Lesley brown

My first time being placed into care was at Rowanlea Children’s Home when I was around 13 years old. From the very beginning, I remember feeling extremely emotional and frightened. I was taken away from my family and placed somewhere completely unfamiliar. Everything felt strange, and I never felt that anyone was there to comfort or reassure me. Very quickly, I learned that it was safer to keep myself to myself.
There were around seven or eight children living there at the time. I remember feeling deeply uncomfortable as the other children were very wild and began picking on me and laughing at me for no reason. This made me feel isolated, anxious, and unsafe.
One of the care workers, Marion, who had ginger hair, took an immediate dislike to me. I did not feel safe with her and never felt I could ask her for help when I was being bullied. Instead of protecting me, she became part of the abuse. On numerous occasions, Marion called me names, including “evil” and “stupid”, and she encouraged the other children to laugh at me and call me names as well. I was singled out and humiliated daily. I will never forget her telling me that I would never go anywhere in life and that my family didn’t want me. Hearing this as a young girl was devastating and has stayed with me ever since.
This constant emotional and psychological abuse had a severe impact on my mental health. I was a vulnerable child being tormented daily by an adult who was supposed to care for and protect me, while also allowing and encouraging other children to abuse me. I felt completely powerless.
I also clearly remember a very distressing incident involving a young boy named Steven Fraters. I witnessed Marion smash his face into a wall because he refused to go to his room. Seeing this physical violence terrified me. I knew Marion already disliked me, and this made me even more fearful of what she might do to me. I tried to hide and stay away from her as much as possible, but this was extremely difficult.
Marion used punishment constantly and excessively. Normal child behaviour, such as crying or refusing to do certain things, resulted in harsh punishments. We were often locked in our rooms for the entire night with no entertainment, and there were times when we were left hungry. This happened very often, most days of the week. She would laugh at us as if she enjoyed having power and control over us.
During my six months at Rowanlea Children’s Home, I became completely withdrawn and isolated. I was bullied, picked on, and mentally abused throughout my entire time there. This experience changed me as a person.
As I have grown older, I have realised the long-term damage this abuse has caused. I struggle to trust people, I suffer from depression, and I experience severe PTSD as a direct result of what I went through in care. These experiences have affected my mental health, my relationships, and my ability to live a normal life.
Although I understand that others may have experienced different or even worse situations, what happened to me has affected me for my entire life, and the impact of the abuse I suffered at Rowanlea Children’s Home remains with me to this day.

