Brian Hunster Statement 

	My first memories of Nazareth are of feeling deeply sad, confused, and scared. From the very beginning, I knew I was not somewhere safe. One nun in particular was very vocal and would raise her voice aggressively to frighten us. Her behaviour made me fearful immediately and aware that this was not a place where I would be protected.
I was placed in Nazareth by a social worker along with my siblings, however I was kept completely separate from them. Although boys and girls were separated, I was not allowed to have any relationship or contact with my siblings. This caused me great distress and sadness, as I felt alone and abandoned. I remained in Nazareth for approximately six years.
The only person who ever made me feel some sense of safety was Sister Michael, however she was not always on shift and her presence was limited. In contrast, Sister Regina was one of the most threatening figures. She regularly intimidated and frightened us. We were punished by being made to sit outside in the hall all night with no chairs and no television. The way we were spoken to was degrading and humiliating, and punishment often involved physical restraint.
I clearly remember a friend wetting himself and being deliberately embarrassed by staff. He was forced to stay in his pyjamas all day. Witnessing this made me feel extremely uncomfortable and ashamed, and it is something I will never forget.
The food in Nazareth was often inedible. We were used as workers and made to wake early every morning to clean cutlery and carry out chores before we were allowed to eat breakfast. We had to work in order to be fed. If staff felt we had not cleaned ourselves properly, they would put excessive amounts of soap on flannels and rub it into our faces, which burned our eyes and skin.
Every morning was the same routine, with porridge only if chores were completed. Nit combing was used as a punishment and done deliberately to hurt us. If any child had an accident, they were forced to stay in wet beds and wet pyjamas as punishment. I was addressed by my first name, but constantly made to feel unwanted. No one ever explained what was happening to me or offered comfort at such a young age. Nasty and cruel comments were common.
Sister Regina, who was around 50 years old at the time, was particularly vicious. She made me physically scared to leave my room, and I was constantly worried about my siblings’ safety as well as my own.
After Nazareth, I was placed back with my father, where I suffered daily physical abuse. He was an alcoholic and would regularly strangle and hit me. After around six months, I was placed back into the care system at Red Hugh in Kilbirnie.
From the moment I arrived at Red Hugh, I knew I was not safe. Staff were hostile and bullying, even towards very young children aged two to three. I remember witnessing a group of around six children beating a younger child. When I tried to defend them, I was beaten myself. Staff were aware of this violence but ignored it, pretending to be busy and allowing it to continue. Older children ruled the unit in gangs, and staff permitted this environment.
Once again, I was separated from my siblings, which caused further sadness and emotional pain. No one offered comfort or reassurance. During this placement, I experienced sexual abuse. I remember being in the shower when a staff member stood behind me naked and pushed his penis against me. I walked away and did not say anything. This happened on several occasions and I witnessed the same staff member, Stewart Burgess, do this to other children. I knew it was not safe to speak up.
Punishment in Red Hugh included being put in “jail”, which meant being locked in your room and not fed. Staff frequently threatened us with jail, which caused constant fear and anxiety. I was made to believe I was unwanted and not allowed to see my family. Birthdays and special occasions were ignored and every day felt the same.
One staff member occasionally took me to church with his family on Fridays. This was the only time I felt some happiness and normality, but it was only temporary. Staff would turn other children against me and encourage them to mock and bully me. This has taken a very bad effect on my life and mental health , I donot trus ANYONE now this has played a big part in my relationship with my family and friends and most importantly effected my work , I suffer with very bad ptsd and anxiety and struggle to sleep with these nightmares , I have only just been able to confide in my wife about certain things and this has played on my mind 








