Name: Edward Peter Campbell Dillon
DOB: 14/12/1962
Name of Care Home/s: Nazareth House Kilmarnock, Nazareth House Aberdeen
Reason for going into care: Abusive father and neglect in home
Age in care: Approximately 0 – 15 years of age

Personal Statement
From birth, my twin and I were placed into care because my stepfather was abusive to the older children and neglected them. I was first sent to Flowerbank Baby Residential Nursery, then to Belford House at Tanter Hall. Around the age of four or five, I was moved to Kilmarnock Nazareth House. This was the first time I was separated from my twin, and I was frightened.
Nazareth House Kilmarnock 
The staff were abusive. They came into the dorms at night and paid children to sit on their knee. I was sexually assaulted by a priest who touched my private parts. As punishment, children were locked in a dark cupboard for days at a time. If we wet the bed, I was forced to stand for hours in wet underwear. Sometimes I was tied to the bed, hosed down, humiliated, and punished. I was made to kneel at a burning hot radiator with my nose against it. Bedwetting was used to shame me publicly, and I was singled out repeatedly. At mealtimes, two staff members stood over me. If I was sick and could not eat, they held my hands behind my back and forced me to eat vomit off the floor and finish the food. Sister Theresa was in charge. The nuns carried long crosses, hitting children on the head with them and inserting them into children as punishment. I was made to stand with my arms out for long periods, and if I lowered them, I was punished.
Nazareth House Aberdeen 
I was later moved to Aberdeen Nazareth House around 1965–1972, then returned to Kilmarnock Nazareth House. In Aberdeen, I was raped by a Samaritan in the home. When I reported this to the nuns, they whipped me with canes and sticks. They submerged me in cold water, telling me “The devil is in you.” They told us, “You have no mum and dad. We are your mum and dad now.” No one ever visited us. We had no social workers, and excuses were made to hide us when visits were supposed to happen.
I remember the choir master. When I asked to go to the toilet, he told me to “pee yourself and I’ll see you later.” He came to my room, removed my shorts, touched me, and made me touch him. The abuse made me question my sexuality and deeply affected my sense of self. There was a paedophile ring, and men visited at night. I was terrified. I remember one man who was small, overweight, with a large nose. They made us feel as if nothing wrong was happening. Later, I was placed in a care home in Stevenson next to the railway. A care worker there took advantage of me and had sex with me when I was around 14 or 15. I reported it, and she was dismissed.
As an adult, I suffer from night terrors and a cycle of reliving the trauma and sexual abuse. I turned to alcohol to cope, which led to losing work, and I attempted suicide. The trauma has caused severe mental health problems. I now see psychologists and therapists for support, but the scars remain. I remain on medication for anxiety and depression. 

