Name: Ryan Ross
DOB: 6th of November 1993

Name of Care Homes Foster Care in Alford. Childrens Home in Kinross, Perthshire. (doesn’t remember). 
Reason for going into care: Was never told. Doesn’t know.
Age in care: Approx 7 years old - 16

Personal Statement

Foster Care in Alford.
My time in foster care was terrible. I often wet the bed and was humiliated for it. I had to strip my bed and carry the linens to the washing machine. When I acted out, I was locked in my room while the door handle was held up, and my power was cut off. This left me terrified of the dark and caused nightmares. I had no privacy while showering. I frequently ran away, but this only resulted in losing all privileges and being confined to my room for extended periods, sometimes even missing meals. The foster mother was unfaithful to her husband, and when her new partner visited, I felt very uncomfortable. He would place his hand on my shoulder, and I was forced to go outside while she was with him. The foster mother worked in a care home, and I had to accompany her on night shifts, sleeping in a chair. I was separated from my siblings and prohibited from seeing my parents. I had two care placements here, the second time when I was 12. I had a massive accident where my hand was nearly lost. Shortly after I recovered, I was abandoned at the train station by the foster carer and put on a train to my granny. The social worker came to get me from my granny’s and then I went to another children’s home in Blackpool. 
Residential School in Kinross, Perthshire.  
At the residential school, I cannot remember the name. I was restrained and held down almost every day, sometimes for hours. I would scream and cry, and it felt as though the staff enjoyed it, laughing and calling me names. On one occasion, I was held down with someone kneeling on my back for so Slong that I had to undergo hospital investigations for a heart murmur caused by the pressure. Another child in the home, broke a window in my room and a piece of glass, went in my eye. I needed hospital treatment.
I was a frequent bed wetter and faced humiliation for it, which led to bullying from other children. When I was bullied, staff seemed to encourage it, treating me as though I was the problem. If I acted out, I was given only basic meals or locked in my room. I ran away several times, but this resulted in isolation and the loss of all privileges. Showering was always supervised, leaving me with no privacy. If I experienced night terrors, I was restrained. I often witnessed other children being abused. There was always some form of abuse happening in that place. At times, young girls tried to come onto me, but nothing ever happened. For most of my time there, I never saw my siblings or parents. 
My time in care has significantly influenced my life as an adult. I struggle to maintain relationships and continue to experience flashbacks and nightmares even now. I have PTSD and take medication. I also have bipolar borderline personality. 

