Name: Gary Mcilhagga 
DOB: 8/11/1984
Name of Care Home/s: St John’s Springboig
Reason for going into care: Out with parental control 
Age in care: Approximately 12-16 years of age

Personal Statement
At around 12 years old, I began getting into trouble, spending time with the wrong people, and not attending school. My mother, who was struggling with alcoholism at the time, found it increasingly difficult to cope with my behaviour. After attending several children’s panels, the decision was made that I would be placed in care. I was initially placed in Burnside Children’s Home in Balloch, where I stayed for about a year. I was then moved to St John’s, where I spent another year. After leaving, I attended as a day boy for about six months before returning to finish my schooling, which lasted around two and a half years.
St John’s Springboig
My adverse experiences occurred within St John’s. I suffered physical violence from staff, including being choked while restrained. The force used was excessive, and we were pushed to our limits. One teacher, Davie Taggert, discovered I was missing from class one day. He dragged me there by the scruff of the neck and repeatedly backhanded me along the way. He was a grown man, and I was only a child. Another teacher, Gerry Savage, taught painting and decorating. He carried a large stick wrapped in black masking tape with a golf ball taped to the top. He called it “the black widow.” If we were not deemed to be behaving, he would hit us with it. I witnessed other boys being beaten with this daily. There was also a blonde female staff member named Francis who often spoke to me and the other boys in a cruel and degrading manner. Meals were sometimes denied, and I was left hungry. I remember being forced to stay outside in adverse weather conditions for long periods. I was invasively strip-searched, told to bend over and spread my cheeks. This could happen weekly or even daily, depending on circumstances. At night, staff would drag me from my bed if I was misbehaving or talking. There was a small cupboard in the pool room, separate from the living quarters, where I would be locked. The lights were turned off, leaving me in pitch darkness until I was quiet or “cooperative.” It was a terrifying experience. I ran away on numerous occasions, but when I was returned, I was beaten as punishment. I tried to tell my mother about how I was being treated, but she never took it seriously, and I was not listened to. Bullying was relentless. Staff were aware of it but rarely intervened unless it escalated into violence. Weekend leave to see my mother was often withheld, usually based on behaviour.
My experiences in care have had a profound impact on my mental health throughout my life. I continue to suffer from flashbacks and nightmares, reminders of the abuse and fear I endured.

