Name: Joe Lickrish
DOB: 27/04/1967
Name of Care Home/s: Larchgrove Assessment Centre, Edinburgh, Kerelaw Childrens Home
Reason for going into care: Father abusive which caused behavioural issues. 
Age in care: Approximately 11- 14 years of age

Personal Statement

Larchgrove Assessment Centre - Edinburgh
A social worker, Mr Ian Ferguson took me away from my house and I entered care around the age of 11 or 12. My father was physically abusive towards me; he was an alcoholic and a rapist. He hit me with belts, anything he could get his hand on, so I acted out. Initially, I was placed in an assessment centre at Larchgrove Assessment Edinburgh Road for about six months. I was also beaten here, often ending up covered in bruises. They hit me with metal poles. At night, the environment became ten times worse than during the day. I remember us being made to play murderball. There was so much screaming, including from children younger than me. I have scars on my head, that I still have from having my head bashed against the metal bunk bed in the infirmary by Mr Wilson. No medical attention was sought. 

Kerelaw Children’s Home
After Glasgow, I was transferred over to Kerelaw for 2 years. It was the worst experience of my life. My main abuser was Matt George. He would take me to his home in Largs, where I met his family, and he drove me around in his red car, gaining my trust. It wasn't long before Matt began to touch my genitals; he did this to me multiple times, but I don't recall ever touching him. He also abused other boys. He would perform karate moves on me, causing pain by twisting my skin and giving me Chinese burns; he derived pleasure from the abuse.  He thrived on our fear. I would try to run away, I would stay in old buildings and hide, but Matt always found me; he was very controlling, dictating everything and everyone around him. The atmosphere changed at night; it became scarier, and the staff were aware of Matt's sexual abuse but allowed it to continue. They are also to blame for watching and letting it happen.
John was another staff member, who would abuse me, he would force me to shower while facing him naked, and all the male staff participated in this disgusting behaviour. There was no privacy in that place. I was terrified of being raped in the shower room. Mr. MacLeod was another abuser; he assaulted me with a large mop and hit me with pool cues. Mr. Crookshank would slap and punch me. They were truly evil, calling me names like prick, bastard, wank, scumbag—any horrible derogatory term you can imagine. They were monsters. They made us play murderball again in the gym, where they threw tennis, golf, and cricket balls at us while we screamed and cried in fear and pain; the staff found our suffering hilarious and laughed hysterically. 
Matt has been currently imprisoned for child sex abuse during his time at Kerelaw and have been since 2023, Matt is a notorious paedophile, as was his accomplice, John Muldoon, whom I remember.
The place felt like a horror movie. I could hear other kids screaming and shouting at night, and I knew I wasn't the only one being abused.  The abuse was horrific; they made us box other boys, and if you refused, you were sent to the 'pokey hole,' a small cupboard-like cell where you would be left for hours. Once, while boxing another boy, I split my hand open and had to go to the hospital for treatment. The place was chaotic; they had no control whatsoever. They would just beat us if we annoyed them or even looked at them the wrong way. The care was terrible. I remember missing pretty much every hot meal, because I would be constantly summoned to another building always at mealtimes, I would be constantly hungry. 
I should have been protected and cared for, but instead, I was used and abused. I still have nightmares about the abuse. I've tried to talk about it, but it makes me emotional and angry. I feel so misunderstood all the time. I have possessed a higher IQ but was let down with barely any education. 
I have no family to confide in, so discussing it feels very lonely. I feel like I need closure after all these years to help me move on and finally heal. For a long time, I turned to drugs to cope with the trauma. I’m distrustful, wary and I cannot be anywhere near authority figures. I have Issue’s with my temper at times. I have had counselling through addiction services for my various addictions. I believe I have PTSD. 


