in grief and no one even spoke to me about this.  I had been moved around from being with an aunt, my gran who was very abusive, then to my uncle and other care home after she passed.  No one cared. I found all this vey traumatising. It was unreal.
The kids were uncontrollable, and the staff were terrible. Even the slightest violations would lead to them forcing you to the ground, pinning your arms behind your back, and holding you down. 3 staff would pin you done, I was just tiny kid, this was very painful.
There were numerous occasions when I felt suffocated, genuinely believing I might die. It was deeply traumatising. They would insult me, calling me a bitch and a cow, often belittling me.
 I frequently attempted to escape, jumping out of windows and running as far as I could. They seemed indifferent to my attempts to flee, but I was always caught by the police and brought back. The boys were awful. 
 One boy, Peter, had a mother who was a heroin addict. One day, Peter's mother, Sally, came in and offered us all heroin to smoke. Growing up, I felt pressured to fit in, so I accepted, and unfortunately, that marked the beginning of my drug addiction; I became a heroin user at just 13. The staff were aware of this, yet there were no measures in place to stop it.  
Sally would often come in and do this. It sounds unbelievable, but the staff allowed this to continue, enabling us to become drug addicts. They even provided us with cigarettes and permitted the other kids to smoke cannabis. 
There was also Stuart Beatie, he was in the home himself and had now become a staff. He also brought in cannabis for us to smoke. He is still in the care home.
Mrs. Casey Hastie was the manager at that time; she would constantly yell at me, calling me a bitch. She shouted at everyone, likely due to her inability to manage the situation. The male staff were inappropriate, especially Neil McMillan senior manager, who would touch me inappropriately and express a desire for me to be older, telling me I looked good. I was terrified; I had never felt so scared in my life. 
An older boy named Tony often forced himself on others; one night, he coerced me into having sex with him, despite my reluctance. The staff were aware of Tony's behaviour, yet again, no measures were taken to protect girls from being assaulted or raped.
The staff share responsibility for this as well. The environment felt nearly like a prison, everyone there seemed unhinged, and the staff permitted abuse, neglect, and mistreatment to continue.
I self-harmed while I was in care and was taken to Cross house hospital where I got stitches.
 I left at 16 without any emotional support, assistance, or anything at all. I departed feeling shattered and still do. I struggle with serious mental health issues and battled drug addiction for years. Only in the last couple of years have I managed to get clean and stay on the right path. Harley Place shattered me.

