
My first memories of foster care were being placed with Eleanor and Mike Reid when I was around 10 years old. From the beginning, I did not feel supported or safe in their care. Eleanor repeatedly broke my trust by sharing private information from my counselling sessions with other people. This made me feel exposed, humiliated, and completely unsupported at a time when I was already extremely vulnerable. I felt isolated and learned very quickly that I could not trust the adults who were meant to protect me.
I was later placed in a main care home independent living placement under Helen Lewis. This is where the physical abuse began. A female carer named Tracey (I believe her surname may have been Bell, but I am not 100% certain) regularly subjected me to both physical and emotional abuse. She would call me degrading and nasty names, deliberately making me feel uncomfortable and small. On several occasions she trashed my room, invaded my personal space, and pinned me against the wall, using excessive force to restrain me. These incidents were frightening and painful, and they happened more than once. I believe she was able to get away with this behaviour because she was a single carer, not part of a couple, and there was little oversight or protection for me.
Throughout my time in care, I was also emotionally abused and neglected. I had already been abandoned by my parents, and instead of being supported, this was constantly used against me. On birthdays and other important occasions, staff would remind me that my parents did not want me and tell me that this was the reason I was in care. They repeatedly picked at this wound, making me feel unwanted, alone, and worthless. This had a devastating effect on my mental health and sense of self.
Because I did not feel safe in care, I asked to be returned to my mother. At the time, I believed this was my only option. However, when I returned home, I was badly affected and continued to experience abuse. Looking back now, I know that if I had understood then what I understand now, I would never have returned. The damage had already been done, and it continued.
The long-term impact of these experiences has been severe and ongoing. I struggle with very severe PTSD, chronic anxiety, and emotional distress. I find it extremely difficult to trust people or form healthy relationships, and I often make poor decisions as a result of the trauma I experienced. I do not engage well with others and prefer to stay at home, as isolation is all I have ever known. I grew up being left alone, without guidance, protection, or kindness, and this has shaped every part of my adult life.
I was repeatedly failed by the people and systems that were meant to care for me. The loneliness, stress, fear, and abuse I experienced over many years have had a lasting and damaging effect on my mental health, my relationships, and my ability to live a normal life.

