Name: Sally Dillon
DOB: 14/12/1962
Name of Care Home/s: Nazareth House Kilmarnock, Nazareth House Aberdeen 
Reason for going into care: Neglect 
Age in care: Approximately 3-16 years of age

Personal Statement
From the moment we were born, we were shuffled between various care homes in Kilmarnock. My stepfather was abusive towards the older children in our family home, and we all faced neglect. From birth until I turned 3, I was placed in Flowerbank Baby Residential Nursery. I sensed that the staff were kind, but I was too young to recall much. After that, I was transferred to Belford House and Tanter House and then Kilmarnock Nazareth house.  
Kilmarnock Nazareth House – 2 years
I have memories of being placed in Kilmarnock Nazareth House when I was between 3 and 4½ years old. The boys and girls were kept apart, and I felt incredibly lost. It was the first time I had been separated from my twin, and it was terrifying. I spent two years there before being moved to Aberdeen Nazareth House, where I remained for the next seven years. 
 I was subsequently returned to Kilmarnock Nazareth House at 11. I recall Sister Regina being especially harsh. She struck me with sticks and yelled and punched me in my face. Once, when she inquired about my brother's whereabouts, I replied, "Probably over there with the males," and she hit me so hard that I fell to the ground. We were force-fed again until we felt sick. There was no privacy during changing or bathing. We had to stand naked in a line. I was frequently isolated. Inside the building, we were prohibited from speaking, making it impossible to form friendships as everyone was too scared to talk. 
We were only given uniforms and nightwear, with no casual clothes allowed. Attendance at Catholic church was compulsory; it was not optional.

Aberdeen Nazareth House – 7 years
Aberdeen Nazareth House was a nightmare. We were force-fed if we refused to eat. The staff would tilt our heads back, and even if we were vomiting, they would persist in shoving food into our mouths. 
Talking was forbidden. If we were caught speaking, they would put carbolic soap in our mouths and isolate us in a room. We endured both physical and mental abuse.
 Staff would hit us with objects like sticks, leaving us with bruises and marks. They referred to us by our surnames, never using our first names. There was no warm water. 
About 30 children were forced to take cold baths, with no privacy. We had to bathe in front of one another while staff loomed over us. At bedtime, we had to lie with our arms crossed over our chests and were not permitted to speak. I felt like just a number. There was no love, no affection, and everything was rigid and mechanical. At 16, I could no longer tolerate the violence and left. Even then, no one assisted me in finding a place to stay. I ended up couch-surfing, homeless, and extremely vulnerable.
My experiences in care have profoundly impacted my life. I endure severe flashbacks, PTSD, and episodes of depression. I have been medicated for as long as I can remember. I believe the system failed to provide a safe environment.  

