31st October 2003





         To the Senate Community Affairs References Committee





My given name at birth was Dorothy Ashby. I was born on the thirteenth of April 1944.


  I was placed into Goodwood Orphanage on the sixth of October 1946, taken from there


On the fifth of October 1946 only to be returned on the twenty fourth of November 1946,


No explanation given in my records, I finally left there on the twenty third of July 1950.


   I was then placed with a foster family approximately end of August 1950 till February


1951.when my Grandmother took me into her care; I lived with her and my Grandfather


In a rented room in Redfern NSW till June 1952.On my return to Adelaide I lived for a few weeks with my mother, stepfather and his parents in Right Street Adelaide. Approximately July 1952 I was placed in foster care with a woman living in either Carrington Street or Halifax Street Adelaide.


  On the thirtieth of September 1952 I was admitted to Morialta Children’s Home, I left there on the sixth of September 1954 into the care of my Grandmother to live with my grandparent’s at their home in Birchgrove NSW till approximately March 1957 when I returned to Adelaide to live with my mother, stepfather, sisters and brother. I was exempted from school, at age thirteen to help at home, not long after my fourteenth birthday in 1958 I was put into a Salvation Army home in Gilbert Street where I stayed 


For approximately twelve months. 





           FORMAL EDUCATION HISTORY





Goodwood Orphanage    grade 1/1950


Seaton Park Primary                    1950-1951


Redfern Primary N.S.W.              1951


Gilles Street Primary        grade 2/1951-1952


Sturt Street Primary 


 Norton Summit Primary                1952-1954


Birchgrove Primary N.S.W.            1954-1955


Rozelle Primary N.S.W.    Grade 6/1956


Leichardt High N.S.W.   1st year   1957


Kilburn Primary                  grade 7/1957
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My years in Goodwood Orphanage were spent in dreadful fear, the Nun’s would often    strap me, and tell me that I was a very bad little girl and that was why I was in there.


Two occasions in particular stand out in my memories, I was so severely beaten on one occasion with the thick leather strap that my bottom and legs had huge red and bruised welts I could only lay on my stomach in my cot. My crime was climbing on a freshly painted out-door seat, the fact that I had been too young to read the sign wasn’t taken into account. On another occasion something had woken me late at night, the big girl who was assigned to me, took me out of my cot, put me into her bed to quiet me. I was almost asleep when a Nun dragged the bedclothes of us, pulling us out of the bed and yelling that the girl had been doing wicked things to me. Even though she had not, when the nun asked me I was so terrified I just kept nodding my head agreeing with every thing she was screaming at me. The nun was really hitting into the girl, everyone in the dormitory was awake I was so scared I wet myself it went all down my legs and made a big mess on the floor so then the nun belted me all the while telling me that I was bad and the devil would take me to hell.


I was also very scared of the nun I had when I started school. I was always in trouble with her; she often hit me hard with her cane, made fun of me all the time in the classroom, calling me stupid and a dunce. She made me feel dreadful when she would tell the other children no wonder her own mother doesn’t want her. No matter how hard I tried to be good I would always do or say something that would make the nuns angry with me 


     In 1950 I was six years old when I went to live with the foster family, they changed my name to Lorraine Baker but not legally .The mother was very strict and Godly.  The father and both their teenage sons sexually abused me. It started when he would tell the mother that he would bath me for her. He would rub me very hard in my private parts and when I pulled away because it hurt.  He asked me what have you been doing, he was talking right into my ear, saying to me that I had been letting the boys at school play with me down there, and that’s why your sore isn’t it, the whole time he was touching me there. He said that it would be our secret, that he wouldn’t tell the mother because she would give me the belt and take me back to the orphanage for telling lies because the nuns and my mother had told them that I told lies. I learned not to tell well. I had the bath scene played out many times. My bed where I slept was located at the back of the house in an enclosed verandah. They would have to pass my bed to go to the toilet. I remember the first time that I was woken up out of my sleep it was very dark. I could hardly breathe with fear, my bed was shaking and there was a groaning sound.  I could just make out that it was the father he had his hand pressing harder on my head.


I then thought he had blown his nose all over my face and hair, but when I saw his hand go to his PJ’s, I thought he had weed on me, I had started to cry and he put his hand over my mouth, but I vomited, by now the mother was coming down the hall. He quickly had me out of the bed and was bundling up my bedding.  He told the mother that he had been going to the toilet, and that I had woke up saying I was sick and that I did not make it to the toilet.  I never said anything.  The abuse as I said was often repeated. 








 


These people had many almond trees on a big block and I used to help to pick up the almonds of the ground. Put them in buckets and then carry the buckets to the shed for sorting.  I hated it because one or the other of their sons would be working in the shed sorting the almonds. When both of the boys were in there it was o.k. because nothing would happen, they only did things to me and got me to do things to them when they were by themselves. I was always being told that I was a surly child; moody is how the mother use to describe me. I never made any friends at school or with the neighbors children. When I left those people, I was 7yrs. old. My grandmother took me to live with her and my grandfather in Redfern N.S.W., I was happy there, however I returned to Adelaide to live with my mother in July 1952 for a short time she then placed me into the care of a woman who lived in Halifax St. in the city. Different men use to live there and I was once again sexually abused. The police were involved on this occasion, and I was then placed into Morialta Home, although the woman police officer told me it wasn’t because I was bad that I was being put into the home I didn’t believe her.   


Although the staff did not treat me cruelly, I didn’t like it there, my mother visited me on only one occasion. Visiting days were held on the first Saturday in the month and we would be all dressed up, I would be so upset, I knew that no one would be visiting me, but the staff would always say’ you never know, some one may come today’.  I used to invent big stories about my parents to the kids that taunted me about having no visitors.  When all the visitors arrived I would go off by myself away from everyone, I had a favorite place at the top of the outside stairs where I could watch the other children with their visitors but they couldn’t see me, I really got to hate visiting days.  


 My grandmother use to send me parcels mainly clothing, one day I saw a girl with a cardigan on that my grand mother had knitted for me. I tried to take it off her by fighting,


I was punished and was told that every body had to share all the clothes that they didn’t


Belong to me; I never did get use to that rule.


I only left the home to stay with host families during school holidays on two occasions,  


. One family took me back to the home after just a few days because I had wet the bed. 


I was made to feel bad about it and it was awful because there were never many children


 That stayed in the home at those times, only us problem ones. The other people that took me were very nice but they also took me back early because they became too busy on their property. I have only praise for Matron Summers who showed me kindness, and fostered a love of music in me. In 1950, my mother signed me over into my grand mother’s care.


I returned to Sydney to live at Birchgrove N. S. W. I wanted to live with my mother and siblings and  returned  to Adelaide in 1957 but it didn’t work out and in 1958 I was put into the Salvation Army home another unhappy time for me followed. Long working hours for no pay, severe punishments including solitary confinement for two to three days


Our letters would be read and if you complained about what was going on in the home they wouldn’t be posted and you would have to write another one .I have kept my experiences short for the purpose of this submission.





THE IMPACT ON MY LIFE   


I am currently in my third year of therapy with a psychiatrist, she is trying to help me change the way I feel about myself I have attempted suicide on three occasions the first at thirteen years of age while living with my mother and stepfather .At age eighteen I became an unmarried mother it was very much frowned on in those days my grandfather was so ashamed of me, I had to leave home, I secured employment at a place for unmarried pregnant girls, we were made to feel like dirt. I was urged to give up my daughter for adoption, but I managed to hold on to her with the help of my grandmother.


Even though today I know she loves me, I still carry the shame of her birth and am riddled with guilt for not giving her the start in life that I wanted for her, I often feel unworthy of her affection for me. I have had four admissions to hospitals suffering with depression, and anxiety. I have a fear of rejection that causes me to behave in inappropriate ways emotionally in relationships, I do not like to refuse any requests in case I upset the other person and then they may not like me anymore. I am very defensive, because I’m afraid of doing or saying the wrong things. Although I am in a marriage of some thirty five years it has been a difficult union I am still to this day uneasy about sex it will always have an element of dirtiness for me I don’t like my husband to see me undressed. I avoided taking baths because I would be anxious and squeamish in the stomach. These past couple of years I can now take a bath but the door has to be locked in case my husband comes in. I have two fine grown up sons from my marriage with families of their own. I still find my inner battle with just who I am, still can bring me down. To the outside world I may be seen as leading an all right life as my achievements in music, art and raising a family look that way. However some of the time it is not real to me--- its not who I really am because I never feel inside that what I do is ever good enough, that I am not quite acceptable as a person. Not quite the nice person people say I am .I am beginning to understand now that I will take these feelings to my grave because a big part of who I think I am is still connected to that kid in the institutions where along with my mother I was given my sense of self. The sickness in your soul never really leaves you for long. Before you can try to heal a wound you first have to see it--- then you have to discover the nature of it, this is difficult if the wound has been superficially covered by layers of denials, masks of pretence that hide the bad festering there. On top of that you have years of fear that you layer the wound with. So scared are you to peel off these layers that cover the wound--- Scared that your childhood doubts and bad feelings about your self and your unworthiness will engulf you again. Just when you feel you have sufficiently covered your wound so that you can look life straight in the eye, and feel as though you have beaten off the demons wham something comes along that shakes you up again often it is something on the news. What to do? With all the intelligence and knowledge you have acquired born of pain and darkness. The sound counseling you have received from endless professionals and concerned people’ it’s all there at times screaming around in my head. The conflict is, the wounds are still there too. The sense of being different—not quite belonging anywhere still remains so to my doubts about my past not being my fault Still today there is shame and guilt dwelling in the dark corners of my mind. Even so I count myself fortunate as I have not been made bitter at life due I’m sure to the love shown to me by my grandmother while still young.   














 I have revealed all of the above in the hope that it may be of some help to another child, I understand that still today children are being left in unsafe environments. If only you could screen the people more thoroughly in the first place, and follow up at regular intervals especially when children are placed in foster homes. It needs to be the same person so the child builds trust in them. Also make sure that the person spends time alone with the child to talk privately away from the foster family. The child needs to know that you genuinely care for them and that you will protect them and that they will not get into trouble by talking to you. Most importantly listen to what the child is able to tell you about how they feel about themselves, sometimes their body language and countenance can tell you more than they can express verbally.


  Institutions---Please be careful of what and how you say things to or about the child while in their company, for hurtful words scar you deeply as in my case, for the rest of your life. Be careful not to dismiss a child as telling lies or having an exaggerated imagination. Let the child own some personal toy or clothes. Finally make sure all records are kept safe, it’s just that I had trouble piecing my background together because of some records being lost.


   


Could the sexual abuse I suffered been prevented?  I don’t know.


Could the physical and mental abuse been prevented in the institutions? I believe it could have and should have been. 


