Name: Alexander McGarry
DOB: 26/04/1958
Name of Care Home/s: St Ninians. St Johns, Glenochil 
Reason for going into care: Petty theft 
Age in care: 11-16

Personal Statement
St Ninians: age 10/11 – 1968-1969.
I received emotional and physical mistreatment. Verbal abuse often occurred daily. I was struck with a belt on the hands and backside, sometimes with trousers lowered to hit bare skin, making it more painful and forceful. Occasionally, they would send you to your room without food, causing you to miss a meal, which might not have been due to anything you did wrong, but rather the staff's mood that day. I was just about 10 or 11 years old, very young.
St John’s, Glasgow  age 12-13
The most severe physical abuse I received was here, it felt like a prison, yet it wasn't one. I would be thrown into the swimming pool despite not being able to swim. The male staff would also inflict a great deal of mental abuse here.  I would run away because of the conditions but then got lost and sought help from the police (as I was lost), they returned me and I then faced punishment. They would withdraw home leave, so I wouldn’t get to see my family. 
A staff member entered the shower and attempted to touch me on my backside.  I reacted and threatened the staff member not to do so, resulting in me being punished and locked in my room. I was terrified so I would always keep something with me while sleeping to protect myself, just in case someone entered during the night. Staff would instigate arguments; if either me or any of my friends retaliated or talked back, we would have to see the governor, and then all of us would be punished by being sent to a room where we had to stare at a clock for hours without talking or moving. 
Glenochil: Age 15. 
Here I suffered mental abuse and excessive chores, along with derogatory names like 'spazzy', were common. Punishments included being locked up without food. We would be set tasks and every day; you had to improve your time. People would be kicked out if they failed to do so. This controlling torture was something they relished and thrived on. People grew weary and kept their distance from others as you were pitted against each other.  Staff at Glenochil would observe me washing during showers, making comments about the size of your genitals and watching you pick up soap, among other things. One name stands out from Glenochil - crazy Joe, who was the worst staff member. Crazy Joe was often violent towards me. Hit at the back of head often, I would often have bruises, and my head was always sore. No medical treatment was ever sought. I was too frightened to ask. 
I often have flashbacks to this very day. 

