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if she didn't like the way we said something or we hadn't done a mythical task or we 

hadn't eaten the way she thought we should have. I would do anything to get put in 

the cupboard. Even if she beat me up, I would do it. I would be delighted to get put in 

the cupboard. It was a space I liked to be put in because it was quiet. I realised that if 

I rocked backwards and forwards, I would feel calm. It was really dark and it was really 

warm. I was safer in the cupboard than in my bed. Ruth Wallace had the key, so if I 

was going to be abused it was only by her rather than four boys. It was the lesser of 

two evils for me. 

137. I never knew Ruth Wallace to show me any kindness, compassion or praise at all. My 

entire relationship with her was one of fear and terror. She did show kindness to 

She didn't really show affection to -or 

Looking back, I think she was frightened of them. I remember-talking to her in 

a way that was really aggressive. If any of us had spoken to her the way that he did, 

the chances are she'd have killed us and buried us somewhere. QAK/QOM/QDN were 

the only people to whom she showed any humanity. The police told me that when they 

went to interview Ruth Wallace, she had a picture of QAK/QDM/QDN on her mantel 

piece, which I find very bizarre. She also used to talk about someone who had been 

there, a boy, although I don't know his name. He became good on the piano or 

something like that and she used to talk about how proud she was of her boy and that 

he'd made her a proud mother. He had been there before I came. 

138. Shortly before I left Quarrier's, I had an operation. My head was covered in bandages. 

Ruth Wallace became very careful about what she was doing, I assume because I 

was being seen by doctors in Glasgow. She didn't hit me round the head. That gave 

me a bit of space from the physical abuse. There was still physical abuse from Ruth 

Wallace, but it wasn't to the extent that there had been. She avoided my face and 

head. On one occasion, she went to grab me by the back of my hair but the whole of 

my head was bandaged and she stopped herself. She grabbed me by the front and 

shook me about instead. 
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Ruth Wallace - sexual abuse 

139. Ruth Wallace sexually abused me. It only happened a couple of times. Once, I was 

feeling really ill and I went through to her bedroom. I think I'd been sick. I was wearing 

what was almost like a onesie. It was a sixties version of a onesie. It was purple with 

frills on the bottom of the legs. She told me to get into bed with her. I remember thinking 

that I really didn't want to do that. It wasn't because I thought there'd be sexual abuse, 

it was just because I didn't want to be in close proximity to her. I couldn't say no so I 

got in. She was putting her hands between my legs and trying to find a way to get 

inside the onesie thing. It buttoned at the top, so she couldn't. She was trying to use 

her hands to penetrate inside me. I just lay rigidly. 

140. Strangely, considering everything that was going on, I was shocked. I just never saw 

her like that. I thought it was only the boys who did that. I'd only ever known physical 

violence from her, not sexual violence. Even though I didn't have the words for it at 

that time, I remember thinking, "Oh my God." I think it was one of the few times I 

actually thought, "What is she actually doing?" It seemed so alien for her. I was so 

used to being beaten up and emotionally and verbally abused, but not that kind of 

abuse. 

141. The second time it happened, I went into her room with caution. I had the runs and I 

was covered. It wouldn't stop. I thought I'd be in big trouble. In the end, I thought I 

couldn't hide it. I had to go and tell her. I'd taken off the things and tried to clean them. 

I went through to her room and told her that I felt really ill and it wouldn't stop. She 

gave me a clean nightdress and told me to get in with her. I felt so ill. I knew that if I 

went in there with her, she might do what she did before. Again, I had no choice. She 

was saying, ''Get in,liilll get in." 

142. She had a spare bed in her room. The bed - had slept in was still there. I said, 

"I'll just sleep in that bed." She said, "No, no. You come in here with me." So I went in 

and she just did the same as before. 
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Sexual abuse by another aunty 

143. I don't know of any of the aunties, other than Ruth Wallace, being involved in any of 

the physical abuse. There was an aunty who got us all into the playroom. I don't know 

who she was. I'm sure my brother was the boy, because it happened more than once. 

The aunty was trying to get him to have sex with a girl. I don't know who the girl was. 

The aunty was in the room, instigating it. She made them take their clothes off. She 

was calling them stupid because they weren't doing it right. She said my brother was 

stupid because he couldn't get it in. I must have been quite small at the time because 

I remember wondering what he was trying to get in. I dorft know how many children 

were watching. She made children come through, specifically to watch. She thought it 

was hilarious. She was laughing. 

Unctellll 

144. There was a man at Quarrier's, who I knew as Uncleliilll I think he might have been 

in his fifties. I'm not sure which cottage he was from, but for some reason cottage 2 is 

in my head. He ran the cricket team. He would come into our cottage and have cups 

of tea with Ruth Wallace. Sometimes, he came to eat his tea as well. He also came to 

visit us in Girvan, so he was a good friend of Ruth Wallace's. He would take one of us 

out in his little car. He would do what he called his "tickling game". He would tickle you 

and try and get his hand in your skirt and in your pants. He took me out in his car a 

couple of times, just around Quarrier's. I tried to avoid going out with him. I stopped 

going to cricket because of him. I think he did the same to other girls because­

told me that he had done it to her. 

145. It's strange that we would tell each other about Uncleliilll but not some of the other 

abuse. I think we all knew anyway. It was like a secret, but everybody knew about the 

secret and sometimes watch the secret or participated in the secret. It was so twisted 

that I look back on it and it makes me feel sick, that there were even points that I was 

standing watching another child being abused and had absolutely no emotion other 

than thinking, 'Thank God that's not me." 
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Friendship with 

146. I was best friends with a girl in cottage 8, Her house parent was 

Aunty [ill I remember she had a dog like Lassie. I really loved the dog. - used 

to have injuries, but we didn't talk about it. She used to ask me who gave me my 

"shiner". I'd tell her. We didn't even commiserate with each other because it was just 

part of life. We held hands going to school. I remember for years I thought we were 

being called, "Lesbeans," but we were actually being called, "Lesbians." I was more 

affected by that than all the t imes that I would meet her and she would be back and 

blue. 

147. I remember once I clearly had some kind of venereal disease or something. I couldn't 

sit properly. She was asking me what was wrong and I said that I was really itchy. I 

was openly explaining to her that something was wrong, but not the abuse. I was so 

swollen. I remember telling her about it. We were only seven. She just said, "Oh, that's 

a shame." 

148. When somebody called us what I thought was, "Lesbeans," I was outraged that they 

would call us names like that, when they told us what it meant. She was my best friend, 

yet we didn't protect ourselves when she had injuries or I had injuries because it was 

so normal. Quarrier's could not stand up and say that nobody knew that was 

happening. If any person in that place stands up and says that they didn't know that 

was happening, they're liars . 

Sexual abuse by older boys 

149. I once went in to the bathroom and • · was there with my wee sister. 

There was a partition just beside the bath, into the shower. I could hear - and 

in there. I asked what they were doing. lllllltold me to fuck off. 

- sounded like she was crying so I asked what he was doing again. He said, 

"It's none of your business." I asked again what he was doing and he said, "1111111 
fuck off." I asked - if she was okay. The reality was, I knew she wasn't okay, 

39 



WIT.001.002.8944 

which makes me feel terrible. There was nothing I could do. I was tiny. I thought I'd do 

whatever I could. She said she was okay and I sadly went away. 

150. I've never learned what was happening to- My siblings and I don't talk about 

sexual abuse amongst ourselves. When I was in the bath, the boys would certainly try 

and get in and get over. At the beginning, I was quite verbal. I would shout. - or 

Ill would come into the bathroom with me, so there was more than one of us. I 

think that put them off in some ways. I also started to wear a swimming costume in the 

bath. lt made me feel safer. 

151. I thought the J•/•/lf•tf M l")oys were about fifteen or sixteen, but the police said they 

were twelve to thirteen. When you're very small, people look much bigger than you. I 

still don't know if they did rape me because my memory cuts off. They were attempting 

to rape me when I was nine or ten. It was gang rape. -and • • 

and-· - had not long arrived. He had 

blonde, curly hair. He was extremely violent and he encouraged them. I think I might 

have been trying to play the piano because I have a memory of playing the piano. One 

of the boys grabbed me round the waist. I was trying to fight them all. Before I knew it, 

they had me pinned down. I remember being on the floor. They each had an arm and 

a leg and • · was at the top. They were tickling me to the point where I 

was trying to be sick. They wouldn't stop. They were laughing at my face. I think I wet 

myself. • · then started to hold my nose.lllwas getting really excited 

by it and was encouraging him, to see how long it would take to kill me. 

152. -let go of my mouth and they took turns trying to see how far they could ram 

their hands inside me. When I spoke to the police, I could never say whether they 

raped me with their penises because it's as if my brain just switched off. I know they 

raped me with their hands. I was screaming. Ruth Wallace came in. She actually came 

in while the boys were doing that. She told me to stop screaming. She said that I was 

drawing attention to myself and that I should stop, and then she left. Only somebody 

who is a deranged psychopath could do something like that. I genuinely thought they 

were going to kill me. They told me that they were going to kill me. 
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153. There were other incidents of sexual abuse by the boys. I don't know how many. My 

mind just cuts off. I know there were incidents when · would lie under 

beds in the dark. I was in the first bedroom at the beginning, when I was seven. We 

had eiderdowns. -would be under the bed at the side of me. I remember being 

terrified because I thought it was the devil from Glenallan. That was my first experience 

of him. He rolled across under my bed and then got into my bed. When he was under 

the bed, I would know that he was there. I don't know how long he waited for, but it felt 

like he was there all night. He would slide out and then climb on top of your bed. He'd 

also wait in places. He'd stand and you'd see him. He'd put his hand to his mouth and 

say, "Shh." He definitely sexually abused me when he did that. I have lots of memories 

of things starting and then my mind cuts off. 

154. The boys would play with trying to hold my breath for as long as they could. Not long 

before I left, I had got to the point where I thought I wasn't going to survive. By then, 

-had left. I remember thinking that I had to kill myself to get out of there because 

otherwise, one of the boys would kill me first. The fear had become so bad that I was 

living a half-life. I used to sleep under a bed or in a cupboard so that I could hide from 

them. It just got to a point where it was so bad that I thought the only way to get out of 

it was to be dead. I didn't quite know how to kill myself. I had lived in an institution for 

so long that I had no idea how to go about killing myself. I was also terrified of leaving 

-tothem. 

155. I think by then I was at a stage where I was demented. I think I was probably very ill, 

mentally, by that time. I couldn't sleep. I would sleep under a bed in the room next to 

Ruth Wallace's because I knew the boys didn't want to go past that room. I took to 

sitting up during the night. I mustn't have done it every night because exhaustion would 

have got to me. I couldn't sit up properly because I was in a bunkbed, but I used to 

just rock. I used to think I was dying. Ruth Wallace told me I was dying. She used to 

tell me that all the time, so much that I believed her. I now know that it was anxiety 

attacks that I was having, but at the time, I didn't know what an anxiety attack was. 

Because I was cut off from the world, I had no adults who would intervene, help us or 

talk to us. There was nobody I could ask what was happening. 
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156. The sad thing was, I just tried to focus on my family. The abuse became so 

commonplace that I didn't get involved. I needed to protect myself, which sounds 

terrible as an adult. I now realise why that was, but for a long time I struggled with fact 

that 1 watched children being sexually abused and hurt and did nothing. But what could 

I have done? There was absolutely nothing I could have done. It got to a point where 

I thought that was how the world was. We had nothing to gauge it against because 

Quarrier's was completely isolated. There was a TV, but we had limited access to it. I 

didn't sit and watch the TV because the boys used to sit there. I would only go in there 

if the boys weren't there. We were completely cut off from the world. I had nothing to 

gauge my life against other than what was going on around me. What was going on 

around me was hell on earth but, sadly, to me it became normal. 

157. By the end of Quarrier's, I spent every day thinking that it would be my last. For almost 

a year, I thought that I would be murdered. I'm not exaggerating. The boys took it to 

the limit with me. They took it to the point where it became fun for them to see me with 

no breath in my body. They would hold my nose and mouth and put things over my 

head. Tlney'd take turns with two of them holding their hands over my nose and mouth. 

I could have died on any of those days. I don't care what anybody says, adults knew 

what was going on. Ruth Wallace came into the room the first time that happened and 

she saw what was going on. You could not have misjudged what was going on in that 

room. There is not a chance. She walked away. In the last year of Quarrier's, I fought 

for my survival every day. 

Reporting of abuse at Quarrier's 

158. I definitely talked to adults about Ruth Wallace's cruelty. Mrs Minto was quite kind . 

- had told her about some of the things that were happening with Ruth Wallace, 

but not the sexual abuse. I don't know what-told her. Mrs Minto took to dropping 

by the cottage after that. 

159. People must have seen it. We saw teachers every day. I can't tell you how many times 

I went to school with my nose burst open. The injuries that we had, people had to have 
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seen them. They were either stupid or blind if they didn't see them. I remember one 

teacher at the school, Mrs Lamont. She tried to be kind to me. She must have sussed 

that there was something wrong, although I don't remember her asking me about 

injuries. 

160. I once spoke to a social worker, Mrs Paisley. It was towards the end of my time at 

Quarrier's. I don't think I told her everything, but I told her that we were scared of Ruth 

Wallace and that she hit us. I remember speaking to her about-because I was 

really worried about her. I told her how cruel Ruth Wallace was and how frightened we 

were. I remember saying to her that I was worried that if I was left there, I would die. 

Nothing1 was done. I genuinely thought that woman would help us. You just got to the 

stage where you just felt like you meant nothing to anybody. 

161. On one occasion, Ruth Wallace cut my hand with her nails at church because she said 

I was talking. I'm not sure if-was still at Quarrier's when that happened, but I 

know -was still there. We managed to get into her sitting room and phoned my 

mum. We told my mum that my hand was cut. My mum went bananas and threatened 

to come up. -and I were crying and saying, "Please come and get us." Years 

later, my mum said that she reported that to social work. If she did, nobody ever came. 

162. My mum visited sporadically. We never told her about the sexual abuse, but we sadly 

did tell her about the other stuff. She would say that she would tell somebody about it 

and that they'd know about it. She believed us and I think we sometimes still had 

injuries. Certainly, I still had a black eye on one occasion. She confronted Ruth 

Wallace about it. I don't know what happened, but I remember my mum saying, "If you 

lay a finger on my children again, I'll come and kill you myself." 

163. At one point, my step-dad threatened Ruth Wallace. I can't remember why. He 

appeared with Christmas presents and he threatened her. We'd asked him to take us 

with us, that's how desperate we were. He said that he couldn't take us but that he 

was goung to go in and sort her out. I don't know exactly what was said, but he 

threatened her and I know that she was frightened. The reality was that as soon as he 

left, she beat us senseless. She beat us after my mum threatened her too, because 
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we'd told someone. It wasn't just pulling hair, it was punching us on the face and pulling 

us about. 

Leaving1 Quarrier's 

164. Before we left Quarrier's,-had come back briefly because there had been an 

allegation of sexual abuse against my step-dad. They'd been on holiday in Wales and 

she told us that dad had done things to her in the caravan. I'm assuming police and 

social work were involved, but I don't know because I was still in Quarrier's. There 

must have been social work involvement for her to be sent back to Quarrier's. It was 

also written in her notes. They'd proven that he had sexually assaulted her. He said 

that he was drunk and that he thought she was my mum and that was why it happened. 

It shows you how screwed up the system was in the seventies. -was allowed to 

go back and live with them. It defies all logic that she was allowed to go back, even 

though it had been proven that our step-dad had sexually assaulted her. She was 

thirteen and I was twelve. -and I were then sent home months after that. 

165. In the weeks before we left, Ruth Wallace would say every single day that we would 

never leave alive. Given what was happening to me, I believed her. I was totally 

convinced that I would fail the medical and have to stay with Ruth Wallace, because 

that's what she told me. I don't know whether we had to pass the medical to go home, 

but that's what she told us. 

166. Ruth Wallace wouldn't give me and-our clothes to wear because she said we 

weren't leaving. She wanted to have her last twisted kick. She removed our clothes. 

She said we came with nothing and we'd leave with nothing. About an hour before we 

were taken for the medical, she appeared with clothes. The medical wasn't in 

Quarrier's. I'm not sure where it was, but we went in a car. They measured our height 

and weight and that kind of stuff. They checked my ears because I'd had the surgery 

and I was still wearing a stretch bandage, to keep my ears flat. 
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167. We went home the day of the medical, in the afternoon. We went back to get clothes. 

Quarrier's had bought us a new pair of shoes, cords, a top and a jacket for going home. 

I don't think I had any other personal possessions. By the time I got into the mini-bus 

with- I was a wreck. Even though it was one of the best days of my life, it was 

also one of the most torturous. That's why I've never been back to visit Quarrier's. The 

fear of walking through those gates and not coming out alive still sticks with me, even 

though it's not true. 

168. We came out of Quarrier's just after my twelfth birthday. I think a social worker drove 

us home. It might have been Mrs Paisley. We went to live in in the 

Pilton area of Edinburgh. My mum, step-dad•--- •-and me. 

My sister, - and her husband-to-be came to live with us as well. I didn't really 

know - We came home in time for their wedding and - and I were 

bridesmaids. They moved to Liverpool after a few months. Then all of the girls were in 

one room,-was in another room and my mum and dad were in a third room. 

169. My mum decided that we should take my step-dad's name. Because we weren't known 

in Edinburgh, when I went to school, that was my name. They named me lilll 
111111-

Life after being in care 

170. -and I were the last of our family to leave Quarrier's. We weren't really allowed 

to discuss Quarrier's at home. It was a taboo subject. My mum would openly say that 

she didn't want to hear about it, so we never really found out what happened. I think 

we went there because of my step-dad and his violence. Although my mum would 

never have admitted it, she didn't know who we were as people and I don't think she 

had a relationship with us. My step-dad would always come first. I don't understand it 

because my child would come first before anything, but I think my mum came from a 

generation where your husband came first. From what-told me, nobody would 

support my mum. My gran wouldn't help her with us. She was probably mentally still 
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very unwell and maybe she just couldn't manage it. I've spent many years trying to 

figure out my mother. Sometimes successfully, sometimes not so successfully. 

171. We didn't stay in Pillon long and then we moved to Wester Hailes for a bigger house. 

At first, I went to St. David's Primary School because I had missed the intake for high 

school. My mother was Catholic. I then went to St. Augustine's Secondary School. 

School was fine. I made a really good best friend. I didn't seem to have any issue 

making friends. I was never part of the in-crowd, but-and I were very close 

and still keep in touch even now. I never told her what had happened to me at 

Quarrier's. 

172. I suffered from anxiety attacks at school. I saw a GP, who told me I had anxiety. I didn't 

really know what that was. If the class got really loud and there were lots of boys at 

once, I felt like I was going to die and I had to get out of the class. That happened quite 

a lot. -was in a lot of my classes and she was really good. She seemed to 

understand anxiety. She'd tell me to breathe. She was a great friend and we went 

everywhere together. In some ways, in amongst the chaos, there were some really 

nice things. We made up dance routines together and went to the discos together. We 

got drunk and got the bus to London and did stupid things like that. 

173. With my mum and dad, it was just hell. It was going from one hell to another. In some 

ways, it was a more bearable kind of hell but it was just chaos. My step-father was 

horrific. He was drunk all the time. I'd seen how violent my step-dad was and I'd heard 

him. I also remembered him from when I was wee. His violence was just brutal. I was 

really frightened of him. I couldn't sleep. I would wait till everybody else fell asleep and 

I would sit up and rock. It was just fear that was causing it. 

174. I don't think I'd been home long when my mum was out somewhere. My dad appeared 

and he was really, really drunk. He accused-of eating a Cadbury's creme egg 

or something like that. She hadn't, but when he was that drunk he wouldn't listen, he 

was irratconal. He got-by the throat and was strangling her. She went a horrible 

colour. I was stood, frozen to the spot. He lifted her off her feet and was literally shaking 
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her. I was frozen at first because I was so frightened. I thought he was going to kill her. 

We had an old coal fire. I picked up the poker. I was going to hit him over the head, to 

get him to drop her. As I raised it, my mum came in. She shouted to drop it. He dropped 

my sister and I dropped the poker. I realised years later that she wasn't shouting at 

him, she, was shouting at me. I burst into tears and said he was going to kill-. 

175. It continued like that until I left, with assaults. He broke my ribs twice before I was 

fourteen. He had a game he used to play a where he would get you in a bear hug. 

Sometimes, he wasn't drunk. You'd be walking, minding your own business. He would 

suddenly grab you and literally crush and crush you. Twice, he broke my ribs. Once, I 

saw the GP but my mum made me say that I had fallen down the stairs. The second 

time, he and I heard my ribs crack. My mum told me that if I told anybody, I'd be taken 

back to Quarrier's. They kept me off school because I couldn't breathe properly. He 

did it to llllas well. I don't know if he broke her ribs. He seemed to target me and 

-for that kind of thing. 

176. My step-father was especially violent towards my brother, - · He hated my 

brother. He was constantly violent towards him. He really beat him up, like a man 

would. He would punch him and beat him up. -took up karate. When he was 

seventeen, my step-dad went to attack him and - beat him up. He stopped 

attacking any of us from that day onwards, until I was pregnant with-and he tried 

to hit me·. 

177. My step-dad was a real bully. We were already so damaged. It sounds na'ive, but we'd 

lived in Quarrier's and been isolated from the world. When I first came out of Quarrier's, 

I was shell-shocked. The world just seemed so full on. If I'd been in supermarkets 

when I was younger, I'd forgotten. I didn't know anyone. I knew every child in 

Quarrier's. We went to school together, we went to church together. It was as if I'd 

been taken to another planet and I didn't know the rules for this planet. Even though 

terrible things had happened at Quarrier's, in terms of normality and emotional growth 

I was probably stuck somewhere around the age of three or four. 
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178. I did not understand and probably didn't ask all the right questions. I also felt like a 

freak because nobody else rocked themselves to sleep at night. I was so anxious that 

I ended up covered in hives. They thought I had chicken pox, but it wasn't. They said 

it was stress, but I didn't know what stress was. My step-dad did stupid things, but I 

genuinely didn't question it until I was an adult. He used to call me "short-arse" or "half­

pint", which might sound like a temi of endeamient but it was not. He told us that we 

were only allowed to use two squares of toilet roll if we went to the toilet. I genuinely 

believed that he did count the squares on the toilet roll. It was ridiculous, but adults 

had been so horrific that I believed they were capable of anything. He would ask me 

how many pieces I had used and I would only ever used two. 

179. My step-father was just a horrible person. He would time me in the shower. He'd stand 

outside and shout that I'd been in there long enough. He told me I had cancer. I 

developed an anxious thing where I used to clear my throat all the time. He told me I 

did that because I had cancer. He'd suddenly announce that we were watching a family 

movie. It didn't matter whether you were interested or not, you had to sit still while you 

watched it. It was always John Wayne or something. I was so anxious that I couldn't 

sit still and I would clear my throat all the time. He'd fling things at me if I did it. I would 

immediately need the toilet, because I was so stressed at the thought of having to sit 

still for an hour and a half. He wasn't just like that to me, it was to everybody. In fact, I 

think if anything he was less violent towards me than - - and -

especial!~. I think in some twisted realm, he had some kind of soft spot for me. 

180. My mother assaulted me twice. On one occasion, I was about fourteen and-was 

fifteen. We were shouting about something in the kitchen. I think it was to do with toast. 

My mother came in. She was always stressed, I think because my dad was always 

drunk and because of the violence. Maybe she did feel bad about the violence towards 

us. She punched me in the face and then she punched - in the face. She was 

really strong. Her rings had caught me in the face. She burst my nose and she 

dislocated-s jaw. We had to see a doctor, who came up to the house. Her name 

was Doctor Trevellan. Instead of saying that it was shocking, she told us how shocking 

we were, that we'd caused my mother to be so stressed that she had to resort to 
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physical violence. She said that we should be ashamed of ourselves. My world of 

adults w.as so abusive. I almost expected adults to be violent. 

181. Once or twice, I remember when my step-dad would beat us and my gran would say 

how selfish we were. I remember her using the words that that was her man, referring 

to my mum. I remember wondering, as a fourteen year old, what that meant. He didn't 

beat our mum up. He beat us up, really seriously. We were the ones with the physical 

injuries. There was a pattern where my mum would leave him after he had assaulted 

one of us. We'd leave all the time and go and sleep on my mum's sister's floor or 

wherever. It got to the stage that school would keep clothes for all of us. The school 

knew about it as well. There would be aggression towards us about how selfish we 

were and that we were ruining her life and that she needed to go back to him, so we 

all went back. That was the pattern from when I left Quarrier's until I left home at the 

age of siixteen. 

182. I decided I couldn't live there anymore. I left school. When I left home, I went to live in 

Broxburn with my sister, - She had joined the RAF to get away from them. I lived 

with her for just under a year. I briefly moved back home and that was awful. -

and I moved out together and got a flat. We just weren't equipped for the world, in any 

way, shape or form. We rented with two other girls and it was awful. That fell apart and 

we brieny moved back home again. I moved out and found a flat on my own that I 

shared with a group of people. 

183. I managed to settle in that flat and I was always able to hold down a job. I suffered 

really badly from what I now know to be chronic anxiety. I didn't know what it was at 

the time, but I would be absolutely crippled with anxiety. People would talk openly 

about what they used to do and that they were going to their family at the weekend. I 

used to think that there was no way that I was going to my family. I still had a bit of a 

Glaswegian accent and they would ask where I had grown up. There was just no way 

I was going to tell people where I lived. I used to lie and tell them that I grew up in an 

eighteenth century cottage in the middle of the country and that I'd gone to a private 

school. There was no way I was sharing where I had grown up. I didn't want to be a 
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person who had had that history. I set about to completely eradicate Quarrier's from 

my life. 

184. I had my son, - His dad didn't want to stay and I decided to have him on my own. 

As soon as- was born, I just adored him. I thought he was amazing .• got very 

serious asthma and was in intensive care more than once. He had to be nebulised all 

the time. Things started to go really downhill. I didn't have a very good family network 

around me, although - was very good. - - and - were in 

Liverpool by that point - was in Edinburgh, but he had started drinking. It's only 

now, looking back, I realise that all the damage was beginning to pour out. 

185. I had my first breakdown when - was about sixteen months old. I was terrified that 

other people would hurt him and that then turned into a fear that I would hurt him. I 

also became convinced that if I died through the night,. would be left in his cot. I 

couldn't bear the thought of him suffering. I used to do things like leave three bottles 

at the end of his cot, so that he'd be able to drink if I died. They took me into hospital 

after that. Looking back, I think Quarrier's robbed me of such an important time in his 

life. I wasn't sectioned, but I needed to be in hospital. - went into voluntary care 

because I wouldn't let my mum and step-dad look after him. - was mentally ill 

with anxiety and the extended family didn't really have anything to do with us. 

186. It was the first time that I had ever spoken about Quarrier's. I began to tell the first 

psychiatrist I had ever seen about Quarrier's. She told me, to my face, that she didn't 

believe a word that I was saying. She told me that my story was like something out of 

a Dicken's novel. I don't know her name, but it will be in my medical records. I 

remember thinking at that point that maybe I wasn't allowed to talk about Quarrier's. I 

was so na"ive. Even after the breakdown, I didn't tell my best friend,_ what had 

happened to me. I just said that things had been difficult. I didn't want to share that 

stuff with anybody. 

187. When- was in voluntary care, he was assaulted by his foster carer. There was an 

inquiry and it was left as an open verdict. It was discovered that a child in the foster 

carer's care before- had died. The Sick Kids hospital were lovely. They let me stay 
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there overnight with him. They kept him for an extra week. They said that if I 

discharged myself from hospital, they would section me because I wasn't well enough 

to look after him. I was in the most horrific position. I had to give him into voluntary 

foster care for a second time. I decided I had to get better so that I could protect him. 

I did get better and he came home to live with me. He had a really good upbringing. 

We were really happy. In some ways,.really helped me heal. Being able to play 

with him and have real fun was quite nice. 

188. After I recovered and-came home, I did a diploma in psychology. I also did a 

qualification in teaching English for adult learners. I then went on and worked with 

Scottish Human Services as a consultant. To support the government, I used to write 

research on inclusive education, including not just children but adults. It involved 

ensuring that practices were in place that kept people safe and well and happy. I then 

went to Canada and did graphic facilitation for maps and paths for people. It was so 

people could have a physical, graphic representation of where they were in their lives, 

what they wanted, how it would look in the future and what they needed to put in the 

middle to get there. Academically, I've always done very well. 

189. I'd been writing research papers for what was then the Scottish Office. I used to put 

legislation into easy-read for people, so that they could be infonned about policies and 

procedures and proposed legislation. It was to give them a chance to put their voices 

to it. When the Scottish Parliament began, I wrote all the easy-read, accessible 

information about it. I wrote the first easy-read booklet in graphics for adults with 

learning difficulties, so that they could have a vote if they had capacity. I used that to 

get an unconditional place at Edinburgh University when I was 32. 

190. I got a degree in community education and social policy. After that, I went into child 

protection. Everything was going really well. My younger sister had been talking about 

Quarrier's. There was talk of going forward and speaking out about it. We all sat 

together and agreed that we would do that. It had taken me years to recover and I 

thought that I had recovered. The reality was, I never spoke about Quarrier's. I gave 

really graphic details to the police and it just didn't touch me. I could speak about it 
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with no emotion, as if I was speaking about someone else. I look back now and realise 

that I was not recovered at all. At the time, I thought that I was. 

191. Before the trial, I was in a high-paid job. I was a senior child protection officer. -

was doing really well. I had a horse and I used to go horse-riding. Our life was great. 

Then the trial happened. Ruth Wallace got three years' probation and the men weren't 

prosecuted. It was incredibly stressful. After the trial was one of the most difficult 

periods of my life. I didn't want to engage with Quarrier's. I had become very ill with a 

growth in my womb. It was so big that it grew out onto other organs and my femoral 

artery. I ended up having to get life-saving surgery, so I was seriously ill. 

192. In amongst all that, my step-father had been diagnosed with rare lung cancer. I'd never 

let my step-father see-or speak with him, although-knew him. He was such a 

horrible man that there was no way I'd let him have a relationship with my son. I 

therefore had a very fractured relationship with my mum and step-dad and, for many 

years, I didn't speak to them. I didn't speak to him for five years before he died. I 

avoided my mum at all costs because I didn't know how she could have done what 

she did. 

193. My mum called me to tell me that my step-father was dying and that he'd asked if he 

could see me. I thought he was dying and he was frail so I went and saw him. I did 

forgive him. I thought he needed to be able to die in peace. Holding onto those kind of 

grudges can destroy you. He apologised and said that he wished that he had spoken 

more about his own life. For me, that doesn't cut it. I may have forgiven, but I haven't 

forgotten. He was an adult and he had a choice. 

194. The day I came round in intensive care, the nurse told me that they were putting my 

step-dad into a medically induced coma. They asked if I wanted to say cheerio to him. 

I couldn't go to his funeral because l was too ill. After we had left home, he had started 

to assault my mum. She then divorced him. When he was dying she renewed her 

wedding vows with him, but I'll keep my thoughts on that to myself. 
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195. There was a lot going on. My son had started to dabble in drugs. I had never smoked 

in my life and I stopped drinking at the age of 36 because I was allergic to it. When I 

look back, the stress of the case affected him too. He was only fourteen during the 

trial. I begged him not to read newspapers or look at anything. I was also away from 

home. He went to stay with his dad in Stornoway. I have no doubt that he did look 

things up. I think that had a major impact on him. He would ask me how I was feeling 

and I would tell him I was fine, but inside I was dying. 

Impact 

Flashbacks and triggers 

196. I went to visit Tiree when I was in my thirties. I had the most horrific flashback there. I 

realised that I had been on the beach and I couldn't figure out how I'd been there. I 

was able to get round the island. It disturbed me. I couldn't figure out how I knew the 

place, but when I got there I knew where it was. I was able to take my partner to the 

beach and I knew the way. He asked me how I knew the way and I didn't know. It was 

one of the most disturbing experiences of my life. I realised I must have been there as 

a child. I remembered being on the beach with adults and other children. One of the 

adults was a staff member I remembered from Glenallan, so I knew I must've been 

there with Glenallan. 

197. Recently, memories have suddenly come back to me when I've been speaking to my 

counsellor. Sometimes, I'm affected by smells. Sometimes, it will be someone on the 

bus with a certain smell. It just creates terrible panic. Because a lot of my memories 

are really suppressed, I sometimes don't even know what the triggers are. I can be 

going along and someone might speak to me or look at me in a certain way and I'll 

immediately be full of fear. Now I know that's to do with trauma. I recognise it and I 

know I need to get away from it. 

198. I went to Gibraltar with work about four weeks ago. I stayed in an Airbnb. It was only 

supposed to be me, but when I got there it turned out that there were three men staying 
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in other rooms. I was absolutely terror struck. I couldn't stay there. I went to stay in 

another hotel for the first night. I couldn't be in a space where there were three strange 

men behind the doors. I went back the next day and my friend's husband came out of 

the next door. He was there for three weeks. I was able to stay because he was there 

and I could trust him. I knew that if anything happened, he would be straight out. 

Relationships 

199. After I left home, my relationships with men were disastrous. They were never violent, 

but I definitely had a view of myself as somebody who was odd at that point in time. I 

couldn't hold a relationship together. I didn't see lots of men. In the three relationships 

I did have, it was very clear that I didn't value myself. Men just treated me terribly. I 

was always making sure that I was doing things right. I think it was because I didn't 

know the rules of the world or relationships. I had never had guidance. It was only 

through studying psychology that I began to realise that I never had any of that and it 

was no wonder that I behaved the way that I did. I didn't like crowds. I didn't like being 

with lots of people. I didn't pick up on social cues that other people seemed to find 

dead easy. I think that ultimately, I was just so scared of everybody. 

200. I've never been married and I don't ever foresee that happening. I've had some 

relationships that have been loving and caring, but I think Quarrier's is definitely the 

reason that I'm on my own. I have massive issues about being in a bed with another 

human being. I can't even share a bed with my sisters. If I go to stay with- she'll 

share a bed with one of her daughters because she knows I can't share my bed. She 

doesn't even ask me why, but it's been known for years. That's definitely a legacy from 

Quarrier's. When I had partners, I used to get up through the night and sleep on the 

couch because I couldn't physically bear another human being lying beside me. 

201. For many years, I didn't speak to my mother after I had my son. I couldn't understand 

how any parent could allow what happened to us to happen to us. If somebody touched 

- I would go to prison. It said in the notes quite clearly that she didn't want­

and me back. That really hurt when I first read that. I remember thinking that if she 

hadn't taken us back, we might have died. All that time, she was saying to me that she 
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would get me back. There was always a reason why she couldn't, like they didn't have 

a bed. It was ridiculous stuff. I had very fractured relationship with her. If I think about 

it more kindly, this was a woman who was given children with whom she had no 

relationship. She was traumatised herself. She'd suffered years of abuse from my own 

father and had a mental breakdown. 

Mental health 

202. I ended up having my first breakdown when-was about sixteen months old . It 

turned out it was just utter trauma. Having-was like the catalyst. I realised that I 

trusted nobody, not even myself. I became terrified that people would hurt-­

would offer to take him overnight, but I wouldn't let anybody look after him. By the time 

he was sixteen months old , I'd also turned that into, "What if I hurt him?" It was so 

disturbing that I actually went to see the GP. I was saying the professionals, 'What if I 

wanted to hurt-· They were telling me that I didn't and I was saying, "But what if I 

turn into somebody that does?" I think they must have wondered why I was saying 

this. They would ask me if I had urges to hurt him and I would tell them that I could 

never hurt him. Quarrier's and my step-father did that to me. It was truly terrible. 

203. I went into hospital and-went into voluntary care. I was able to see him every day, 

but they told me that I needed to have a rest. They told me I needed to have one day 

at the weekend that was mine. I had a constant fear that the foster parent would hurt 

him. It was like 1 was re-living Quarrier's again. I was thinking, "How could it be that 

the one thing that I feared the greatest has actually happened?" Then his foster parent 

did assault him when he was eighteen months old. 

204. After Ruth Wallace's trial in 2006, I was not coping. I would go to bed and cry all night. 

With all the pressure, I did then have a really serious breakdown. I remember going to 

work one day and thinking that I couldn't bear to hear any more trauma. I started to 

have chronic panic attacks. I was struggling to recover from the surgery. I was worrying 

myself stupid about - and drugs. My entire world fell apart. Everything that was 

Quarrier's came to meet me at full force. 
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205. Quarrier's itself was suddenly sat, staring me in the face. I kept trying to kill myself. I 

didn't want to die, but I thought that the only way to get rid of the fear that I felt was to 

die. There was nothing else for me. They'd given me medication. The fear was so 

great that the anxiety never left me. I stopped eating. I couldn't eat. Every time I sat 

with a meal, I felt like I was sat in cottage 17. It was the worst period of my life. I think 

the damage that I did to-was truly dreadful. He found me once after I'd taken a 

massive overdose. He had to watch while they resuscitated me. To do that to your 

child is 1.mforgivable. I had no way of coping with Quarrier's. I didn't know how to 

manage the fear. I felt really lost at the time and poor-had to witness it. He didn't 

see the other attempts, thank God. I am now so grateful that I am alive. I don't feel like 

that anymore and, if I did, I'd go and speak to someone. I am so grateful that I survived. 

206. This is the part I find the most difficult to share, but I think it's the most important part 

for the Inquiry to hear. The Inquiry needs to hear what Quarrier's did, because this 

was Quarrier's. That was Quarrier's and all the fear and all the terror and all the abuse. 

I want the Inquiry to hear what it did to me and to my son. I took myself into-

1 took­

I 

207. That moment for me sums up Quarrier's. I didn't actually want to die at all. I remember 

feeling so sad that I was leaving • but I couldn't get rid of the fear. I remember 

being so angry about it, because it wasn't what I wanted to do at all but I felt like I had 

absolutely no other choice because the fear was so great. I couldn't figure out how I 

could cope with even another minute of it. 

relieved that it was all over but sadness that I would leave-· For me, that's what 

Quarrier's did. 

208. Strangely, I was found by someone who knew me. 

shouldn't have survived and that they didn't know how I'd survived. I'm so pleased that 

I'm here to be able to tell Quarrier's that I did survive and actually get a second chance 

to say to them that this is what they did to me and my son. 
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I got a tattoo across my right arm a couple of years 

later with, "But still, like dust, I rise." It reminds me that, no matter what, I'll always be 

able to survive and that I have to live to spite them. Not just to spite them now, but 

also so I can have a life and so can- The damage has been huge. People only 

see the fa98de of who you are. They don't see the reality. They don't see the trauma. 

I never share my stuff with anybody. No child I have worked with has ever known that 

I was even in care. My colleagues don't know. My boss knew I was coming to give 

evidence, but she doesn't know the story attached to it. I don't want my life to be 

defined by Quarrier's, but sadly I had no choice at one point. It had such an impact 

that I had to accept it into my life and let the trauma out. It's still a work in progress. 

Counselling, treatment and support 

210. After the last attempt on my life, I received counselling at the hospital. The psychologist 

I saw at the hospital was great, but the hospital itself wasn't. I don't think they 

understood mental health. Because of all the work I'd done, I was quite shocked about 

the care for people with mental health and the lack of understanding. I think prisoners 

get better treatment than mental health patients. Mental health patients should not be 

ashamed of their mental health problems. At the time, I was ashamed. I was made to 

feel terrible that I had done what I had done. The staff were very clear about making 

me feel terrible about it. At one point, they said that they weren't going to speak to me. 

They said that I was attention seeking. I remember thinking how na'ive they all were. 

211. The only way I could get better was if I found something that wasn't hospital. I went to 

Redhall Walled Gardens. I remember thinking that there was absolutely no hope for 

me. I'd never met anybody who had genuinely wanted to kill themselves. When I left 

hospital, they told me that they had little hope for me. They said that they didn't think I 

would survive because I'd tried to kill myself five times. Jan, who ran the Walled 

Gardens, told me that there's always hope. She was one of the first people I spoke to 

in depth about Quarrier's. I told her about the anxiety. She said to me that l had post­

traumatic stress disorder. I realised that she was right. I think being there saved my 

life. Jan gave me the opportunities to find ways to manage anxiety. She was able to 
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What I remember is already so horrific. I genuinely think, "Do I really need to relive it?" 

The answer for me is no. 

215. Before, I couldn't function at all because of the fear. I couldn't do anything and I would 

shake. I couldn't sleep. I would rock backwards and forwards. Now, I can go to work 

every daiy and I'm a normal human being. I have lots of periods when life is really good 

and I feel genuine joy and happiness. But there are days when anxiety will suddenly 

cripple me. I have a moment, maybe an hour or so, when anxiety just consumes me. 

I keep a journal. I have journals from my time in hospital right up until now. I keep a 

journal for really difficult times, but I also have one that I write really positive things in. 

I have a real love of nature and I find lots of peace in nature, so I'll sometimes write 

that I've seen a bullfinch. It might not seem like a big deal, but to me it's quite nice to 

be alive to be able to see a bullfinch. 

216. I've received counselling through Future Pathways. My counsellor is really good. 

Sometimes, I'll smell something and I have the most horrific feeling in my stomach. I'll 

do breathing or I'll move away from it. Since going to my counsellor, I've cried. It's the 

first time, I've cried since Quarrier's. I think crying is better than what I used to be. It's 

horrible, hearing it out loud. It's not something that I ever talk about. I don't even talk 

about my time in care to my counsellor. We've only just starting to talk about it. It's 

difficult for me to hear it, played out. For years, I was able to completely disassociate 

myself from it. I could talk about Quarrier's to the police very openly and with no 

emotion. Now I connect myself to it and it feels brutal. That's the big thing that I struggle 

with. It's sad that it's taken me until the age of 52 to be able to look at myself. 

Physical health 

217. My physical health has been affected. I suffer from high blood pressure. The GP thinks 

it's stress related. For many years they thought t had multiple sclerosis, but I have 

functional brain and nerve disorder. It mimics the symptoms of multiple sclerosis. 

There is still a query that I have dormant multiple sclerosis. When-was very small, 

I was in a wheelchair. I couldn't walk from when he was two years old until he was 
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support me to breathe when I was really anxious. I started going for massage with a 

woman who came into Redhall. I built up a relationship with her and was able to trust 

her. Hospitals are not holistic spaces, especially not the Royal Edinburgh Hospital. 

Redhall was a holistic space. Through that space, I was able to recover. 

212. I continued to see the psychologist, who was really good. I spoke to her about not 

being able to eat properly. I didn't have anorexia or anything like that, I just had a 

terrible fear of being in front of food. It evoked such fear inside me from memories. 

With the· psychologist and Jan, I was really able to understand that. For a long time 

before that I'd wondered why I couldn't just eat. The adrenalin was stopping me from 

feeling hungry. They gave me a good understanding of what was going on for me. The 

past twelve years have been a gradual recovery. I know I still have a way to go. There 

are things I haven't been able to achieve because of fear. 

213. I'd been abroad and worked abroad for weeks at a time, but Quarrier's left me with a 

terrible fear of being away from home in case I died. I know it's irrational, but when 

you've had years of being told that every day it's very difficult for your brain to 

rationalise with your emotional brain. A really big thing for me was to be able to go to 

Gibraltar with the support of Future Pathways. I was able to do that and I was there 

for seven months. I've since been able to go to Gibraltar on my own and work. Even 

getting on a plane on my own is huge. After I severed my wrist, I couldn't even go 

down the garden path. Now, I walk for seven miles at a time. I started to paint. I had 

to think of things to do that would distract me. I realised I hadn't drawn since I was a 

little girl. Those kind of things and medication have helped me. 

214. I still take medication. If I have to take that until I die then so be it. I'm happy to take it 

if it helps me to get through my life. I think it's a small price to pay for how life has 

been. I'm prescribed lorazepam. I used to be on 4mg a day but it's now down to 2mg. 

I used to be prescribed sleeping tablets, but I no longer take that. Lorazepam affects 

my short-term memory. Unfortunately for me, I remember all the long-term stuff. There 

are huge chunks of my childhood that I have no memory about. I've never wanted to 

know what those missing parts are. People have said that I could have hypnotherapy 

and stuff but I don't want to know what they are. They're clearly hidden for a reason. 
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about nine. I met a physiotherapist who really helped. There are days I still have leg 

weakness and I need to use a stick if I'm tired. 

218. I've damaged by body through five serious overdoses. 

Professional and economic impact 

219. Counselling has made me realise that the reason I'm very good at work is because I 

know the rules for work. That was quite a revelation for me. It's sad that it's taken me 

to the age of 52 to realise that all the things I should have had. I never had nurture, 

being able to make strong emotional attachments, having an adult who made me feel 

safe, being able to say I had a worry. My siblings and I didn't have anybody to do that. 

We had each other and we tried to figure it out as five, seven year olds. We probably 

got it wrong most of the time. I now realise that I still don't understand most of the rules 

of society and people, but I'm okay with that. Counselling helped me to figure that out 

and that part of the reason I'm good at my job is that there are rules and guidelines 

that I can follow. 

220. I now work as a senior counselling practitioner in schools. I'm also a human being and 

I know that I'm also good at my job because I love working with the kids. I'm not a 

crusader in any way, but it's nice to see a child come out through the other side. I'm 

also aware that I work with some children who don't come out the other side. I'm not 

on a crusade mission. I did have to make sure that when I went back to work, I wasn't 

going to be triggered by children and that I wasn't trying to save the world. 

221. I think my experience of Quarrier's impacted my choice of career. I would love to say 

that it hadn't, but it definitely has. I remember seeing something on television in 

Quarrier's about a nurse and thinking that I would love to be a nurse. Now I realise I'd 

make a terrible nurse. I'd be on the floor at the first sight of a needle. Quarrier's has 

shaped some of my choices. At first, there was a curiosity to understand human minds. 

I didn't understand people for many years. I didn't understand the world. Quarrier's 

was so closed that when I came out it was a very strange world to me. All the people 
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around me behaved very erratically and chaotically. When I studied psychology, I think 

it was out of a curiosity. I wanted to see how people's minds work and how my mind 

worked. I:t furthered more curiosity about my own childhood. Some of the reading was 

disturbing though. It made me think that I should be in prison or dead or shooting up 

drugs. Sadly, for a lot of people, that is their reality. I genuinely think I'm really lucky 

that I'm not dead and I'm not a statistic with drugs. 

222. The financial impact of my experiences has been massive. I was awarded Criminal 

Injuries Compensation after the trial. Sadly, I also had a breakdown. I had to declare 

the compensation money that I had received. For two years, I had to use the money 

to support-and I to live. I also couldn't go back to doing child protection. I do some 

child protection work now, but I'm not a child protection officer anymore. I had to give 

up my job. Even now, I wouldn't go back to it because I know it would be too much for 

me. I've had to give up my career. 

Emotional impact 

223. I feel very sad about it but my overriding emotion is anger. The number of adults who 

must have been involved in my care, how could they have let me just meet my mother 

and this man when I hadn't had any contact with her for about f ive years? They then 

allowed me to meet brothers and sisters. It's just disgraceful. There was even a letter 

on my records, advising that I shouldn't have contact with my mum. That was 

completely disregarded. 

224. My world with adults was just so abusive. I almost expected adults to be violent. To 

this day, one of the things that worries me is the level of anger that I feel. I've spoken 

to my counsellor about it. When I've been pushed, and it's been extreme when I've 

been pushed, and I've responded, I would've killed my dad with the poker and I 

would've killed Ruth Wallace, if I could've. That really disturbs me. Those incidents 

really distress me. They're the two times that I've lost control. Is there a bit of me 

somewhere that's a horrible person? I've not talked to the counsellor about it in great 

depth, but I have said that violence and feeling angry really terrifies me. It's a legacy 

from Quarrier's and being at home. I try and rationalise how I responded with the fact 
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that I was in such extreme circumstances. But for a long, long time, I genuinely 

believed that there was a part of me that was violent. 

225. When I read about people who were said to be dead quiet and really nice and then 

shot eight people, I genuinely used to think, "What if that's you?" The damage runs 

deep, in places that you never think it would run. I used to torture myself about it. I saw 

what I was capable of doing as a human being. It took speaking to this counsellor and 

another counsellor for them to rationalise it with me and tell me that in reality, most of 

the time nobody's in those positions. That really helped. It just shows you how other 

people's violence can affect yourself, in ways that you could never dream of. For years, 

I worried myself stupid that I'd be like either Ruth Wallace or my step-father. 

226. I still have this irrational fear that if I visit Quarrier's, I won't get out alive because I 

managed to get out the last time. My last goal in life is to be able to visit Quarrier's and 

be able to leave. I want to go there and stand and shout, "Fuck you, you wankers." 

And scroll it all over the church. That's on my bucket list. 

227. In amongst the chaos, my life hasn't all been dreadful. I'm really lucky that I've been 

able to make really good friends. Even at Quarrier's, there were nice things. It's given 

me a complete love of nature. I still look in hedges for nests at the grand age of 52. 

Without what happened and if the circumstances had been different, Quarrier's would 

have been an idyllic place for children. There have been lots of points in my life that 

have been lovely and amazing. I've met amazing people who have been really kind 

and lovely and formed lasting friendships. 

228. I have written a poem about the impact of my past which I would like to share with the 

Inquiry: 

The past, it clouds my judgement, 

Created chaos, split me open, I felt so broken 

Too many words unspoken 
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The gap, so wide 

too much to hide 

The pain so raw, 

a cavern full of fear 

I Jost myself in that 

dark place there 

Days, it seems a battle 

Still to be won 

Anxiety clings until I'm done 

The cut was deep as I 

lay waiting to be gone 

My thoughts so sad, 

so bloody angry, so bloody mad 

I didn't want to leave or go, 

but terror consumed and 

pushed the pills below 

My son, my child, my 

life, my heart lay broken 

a gaping, bleeding hole, 

tendons slipped away like my life 

The tears bled into the 

grass. The raping of my 

entire life in this 

one moment, so lost so broken. 

WIT.001.002.8967 
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Reporting of Abuse 

229. The police appeared at my door when I was 26 .• was two and a half. They asked 

me if I had been in Glenallan. I was gobsmacked to see them. They said that there 

was an investigation into two men who had been at Glenallan. They said the men had 

been takung photographs of children. They asked me if I had any photographs of myself 

as a child at Glenallan. They were sifting through thousands of photographs. They 

said the photographs were mainly of boys. I only had one photograph from my time 

there, but I think my mum took it when I was in Glenallan. She must've been visiting. 

They asked if I remembered being abused by any members of staff. I told them that I 

didn't. I said that there had been an incident, but it was a girl. The police said they 

would look into it if I wanted and I said no. It was pretty brutal, to just appear at the 

door. 

230. -and I initially phoned the police about Quarrier's. -then had her first 

son, - and she felt that she couldn't and it was too traumatic. We left it at that 

point. When I was working in child protection, my siblings and I started talking about 

Quarrier's and speaking out. We sat down together and agreed that we would report 

it. My sisters and my brother, initially, all wanted to do it. Amongst ourselves, we spoke 

quite openly about the cruelty at Quarrier's. We still don't discuss the sexual abuse. I 

think it's so private that we just feel we can't. We know that each one of us has been 

sexually abused, including my brother, but we don't know the details. I don't think we 

need to. There's no point. What purpose would it serve? 

231 . It took about eleven years to get to court from when-and I had started the 

initial investigation. We then dropped it and there were so many times when we were 

going to take it back up and then didn't. We finally decided that we would take it up, 

altogether. We then phoned the police again when we all decided to proceed. I think 

we took it back up around 2002. It took a good couple of years to get to court after 

that. They had to investigate the children that lived in the cottage before us, with us 

and after us. -went to the police with us initially, but he dropped out. He just felt 

that he couldn't do it. I think he was terrified to confront them all and see them all. We 
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did report Uncleliilillllto the police. He wasn't charged, but I can't remember why. I'm 

not sure whether it might have been to do with his age or his health. 

232. The boys who abused me were men by then. There was enough evidence for them to 

be charged with attempted rape. The police had found somebody who had been in the 

playroom at the same time as I was attacked. We went to the High Court. The day the 

trial was due to start, their lawyer argued that the trial shouldn't go ahead because of 

time periods and the date a precognition had been taken. That was it. The police were 

devastated. They'd worked so hard. That was extremely difficult, after all those years 

of trying to get to that point. The boys were laughing, leaving the court. They thought 

it was funny. Being in child protection, I knew that child protection would be involved 

with them. That was the only good thing to come out of it for me. I knew that they'd 

always be viewed with suspicion. I don't always agree with that if it happens to an 

innocent person, but I thought they deserved it. 

233. Ruth Wallace was initially charged with the sexual abuse of me, but there wasn't 

enough evidence for it to proceed. She went to the sheriff court in 2006 and she got 

three years probation. To see her and to see the boys was incredibly stressful. After 

the trial, it felt like one of the most difficult periods of time in my life. I felt like we'd been 

slapped in the face. I thought, "Is that what our lives were worth, all those years of 

abuse and suffering and she has to see a probation officer?" For the men to walk free, 

it was sickening. 

Records 

234. I obtained photocopies of my records from Quarrier's when I was about 36. My siblings 

and I all got our notes together. It was one of the most disturbing periods because I 

had no memories of things. To find out as a grown woman that I had stopped speaking 

was scary. The notes about my childhood are terrible. In those days, they didn't keep 

proper notes. The medical records are laughable. There's just nothing. All it says on 

my medical notes is that I had eczema and I was severely underweight. I had surgery, 

constant infections and constant sties in my eyes, for which I had to wear a patch. I 
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was taken out to Glasgow for the surgery, so it wasn't even as if it was in Quarrier's 

own hospital. I had some kind of infection that I only know as an adult now was clearly 

some kind of venereal disease. The notes didn't help fill in any gaps. They just left me 

with a thousand questions. I've no longer got any of my notes. I destroyed them all 

after the trial. I set fire to the whole lot, outside in my garden. 

Lessons to be Learned 

235. I think the Government has no idea. They just see people as adults, sitting here, giving 

out traumatic stories that are difficult to listen to. For a young child, my biggest 

message would be to understand the utter terror and fear. If I could liken it to anything, 

and I real'ise it might sound dramatic, it's like a child being taken to Auschwitz and left. 

For me, that's how traumatic Quarrier's has been. It affects me every day of my life. I 

go in and do professional meetings. I work with children who have been abused. I'm 

very professional and I'm very good at my job, but there's always a bit of me that will 

never leave Quarrier's. 

236. I can live alongside Quarrier's now, but it's taken nearly the cost of my own life to get 

there. I just think that they can never right the wrong, but if they can learn something 

from the story. It isn't a story, it's my life. I hate when you hear people saying that I'm 

brave. It's very kind of people to say that I'm brave for having survived, but what I want 

to hear is, what they're putting in place to change it so that no child ever has to suffer 

even twenty minutes of what we suffered. Twenty minutes is too much. 

237. I feel very strongly about the impact my experiences in Quarrier's has had on my child. 

Even though I lived through Quarrier's, my child has had to witness the near 

destruction of his mother. It has affected him and it's affected him really badly. The 

cycle will continue unless proper supports are put in place. They need to learn from 

these examples in order to understand how to put proper support in place for a child 

in that environment. If they don't learn from what people are saying now then the world 

is screwed. 
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Hopes for the Inquiry 

238. Staff should be trained to a high standard with trauma informed practice being a focal 

point of their training. Training should be updated regularly and staff have space to 

talk about their training needs, but also fears and accomplishments within their roles. 

Staff should be paid a wage that adequately reflects the complex trauma work they 

are doing. Practice should reflect well written policy. There should be time and space 

for reflection and supervision for staff. 

239. Early intervention is key. Foster carers should also be trauma informed. They should 

be given more support, rather than a social worker just popping in or phoning. They 

should have training about adverse childhood experiences and self-harm behaviours 

in order that they can think outside the box. A lot of the children who go into foster care 

tend to be older and are labelled as being attention seeking. They need attention. The 

way we use language around children is important. Children pick up on negative labels 

they here about themselves and these can have a huge impact on their self esteem 

and core :beliefs about themselves 

240. The government should have a young person's advisory group that shapes and 

supports decisions for young people within the care system. Children and young 

people's voices should be key to implementing policies and procedures, but their voice 

is heard. Each child should be seen as a unique individual with unique hopes, dreams 

and aspirations. 

241. Young people should not be judged upon arriving at a new young person's unit or 

foster placement. Staff should be reminded that they are often seeing the end result 

of a long and traumatic journey for that young person. At the point of admission, each 

child should be automatically assigned and advocate with no waiting list. 

242. I think that the transition to a care environment should be done with real care and 

consideration. It's one of the most key and important times for children and it should 

be as smooth as possible. I know the impact of there being no preparation for 

transitions. It's traumatic for children. Children are still moving from place to place and 
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still literally being given black bin bags. Social workers could keep rucksacks in their 

office that are age appropriate. Young people still appear with nothing, not even with 

a photo of their mum or dad. Even if their parent has been abusive, to that child at that 

point in time. A photo is important and this should be recognised. 

243. The fact that children in care might have had no nurture means that it is so important 

for a child to be hugged. It could be set up so that hugs are only given where other 

people are present. Hugging and physical contact are integral to positive nurturing 

experiences and emotional growth. 

244. The role of early intervention is crucial. The earlier a child can have input from a 

positive role model, play therapy etc the better their life chances. Waiting lists for 

services currently are hampering recovery and the emotional life chances for young 

people. Statistics show that the earlier that intervention happens, the more positive the 

outcomes. We should not be asking, "Will this cost money?" more, 'Will this save 

lives?" 

245. I have no objection to my witness statement being published as part of the evidence 

to the Inquiry. I believe the facts stated in this witness statement are true. 

Signed .... 

Dated ... i..3.Q .... · .. 9. :i.: ... ?.: q ....... · .................................................. . 
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