Name: Michael Johnston
DOB: 20th of June 1982
Name of Care Home/s Ovenstone Residential School and Melville House Residential School
Reason for going into care: Neglect
Age in care: Approximately 8-16. 

Personal Statement: 

Ovenstone Residential School - Pittenweem
I was only eight years old when I was placed in Pittenweem and I remained there until around the age of twelve. When I was about ten, I was physically abused by a male staff member. He would take me into a room, close the wooden shutters so no one could see, and punch me on the side and back of my head with his fist. I believe he did this deliberately to avoid leaving visible marks.
Restraint was common and extremely forceful. Staff would sit on top of me for hours, leaving me exhausted. I recall a female staff member, a heavier woman, sitting on me for hours as a form of restraint. Abuse came from both male and female staff, though there were some who were kind and caring. I was often intimidated, particularly by the headmaster, and I frequently ran away because of the stress and fear I felt. I was only a small boy when I was punched by that grown man. On one occasion, after I spilled hot tea, another staff member touched my genitals. I do not know if he used the incident as an excuse, but it left me deeply unsettled.
I wet the bed most nights until I was twelve. As punishment, I was made to sleep in the wet sheets until morning. The minibus driver would give me drags of his cigarettes, and staff would sometimes tell me cruel things, such as that I would never get out of the home. These words were emotionally abusive and left me feeling hopeless. 

Melville House Residential School
Later in 1997, I attended Melville House on an order as a day pupil, not residential. Even there, I suffered abuse. At the entrance to the building there was a four-foot drop to the side, and a staff member Mr Moonie pushed me off it, I landed on my back, I had cuts and a bloodied side. There was no medical treatment. There were more forceful restraints where my arm would be held up my back. 
The care system failed me completely. Between the ages of eight and sixteen, I endured experiences that shaped my childhood in the worst possible way. When I left care, I was given no support and was placed into homeless accommodation for years. I turned to hard drugs to numb the pain and trauma, using them as a coping mechanism. I felt, I was set up to fail in life.
I have now been free from drugs, including methadone, for fifteen years. However, I continue to suffer from anxiety because of the trauma. Depression, anti-depressants.  Even speaking about these experiences today leaves me feeling stressed. I can’t function always function properly. 

