My first memories of being in care are from when I was around 12 years old. I was sent to Elza Care Home on Allison Street, as far as I can remember. When I first arrived, my memories of that place are not particularly bad, but I was deeply distressed and confused because I was suddenly separated from my siblings and my home. I struggled emotionally with being taken away from my family, and even at that age, I felt abandoned and frightened.
After a couple of months, I was returned to my mother’s care. However, due to my mother’s poor health, I experienced neglect, and I was then placed back into care again. This time, I was sent to Nazareth House Children’s Home in Aberdeen, and this is where the real abuse began immediately.
From the moment I arrived at Nazareth House, I was subjected to severe mental and physical abuse. I was often locked away alone in my bedroom, completely isolated from other children. I was not allowed a normal childhood, had no social life, no friends, and no sense of safety. I felt imprisoned, invisible, and deeply unloved.
One member of staff, Sister Bernadette, is someone I remember with absolute clarity and fear. She would refuse to allow me to go home for Christmas or to see my family, deliberately isolating me from the people I loved. I was forced to attend chapel and was otherwise kept locked away, away from family and friends. She would physically assault me, dragging me out of my bed, hitting me with slaps and other vicious acts. These moments were terrifying and humiliating, and I felt completely powerless.
My eldest brother was also in Nazareth House, but we were deliberately kept apart and not allowed to have a normal sibling relationship. I was called nasty names, belittled constantly, and made to feel worthless. Sister Bernadette was extremely aggressive and controlling, and I lived in constant fear of her.
Punishments were cruel and degrading. We would be refused food entirely, or given food that was uneatable, and told, “That’s all you’re getting.” I remember being hungry, weak, and desperate, and those feelings of starvation and neglect have stayed with me my entire life.
After around a year, I was again returned to my mother’s care. Although the living conditions were poor, I felt safer there than anywhere else, and I believe I cannot remember much of the neglect because, in comparison to the abuse I had suffered, it felt like the best place I could be.
After a few months, I was sent back to Nazareth House again, and this time my sister was also there. This made the abuse even more traumatic because I was now forced to witness my sister being abused as well as myself. We shared a room, and I saw staff physically hurt her. One memory that constantly replays in my mind is when Sister Bernadette pushed my sister down the stairs. This memory causes me ongoing flashbacks and distress, even now.
This memory causes me ongoing flashbacks and distress, even now.
We were called horrible names, publicly humiliated in front of other children, and constantly belittled. I was locked in my room unless forced to attend chapel. I remember having marks on my body almost daily, being dragged out of bed, shouted at, pushed around, and bullied for the entire time I was there. I lived in constant fear, anxiety, and emotional pain.
I remained trapped in Nazareth House until I was around 15 years old, when I was moved to a Christian care home in Glasgow. While the abuse there was not as extreme, I still did not feel safe, supported, or cared for, and there was no help or understanding for what I had already been through.
Throughout all of this, my mother had to fight to get us back, and we were constantly made to feel unwanted, unsafe, and like a burden. This completely destroyed my confidence and sense of self-worth. I have strong memories of my siblings and I being hungry and starving, and these memories have stayed with me for life.
The abuse I suffered and witnessed has permanently damaged me mentally and emotionally. I struggle to form relationships or friendships, as my trust has been completely broken. I live with the long-term effects of fear, flashbacks, anxiety, and emotional pain. What I experienced in care changed me forever, and I will never be able to fully trust people again because of the cruelty and abuse I endured as a child.
