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This is a difficult process. I have spent 44 vears not writing this story, and 7t 1s hazy at best, owing to
my age and the lack of ‘reference points” in my life at that age. | appreciate the extension of time that

has been granted so my story can be included as part of the Senate Inquiry.

As a previous Home child T would like to tell vou my story. It is not one of gress physical or sexual
abuse, although some minor sexual abuse did oceur. My early vears spent in “carg”- _(whai a
euphemism!) has affected me in every way, and has had a lifetime of repercussions.

I was bom in November 1959, to my father, a career soidier and ajcoholic, and mothgr, and

I have a sister Christine, 3 years older, and a brother Sean {now deceased) 2 years oider then me.
My parents separated when I was a baby, 6 months or so, and my mother had a nervous breakdown.
My siblings were variousty farmed out, and a friend of my mother’s cared me for for a few months as

well,

[ went sent firstly to Ashfield Babies Home for approximately one year - I don’t know the exact details
as I resent paying %50 for my ‘records’ to discover that there are no details as to who I was, only that |
was there- and T know that already, My sister and { were then placed in St Josephs Children’s Home at
Croydon on the 23" of February 1963. T don’t know the whereabouts of my brother at this time.

I have gained a copy of my records from St Josephs and they don’t amount to anything. I spent i1
months there, and T don’t remember a ot about the experience, except mainly the dormitory sleeping
arrangements. |

In the dormitories there were massive statues of Jesus and Mary between the beds, which frightened
me. I always thought one would fall on me and kill me while 1 siept!

My most nascent memory that I carry is of me, lying in a cot, crying out to my sister that I wanted to go

to the toilet. Her bed was on the other side of a large partition. She responded to my ¢rving, saying to




the nun that [ needed to go to the toilet. 1 remember one of the mumns brusquely shouting “be auiet!” {1
wet my bed unti} 1 was 17 years old.}

i don’t remember very much else, other than being afiaid, and being separated from my sister, very
mnuch alone. 1 was never a “ward of the State’, as my mother always believed she would come back and
et us -although sadiy, in all the tme ! was in care, § never once remember her visi{iﬁg.

Around age 3 1 stopped talking, no doubt due to trauma. But for nominal records 1 would never have
known that at four years of age I was 2767 iall, and weighed 2 stone 11 pounds. No photos, nor
anecdotes, just a shim green file, with a sentence devoted to Kerry, who was “a ge&d girt”, A girl so

deeply iraumatized, what clse could 1 be, but silent, shy, and desperate to not atiract attention.

Ai.‘im 2 or 3 years my sister and I then went to a Df Barnardo's Fome, in 'Kcimvi.ﬂé, Woollongong, in
January 1964, and we shared a room and got to know one another a fitle. Few incidents, aithough |
remember being caught smoking along with some older children - 1 must have bee i only about 6 years
old. My sister tells me the *carers” had a distinet interest it ensuring that our vaginas were scrupuiousty
clean, other than that, | remember nothing,

{ was reunited with my siblings and famly when 1 was 6 and a half, on the 26" of Am‘i}? 1965 and

i moved m with a “family” of sorangers. My sister, bemg 3 vears older. bad an already established
relationship with our mother. 1 never had, so I spent my childhood years being very afrad, and unsure
of my relationship with my mother. Would she get rid of me easily it { misbehaved? I never wanted to
find out. 1 can remember accidentally smashing a glass, and being so hysterical in my fear of how |
might have been punished for the misdemcanor, even my mother was alarmed. [ grew up fast, and left
school early as independence was what T craved. | lefi howe at 16, and have had a good life as an aduly,

self divected, buf not without fravma.

As an Adult - weall T know this letier is bard written. .. T know s T carry many, deep set difficuities that
I cannot seem to shift. T ani a bright, intelligent and capable person. 1 have done some psychotherapy,
and Tooked deeply inlo iy own life. Yet i carry the legacy of somehow being a “reject.” My sense of
self-confidence is always the barest thread, vet [ have been a visual artist for nearly 25 years, and a
reasonably capabie one, vet 1 struggle constanily, There is a sense for me that [ have no “legitimacy’,

and where beginning life in an institution, where you are fed, watered and bathed, and nothing wore, 1s

the overwhelming legacy of that experience, that is what 15 so bard to bve witd




That sort of “bedrock” is just not enough to develop that crucial sense of self we aii&wad to carry
ourselves through life with any success. T can so refate 1o the Stolen Generation, and al iheir suffenng.
Although my culture has not been completely destroyed as well, so 1t is not quite the same, but

a kind of *suffering’ is shared.

[ sent an email to CLAN about the Kathleen Folbigg case, of that poor woman who murdered all her
babics. Her feelings of usclessness, her inability to nurfure, even down to her choice of a crap husband
who shid out of any responsibilities, and ultimatety, helped convict her, can only have come about from

her shocking beginnings, some of them as a Home child.

Having o beginning such as wine aiso means 1 fear “exposure’, | guess from the sense of shame 1 carry.
1 deeply fear being m the spothght, and this anecdote ﬁé’aﬁy explams what I mean. |

Al the first meeting of CLAN, 4 or so vears ago at the Exodus Foundation, they were filmng the
proceedings. 1 sat on the right of the chapel, wanting to avoid the “exposure” or spotight that that might
incur. 1 sat in front of a woman who seemed to carry the same mortal fear as e - and she pat it 50

succmety-
“1 just wani to be mvisible” is what she said.

1f 1 ook vothing away {rom that meeting, 1t took that.

I owned that. 1t's so hard to lve every day with that as an overriding principal in your hife.

Anyway, that’s it. Connecting with CLAN, has given me a slow forum, {or myself, io come to terms
with myself, . But { stili don’t ke the exposure.

| feel that having a beginning 1o vour life such as mine has been, can only give cause for great

rofecton,
{ dor’t know that what Uve presented will be of any assistance, bui it is my story.

Regards

H

Koy Blake






