John Fulton - Statement

I grew up learning very early that the places meant to protect me could also be the places where I felt most unsafe. When I was placed in the home at 71 Westburn Road in Aberdeen, I was still a child trying to make sense of loss, confusion, and the hope that someone might finally look after me. Instead, the staff there treated me with neglect and cruelty. I remember the constant fear more than anything else—the way my body would tense whenever footsteps approached, because I never knew if I was about to be shouted at, ignored, or hurt.
One moment stands out sharply in my memory. We were playing a game, something simple, something meant to feel normal. Someone told me there was a visitor at the door. For a split second, I felt something I hadn’t felt in a long time—hope. They said it was my mum and dad coming to pick me up. But my parents were gone, and the staff knew that. When I reached the door, it was just one of them pretending, mocking the one thing I wished I could have back. That kind of emotional cruelty stays with you. It taught me that even my deepest grief could be used against me.
The physical harm was constant. Being beaten became part of the routine—something I learned to brace myself for, something I tried to survive quietly because speaking up never made it stop. When I was later placed at Marchburn Children’s Home Care Home Service, I hoped things might be different. Instead, two staff members, Alf and Maggie, continued the pattern of violence. They would hit me—punching, kicking, slapping—treating me as if I wasn’t a child with feelings, but an inconvenience they could take their anger out on.
Living through that kind of treatment shapes you. It teaches you to scan every room, to anticipate danger, to shrink yourself so you don’t draw attention. But it also teaches you something else: that surviving makes you stronger than the people who tried to break you. I carry the memories, but I also carry the fact that I made it through.



