MOLLY'S
EVIDENCE
Presented to APPGAP - 2021

Hi. My name is Molly.
I joined my adoptive family in 2008, when I was nearly 8 years old. By that age I had experienced every kind of
abuse, neglect, rejection and abandonment that can be imagined. I had had several moves, and most families
couldn’t manage me and sent me away. By the time I joined my adoptive family I was convinced they would reject
me too. I couldn’t trust them, I couldn’t live by their rules, I didn’t believe them when they said they loved me, I
believed everyone was out to get me.
I lived with my adoptive family for 6½ years until I was 14½. By that age my life felt completely out of control. I had
no real friends. No school was able to contain me. I hated my life. I was certain I would end up like my birth family
(drugs, alcohol, violence and prison) – after all I was genetically related to them. I was no longer able to manage
within my adoptive family with my parents and many siblings. I needed a break – it was too exhausting trying to
be like them when I knew I would end up like my birth family.
One night I overdosed and ended up in hospital. From there I was moved to a residential home for teenagers. At
that time I thought, finally, they have rejected me (my family that is). My life continued to get worse. I used to go
out at night, I couldn’t follow the rules, I put myself in danger all the time but I didn’t care. I also continued to
suffer abuse in the residential placements I lived in. I had 4 further moves and in 2015 I ended up in an almost
secure unit where I stayed for over 2 years until I was nearly 18.
My parents, and sometimes some of my siblings, continued to visit me regularly. Many times I didn’t want to see
them but they kept coming. I wasn’t sure why they kept coming. I believed that when I went back into care they
had given up on me. What I didn’t know then was when they went to court about my care order they insisted that
they be allowed to continue to be involved in decisions relating to my care and that they be copied into any
reports about me and that their wishes should be taken account of in any plans for me. These decisions about
their involvement became part of the judge’s ruling when he granted the care order. I think the judge made a
very good decision. The staff at my final placement also didn’t understand my parents either. They said ‘What is it
with your parents. You don’t live with them. Why are they trying to control your life.’ However, gradually the staff
realised that my parents really cared about me and wanted the best for me and that is why they interfered when
they didn’t think things were right. I didn’t understand that for a long time.
During my time back in care I had some contact with my birth family. At first this was with my birth brothers, and
then with my birth mum. When I started to have contact with my birth mum I tried letters and then phone calls.
These didn’t really work well as my birth mum wasn’t very reliable in keeping to the arrangements. When I started
to have contact with my birth mum I was 16. At that time I distanced myself from my adoptive parents for a short
while. That must have upset them, but they continued to support me and my decisions.
When I was nearly 18 I moved to a YMCA Hostel. Having spent over 2 years in an almost secure placement I
wasn’t ready to manage the amount of freedom I had. I hated being told what to do by the staff at the hostel and
my life went on a downward spiral again. My adopters were still involved and supported me but I still didn’t really
understand how much they cared.
I was moved again just after my 18th birthday and I continued to break the rules and do my own thing. A month
after my 18th birthday I decided to travel to the other end of the country to visit my birth mum. I spent a week
with her and thought about moving to her area to be part of my birth family again. My adopters must have been
upset by this but continued to support me, even helping me with the ticket for the journey and guiding me on
how to get there and back. They suggested I build up a relationship with my birth mum before making such a

big decision. Over the next few months I began to realise that my birth mum didn’t really care about me and
didn’t understand me, but my adoptive parents had always been there for me – I just hadn’t realised it.
For the last two years I have been living very near to my adopters and they continue to support me. I have lived
independently in a council flat for over 15 months. My parents have helped me to apply for PIP. They have also
supported me financially and have helped me to find the right therapy for my mental health problems. I am
finally getting my life together. I don’t work much yet but I am now growing my own vegetables in my greenhouse
in my parents’ garden, and I volunteer once a week at a homeless project. I am also making craft things to sell
and spending a lot of time exercising and keeping fit and healthy. I now realise that I don’t have to have the same
life as my birth parents. If my adoptive parents had not continued to be part of my life when I returned to care I
might not now still be alive.
To show how important they are to me I want to share what I wrote to my mum in her Mother’s Day card this
year:
‘To the greatest mother on this planet. You couldn’t be more perfect if you tried! The reason why my love for you
is so strong is because everyone who was ‘meant to care’ gave up but you (and Dad) chose to love me and stayed
out of love. I’m so grateful for that. I owe you everything and more. It’s definitely all up from here. I love you
forever! With extra love.’
I now have the most amazing and brilliant relationship with all of my family and know that I can always count on
them.
Things where I think the system is wrong
Allowing young people to exclude their adoptive parents from LAC reviews when they are in care.
Excluding adoptive parents from decisions about what is right for their adopted children and information
about what is happening to their child who has gone back to into care for a while.
LAC Social workers who do not understand the effects of the early trauma suffered by adopted children and
blame the adopters for what they see as bad parenting when a placement breaks down.
Child Protection social workers who also judge the adopters as bad or abusive parents without a full
understanding of the trauma suffered by the child in their birth family and how this affects their behaviours.
A probation service that sends young women to do their community service with a group of older men, with
no thought about how traumatising and threatening this is for someone who has been physically and
sexually abused.
I had one very good social worker and many other social workers who really didn’t understand my trauma. All
social workers should be properly trained in the effects of birth family abuse and trauma in a child’s
development and how this affects their ability to cope in relationships.

