Michelle Copeland
I remember my time at Woodlends School on Crosby Road as one of the hardest periods of my life. Instead of being a place where I felt supported or understood, it became somewhere I learned to brace myself every morning. The people who were supposed to help us didn’t treat us with patience or care. They were often mean, dismissive, and openly insulting. I was just a kid, trying to get through each day, but the adults around me made me feel small, unwanted, and constantly on edge.
They didn’t speak to us like we were young people who needed guidance. They spoke to us like we were problems. I can still hear some of the names they called us, the way they talked down to us as if we didn’t deserve respect. It wasn’t just words, either. Their behaviour made it clear that they weren’t trained to support children who needed understanding. Instead of calming situations or helping us work through our feelings, they reacted with anger, frustration, and force.
There were times when they would grab us, shove us, or restrain us even when we hadn’t done anything to justify it. I remember being held down or pushed aside for reasons that made no sense. It wasn’t about safety; it felt like control. We weren’t bad kids. We weren’t dangerous. We were young, confused, and often overwhelmed, and instead of receiving compassion, we were treated like we were something to be managed or contained.
Looking back, what hurts the most is knowing how unfair it all was. We deserved adults who listened, who cared, who tried to understand what we were going through. Instead, we were met with hostility and punishment. The environment made me feel powerless, like my voice didn’t matter and my feelings weren’t real. No child should ever feel that way in a place that’s supposed to help them grow.
Even now, those memories stay with me. They shaped how I see myself and how I trust others. I often think about how different things could have been if the people in charge had been properly, trained, or simply kinder. What happened to us wasn’t right, and acknowledging that is part of reclaiming my own story. I was in this home from 14 years old to 18 years old.

