ENCOUNTER with a STRANGER 3 – CARE and DESPAIR:
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The Church close to Broome House Children’s Home
People were judgemental about the Moors Murders. 

“He only took kids no-one wanted”, someone told Mum in my hearing. What an inane comment! Being poor weren’t a crime! How could I tell Mum now? She’d think she’d failed. 
Though for ten long years I couldn’t tell another soul about my inner hell, my behaviour spoke volumes. If an adult treated me unfairly, with nothing to lose and little to live for, they’d get a vitriolic response. Teachers, Mum, neighbours – anyone who assumed to know what was going on for me, especially those who opined that “It’s because he has no father figure”, got the benefit of my deep, primeval growl. To them, I was not a child with a problem, but a child who WAS a problem. 
I’d wander off at night. Mum followed me once. She was shocked to find me in Queens Park Cemetery crying at the grave of Mary Helen Summergill, who’d perished one C19th Bonfire Night. Mum couldn’t know I was pleading for this innocent child to live so that I could take her place in the world of the dead.  Before long, I’d earned a probation officer. In court one day, a magistrate was outlining a list of my evil deeds, including smashing a bottle of lemonade on a neighbour’s wall. 

“Is this all true?” he’d asked, offering me an opportunity to explain.

“No. It was a bottle of cream-soda!”

In the end, after running away to sleep rough, considered “beyond parental control”, I was taken into care.  
Constantly told what a wicked ingrate I was by adults who defined my reality, always an odd child I’d become a despicable child who, though nobody dared say it aloud, was unfit to live. 

There were moments when adults didn’t fill the gaps in their understanding with off-the-mark theories, allowing the real me to find expression. These were too fleeting to have a therapeutic effect, though I suppose they had an accumulative impact for eventually I found my way back from hell. Once, a residential worker came to my aid when the other kids were bullying me. Kids could do anything to me. I deserved their anger for having lived. But when he raised his hand to the bully, what happened next shocked everyone. The other damaged kids gave me a wide berth afterwards. 
Picking up a pitch fork, I’d stabbed out and seriously grazed his leg. With shocked understanding, he had gently taken my arm and silently limped me back across the field. Our eyes never left each other. There was a deep sorrow in me and a deep concern in him. He helped me because he didn’t judge me. He never asked me why I’d reacted like that, but from then on I knew he knew that there was a real person inside this wicked child. If he knew, perhaps I could learn to know it too. 

Next: Two fostering experiences.
