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ROBERT:
I lived with my parents since born. My [Redacted]’s part of the family stayed in the same street, my [Redacted], [Redacted], [Redacted], in number 6,7 and we stayed in number 67. I stayed with my [Redacted] and [Redacted] until I was around 4/5 together with my [Redacted], my [Redacted] and my [Redacted]that was around 11 months old back then. My [Redacted] was born 6 years after and we stayed all together until [Redacted] was around 2. Then we moved to number 67.

I remember a quite pretty good childhood until my [Redacted] started babysitting, on weekends. He used to disappear upstairs on his own leaving myself and siblings downstairs. He would be having a rage around my [Redacted] and [Redacted]’s stuff. I would know that he was doing things that he shouldn’t as I would go upstairs to toilet.
My [Redacted] used to buy playboy magazines for my [Redacted] and my [Redacted] used to do it for my [Redacted] too. He would be reading that playboy magazine and masturbating and he would go from there, sometimes in my bedroom. When he came to babysitting he would ask us to watch videos and abusing me, committing abuse to me. I would be around 6/7, he would be in high school. He would do nothing to my sister it was to me. This went on for a few years.  My [Redacted] found out. We used to go swimming on a Glen, and someone told her that [Redacted] was doing that to me. It felt like she was blaming me for my whole life. She would buy me games and celtic things to kind of controlling. Some of members of my family said that they were jealous of me because they had things they didn’t. They all knew about it. 
The [Redacted], we were best pals, we would go out and do mischeief things like climbing up the trees and things like that. 
My [Redacted]’s family were great, we looked out for each other. My [Redacted] told me in his deathbed that he was sorry that he never did nothing about it. 
[Redacted], abused a police officer [Redacted] and tried to blame me. I was about 10/11 years. All my pals noticed a change on me, I was suffering bullying. I used to want to be like [Redacted]. 
My [Redacted] took a gift away from me and she would use it to control me. My [Redacted] found out about my [Redacted]and he was sent away in the army, I was around 11/12 years old. Everyone seemed to vanish and I was the one ending with a social worker involved and police involved. 
When my [Redacted] was back all was violence, lot of friends and family that witnessed this. 
I think I was around primary 6 when I was crossing the road with my bike and a car ran me over. The ambulance came for me and took me to the hospital. I went to hospital as my whole body was blue and my bike in half. My friends came to see me after school, and they brought me sweeties and things. 
It was Dunipace at around dinner time. Plenty of witnesses. They stopped in the other end of the village; police came out in the next day at teatime. Just one police officer himself. They said that the woman that was driving was very sorry and bla bla for not stopping and she would like to come and see us, she never came to see me. My friends were there but I asked them not to leave. 
My [Redacted] and my [Redacted] would look after me for around 2 weeks until I was better. 
My [Redacted] took a gift away from me and she would use it to control me. My [Redacted] found out about my [Redacted]and he was sent away in the army, I was around 11/12 years old. Everyone seemed to vanish and I was the one ending with a social worker involved and police involved. I had to say that I did so [Redacted] wouldn’t be killed, I had so much fear that I blocked out. 
My [Redacted] disappear for a while that it seemed forever. The day she came back I had fallen from my back and split my lip in half. My best pal was in Orlando and he found out that I had fallen, he phoned me. 
After my [Redacted] came back, Police tried to snatch me out the street and they said that they were police officers but this was just after my [Redacted] asked them to show the badge. 
While my [Redacted] was away I started disengage from school. When I was in high school I used to had such a hard time from this teacher. When I was a teenager, around 16, I use to see this ex teacher in the chapel, I used to think that it was because my [Redacted] is from a catholic family. I gather that her ex partner, this man, he was coming from the pub and me and my pals were hanging around, but this man who was half drunk was having a carry on with us. I told him that I had family up there and he said “I know who they are, dirty bastards”. I was still getting beating back than. 
I had to stop my pals to beat him because I said to them that he was talking truth. 
I started using cannabis when I was around 11. I started with mushrooms, speed, extasis… for recreational. Everybody did that occasionally. Heroin didn’t start until I was around 21, I was in jail. 
I entered in jail when I was 16. I was going to cycle to see the lassie I was with, and my pal [Redacted] came out with his [Redacted]’s car, he is a year younger than me, we went out with the car and someone must have reported that two young people were driving a massive car and I went to jail for that. [Redacted]ended up in a secure unit. 
2 prison officers abused me when I was in the jail, young offenders. When I was passing these officers, took me to get down to the floor. One abused me in my cell, took my genitals, he told me that he knew who I was. When I asked about the magazines that my [Redacted] brough me. Came to my cell and touched me up. I didn’t get that much bother. I was there for 2 weeks. 
When I was 16 [Redacted] used to come down and buy alcohol for under age children. There were a few times where he wanted me to get in trouble. 
When I got puberty it didn’t take me that long to get bigger, bigger than him. I started overpowering him he would restrain me and he would attack me. 
I had tried to move out north, where my [Redacted]is from, my [Redacted]was staying there, passing Inverness. I was about 16/17 but my [Redacted] asked my [Redacted] to send me back saying that there wasn’t enough space. My [Redacted] died just a few months after. 
I got to 18/19 I got to big for them, but I just took it. My family, my pals, my family…all witnessed.
One night, In the night club, I hadn’t had beaten for a year or so. I was approached by two men started slapping me, punching me, taking my jacket away, a pal asked them to leave me alone and the two of them attacked him as well. One of the men jumped and kick me on my ear, I managed to catch one of his feet. They ran away. I took one of them I beated him really, really bad on the other side of the road. Police came to my house and they asked me why I ended being so violent and I told the police about the abuse. [Redacted]was the officer that was interviewing me. They never got me to sign the transcript of the interview. Only 2 transcripts turned out. They were: one police officer, one prison officer and one off duty police officer. 
They sent me to jail for a year. Got an appointment to get to the procurator office and I had to watch the video that showed the fight. They tried to put me in cognitive behaviour therapist and I had to fill in so much paperwork, more that if I was a sex offender. I was sent to high court in Glasgow and they offered me a deal, take the endagement of life (tentative of murder) and I accepted. I took counselling in the prison, I was sent 20 months in this young offenders unit. Here is where I started trying heroin, taken by prisioners’ families, prison officers… so I was away for a best part of a year. Bear in mind that I was babysitting for my cousins. My [Redacted] always wanted to know if I had talked about my sexual and violent abuse in jail. It wasn’t a big addiction, it takes a number of years to have an addiction. They were trying to say that I was taking heroin before ending in Berlinnie, the criminal justice worker that was asking about my background and he said that if I didn’t change my report he would keep me in jail. Lot of my records are for violence, driving, domestics and things like that. 
[Redacted] and his brother started drinking and pissed of me and my pals and that ended on violence but my pals were bigger than him and flew him out. I was always trying to tell them about my abuse. My criminal justice worker refused to get me a letter to keep the house, he said that I needed to stop talking about the abuse. I ended being homeless in Fife. He threatened saying that if I didn’t bring dirty samples, he would put me back to jail. My[Redacted]came back from Holland where she lived for about 11 years. She got remarried then. 
After my time in jail, I was supposed to have an order to supervise me. But didn’t go long. I got a job as concrete worker, I’ve done that for a while. I was out for 4/5 months before the subject came out, me and my pal went to take a bit of heroin for smoke. I did that for around 5 years and after that I started injecting it. I tried to explain why I was taking drugs that was because I was abused but they all shot me down. I did work on and off for around 8 years or something. I was doing landscaping. I got my driver lisence and got the van and I would go and do the jobs. This boy from landscaping was my [Redacted]’s ex. I started visiting my [Redacted] in Fife and I started taking methadone. 
I tried to report to the police all what my wife was doing. Police officers left and when came back they said “who you told you about what happened to you when you were younger?” I never told them anything about that. They told me that they wouldn’t take statement because I was on methadone. 

