I was terrified and anxious from the moment I was taken away from my family. When I arrived at the assessment centre, I felt completely overwhelmed and out of my own body—consumed by fear. There was no comfort offered to me at all. Instead, I was treated like an animal, not a human being. I wasn’t allowed outside or given any independence. The staff were extremely strict, forcing me to spend 24 hours a day with another child in close quarters.
I remember a staff member called Steven who made me feel deeply uncomfortable with his comments. While I was there, I was kept away from all my family and wasn’t allowed to see anyone. I felt completely isolated from the other children and had no support at all. Punishments were frequent and severe—I would be locked in my room for a full day, with the door securely locked, leaving me alone and frightened. I spent about three weeks in this place before being moved on to St. John’s.
My first memories of St. John’s are full of fear and pain. The nuns there were extremely harsh, and I experienced constant physical abuse. They hit me with belts and canes, and I was always kept in the room all the doors were locked, making it feel like I was in prison. Punishments were relentless. We were kept separated from each other, so I couldn’t form friendships or any sense of connection. Every day was dominated by physical abuse. Even my personal belongings had to be declared to the staff, leaving me feeling powerless.
Over the years, I have flashbacks of this treatment, and it has left me with deep psychological scars. I now live with borderline personality disorder and have had a profoundly difficult life as a result. The trauma from both the physical and mental abuse—the constant name-calling, the sense that I was a problem, and the isolation—has left me with almost no faith in humanity. I feel that I was completely let down, and the impact of this abuse has followed me my entire life

