I was sent into Larch Grove when I was around 10 years old. From that age, I was not allowed to attend school and received no education or support. I spent my days playing with Lego and was left with no structure, learning, or help. I felt stuck in the care home and completely abandoned. I did not know anyone and felt extremely lonely. Some members of staff made me feel uncomfortable, which affected me mentally from a very young age.
I was later transferred to St Philip’s, where the physical abuse began and lasted for around two years. I was regularly beaten with canes and belts, with staff deliberately targeting parts of my body such as my back and buttocks. One staff member in particular, Mr Fredo, stands out clearly in my memory. I was terrified of him and lived in constant fear. I was also forced to attend chapel at weekends, even though weekends were the only small amount of freedom I had from the care home.
While at St Philip’s, I was kept very isolated. Staff prevented me and other children from forming friendships, which made me feel even more alone. Food was very limited, and as punishment meals were sometimes taken away altogether. I was often sent to bed extremely hungry. This neglect and cruelty caused serious harm to my mental health, and this is when I first began to feel the severe effects of trauma.
After two years, I was moved to St John’s, where the abuse continued. Teachers and staff would force me to do things against my will, slap me, and push me around. At night, staff would come into the rooms and attempt to sexually assault younger boys. Being in this environment caused me constant fear and anxiety. I was scared every night and never felt safe.
Because I am ginger, I was singled out and bullied daily. I was called names such as “ginger bastard,” deliberately embarrassed, and made a joke of in front of others. This constant humiliation had a very damaging effect on my self-worth and mental health. I spent around a year at St John’s, and my mental health deteriorated significantly during that time.
I was then placed in St Andrew’s, where nothing improved. This was the worst placement of all. Staff were extremely abusive both physically and mentally. I was forced to wear certain clothes, locked inside rooms, and frequently beaten with belts across different parts of my body. The violence was regular and severe.
Throughout my years in care, I managed to make a small number of friends, but for the most part I was left alone. Other children could be vicious and cruel, and I was often locked away for long periods. The isolation, abuse, and fear caused the worst damage to my mental health. These were my final years in care before I left at the age of 16.
I was kept away from my family for most of my childhood, which caused me deep emotional pain. When I was occasionally allowed to see them at weekends, it felt like a huge privilege. The separation from my family added greatly to the trauma I experienced in care.
Overall, my experiences in these care homes have had a devastating and lifelong impact on me. As a result of the abuse I suffered, I am now diagnosed with paranoid schizophrenia. I suffer from severe anxiety and post-traumatic stress disorder and relive what I went through on a daily basis. I require injections every two weeks to help calm my mind and manage my symptoms. The abuse I experienced has permanently affected my mental health and my ability to live a normal life.

