Name: Christopher Young
DOB: 31st of May 1979
Name of Care Home/s: Foster Care near St George’s Cross, Cecil Street Children’s Home. 
Reason for going into care: Sexual Abuse 
Age in care: Approximately 7-16 years of age. 1985- 1999

Personal Statement
From a very young age, I experienced trauma, neglect, and abuse. My mother and father were both alcoholics and I was left without proper care or supervision. At the age of five, I was abused by my uncle, and when I disclosed this years later, instead of receiving support, I was blamed by my family and placed into care. I was sent to a special school near Glasgow Green after being expelled from primary school, (cannot remember name) where I spent three years, and by the time I returned to mainstream education, I could not read or write. I believe this was due to the lack of love and attention at home, which led me to rebel. 

Foster parents (names not provided don’t remember) Age 7 – 9 approx 1985/1986

With foster parents I was sent to live with near St Georges Cross in Glasgow. I remember he was a fireman. I was mostly confined to my room and not allowed to play, often wandering the streets alone even as young as seven. I was a wanderer. I grew up faster, than I should have.  I once ran away and took a train back to Govan. I had occasional contact with my mother, usually just for the day, and my father would drop me back at the foster home later, often whilst drunk. I did not have overnight stays until I was placed in the children’s home, and my father died not long after I entered care.  It felt like no one ever believed me about anything, and no matter what happened, I was always blamed. I was not allowed to go out and play like their children and was kept in my room, which left me feeling unwanted. I remember running away and taking a train back to Govan, a moment that showed how desperate I was to escape and find normality. I was eventually taken to a panel and removed at night, then dropped off at the children’s home. 

Cecil Street Children’s Home - Coatbridge – 1990 - 1996/97.

The children’s home was divided into three sections, with younger children placed at the back. The accommodation consisted of bedrooms, some individual and others shared. I had a roommate until I was abused, and bullied with physical abuse, I don’t remember his name, after this incident I was placed in single rooms and never shared again. I attended Rosehall High School for around two and a half years, but because I was considered “too hyper,” I was only allowed to attend for half a day. The home permitted us to walk to school but would phone to confirm our arrival. The environment was harsh and controlling, and if you did not eat what was provided, you were given nothing else. It felt more like a mental institution than a place of care, with up to thirty children living there. Many staff members were ex-army, and the atmosphere resembled a boot camp. Misbehaviour or failure to follow instructions resulted in physical restraint, and as a small child, being grabbed and forced down by grown men was terrifying. Punishments included financial penalties where allowances were split into seven parts, leaving as little as thirty pence a day. I often had bruises and my arms hurt. I also had hospital treatment for a bruised kneecap. 
Violence occurred regularly, sometimes multiple times a week. I had ADHD, but instead of receiving support, I was blamed for being disruptive, and my mental health was never properly addressed. I was not medicated until ten years ago and spent years self-medicating to cope with the trauma. Staff often restrained us by pulling our hands up our backs and forcing us to the ground. We were frequently isolated and confined to our rooms, with staff sitting outside to prevent us from leaving. Although the doors were not locked, we were effectively confined. I ran away often, once cycling from Coatbridge to Govan, desperate to return home. When I was brought back, I was interrogated by staff, and if I did not say what they wanted, I was blacklisted from trips and activities. On one occasion, they came to my mother’s house in Govan and returned me to the home. If I ran away late at night, the police would hold me until morning, and I spent many nights in police stations. The bathrooms were separated by gender, but there was no real privacy. After school, we were allowed to sit in the TV room, which never felt safe or comforting. I moved to Coatbridge in Primary 6 but could barely read or write and was only allowed to attend four classes a day. I received some support from a psychiatrist or psychologist at school, but it was not enough to undo the damage. When I was abused in the home at age ten, I told the staff, but their response was to isolate me in single rooms without offering support. I began drinking and using drugs at fourteen to cope, and I was on methadone for fifteen years, which destroyed me. The boy who abused me also forced me to perform sexual acts, and that was why he was moved out of the room. Years later, I saw him again, and the memories came flooding back. Staff continued to restrain us by forcing us to the ground, pressing our hands into our backs, and I was finally released from care after turning sixteen. These experiences had a massive impact on my relationships and made it very hard to trust people. Because I am a kind person, I often find that others use that against me. 
My mental health has been poor throughout my life due to these adverse experiences, and every time I returned to live with my parents, it destabilized me further. I self-medicated for over thirty years just to block out my experiences, took alcohol and cannabis until two years ago when I finally stopped. Now the only medication I take is prescribed by my doctor, and all this stems from the childhood experiences I endured in care.
 

