Name: Mr Henry Wilbraham 
DOB: 01/05/1980
Name of Care Homes:  Longriggend Children’s Home. 
Polmont Children’s Home and Glenochil Children’s Home.

Reason for going into care: Unruly Child. 
Age in care: 16-18.
Personal Statement
Longriggend Childrens Home

I went into Longriggend Childrens Home for 8/9 weeks aged 16 in 1996. 

When I was in the showers, other boys would get the older cons to harass you, take your mattress, make noise to provoke you, or try to drag you into the showers with the intent of sexually abusing you. The staff knew it was happening, nothing was done and it wasn’t just me, it happened to others too. A lot of the boys from Glasgow and Dundee would gang up and target people, and the staff often encouraged this behaviour instead of stopping it.
At night, the screws would take your piss pot away as punishment, so you had nothing to use if you needed the toilet. I had to fight off boys who tried to sexually abuse me, and even then, others would come in to back me up because they were being targeted too by the same group in the showers. Staff didn’t care. When you reported it, they told you to shut up and just brushed it under the carpet.
I saw people self-harming just to get someone to notice them, it was a cry for help. Even the nurses didn’t seem to care. I genuinely believe they were part of the silence, keeping secrets, protecting staff instead of children. Don’t remember any staff members names
I was physically assaulted by staff multiple times. They even took my bed out of the room and made me sleep on a chair. Once, after I questioned what had happened during an incident in the showers, they took away my piss pot as punishment and told me to “shut the fuck up.” We were ordered to undress for showers without warning, told to be naked, lined up, no privacy. We had to shave daily, even when we had nothing to shave. My dignity was stripped from me. I was told to bend over for searches, accused of “banking” drugs, even though I was just a child. That experience stays with me.
The way staff behaved, it felt like they were actively trying to break us. We were ordered to march constantly: “left, right, left, right.” If you didn’t follow orders, you’d be slapped. Piss pot was taken away as a means of punishment. I was hit countless times just for speaking up or refusing to follow their rules. I witnessed others being humiliated and degraded. They beat you just hard enough not to leave bruises, but it hurt. They knew what they were doing. All day long. We were locked in our rooms at night without piss pots and couldn’t use the toilet until morning. Some staff stank of alcohol and would say cruel things like, “your family doesn’t want you,” just to break you down.
Polmont Childrens Home 2 months aged 16, then again 16-18. 
In Polmont, there wasn’t the same kind of sexual abuse. The boys stuck together more, and that helped. But the environment was still harsh, and the trauma carried over. Felt on edge constantly, bullying still happened and felt you could get stabbed at any moment, you had to survive, and you couldn’t tell anyone, what was happening. I was transferred to Glenochil for a few months, then came back here, I had my 18th birthday in here. 
Glenochil Childrens Home Aged 16 2 months. 
Glenochil was brutal in a different way. We were forced to march and run a mile every day. If you refused or couldn’t keep up, you’d be punished, beaten, screamed at, harassed. It felt like they wanted to push you past breaking point.
All the boys showered at the same time with no privacy. Staff would stand and watch us. My piss pot was taken away multiple times again, sometimes for not running the mile, sometimes for not having my bed tidy enough. I was a skinny kid, and it felt like they picked on me because I was vulnerable. It seemed like they got a kick out of it. They would frequently barge in at 2am, turning over your room. 
Once, after I wet the bed, they took away my mattress, and I had to sleep on the metal bedframe all night. Another time I was slapped just for saying, “I’ve got nothing to shave.” They told me to “shut the fuck up” and get in line. People were so desperate for the toilet, they’d throw faeces out of the window, what we called “shite bombs”, because we didn’t have piss pots and couldn’t go to the toilet during the night. Then we’d be made to clean it up the next morning.
I was in A Hall, and it felt like we got treated worse than the other halls. The staff seemed to enjoy our suffering.
I became institutionalised. It became a cycle, in, out, back in again. The staff encouraged other kids to gang up on you, call you names like “pishy,” and humiliate you in front of others. They’d say things like “your family doesn’t want you,” just to see how far it could go.
Since leaving care, I’ve been on medication for my mental health. I ended up in and out of jail. I turned to heroin, then methadone, just trying to block out the flashbacks, of people trying to touch me, trying to get me to touch them, and all the trauma from the showers when I was younger.
I’ve been clean since 2022. I saw a psychiatrist and had counselling. We talked about my childhood. My parents were alcoholics, but honestly, I had it worse in the care system than I ever did at home. In care, I was neglected, physically and sexually abused, and emotionally broken. I carry the effects with me every single day.
I used to wish there was a magic pill that could make it all disappear. Drugs felt like they were that at first, but then you sober up, and it all comes back, again.  I don’t trust people. I question everyone’s motives, even if they’re innocent. I’m paranoid and constantly on edge. I was never taught how to live, how to trust, how to be safe. I feel like I never had a childhood. I honestly believe I would’ve been better off in the army than in care. At least then I might’ve learned discipline without abuse. Now I’m a loner, not just because I’m clean, but because I don’t trust anyone. I’ve shut myself away for years. I felt numb for so long.
The people who were meant to care for me, protect me, did the opposite. I have more bad days than good. I claim disability benefits and have been diagnosed with PTSD. Anxiety and depression, I’m on medication for those. 

