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My name is Heather May Nee Cameron. My two brothers Leslie and Geoffrey and myself were sent to Brisbane in 1958 to the Princess Alexandria orphanage. We were classed as neglected and abandoned children.  In 1960 the Methodist church built cottages for the children and Geoff and myself moved to "Nicklin" in Aspley. i was 5 years old and Geoff was 6years old. Les was sent to "Margarett Marr" boys home at Redcliffe.  Geoff suffered from Asthma and was later sent to join Les at Redcliffe.  i only got see my brothers at yearly picnics organised by church organizations.  Les used to tell me that the man in charge Mr Swain was cruel and would often take Geoff's puffer of him as punishment.  Geoff died at the age of 12 and i was told he died from asthma.  i went to the funeral with no family at the age of 11years.  i did not receive any support and neither did Les.   Life at Nicklin went on and the lady in charge Mrs Elva Matthews was a kind and good woman.  however she left when i was 11years old and a woman by the name of Irene Hall and her husband Les Hall came and changed our home into an institution.  This woman was cruel and often beat us.  she would often choose the weakest child to humiliate in front of the rest of us.  Clayton Barnett and Willy Watson used to get a hiding every morning as they had a problem wetting the bed.  Willy was a bit retarded and just accepted it.  Clayton could not help it either and used to cry every morning waiting for his hiding.  He later on committed suicide by hanging himself.
i did stand up to the evil woman and was often beaten, made to stay home and do the entire homes washing and ironing and cleaning while she sat around. She constantly belittled us and we grew up thinking that we were bad and that is why we were put in a home.  i missed alot of schooling  sometimes because my face was so badly beaten and other times to clean and look after the little ones. i surprised myself and just passed year 10 but felt that i would have done better if i was present more than absent.  We were told that we had pocket money however never received it as we were always too bad to get anything.  On one of the picnics i met a  couple by the name of Mr and Mrs Ken and Jocylen Dark and they did want to adopt me as there own, however Irene Hall told me i would never be good enough for them as i was just plain bad.  i ended up believing Mrs Hall and lived each day as it came. i became more and more depressed as i knew no one would believe me if i complained. Not once did she show love or kindness. it was as if we were being punished for being alive.  This woman did tell me that she would put me into an institution if it was the last thing she did. i did end up going to Holy Cross Catholic Home without a court order and was told that i was never to return to Nicklin which was my home before this woman came along.  i was upset but felt that any place would be better than this place now.   i stayed at Holy Cross with the nuns and worked hard in the laundry.  While i was there i enquired about my parents and where did i come from.  i was never allowed to know as it wasn't right.  A  Mrs Gollan who looked after the children in "Harrison" which was beside "Nicklin" came and visited me and asked me if i would like to come and live with her and some of the other girls at a new girls hostel "Bindari Lodge"  i wept as this lady showed kindness towards me and i agreed straightaway.  i did 10 months and left on good terms with the nuns.   Les is living in Sydney under the care  of ICLA and on medication for his mental illness.  He told me of the man who used to sexually abuse the young boys.   i was molested at Nicklin by the Sunday School teacher who use to visit us and so were the other girls.   i was raped twice at Nicklin but did not have the courage to tell anyone as i know noone would really care or worse still not done anything about it.
Growing up without learning the basic life skills, love and kindness i feel breeds non functional, anti social, angry law breaking people.   i feel the church should have screened these people much more carefully.   i now am 47 years old and am a hermit. i find it hard to communicate and get very anxious at times or with other people.   i constantly see counsellors and have learned some life skills and that i am just as important as anyone else.  i still feel angry at the things i had to go through growing up in the home as a state ward.  i feel Geoff was cruelly treated and so was Les  and some of the other boys at "Margaret Marr" boys home.
i have a lot more to tell however i can be contacted on the above address or phone.
Yours Sincerely
 

Heather May 
