30th Jupe 2003

To Whom [t May Concerti.. . _ .
My rame is Pippa Corbett, [ was put into 8 children’s home in 1957

ondi Tt was called Scarba House. ..Itwasa hell hole.

ey]

My father, 4 severe alcoholic, gambler and violent rowards my mother & 1, threw us out mito the
street. He opened the front door of the house we lived in Janalll, Sydney and pushed out my
mother, my sister, (5 years old), my brother (2 months old) and myself (8 years old ar that time).
Then he threw my brother's pram ot top of us. My poor mother, affer years of viclent abuse
walked to Central with us, and we sat in the park, waited and worrled what wounld become of us.
We sat there for 36 hours until the Police came, then the Salvation Army came and foreibly took

a3 from our mother, breaking her heart.

We were put into 'Scarba House' in Wellington Street, Bondi, My brother was put into a separate
area away from us. 1 could only watch him from behind a glass window lying In a cot. He was
sever held or picked up and I used to yell "Give me my brother” constanily. They belted me with
4 switch, that hurt terribly, at night for a jong time. For four moths, every might when us girls were
in bed. a horrible woman called Neliie, would come in and pull my thin blanket down and make
me lie on my siomach. She hit me with a fnin stick that stung and really hurt. She hit me 24 times

across the back of my legs.

Onece, because | hid my sister and refused to tell thern where she was, 1 received 44 culs across
my legs. The pain always got worse and T have suffered ever since. We were never taken to 2
doctor. To datz T have had four operations on my left leg and suffer pain because of these injuries.
I have to live with this. .. We were not people, in fact, we did not know what we were, [ wa3
constantly told we were ugly and outcasts.

{ remember we were made to eat this dreadful tasting lumpy porndge. My sister vomited 1t up
and they forced me to eat off the ground untii I kept it down (because [ protected her). My sister
caught hepatitis from the food and bad hygiene. I used to hide her and carry her around as she was
always scared, weak and sick. 1 had hardly any clothes to wear, and once they stcod me outside
all-night unril 8 am the next morning with only & singlet on. Yes, it was winter. Finally, I ook my
sister and rap away. They sent dogs ¢n fo us [0 getus back, as 1 was always trylng to get 1o my
hrother without success. [ was more than worried about him. '

After what felt like a 100 years, my mother came and tock us to Adelaide to escape my viclent
father who would always chase and harass my poor mother, We were put in a housing camp for
four weeks and he found us. We had to imumediately run and leave everything. He had two guns -
We were terrified.




Next, we went to an awful children's home called 'Goodwood' in Adelaide, It was terrible. My
sister and 1 were placed there and my brother was placed in 8 home at Kent town. My sister and I
were locked in a large dormitory at night with a lat of other kids. We were 1ot allowed to go the
toilet aud told not to wet the bed! T told my sister to wee i MY bed, if she had te, so they woulda't
belt her. In the morning, the nuns would walk straight up to me and the other kids and we would
all get belted with the sxap for wetting our beds.

[ was made to work like 3 slave. At 430 AM, my little, sick sister and [ were forced to carry two
mops and buckets up stecp stajrs to the next floor and scrub toilets and bathrooms. [ used to hide
my sister and do her work as she was always sick and frail. 1 only had a thin top connected to 2
cotron skirt. No shoes or underwear for me. The food was terribie. For breakfast everyday we ate
stale bread with hompy hot milk. For dinner we ate botled 'hogget with swedes, A lot of the

children were sexually abused - not me or ity sister, as | was extremely alert to this situation.

[ hecame very teugh to help us survive, We got taken out of that awful home by my wonderful
Uncle Roger & Aunty Joan who loved us dearly, but four months later, because of compheated
reasons, we went back again. My Unele cried because he had 10 take us back there, The second
stay was as bad as the first, and because 1 kept velling for my brother cach day, I was constantly
belted and starved.

Next we moved to Salsbury North to a house. The thres of us with our mother! We loved it
there. There were peach & apricot frees in the back yard, and my mother bought me a second-
tand bike. I had never ridden one before, but I told my mum I could ride, so she struggled to buy
it Tt was so precious tw me, 1 painizd i and looked after it so well I absolutely adored my
beautiful mother. ... This was the happiest time of my life. I remember [ used to play cricket in the
back yard with my brother and 1used to make bows & arrows.

I was such a good child, I did everything 1 could in the house to help my wonderful mother.
Then after four months came a knock at the front door I'll mever forget. ..Our horrible father was
standing there with a gun. My mother slammed the door, herded us together an we ran out the
nack door. She threw us over the back fence and we were heartbroken to be on the run again!

We went to our grandparent’s farm at Jervois for two moths, my mother returming 10 Sydney with
my brother. He was put into St Anthony's home. My sister and 1 went to St Joseph's Lane Cove.
This was a nightmare. They made me work in the kitchen. The Mother Superior and another nun
called Sister Oliver were lesbians. They twice came into my dormitory and forcibly held me down
and tried to rape me with a hair brush. 1 was very tgugh by then, and I kicked them off me.
Believe me [ hid my sister so they couldn't get her as well!

I worked like a Trojan in that dreadful place. T was made to work svery morning and gvening mn
the nun's dinning room and latchen. I then had to serve them their meals. They ate wonderful
food; fresh peaches and roast lamb. I tad never tasted anything like this before. 1 used to steal all
thf: scraps and give them to my sister and her voung friend. I remember they used to belf me
without mercy becanse by this time I spoke my mind and called them 'religious hypocrites’. :



] hated going © Church everyday. The Priest had a lot of children, mostly girls who worked in &
jaundry. Some WIS monoloid. Two of the girls corpmitted sujcide jumping from the roofs! %cn
1 was 14, they opened the gate, pushed me sutside; told me 1 would burn m hell, 'd end up 10 2
prostitute and then threw me out on the streets. 1 had no cardigan and no shoes. 1 went to St
Leonards park, siept 0B park bench for two days, then 1 met @ riend who let me st3y at her place.
Her rother felt sorty £or me. In 2 weeks {hadajobina printing factory at Forest Lodge, walking
from McMann's Point over the Harbour bridge {t° work) and back until, T had 2 wesk's pay.

Then ] got a room at North Sydney, but only had egough IMONEY 1eft, after the rent 10 eat every

second day. After tnree months; 1 got another TWo jobs and moved into a house at Crows Nest
with two other gizls - they were 17 and 18, I was fftesn. 1 thought this was paradise.

My sister and brother went back to my mother. My mother was broken down by then, and
things got WoIse for them. 1 used 10 visit them as much as | could. My sister turned out to be
qutistic and myy brother Was severely disturbed. _He committed suicide when he was 18 years of
age. He was a beauriful young man, tyut had 1o confidence 1 himself. He wanted to know all Tus
tife why his father never wanted nim. My sister; was mentally unstable. Neither of them survived
the orphanages.

Finally, our beautiful Mother died of a broken heart, SEVED months after my brother died. We
pever lived a aormal life. We had no chance of love or recognition. All my hife, as 2 child in those
dreadful homes 1 was told T was "ugly, 'would end wp 2 prostifute and 'should neves fiave been
born'. It took me years of struggle to even realise ] was a persoil 1 pnever knew what 1 was. i
wormed all my life for my brother, sister and my heautiful mother. 1 often wonder wiy We had to
have such a dreadful life. I 18 onjy recenty I wave gained epongh confidence o behigve | am a
decent person and as good as everyone alge. . we really Dever ynew what we Wwelt.

Tq those dreadful homes, We weren't people, Just numbers. 1T 1S unbelievable that thess dreadful
people were pul in charge of children fo 1ook after. All they got was abuse - mental and physical
and sexual, A lot of children were sexually sbused. Most find 1t nard to frust of to believe in these
people; chosento Jead therm. -

Because of my horrific <hildhood, T went on to be an excepticnally good mother. 1 now have
three wonderful sons, who are all strong minded, well mannered, and hard-werking young meb.
Two are builders, and one is in a good school. 1 love them dearly and they apprec%atg me.

1 am divorced, and 1 am nOW gaining self worth. | cannot understand how the government
allowed those cruel people 1o look after us in those so-called homes. )

All we want and need from this. 15 recognitfion. Please allow us this.

We are human beings and deserved to be treated as such.

Yours Sincerely

Pippa Corbett






