Name: Stewart Puller 
DOB: 19/10/1963
Name of Care Home/s: Dalrymple Place, Newfield Assessment Centre, Kibble Children’s Home
Reason for going into care: Placed by a children’s panel for being out of control.
Age in care: Approximately 12-16 years of age

Personal Statement
Dalrymple Place  
Dalrymple Place was an awful experience. At just 12 years old, another resident smashed a cup over my head, resulting in me needing stitches at Crosshouse Hospital. Both the other boy and I were punished, even though he was the one who attacked me. The staff frequently restrained me, forcing my hands behind my back and pressing my face into the carpet. I had frequent carpet burns and twisted wrists. I recall one night when I was taken from my bed and locked in a small room downstairs for the entire night; it contained only a couch and a wooden chair. I also witnessed other children being restrained or placed in that same room overnight, sometimes they wouldn’t allow you to go to the toilet.
Newfield 13 -14 
Newfield was incredibly challenging; I was completely forbidden from leaving. I was apparently under some sort of warrant that restricted my exit, I later learned that was not the case, that I could have gone home, yet the staff never allowed it and allowed me to think that. There were constant fights; all the kids would try to confront the staff, but the staff always managed to overpower and restrain us. I remember being confined to my room for misbehaviour, which could last anywhere from 10-15 minutes to several hours. 
All the showers were communal, and the staff always kept a close watch while we showered. We were lined up naked, very little privacy If I behaved well, I was given my own room, but if I misbehaved, I had to share a dorm with other children. I distinctly remember undergoing a full-body invasive search upon my arrival to ensure I had no cigarettes or contraband. I can clearly recall a woman named Linda. 
Kibble 14-16
Kibble was bearable until the first time I was held down; I ended up with carpet burns on my head and knees, with three fully grown men forcing me to the ground. The staff members here often slapped me. One teacher, Davie Spiers, would lift me by my legs, bend my knees, and drop me onto my backside, referring to it as a "small package." They used to find it funny, but in truth, it was painful. I was covered in bruises; I was locked in the woodwork room after witnessing the woodwork teacher grab my little brother by the throat; they kept me there to prevent me from stepping in. My brother was just a day pupil, so I could only see him during the day, and he had to leave me at night. I remember being strip-searched down to my boxers’ multiple times here. 
Eventually, I was allowed home leave, but this privilege was sometimes taken away as punishment if I misbehaved at school. Physical violence was a regular occurrence here; there was always someone being hit or restrained. I tried to escape a few times, but the police always caught me and brought me back to the home. 

I think my time in care has negatively shaped my adult life. I now have my own children, and I try to hide my experiences in care so they can have a better life than I did. My son often asks about my school years, but I just tell him I never went to a regular school to avoid triggering flashbacks and memories. I have PTSD, I started talking therapies, but felt it was too painful to continue at times. My relationships were affected; I found it hard to trust and be vulnerable. I have also struggled with holding down jobs and would often feel threatened by any authoritative figure. 

