

My first memories of going into care are filled with fear and confusion. I was extremely scared and emotional because I did not understand what was happening. I was taken suddenly, without warning, and no one explained anything to me. I had no comfort and no one I felt safe enough to talk to. I was made to believe that it was my fault and that my mum needed to rest because of me. From the very beginning, I felt abandoned, blamed, and completely alone.
During my first few nights in care, I was physically abused. One of the female workers hit me. I was a child and had no way to protect myself. Music was one of the only things that brought me comfort, and I took a cassette with me into care. It was a birthday present I had received just before being taken. They took it from me, damaged it, and never gave it back. It felt like they were taking away the last thing that made me feel safe.
I cannot remember the name of the female worker, but she was young, around 20 or 21, and she made my life hell. She constantly terrorised me and bullied me. The staff would call me nasty names and deliberately try to break me down. There was a man called Willy George, who had a big beard. He was extremely nasty and violent. He would punch and kick me and lock me in a room. I lived in constant fear of him.
I was kept in the same room as my brother. I had to witness him being bullied and abused as well, which was extremely distressing and something that still hurts me deeply to this day. The staff would make comments about us, humiliate us, and put us down in front of other children. My other siblings were taken away from me, which made me feel even more alone and powerless.
One of the children around my age was forced by a female staff member to fight me. I did not want to fight, but I was made to. This added to my fear and trauma. I never felt safe, even at night. I still suffer from very bad nightmares. I was never allowed to have my own belongings, which made me feel like I had no identity or value as a person.
There was also a riot while I was in care, which traumatised me further. I was already scared on a daily basis, and during that time I genuinely feared for my life. Fear was a constant part of my existence.
Punishments were cruel and abusive. I remember being beaten with belts. One night, I was deliberately forced not to sleep at all. If I nodded off, they would instantly wake me up. I was made to sit in the TV room all night and then the entire next day as well. This was both physically and mentally exhausting and was done to break me.
The staff constantly belittled me, called me names, and made me feel vulnerable and worthless. I was restrained in painful ways. If I refused to eat the food they provided, I would be punished. Sometimes they would deliberately send me to the local shop knowing that local children would beat me up. This was arranged, and I knew what was going to happen, but I had no choice. I lived in constant fear.
They would also try to turn any friends I made in the care home against me, leaving me feeling isolated and unable to trust anyone.
Because of everything I went through, I have lost faith in people. I feel deeply saddened by what happened to me and my siblings. To this day, I struggle to form relationships. Trust is a major issue for me, and I do not have many friends because I am wary of everyone. I feel anxious, experience mood changes, and struggle to sleep. I have tried to get help and work through these experiences, but my confidence will never be the same. Every day is a struggle, as these memories are always in the back of my mind. I also feel a deep sadness when I think about how my brother was treated and that I was unable to protect him.



