Name: Mary Hodge
DOB: 25/05/1989
Name of Care Home/s: Foster placement in Inverkeithing & Foster placement in Leven 
Reason for going into care: Children’s panel decided for safety 
Age in care: Approximately 10 years of age

Personal Statement
My mother struggled with heroin addiction, battling it from my early years, long before I understood what it truly meant. By the time I was around 9 or 10, her addiction started to take over her life, which affected me deeply. I became quite rebellious, often getting into fights at school and even with adults on occasion. I carried a lot of anger within me; there were days I would return home from school to find various people in the house and drug paraphernalia scattered around. On some occasions, I came home to find individuals who had overdosed. This led to arguments and fights with whoever was present, ultimately resulting in my placement in care, a decision made by a children's panel with Fife social services. 
I experienced both temporary and more permanent placements, often refusing to return home, preferring to stay in care rather than go back to that chaotic and toxic environment. 
Added by Mary 2711/25 - I recall being woken and removed in the middle of the night once. It was confusing as it was dark, I was put into a car and I didn’t know what was happening. Mum would want me back, but I didn’t want to go back as was scared. I think one lady at Social Services was called Nicky or Nicola. 
Occasionally, I would spend a day or two in one place before being moved again; I estimate that I was placed in over 50 different care establishments. I was about 10 years old when I first entered care, and I left my last placement around the age of 15 and a half, just as I was finishing high school. I could have been placed in care earlier, but this is my first clear memory; I often struggle to recall details due to the trauma I endured from such a young age. Given the numerous placements I experienced, I find it challenging to remember the exact duration of my stay in each location. 
Inverkeithing
One particularly adverse experience was in a foster home in Inverkeithing, where I believe I stayed for just under six months, managed by a single woman. 
Added by Mary 27/11/25 - I can’t recall her name, but she was a horrible woman. She would keep my allowance to herself…she was doing it for the money. She was very obese and possibly not alive now due to her size. She wouldn’t call us by our names, if she wanted you, she would just shout ‘oi’.
I also spent time in another foster home in Leven, Fife, but I am uncertain how long I was there. There are likely many more experiences that I have blocked out, but I will share the negative experiences I had in these places. 
[bookmark: _Hlk215133464]In the foster home in Inverkeithing, I remember it always being quite dark and perpetually messy, despite the cleaning that was done. I think my foster mum just enjoyed creating chaos. The place was quite overcrowded with other children, from what I recall. During my time there, I experienced violence from my foster mum. She would frequently chase me with sticks to hit me. There were times when she would also strike me with a slipper, and this occurred regularly. I would see the other children being beaten on a weekly basis. 
She spoke to me in a terrible way, often calling me names and being very cruel. If we didn't complete our chores, I would be punished. I was often assigned more chores than anyone else because she saw me as defiant; they were excessive. I was made to go down on my hands and knees to scrub the floor, and she would laugh and make degrading comments while I did this. There was another child who wet the bed while we were there, and I was forced to scrub the mattress. I never actually wet the bed while sleeping, but there was one time I did because I was locked in my room. I was locked up all the time and wasn't even allowed to go out to use the bathroom. I would eat at school, but when I got home, I was only allowed one meal and not even water. I often went hungry and was left thirsty.
Added by Mary 27/11/25 - We were not allowed to socialise with her. Sometimes we had to stand in the garden during all weathers, even Wintertime as it was very cold. 
I remember one day after school when it was dark, and I was made to stay outside in the garden. I think she might have had a visitor and didn't want us seen, so I was left outside, and the gate had bolts, preventing me from leaving the garden. I did run away from there and was frequently caught by the police, who could be quite rough with me. They threw me to the ground on several occasions, kicked me, and put me in cells. When I was brought back to the house in Inverkeithing, she would lock me in a room and treat me like a prisoner, also stopping me from contacting my family. I had no contact with my sister and brother. 
When it was time to wash, I had to stand in line with other children wearing only a towel. I had to be in and out of the shower in just a few minutes, leaving little privacy and not enough time to wash properly as it was always rushed. Bullying was rampant there, with fights happening almost every day. My foster mom did nothing to stop it; in fact, she often laughed and encouraged such behaviour. During my time in this placement, I frequently suffered from earaches, which I complained about to my foster mom while in agony and crying. I was never taken to a doctor the entire time I was there, and later in life, I needed surgery on my ear.
Added by Mary 27/11/25 – I think this was carried out at Dunfermline Queen Margaret hospital possibly, or Victoria in Kirkcaldy. 
She also failed to provide me with proper clothing, and my shoes became so worn that they had holes. To this day, I can't wear shoes if I see even a small piece of dirt on them. 
Leven
During my time in foster care in Leven, I lived with a couple who were very religious; the foster father was some kind of minister or vicar. I endured severe mental abuse there, as they constantly yelled at me and called me hurtful names. They even encouraged their children to join in, and together they would bully me. The father was particularly frightening, but the mother was not much better; she would witness the abuse and chose to ignore it. I remember one Christmas Eve when they invited other family members over, and everyone was gathered, exchanging and opening gifts, while I received nothing. I felt incredibly uncomfortable and humiliated in that situation. 

I was compelled to attend church and forced to pray excessively every day, which made me cry because I despised it. I was locked in my room and considered jumping out the window to escape. Social Worker and police were called that day.  I rarely left the house except for church, and when I returned, the father would search me thoroughly, claiming he was checking for knives. He knew I was not that type of person. At mealtimes, my food was limited; I was treated differently and not given the same meals as everyone else, including their children. They would have nice hot dinners, and I would have cold sandwiches. This was just another method of bullying and excluding me. When it was time for me to wash, I was always the last one, and by then, there was often no hot water left. 
Their children would frequently comment on my smell and make remarks about my mother, suggesting I would end up on drugs like her. This behaviour was never stopped, as their mother would pretend not to see or hear anything. I remember discovering £2 and walking to the beach, then entering the arcade. I was caught, and my foster dad pulled me back to the car, then I was locked in my room.
Added by Mary 27/11/25 - I actually stole the money. I did steal from them, which was wrong I know. Stealing was a massive thing for them, so they were very angry with me.
I struggled to get proper sleep because their children kept coming in and out of my room. They would bang on the walls and even splash water on me while I was trying to sleep. I could never find relaxation during my time there; I lived in constant fear. I was alone without any support, and none of my emotional needs were met. I informed my social workers about the treatment I was receiving, but I was never believed, and nothing was done. I told them they were failing to fulfil their responsibilities. 
There is no doubt that my time in care has affected my mental health. I have been going to hypnotherapy to help alleviate the symptoms related to my trauma. Certain triggers can bring back all the memories, especially when I am under unrelated stress, like at work or in family situations. This leads to a ripple effect, making it hard for me to sleep, sometimes only managing 4 hours a night because I am used to being on high alert. I experience flashbacks and night terrors because of this. It has impacted the relationships and friendships I have had with others throughout my life. 
Added by Mary 27/11/25 – I’m not able to take any medication, even to help me sleep for example, as to me, even prescribed medication are still drugs. I’m determined to make sure my children have a better life than I’ve had. 
