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Book One: Abandonment

It’s Not On Me, It’s In Me
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Introduction — I Am Still Here

My name is Julian V Forbes. I am thirty-eight years old.

I have been arrested over one hundred and thirty times. I have seventy-four convictions. I have been to prison fifteen times. I was abandoned by my mother at six years old. I was physically abused from eight to ten. My best friend blinded me. My daughter was taken from me during a pandemic. I have been betrayed by almost everyone I ever trusted.

And I am still here.

Not crawling. Not broken. Not bitter. Walking. Fifteen thousand steps every single day. Grounding myself in nature. Hugging trees. Breathing. Helping others find their way back to themselves.

Clean heart. Clear mind. Free.

This is not a book about what happened to me. This is a book about what I did with it. This is a book for every child who ever sat in a care home wondering why nobody came. For every teenager who found family on the streets because there was nowhere else to turn. For every adult still carrying that abandoned child inside them, still waiting for someone to come back and explain why.

I am here to tell you something important: they might never come back. They might never explain. But you can still find your way home. Not because someone saved you. Because something inside you refused to give up.

It is not on me. It is in me.

It always was.
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Chapter One: The Day She Drove Away
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I was six years old. I did not understand what was happening.

I remember standing outside with my sister. She was fourteen years old—eight years older than me. Old enough to understand exactly what was happening. Old enough to know that when your mother puts you outside with your bags and social services are waiting on the pavement, something is ending that might never fully heal.

She was crying. I did not know why.

I watched my mother get into the car. I watched the car pull away from the kerb. I watched it get smaller and smaller until it disappeared completely. And just like that, the life I had known was over.

No real explanation. No goodbye that made sense to a six year old. No promise that she was coming back. Just a car driving away and two children standing on a pavement holding their belongings, trying to make sense of something that made no sense at all.

That was my first taste of abandonment.

My mother was not a bad person. She could not cope. There is a difference. Throughout the week she struggled—with what exactly, I pieced together slowly over the years. But she loved us enough to make sure we were seen on weekends. Every weekend she would come and collect me. That was the arrangement. That was the thread that kept us connected even when everything else had fallen apart.

But on that day, standing on that pavement watching her drive away, I did not understand any of that. I was six. All I knew was that my mum was gone. And nobody explained why in a way that made sense to a child.

My sister went to stay with her father. She had a different dad to me. So she had somewhere to go, someone to go to. Me? I went into the system. Into care. Into a world that was about to teach me lessons no child should ever have to learn.

That moment on the pavement is where my story begins. But it is also where yours might begin too. If you are reading this because you know that feeling—that hollow falling feeling in your chest when someone you love leaves and does not come back—then this book is for you.

You did not do anything wrong. I need you to hear that. Six year old me needed to hear that every single day and nobody said it. Whatever happened to put you in that position, whatever led to that moment of abandonment in your life—it was not your fault. It was never your fault.

It is not on me. It is in me.
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Chapter Two: Nanny and Granddad Edwards
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After my mother drove away I went to live with my first foster carers. I called them Nanny and Granddad Edwards. Not because they told me to. Because that is what they felt like. That is who they were to me.

For two years, from six to eight years old, they were my stability. My safe place. In a world that had just pulled the rug from under me they gave me somewhere solid to stand. Every weekend my mum would come and collect me and during the week I was with them. It was not perfect. Nothing about being in care is perfect. But it was safe. And when you are six years old and the alternative is chaos, safe is everything.

I was not really part of their family. I knew that even then in the way that children know things without being told. I was a placement. A child they were caring for. But they were kind. And kindness matters more than people realise when you are a child with nowhere else to go.

Then they decided to move to Luton. Closer to their daughter, their grandchildren. Their own family pulling them back. I understood it later. At the time I just knew it meant another change, another uprooting, another goodbye.

My mum could not travel to Luton every weekend to collect me. That was too far, too complicated for the arrangement we had. And besides I was not really part of the Edwards family. When they moved they moved on. That is how the care system works sometimes. People move. Placements end. Children get rehomed.

I was eight years old. And I was starting again. Again.

Looking back now I carry no bitterness towards Nanny and Granddad Edwards. They gave me two years of safety when I needed it most. They showed me that adults could be kind, that a home could feel warm, that not everyone in authority was there to hurt you. That mattered. That planted something in me that I did not even know was growing until years later.

But at eight years old all I knew was that I was being moved again. Another placement. Another family. Another chance for the world to show me who it really was.

This time it would not be kind.
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Chapter Three: The Stevens Years
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My new foster family seemed good on paper. Mrs Stevens worked high up at Brent Council. A civil servant. Someone trusted by the system to look after children. Her husband was an architect who worked for the BBC travelling back and forth working away a lot. They had two daughters of their own. There were two other foster boys living there already. Sampson and Isaac.

On paper it looked fine. Maybe even good. A professional household. A working family. Someone embedded in the very system designed to protect children like me.

But behind closed doors it was a different story entirely.

Mrs Stevens was dealing with her own darkness. Her marriage was falling apart. Her husband was away more than he was home—I pieced together later that he may have had another life elsewhere another family on the side. Whatever was happening between them whatever pain she was carrying she took it out on us. On me and Sampson and Isaac. The foster boys. The ones with no power. The ones nobody was really watching closely enough.

She hit us with sticks. Not once. Regularly. Like it was normal. Like we deserved it. I remember the sting of it the shock of it the way your body tenses up waiting for it when you have learned that it is coming.

She made me sit in corners for hours. Hours and hours and hours. While she sat in her chair watching ITV and BBC with her feet up smoking cigarettes barely looking at me. Just a child in a corner. Just a child waiting to be let out. Just a child learning that this was what the world thought he was worth.

I wet the bed until I was ten years old. I know now that was my body carrying what my mind could not process. Trauma does that. It finds a way out even when you are trying to hold everything together. Even when you are a child trying to be good enough quiet enough invisible enough to avoid another punishment.

I was not invisible enough. I was never invisible enough.
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Chapter Four: The Corner
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I want to tell you about one specific memory. One weekend that is burned into me in a way I cannot fully explain even now.

It was August 1997. The weekend Princess Diana died. The whole country stopped. ITV and BBC ran wall to wall coverage. The world was grieving.

Mrs Stevens sat in front of the television all weekend. Feet up. Cigarette in hand. Watching the news the tributes the flowers outside the palace.

I sat in the corner.

The other children went out. Her daughters Sampson Isaac—they needed entertaining keeping occupied because that is what you do with children on a weekend. Life carries on even in tragedy. Kids do not really understand a princess dying. They just know they want to go out and play.

But I sat in the corner. The whole weekend. Because of something that had happened—something the younger children had been involved in playing doctors and nurses with a visiting niece a little kiss or something childish like that. Nothing serious. Nothing that warranted what happened next. But I was the oldest foster boy. So I was blamed. Whether I was involved or not did not matter. Whether it was fair did not matter.

I was the target.

So while the world grieved Diana and children played outside and Mrs Stevens watched television from her armchair I sat in that corner. Hour after hour. A nine year old boy. Alone. Silent. Learning a lesson that would take me decades to unlearn: that
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