Name: Mr John Houton 
DOB: 24/08/1976
Name of Care Home/s:
Hannahfield halls
LadyField West
Craigern Peebles 
Merton Hall

Reason for going into care. Unruly Child
Age in care: 6-16

Personal Statement
The first care homes where I was placed was Hannahfield hall. I was 6. We were confined, and I slept in a dormitory where the doors were locked each night. Later, I was moved from a small house to a larger one with older children, where we were poorly fed and suffered from malnutrition. I wet the bed and were punished with cold showers and baths. 
I was moved to Ladyfield Children’s home, at 8 and I was groomed by a male staff member in the playground. He kissed me and touched my private areas. I remember his name as John Mckenna. I never told anyone about what happened, although I remember one staff member asking me about it. I was also punished for swearing by having soap put in my mouth.
At 10, I was transferred to Craigern Children’s Home, where I experienced physical abuse from other children, although the staff did not beat me, it was more verbal bullying. I often tried to run away but was always caught by the police or forced to return because I was cold, wet, and hungry. When I was brought back, I was punished by being confined to the home. The staff would take all my clothes and shoes from my locker and leave me only a pair of pyjamas to discourage me from escaping. I sometimes took clothes from a friend’s locker so that I could try to run away again. I was frequently restrained, lying face down, with an adult sat on the base of spine so I couldn’t move with my arm twisted painfully behind my back. 
From 11-16 I was placed at Merton Hall. We were meant to receive weekly pocket money, but the staff kept it from us. I was allowed weekend visits to my mother, but I was always brought back on Sunday nights. Life at both Merton Hall and Craigern felt like living under military discipline, with every activity carried out according to a strict schedule. I was a frequent bed-wetter, and the staff humiliated me for it, saying things like, “Look at you, you cannot even get up at night to use the toilet,” when in truth, I was too frightened to leave my bed after dark. I was made to strip my bed and replace the bedding myself.
Today, I take antidepressants because my experiences in care have affected every part of my life, including my marriage and my relationships with my family. I find it difficult to be in crowded places, and when people raise their voices, I experience flashbacks and sometimes react with anger.  I cannot sleep properly at night; it has wrecked my life completely. I struggle with alcohol abuse, often falling off the wagon.  

