Hannah Imrie

Most of the abuse I endured happened at Northfield, and it has haunted me ever since.
I suffered through emotional, physical, mental, and sexual abuse that no child should ever have to face.
I was attacked by other children who were supposed to be in the same situation as me. One resident smashed a cup into my face, leaving a huge scar that I see in the mirror every single day—a permanent reminder of how unsafe I was.
I witnessed children so desperate and broken that they were slitting their wrists at the home. The staff did nothing. No one tried to stop the abuse. There was no safeguarding, no protection, no one looking out for us. I felt terrified and completely unsafe.
I was raped while staying at the children's home—a place that was supposed to protect me. Instead of helping me, they tried to blame me for what happened to me. I was just a child.
I was beaten up constantly, living in constant fear. And on top of everything I was going through, I had to witness staff sexually abusing other girls and grooming vulnerable children. The very people who were supposed to keep us safe were hurting us.
All of this has affected me mentally in my adult life. The trauma I experienced as a vulnerable child continues to impact me every single day.

