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My name is Mim McKew. I am a Manager of holiday apartments in Airlie Beach QLD but grew up in institutions in Melbourne, Victoria.  As infants, my two older sisters and myself, ranging in age from 12 months to three years, were placed in institutions under 'The Infant Life Protection Act'. This was to protect us from our parents, so they said.

From the babies home in 'Darling' Malvern, from 1958, we went to Middle Brighton both run by the 'Mission to Streets & Lanes, now called Anglicare. Then to Parkville, Frankston and Blackrock under the 'Victorian Childrens' Aides Society', now OzChild. 

I was also put into a mental institution for a year at the age of four to monitor my 'behavioral problem' to see whether it was of a 'Mental disposition.'  It was in Brighton too, and I believed it was the Daughters of Charity at Marillac House, but they say they have no record. Yet, I can describe the place where they threw us to the rats, gave us electric shock treatment and enemas to counteract the side effect of the drug, Largactil, which constipated us, but more importantly, the drug zombified us each day, everyday. 

Because we were not legally 'Wards of the State', we have no records except for admission data, and so, this meant that the state hadn’t authority to pay for our way and a 'Fee for Care' was required to be paid by mother regularly to the institutions for our food, board & living expenses. Unfortunately, that didn’t happen very often and mother was always arguing with the authorities. When the authorities threatened to take the matter to the courts to force mother to hand us over to the state she would promptly pack us up out of there and hide out for a while. When she managed to find another institution, or sort out the problem with the previous one she would promptly dump us back. 

The State, even after deciding that our brutal mother was unfit to care for her us three girls, allows mother and pedophile stepfather, to repeatedly drag us in and out of five State “Homes,” a mental institution, and overall, more than thirteen different off-and-on addresses.  Thus I experienced five different institutions or 'Homes', seven different primary schools and thirteen different address where by High School age, I could barely read or write (Yet at High School I got a scholarship and honors).

In these institutions, at times separated from my sisters not only am I tortured - both mentally and physically, given shock treatments, drugged daily and brutalized, but I am complacently dismissed as "too difficult to conform. From the age five onwards, my sisters  and I are sodomised, raped and molested, by the staff members of the State Homes,’ “host” people, who take “the less fortunate” children into their homes for weekends and holidays and our stepfather. This abuse occurs throughout the eleven years in which we are shuttled, in and out, of “State Ward" environments. 

In the homes we were brow-beaten and indoctrinated with religious fear. They made us eat the most vile 'whatever' on earth. Stuff like vomit-inducing-Tripe with white lumpy sauce, gristly saugases, cereal porrige with a little cold milk and no sugar,  lambs brains and non-slurpable brothy soups. Another dietary food of the establishment was protein-moving Weeties, sometimes with warm milk, other times cold. They moved because of the weevils that inhabited them.  No matter how much protein they thought we  required, weevils just could not cut it. Yet, we were made to sit, and sit, and sit until we ate it, little worms and all.

The Matron and nuns in the homes offered people (not always couples or families) to take the less 'fortunate' out for the weekend and holidays. They were called 'Host' people. Just knowing one of the staff was enough, or sometimes an application was made. We lined up in two rows for them to pick which kid they wanted to take home.. "I'll have that blonde blue-eyed girl," they'd say, or "that one will do." Sometimes they ordered the same child every time and the kid would scream and cry not to go back with them. 

I'd like you to read part of my memoir that I have written:

'…..I was a very small five year old.…."Don't spoil her," the (Host) lady said, but he gave me another lolly, anyway, and a big smile to go with it. He gives me a one-eyed wink. No one's ever given me a one-eyed wink before and I half smile. “Dear God, please make her like me, like he seems to. Please help me to be a good girl -  and can’t you stop me rocking, too?"….During the day when she wasn’t looking, he’d sneak me lollies, and if she went out of the house, he would sit me on his lap and stroke my hair and face… He’s asking me if I like him, and he’s trying to cuddle me. I not familiar with closeness; I am confused and shy away…. He’s telling me, "It's all right,  I like you."  Nobody gives me this much attention; he’s making me feel special. He kisses me on the top of my head. Why doesn’t my mummy or daddy do this? I want them to do this, not this friendly stranger. But it feels nice that he’s taking an interest in me. He has my confidence, but now he starts stroking my back and arms. I’m squirming, feeling a little uncomfortable. I’m not sure of this. A hand moves down the front of my dress and touches my thigh….'

…….It’s another day; She’s gone out again. He takes me by the hand and leads me into the bathroom. He’s cuddling me from behind and stroking my hair. He bends down to whisper in my ear, “I have a very special surprise for you --  but only, if you do exactly as I say. “Don’t be naughty, he whispers gruffly.  "Do as I ask. You know you have to.” He's kneeling behind me. He's doing something with that "broomstick" that was in his pocket…... His large hand stifles my screams……'

I’m aching all over, my head and face hurt, my arms and legs hurt, my back and tummy hurt, and my bottom hurts. But mostly it’s some huge ache in my chest that’s hurting because somehow I’ve managed to be naughty again…..'

'…..I looked sadly at Matron sensing her disapproval.  I know I'm going to get the switch stick for sure. She shook her head at me, and said, “Yes, I’m afraid she does have a difficult time. Her parents don’t want her, and she is such a sullen, fidgety child.  We’re so very sorry you had a problem with her, and we will make sure we provide a child more suitable for you next time.”….'

'…..Punishment here was dished out regularly and severely. Say "Shut up," "Silly," "stupid" or "bugger" and you were rebuked for "swear words." "You poor sucker!" earned you a swift slap across the face. The nuns made sure to tell us often that we were there because nobody wanted us, and that they looked after us because they had to, as that was their work. "We're not paid enough to look after these brats," we'd hear them say to one another. And to us they'd say,  "whatever treatment you get from us, you should be thankful for, because we're giving it out of the kindness of our hearts." What they perceived as kindness left us very much confused….'

'…..We were made to scrub and polish floors with rags tied on our hands and knees. If any passing adult happened to find us in the way, we'd be kicked or tossed aside, even slammed into doors or walls. We were led around by the hair or clothing and often shaken like rag dolls. 'We lined up for the cane once a month whether we’d sinned or not.  Other times we were caned when we absconded from the home, or hit with whatever came to hand, such as, a hairbrush, belt or stick.  At night if we were caught talking or laughing, we would be taken to an area outside the clothes room, dining room, or just in the corridors nearby the ‘hospital’ and told to stand there for a couple of hours.   More often than not, we were forgotten and discovered in the morning slumped to the ground or floor…..'

'.… There is a gardener/handyman on site. Every day he comes to water and prune and play with the mentally worse of the children. He laughs and sings to them and gives them lollies. When he thinks no one is looking, he takes them into the back garden under the hedge…..He generally goes for the most vulnerable; the ones with speech impediments or physical or mental problems like Judy and Claire. And occasionally the drugged ones that cannot get away. ….'Liar, I think to myself, there was no golden-horned, black horse there at all. What a fool he has taken spaso Hilda and us for?' But then there are those days that my brain is too drugged and my reflexes are slow.  Then it is my turn…'

'….. I know the flour/Rat room….. It also houses the rats and mice and any other opportunistic freeloader -I suppose, very much like myself. They're trying to nibble at my bare toes and fingers. They're trying to eat me. I’d have to taste better than flour, wouldn’t I? I had long stopped wetting, but now I can’t hold it anymore…As I lie across the flour sack, exhaustion overcomes me. I'm in an altogether other world now where nothing makes sense. Nothing ever makes sense in my "normal" world, either, but at least this world is peaceful and serene, and there are people flying around all about me. They want me to fly with them, but I'm unsure. They are trying to coax me with open arms, and the feeling of kindness is so strong, that I want to go with them, but now a niggling pain is bringing me back to awareness. The pain is dull at first, but now it becomes acute. My toes and fingers are on fire with stabbing pains, cursing upwards, waking my mind. As my thoughts slam back to the present, I feel teeth gnawing at my toes and fingers that are draped over the flour sack. One big rat has managed to climb on my back. Instantly, I bolt from my perch, screaming like a lunatic, vainly flailing my arms and legs to stop the rats' chewing on me…..'

I was told constantly by Home staff, teachers, hosts and my mother, that I was irreparably stupid, recalcitrant, disobedient, totally unworthy of love, and always facing threats that I would be "put away" permanently.  Thus, I despaired of ever finding any sort of personal identity, much less a “normal” place in this world. 

For Eleven years we were aliens and we were treated as such.  No school reports, no photos... nothing of our existence. I know there were more records as in 1978 I went to some archival place in Melbourne with my local member of Parliament at Carrums Downs to search for a record of my birth as I didn't have one. With him I saw mountains of documentation, and I had to stand up in court to prove that I existed. The State still classified me as an 'Illegal Alien' and fined me, not my mother, a large sum of money to register my birth. When I went back last year none of these documents were to be found anywhere. 

The State Courts originally admitted us under 'The Infant Life protection Act' due to home abuse. Surely, there were assessments done and recorded to test whether our parents were capable of later taking charge of us. They may have not known that our stepfather was a low-life pedophile, but they certainly knew that he and 'Mother' were excessively violent and abusive. Yet, the system let them drag us in and out of five different institutions over a period of 11 years, just so that they could avoid paying our lodgings. The State felt that no satisfactory check up, monitoring or follow up was needed. ……The courts saw reason to put us in care in the first place, they believed, out of one harms way, but they harmed us just as much. ……Was that as far as the State's 'duty of care' went?

Eventually, as a teenager, I lose faith in God, with which the Homes have tried to indoctrinate me and instill the 'wrath' of God.  I became an uncontrollable, hate-filled, rebellious, boisterous, Wayward child. Throughout my teenage and adult years I have been dogged with many, many illnessess. Too numerous to mention. Now the anxiety and panic attacks are increasing and I am thinking that maybe they were right and they should put me away, for I thought I was really going insane. Now I am currently undergoing counseling which is costing a small fortune, and my physchologist has assured me that there are many people institutionalised as children now seeking help, male and female…... For you see, we cannot forget. I cannot forget. The nightmares won't let me.

I think this poem pretty much sums it up for all of us:-

' PARENTS DAY'
Mothers Day and Fathers Day

Oh, what does those words mean?

Love, caring, nurturing

Of the child that's meant to be

Hugs and kisses, loving smiles

Someone to always know

A Band-Aid on your knee

And the sweet smile of hello

Flowers, hugs and laughter

Out to tea with family

Whatever naïve birthed the thought

Was totally off his tree

Mothers Day and Fathers Day

Was does that really mean?

A punch in each kids belly

No way was there ice-cream!

Constant bashings and abuse

Never affection or caressing,

No sweet smile that we will see

Just rejection and molesting

Alone, In and out of 'Homes'

For the State to do the same

They're so called 'Care of Duty'

In they're very own God's name

Kind people, where are you at all?

A helping hand, I see nowhere

We are motherless and fatherless

And 'State Care' sure don't Care

The silent sobs we cried at night

That no one cared to hear

Australia's little boys and girls

All scarred for life we fear

Mothers Day and Fathers Day

I know what it really means

It means I'll want to end the pain

On….  a 'Parents day' It seems!

By M.K.McKew   
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