My name is Carol Ann Capes. I am 56 years old. My maiden name was Allbutt, DOB 23/12/47.

I was about 8-9 yrs old when I was made a State Ward. I came from a background of constant violent physical and mental abuse from my mother and stepfather.(whom my mother was married to.)

My sister, brother and I ended up living with an Aunt and Uncle at Bass Hill because of the constant beating. Staying with them was no better than living with my mother and after many my mother and father arrived with a Child Welfare Officer and a Police Officer; we were then handed over to them and taken away to a childrens home, Bidura at Glebe.

I remember the three of us crying and calling for mum and dad, the Welfare Officer slapped my face and said if I didn’t stop she would hit me again.

On arriving at Bidura my sister and I were handed over and my brother was taken to Royalston Home for Boys. I never saw my brother until many years later. The woman at Bidura took my sister and I to a bathroom and told us to undress and get in the bath, we were given a cold bath and washed until the sores that covered our bodies were bleeding then our hair was washed and our head covered in cream to kill the lice in our hair.

We were hit repeatedly with a large wooden brush across the back and the side of the head because we wouldn’t stop crying. This was to become a regular form of punishment.

During the time we were there, we were subjected to many forms of abuse, apart from the beatings we were forced to eat our food that other children had spat on in full view of the welfare officer on duty and if we didn’t eat it we were again beaten with a piece of wood.

Further punishment was in the form of scrubbing the scullery floor and the paved yard with a toothbrush even in the rain, if we brought the brush back with no bristles we were again beaten.

The Officers on duty always made sure everyone knew the reason we were there was because we were no-good and that’s why my parents didn’t want my sister and I.

After many months of this form of treatment my sister and I were sent together to foster parents in the country.

Our life there was happy and carefree, full of love and encouragement, but not enough to remove the fear of being beaten or punished.

Three to four years later I returned to Bidura only to find the same abuse was still being used as when I was first there. A few months later I was sent to Lynwood Hall at Guildford.

Every thing that my foster parents had given me, clothes, jewellery, shoes, my treasures and my bank account were taken from me. I never saw any of them again.

Punishment there took a different form. There was a very large rose garden; we were sent with buckets even in the rain to weed the gardens and bring back the buckets full of weeds, the number of buckets governed the length of the punishment. Then there was the scrubbing and polishing of the huge entrance foyer on hands and knees. This form of punishment would sometimes last until late at night especially if the officer in charge didn’t like you.

I was eventually released into the care of my mother and a new stepfather but still remained a state ward.

I was told I couldn’t finish my education so my mother applied for a special exemption from child welfare and I started work when I was 14yrs and 9mths.

Life back home was no different in fact it got to the stage where I would run away from home because of the abuse.

Eventually, at the age of 16 I was sent to Parramatta Girls Home.

My mother and stepfather (a second one) had me sent there to teach me a lesson. I was the eldest of nine children and because my Foster Parents had spent so much time teaching me many things such as cooking, cleaning, sewing and such my mother had me doing a lot of the household chores. My family because of my religious beliefs and left to take care of my brothers ridiculed me and sisters while my mother and stepfather were out. 

This had a big impact on my ability to hold down a job, as my pay was taken off me.

My recollection of Parramatta Girls Home is still very clear in my mind.

The day after I was admitted to Parramatta I was taken to the doctor’s surgery across the courtyard. I was told that I was to be examined by the doctors. I was checked to see if I was pregnant and had blood taken to see if I had any venereal diseases. Naturally I was frightened because I didn’t know why this was allowed to happen. I was taken back to the main building crying and bleeding. I was beaten and place in a room known as solitary. I was to stay in that room for four days and received only one meal a day. 

After being released from the room, I was told if I didn’t want to be bashed I was to keep my mouth shut as to what I heard and saw happen while I was there.

If it wasn’t the officers on duty that beat us it was a select group of girls they had do the beatings for them. While I was there I saw three young pregnant girls miscarry because of the beatings.

The degree of abuse that I was subjected to as a state ward has impacted greatly on my life. I still fear being abused. My marriage was a violent one and since my divorce I have not been able to hold a long-term relationship.

My children are the only ones that have loved me unconditionally and are the reason I exist today, without them I don’t know where my life would have headed.

The treatment I received while in care is still very clear in my mind even to the layout of the homes and the bed I slept in.

I find it hard to converse with people for fear being told to ”wake up to yourself, that’s in the past, get on with your life, or, your must have deserved it.”

Countless times in the past I was told I’d never amount to any thing because I’m damaged goods.

The people who should have protected and cared for me, who should have made me feel safe when I was a child, did not.

The government was supposed to see that we would never be subjected to any form of cruelty, not so. 

Like so many thousand other children who were placed in care we had nowhere to turn for help and definitely no rights.

The government was our legal guardians and they are responsible for the atrocities leveled against us as innocent children.

They DID NOT protect us and keep us safe.

We are living proof of that and will carry that legacy with us for the rest of our lives.

 The bottom line is, will the government pay compensation to all of us who suffered abuse at their hand.
