Name: Robert Bridgewater
DOB: 21/09/1972
Name of Care Home/s: Larch Grove, Ballikinrain, and Foster Care. 
Reason for going into care: Neglect. Alcoholic Mother
Age in care: Approximately 1984-1989

Personal Statement

Personal Statement:
When I was younger, my dad used to hit me, and my Mum neglected me because of her drinking. I was sent to homes for care, but I didn't get the support I needed and faced more abuse over the years. These homes were terrible, and many people began to speak out about them. 
At age 14/15 I was sent to Larch Grove, and it was the worst of all, I despised it. I shared a dormitory, and if we tried to escape, we would be slapped and assigned a number. I couldn't go to the police because I was afraid; I would tell them my brother would call and warn them not to touch me, which only made things worse. We endured slaps, punches, kicks, had our wrists bent back, were dragged along the floor while screaming, and locked in rooms. Family visits were denied at Larchgrove. My mother despised how we were treated there. I wet the bed with anxiety, and they punished me by holding me in the corner while gripping my throat and yelling at me for my accident.  `
A few times a week, we faced physical abuse, with staff taking out their frustrations on us. I often heard boys screaming at night, waking us up as they entered our rooms. We were told to be quiet, but nothing ever changed. The staff always defended one another. I complained about the beatings, but I was punished again for being a snitch. The bullies here were the worst. There was no privacy for showers, as staff had to supervise us. They used fire extinguishers filled with cold water to punish us by dousing us with it, a lot of force hit us, and it used to hurt. 
In Ballikinrain, I was hit with a belt, and they would pull down my trousers to hit me on the bare backside while another staff member held me down. They took my trainers away to prevent me from escaping. It felt like being in the film Scum, given how we were treated. "Move your arse, Bridgewater!" they would shout at us. The sound of the whip against us was terrifying, and I was always scared. When the bell rang, it was time for dinner, and if you weren't in the hall within two minutes, you would miss your meal and get nothing. Everything had to be done quickly and on time. I was made to scrub floors and corridors with nail brushes as punishment for not completing chores. Every few days, I was bullied by the staff and subjected to mental abuse. I was beaten for trying to escape from here as well. I was placed in a padded cell for a few days. The cell was filthy, with excrement on the walls. There were no shower and no change of clothes. During the day, they would take away your blanket, and you weren't allowed to sleep. Whenever they approached your door, you had to stand up and state your name and number. Ian Echos, a former police officer, was the one who assaulted me and slapped me. He would constantly watch you. He would enter your room at night and wake you up. He was spying on you but would leave as soon as you noticed he was there. The staff would take out their frustrations on us. Sandy Seabrook, our science teacher, would physically abuse us and strap us in with a harness for mountain rescue, tying it too tightly and staring at us while we changed, even after canoeing. The staff would ask for your name and number, treating you like you weren't a person. I was strip-searched in Ballikinrain after attempting to escape or after any home leave, being told to squat. I also experienced physical abuse from the staff here, very similar to what happened at Larch Grove, and these two places were the worst. 
After this, I was placed with foster parents for a period, but my foster mum was intoxicated nearly every day. Foster father Billy hit her for her drinking. In retaliation, she attempted to poison him with rat poison in his dinner, which he discovered, leading to a confrontation. Ronald was my foster brother who lived with us, he took his own life in the car using carbon monoxide poisoning.  They said it was unclear whether it was intentional or accidental, and it was horrible when we found him, I had to remove him from the vehicle. I was questioned for hours by the police. I suffered intense abusive treatment at the detention centre. The alarm went off at 5am, and the beds were managed by former army personnel.  We had no access to toilets during the night, leading people to throw their waste out the window when they needed to go. Bomb patrol was responsible for cleaning up the mess. Everything was done quickly; we all had to sit at once, and any mistakes would result in being slapped. 
I have faced so many traumatic experiences from a young age.  I experienced flashbacks from care settings and had nightmares. I struggle to sleep properly. I began using drugs while in care, eventually moving on to harder substances to self-medicate, and I sought help from addiction services. I have been on antidepressants throughout my life, even now. I used to see a psychiatrist for behavioural and mental health issues and was diagnosed with ADHD later in life.

