Before I was taken into care, I was already struggling at home. From a very young age, I was sexually abused in my family home. I believe this is where my behaviour and actions began to change, although at the time I did not understand why. I was living in fear, confusion, and distress long before social services became involved.
My first memories of entering care are of being scared, extremely upset, and confused. I was placed in a care assessment centre called ROBERTON ASSESSMENT CENTRE. I had never been in care before and did not understand what was happening or why I was there. Nobody explained anything to me, and nobody comforted me. This left me feeling frightened, alone, and very worried.
The only member of staff I remember who made me feel even slightly comfortable was someone called Duncan. Other than him, there was no one who helped or protected me. While I was at Roberton Assessment Centre, there was a staff member called Jack. From the very beginning, I knew he did not like me because he physically abused me. He would punch and kick me repeatedly, and he would also pull my hair. This happened many times.
Other members of staff were aware of what Jack was doing, but nothing was ever done to stop it. When I tried to speak about the abuse, it would happen again and be even worse, so I became too scared to speak up and stayed quiet. Basic care was neglected at Roberton; toiletries were not provided, and my basic needs were ignored.
I clearly remember Jack dragging me up the stairs, causing me serious pain and leaving marks on my body. He regularly got away with hitting me, bullying me, and intimidating me. My first few months in care were hell. Knowing that Roberton was only an assessment centre made me extremely anxious about being moved to “proper” care. This is where my anxiety began.
I was then placed in HYLAND Care Home, where my experiences became dramatically worse. The home was filthy and extremely unclean. The building itself smelled strongly of sour milk, a smell I will never forget. Bedding and personal items were never cleaned, which affected me both mentally and physically and made me feel neglected and worthless.
I was forced to share a room with another girl who was a bully. She would pick at me and provoke me every day. During this time, a fire was started in the room, and I was blamed for it. I was taken to the police station, where I was later proven NOT GUILTY. Despite this, I was sent back to ROBERTON ASSESSMENT CENTRE, where I had to relive the same traumatic situations.
Being sent back meant being around Jack again, the staff member who had previously abused me. This triggered what I now know to be PTSD. I was physically sick with worry for days beforehand, knowing what was coming. When I returned, I kept myself locked away as much as possible so I would not have to deal with the abuse. I felt secluded, lost, and completely unsafe during the weeks I was placed there again.
After this, I was placed in DOWNCRAIG CHILDREN’S HOME. From the beginning, I absolutely hated this place. While I was there, a member of staff called John was sexually abusing other children, and I witnessed this. I was too young to understand what I was seeing. At first, I believed this behaviour was normal, especially as it did not happen all the time. I was petrified to speak out, and this fear caused me to run away.
What I witnessed at Downcraig deeply affected me. These memories have never left me and led to me trying to take my own life years later. This trauma has played a major role in my ongoing mental health problems.
There was a carer called Big Tom, who I now believe knew what I was dealing with and what I had seen. When I would have breakdowns, he would take me hill walking to get me away from John. This showed me that people knew what was happening, but no one spoke out because they were too scared.
The staff at Downcraig spoke to me like I was a piece of garbage. The emotional abuse was constant and amounted to mental torture. I was stopped from seeing my family, repeatedly told that I was worthless, and made to believe that everything was my fault. I was locked in my bedroom as punishment for trying to run away. I was never taken to the family home, and over time this caused me to lose all trust and faith in everyone.
Today, I continue to struggle severely with my mental health as a direct result of the abuse and neglect I suffered before and during care. I have attempted suicide, I suffer from severe anxiety, and I often cannot leave my home. I am prescribed medication by my doctor, but my life has been permanently damaged by what I went through. I feel that my life has been ruined by the abuse and the failure of the care system to protect me.
