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  In March 2007 I stood up in court to testify against Eunice Spry, to describe publicly for the first time the horrific abuse she put me through. A court order protected my
  identity and I was simply known as Child B.


  It is my choice to waive anonymity and write now under my real name. The last thing I want to do is cause any more pain to the other children still living who suffered at Eunice Sprys
  hands for so many years. For that reason I am not using their real names in this book. And although I cannot tell my story without telling theirs to some extent, I have tried not to go beyond the
  information already given in court.


  In fact, some of what came out in court from their testimony was unknown to me before  Eunice did her best to keep us divided and although we lived together we did not share everything.
  So this is my story about my childhood; their experiences will be slightly different.


  I am proud of all of us, for surviving and making new lives for ourselves. We have a long way to go yet but I have faith that we will in the end be able to put the past firmly behind us. Writing
  this book was an important step on the road to recovery for me. Eunice terrorized us into silence for many years  now I have found my voice at last.


  


  CHAPTER 1: [image: ]


  Its her eyes. I cant bear to see her eyes. A hard, dead grey they will bore into me, into my very soul, and then Ill be lost. I know Ill buckle.
  Ill believe her vile words as she spits them at me, stabbing me through the heart with every accusation.


  You are evil scum. Youre the Devils child. You have to be taught a lesson that youll never, ever forget.


  Ive stopped breathing. I gulp in air and everything suddenly comes into focus. The black shiny car Im trying desperately to disappear into the back of pulls into Avis Car Hire.
  Thank goodness for the tinted windows. Although its dim in the garage forecourt, I see a couple of people I recognize waiting for us. Then the door opens slowly. Im relieved when a
  warm, friendly face appears and Detective Constable (DC) Victoria Martell slides in beside me, while a male officer gets in the front.


  The DC is dressed in a smart black suit and shoes  she always looks very professional, but glamorous. Theres a waft of perfume as she turns her attractive face, framed by long,
  dark hair, and touches my hand lightly. Howre you doing, Alloma?


  Im so glad shes there. Im beginning to breathe more easily again. I swallow hard and try to speak, but I cant get the words out. My tongue feels like its a
  large sponge and my stomach starts churning. I awoke at dawn after a restless night of fitful, nightmare-filled sleep and couldnt eat breakfast. Now my stomach gurgles  Im not
  hungry, but I somehow feel sick and empty at the same time.


  To distract myself I start fiddling with my pretty bead bracelet as feelings of panic begin to bubble up through my body I like the feel of the smooth chunks of coloured glass as they roll
  between my nervous fingers. I dont know if I can go through with this. I steal a glance at DC Martells face as the cars engine purrs into life and we glide into
  Bristols busy morning traffic. She looks very determined, while I feel extremely wobbly inside.


  Pink blossom hangs in heavy clusters on the trees and there are masses of fresh green leaves: spring has come early. I love to see nature coming into its own, bursting with new life. This time
  of year really thrills me; Id like to be out in my back garden now, enjoying the fresh air and the pretty spring flowers. More than anything Id like to be holding my beautiful little
  daughter, Ivy, in my arms and spinning her around in the park, or listening to her delighted giggles as she strokes one of our six cats.


  In fact, Id rather be anywhere, doing anything, right now, other than heading for a grim day in court.


  You look nice, Alloma, very smart. DC Martell is smiling encouragingly, as the car nudges through heavy traffic. Glad you were able to borrow some cash and get to the
  shops.


  I look down to my legs, clad in unfamiliar smart brown trousers. I see the edges of my crisp fawn jacket and clean white shirt cuffs. A formal style, so unlike my usual casual jeans and glittery
  T-shirts, the only concession to the real me being my long, sparkly gypsy earrings. My curly black hair is tamed into a half ponytail and I fiddle with the hairband. I
  try to breathe more deeply, as I learned to when I had Ivy, but I just cant keep still.


  Although DC Martells is a reassuring presence beside me, I can still remember scrawny hands around my throat, trying to stop me from speaking out, squeezing the life out of me to
  teach me a lesson. Remembering that my foster mother, Eunice Spry  the owner of those terrifying hands  is safely in police custody, I finally find my voice, even though
  its a bit croaky and dry. Thanks, Victoria. But are you really sure therell be a screen?


  DC Martells face softens. Im sure, Alloma. Shell be brought into court after youve arrived, so you really wont see her face. I promise.


  I nod slowly, trying to take this in. God I hope youre right, I think, because if she can see me, she can get me. The minute Im skewered by her gaze Ill think
  Im bad. Dirty. Evil. It happens in an instant. I cant hold onto myself in her presence. The minute shes anywhere near I feel Im a terrible person.


  Dont forget, you gave evidence to me for your statement on video, so you wont have to go through all that painful detail again,  the DC says.


  How could I forget? But shell be there, I think Shell know. Shell be staring at me with hatred, through the screen, trying to psych me out. Shes very
  good at that. And when she hears me speak, shell call me a liar, shell throw everything back at me. Shell never, ever forgive me, thats for sure. I imagine those steely
  eyes coming towards me, bearing down on me with calculating malice. Like they have a thousand times since I was small. I feel myself shudder.


  Are you sure youre OK, Alloma? Youre white as a sheet.


  DC Martell leans towards me, concerned. My careful make-up job clearly doesnt conceal everything. I cant speak Im so terrified. Words often fail me when Im scared,
  especially as Ive been forcefully taught to be quiet and not speak, most of the time.


  Then suddenly we are gliding through a gate and drawing up to the back entrance of an imposing Regency-style building: Bristol Crown Court. DC Martell has already told me that we need to avoid
  the crowds of photographers and reporters gathered at the front, but the officer in the front seat turns and explains theyre being extra careful because my case is big  as big as the
  Fred West case was, in nearby Gloucester.


  This freaks me out. I didnt die, I think. It wasnt that bad. No one actually died because of Eunices treatment, although we often thought we would.


  The car comes to a halt and the door swings open. DC Martell hops out and shepherds me towards some steps where were swept up by officials in uniform. Once inside, Im frisked by
  security (I set the beepers off with my metal buckle and jewellery) then ushered into a little box room where I have to read through my long statement again. Im very nervous about being
  cross-examined and, although the statement is all my own words, I fear Ill forget to say something, or maybe even keel over and die with fright.


  The brusque court official tells me that I mustnt discuss my statement with anyone. Then she brings me a cup of tea and I ask for loads of sugar  I need the energy as I have not
  eaten yet. Im warned bluntly that I might have to wait all morning for my turn. To be honest, I dont care if it never comes as I dread being questioned and having to talk in front of
  so many strange and official-looking people. But I dont like being shut in this little box room either, so it needs to start soon.


  After so many years of suffering in silence  since I was six and a half, when Eunice first took me over  I suppose another few hours wont make a huge difference. I just feel
  as though I am on a precipice, looking down into an abyss. Theres absolutely no way back and only one way forward, but I dont know yet if Im brave enough to take it.
  Whats more, now that Im in the middle of this huge legal process, everything is out of my control.


  All I can do is try to keep going, stay calm and tell the truth. At least, thats the theory; thats what Ive been told to do by DC Martell and others who believe me. And
  there are more witnesses. In particular, two young adults who suffered as I did and who are telling their stories, too. The real issue is whether or not other people  in this case, a jury of
  twelve complete strangers  will believe our extraordinary story.


  Reading through the pages of my statement I begin to feel extremely sad. The wording is childlike even though I was nineteen when I wrote it. I realize, for the first time, just how naive I was
  compared to other teenagers. The events my statement describes truly feel like a lifetime ago now, as I sit in my nice new clothes, twenty-one years of age  and a mother of a youngster
  myself  about to give evidence at a major trial, like a proper grown-up.


  The door opens. Its time, says the court official. I straighten my clothes and hair nervously as I try to stand up, but my legs have suddenly turned to jelly. A witness
  support officer leads me along the corridor to the lift that will take me up to the courtroom. In the lift I fiddle with my bracelet while my heart hammers in my chest so loudly that Im sure
  everyone will hear it.


  The doors open. I take a deep breath. This is it.
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  As a little girl I knew absolutely that my parents loved me. That security is the greatest gift you can give a child and is something most of us are lucky enough to take for
  granted. I dont. I am grateful to my mum and dad for showing me warmth and affection, for every hug and kiss and kind word, for giving me six years free from fear  because I know what
  it is like when all of that is taken away and replaced by extreme cruelty. Without the memory of being loved once, I think I might not have survived my years with Eunice Spry.


  It was only during the writing of this book that I really started to understand how Eunice managed to take over my life so completely. I look back at the moments  each one small in itself
   that brought her closer to my family and wish passionately that I could go back in time and change them. I am sure my parents wish the same. One thing I do know is that my parents always
  tried to do their best for me. In the end, they too were Eunices victims.


  I was born on 14 May 1985 in Cheltenham, a genteel market town in the south-west of England. I was named Alloma Lesley Gilbert  Alloma was a name from a book my mum had
  loved, about mythical people and fairies; she was into anything mystical. Her family had Romany heritage, hailing originally from Ireland. Im told they had even lived in a gypsy caravan at
  one time, which sounds romantic and colourful, but nothing like the reality of my mums life. She grew up in Bolton, Lancashire, and had a violent upbringing, being abused by her own mother. She ran
  away as a teenager and gradually lost touch with everyone and everything she had known. Her mum is now dead and I never met any other members of her family, except for a distant cousin. The rest, I
  suppose, live all over the place; Id love to be able to trace them one day.


  My dad had a more settled childhood, living with his parents in their council bungalow on the outskirts of Cheltenham. But he had a rebellious streak and, like many teenagers, experimented with
  drugs, much to the disapproval of his parents.


  Mum and Dad met when they were both fifteen at a club in London in the early psychedelic seventies and fell wildly in love. Mum was pretty, with cascades of curly dark hair and blue eyes. She
  was extremely artistic, a free spirit, a seeker, looking to start a new life away from her painful home experiences.


  Dad was an attractive young man, with his dark hair and brown eyes, and also something of a wild child. I suppose when they met they must have felt like kindred spirits. Although they were very
  young to start a relationship, their feelings for each other didnt change and my dad soon brought my mum to Cheltenham to live with him and his parents.


  This is where I come in. Mum had a stillborn child before I was born, which affected her deeply. It took another five years from then for my parents to conceive, so I can only imagine that I was
  a wanted child. We all lived with Nan in her bungalow until my granddad died when I was just a year old. Although I cant remember him, my granddad left me one important legacy: the name
  Bright Eyes which everyone used to call me at home.


  The first year of my life was quite difficult for my parents. My mum was poorly after my birth, and she and my dad had to get used to the responsibility of a new baby who cried, needed feeding,
  dressing and generally looking after. Losing my granddad put further strain on all of the adults.


  To make matters worse, I was born with a cleft palate  a small hole in the roof of my mouth, near the back, which meant food went up my nose and was hard to swallow. Luckily, I
  didnt have a harelip, which so often occurs with a cleft palate, but I still had to have an operation when I was about eighteen months old. I dont remember going to hospital, but the
  surgery must have been complicated as Im told it took me about a month to get over it.


  Around the same time, my mum had to have a gall-bladder operation; the authorities believed my dad and elderly nan would not be able to cope with my particular needs, especially with Mum
  recovering from her own surgery. Gloucestershire Social Services decided, therefore, that foster care was needed for me. They had a carer on their books who seemed perfect for the job: Eunice
  Spry.


  When I think of my mum and dad at this time its as a kind of grown-up Hansel and Gretel, lost in the dark and bewildering woods of parenthood, unable to find their way. Along comes
  Eunice, then about forty-two years old, no doubt looking kindly and respectable in sensible clothes, a mother of two and seemingly full of common sense. Maybe her strait-laced religious nature
   she was a devout Jehovahs Witness at the time  made her seem particularly reassuring.


  Eunice always seemed to have time for babies and treated them fairly well, so as I was a poor mite with bright eyes and a cleft palate, maybe I moved her heart at that first,
  fateful meeting? Had my parents known then what they know now, I am sure they would have slammed the door firmly shut and bolted it hard against the apparently caring woman who would go on to
  perpetrate the most unthinkable harm.


  I have no memory of that first stay with Eunice Spry. I know that I moved into her house at 24 George Dowty Drive in Tewkesbury, a forty-minute drive from Cheltenham, for a
  month. At around one and a half I would have been toddling about and into everything like any young, intelligent child. My parents and nan missed out on my recovery from surgery and
  some of my first exploratory moves towards independence in the world.


  Eunice had two daughters of her own living with her at that time  the youngest was in her late teens, the oldest, Judith, was in her early twenties  and she was still married to
  her first husband, who apparently adored her. They must have seemed like a nice, normal family. Indeed, Eunice had already been allowed by Gloucestershire Social Services to adopt her first girl,
  Charlotte, when she was a baby. She was just three when I went to stay.


  After a month I was returned to my parents. I wonder now what Eunice thought of our little family: whether we were just one of many she encountered as a foster mother, or whether, looking at my
  vulnerable parents, she had some inkling she would see us again.


  She did contact my parents six months later for a reference to give to Gloucestershire Social Services so she could foster, and later adopt, another little girl called Sarah.


  Once I was back in the bungalow my parents and nan decided they needed more space. After all, although Mum and Dad had never married we were a family. They applied to the
  council for a bigger place and, when I was about two and a half, we all moved into a three-bedroom semi-detached terraced house in a quiet, leafy road in Cheltenham. It was a typical fifties-style
  pebble-dashed council house, with a side entrance and a strip of scrubby garden at the back.


  My first memory of our new house was my third birthday party. It had a clown theme, with balloons and clown faces decorating the dining room. I distinctly remember hanging onto the edges of a
  dark mahogany table and looking up with wonder at my fabulous clown cake.


  Our living room looked onto the street and had a small TV in one corner. Id sit on the floor in front of it and watch Sesame Street and Finger Mouse, totally absorbed in
  their worlds of fantasy and make-believe. I loved the songs and larger-than-life characters and would happily watch for hours on end. My mum would lie or sit on the sofa that ran along the back
  wall and across double doors which led to the largely unused dining room. Two armchairs were squashed in quite close together  one nearer the door, which my dad sat in, the other near the
  window, which I often used.


  In the hall, which ran from the front door, past the stairs and on to the kitchen, there was a large, threadbare green sofa. I think it was a cast-off that no one had got around to moving out of
  the house. It blocked the bottom of the stairs and when I was little I couldnt get past it, so I had to be lifted over. In fact, at one time there was a mouses nest in it and at night
  you could hear the sound of chewing on the stairs, a hollow, grating sound, which I found quite scary. Id lie awake at night, listening, as all sorts of strange images ran through my mind.
  It was very spooky, knowing that a little animal was gnawing away downstairs, just a short distance away.


  There was a picture on the wall at the bottom of the stairs  it was of the coast and had an old brown frame and as it was one of the few pictures in the house, I would sit on the stairs
  or play on the sofa and gaze at it. The hall sofa blocked the front door, too, so we could never use it. Instead, we had to go down a side passage with a corrugated plastic roof outside the house
  and come in through the back door. I took it for granted that we would always come in round the back and through the kitchen.


  I have random memories of my parents from those early days in our new family home. My dad would pick me up and lift me above his head and zoom me around, calling me his little
  aeroplane. I loved it and would giggle madly as he did so. He was quite physically playful back then  moments like that were great. I really felt he loved me, as did my mum 
  although she was less demonstrative.


  Dad would sometimes read me bedtime stories, bringing the books to life. But once hed tucked me in and gone downstairs, Id often find I wasnt sleepy and would get back out
  of bed, pretending to be a cat, a dog or a fox, scooting around on all fours in the dark. After several trips upstairs to try and settle me, Dad would eventually get annoyed and shout, Get
  back in bed and stay there. But before long Id be meowing my way around the room again, as though sniffing at flowers or chasing butterflies. My imagination would take over as it always
  did.


  I also have a vague memory of cooking with my mum one day in the kitchen, making something like spaghetti Bolognese, using a jar of sauce. I was stirring something and, for a laugh, my dad gave
  me a chilli pepper to see my reaction. I can still remember the unbearably searing hot sensation and my dad scooping me up and rushing me to the bathroom for water to cool my burning mouth.


  I can see Mum hanging out washing on a line in what seemed like a massive garden. It was cultivated at one point, but soon became overgrown, providing me with a mysteriously lush place in which
  to explore and play my imaginary games. I could amuse myself with the slightest things: following a butterfly, talking to a cat or watching the neighbours daughter, Penny, play with her pet
  chihuahua  I thought it was such a funny little thing.


  My parents would take me to Pitville Park in Cheltenham, which I loved as there were rabbits, peacocks and pheasants there. Wed feed bread to the birds and ducks and Dad would pick clover
  buds for the rabbits. I loved the bunnies with their twitchy noses and was captivated by the peacocks plumage, believing my dad when he told me the patterns on their feathers were real eyes.
  I hated the sound of the parrots squawking, so Dad would take me past their cages quickly and go on to the swings and roundabouts. Id rock back and forth on a coloured horse whose body was
  fixed to a large coiled spring, while Dad said, Whoop, giddyup, horsey, to the fair. What will we find when we get there?


  I also have vivid memories of Mum picking roses in the park and taking them home to dry the petals. I can still hear her singing as she bent down to pick each one. At home shed take them
  apart carefully, dry them on newspaper in the airing cupboard, and then blend them with aromatic oils to make pot pourri. Mum liked to make things and enjoyed creative pursuits like needlework and
  collage. We kept lots of art magazines in large black plastic bags in the kitchen and Mum loved to flick through them. Id spend hours staring at the How to draw articles,
  fascinated by them.


  The house was generally untidy but my parents would have huge clear-ups every so often and try to make things nice, especially at Christmas, after which it would almost immediately start to
  deteriorate again, getting increasingly messy.


  Mum and Dad found it difficult to cope with running a house and looking after me. My mums fragile health was part of the reason our home life was sometimes chaotic. But also to blame was
  my parents teenage experimentation with drugs. They knew they had a problem and, bravely, sought help when I was very young. They would go daily to a local drug re-habilitation centre, often
  taking me with them. Theyd manage to make it a fun outing, treating me to a hot lunch in the canteen and then going to the park on the way home.


  As things got harder at home I began to retreat into myself, playing alone more and more. I spent a lot of the time in my bedroom or in the garden, making up stories, characters or songs in my
  head. With my vivid imagination I could be alone for hours, keeping myself amused. Id hang out of the bathroom window upstairs and play with the wood lice that lived in the rotten window
  frame, chattering away to them as though they were my friends.


  We had a cat at one time, called Smeagol (named after the character in The Lord of the Rings). I adored her and was so excited when she had kittens  until a lady came and took them
  away, saying they would go to a better home. Then someone else came along and took Smeagol away, saying she ought to go to a better home, too. I was so upset, but my parents just said, Oh,
  the nice lady has taken them to a nicer house, and that was that.


  Then, when I was about four, something happened that devastated me, and which I didnt understand at all at the time.


  One morning I saw my nan putting boxes and bags into her yellow convertible. When I asked her what she was doing, she didnt really answer. Then, she gave me a gentle hug and said,
  You be a good girl for your mum and dad.


  Nan, where are you going?


  But she still wouldnt answer and I stood open-mouthed as my nan got in her car and drove away.


  Nan had moved out. Just like that.


  I have absolutely no idea what had happened or why she left that Saturday morning. I do remember running desperately up to her bedroom, throwing open the door and rinding all her things were
  gone. Where Nan had lived in our house, there now lay an empty room.
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  After Nans sudden departure, life for our little family seemed to get more and more chaotic as my parents struggled to manage. The electricity would go off from time to
  time, when we ran out of money for the meter, plunging the house into darkness. The gas was cut off periodically as bills were not always paid. I remember peering out of the living-room window to
  spot the gas man, then as he came up the overgrown path, Mum whispering ferociously in my ear, Dont let him in, dont let him in. But eventually he did get in.


  Nan would visit every Saturday and bring cakes from the bakery. Sometimes she would take me out to the shops and wed go to Marks & Spencer, just to look around, or sometimes buy some
  food. Then wed go back to her new flat, which shed rented in a smarter part of Cheltenham. It was in a red-bricked Victorian house fringed by tall, dark trees and was owned by an old
  lady who lived downstairs in the garden flat, with loads of lodgers upstairs. Nans flat was very warm and cosy  I loved going there. She had a brownish-beige chintz sofa with a wooden
  frame and I would lie on it, like Princess Aurora, watching TV. If I stayed with her overnight, I would sleep on the sofa and shed bring me a cup of tea before bedtime, then shed tuck me up.
  Shes still got that sofa. Its not so smart now, but it reminds me of a time when I felt snuggled up and safe.


  Life certainly changed for the better when I was about four and a half and started to go to the local school, which was about a fifteen-minute walk from our house. Dad would take me to school
  and Id walk beside him, holding his hand, dressed in my little green, grey and white school uniform and a pair of shoes my nan had bought especially for school  they were black patent
  with little diamant butterflies on them. I guess my parents must have got the uniform secondhand through the school somehow.


  Each classroom had a different pet and I loved to help look after them. I liked my teacher, too, who was very kind to me. She would let me play with Lego as much as I wanted  I was really
  quite obsessed with it. The other thing I loved about school was the books. I would pore over their pages endlessly in the book corner, taking in the pictures and beginning to make out the words.
  We were taught the Letterland alphabet, which was like a wonderland to me, spurring my imagination as I thought about all the characters that went with the letters.


  However, although I was now surrounded by children of my own age, I didnt find it that easy to make friends at school. I think I was just not used to socializing with other children and I
  didnt really know what you had to do to become friends. In the end I gravitated towards shy loners. During this first year of school I remember being invited to my first (and probably only)
  birthday party for a pretty girl called Melanie. I didnt really know what to do at the party and just sat in a corner watching. I couldnt take my eyes off the table, which was almost
  groaning with the weight of the most amazing array of food. At the end of the party I was given a goodie bag, which I clasped in my tight little fist all the way home. Once in the house, I rushed
  upstairs to my bedroom, closed the door and gingerly opened the bag. There was a big slice of birthday cake and I remember stuffing it down as fast as I could. It was like finding a hoard of buried
  treasure in a pirates chest. Cake. All for me. Yummy.


  Then my dad forgot to pick me up from school one day. It happened once, then again, then became a regular occurrence and Id have to wait for ages until he eventually
  arrived. I didnt mind that much  it meant I could carry on playing with Lego and reading books.


  Because my parents had to go to the drug clinic at the hospital every day, they had to rush to get me out of the house and off to school before their appointment. By the time I was around five
  years old I think it was getting harder and harder for them to function properly and sometimes, when they couldnt get me ready in time, I would miss school altogether. The teachers were
  starting to worry that now not only was my dad not always picking me up on time, but that I was also missing whole days of school and was beginning to fall behind. I guess they or the Head, must
  have reported this to the education authority and social services.


  To make things worse, when I was about six my mum fell ill with a bout of meningitis. My father and nan were really struggling to look after my mum and myself and were not getting any help; they
  were desperately worried about what was going to happen to us all. Then Nan had a chance encounter, an innocent conversation that was to have terrible consequences for her beloved grandchild.


  Nan was shopping in Cheltenham when she bumped into Eunice Sprys daughter, Judith. They remembered each other from way back, when Eunice had taken care of me for a month. They started to
  chat and Nan asked Judith if Eunice was still fostering children. When Judith said she was, my nan felt as if a weight had been lifted from her shoulders, suddenly hopeful that there might be a way
  out of what had seemed an impossible situation. She asked if Judith could ask her mother to help my parents, who were sinking fast.


  Nan only wanted to help her family out at a difficult time. Eunice had looked after me well before and proved she was trustworthy. Why should Nan think that anything had changed? She was not to
  know what would be unleashed by bringing Eunice back into our lives.


  A few days later the doorbell rang. We didnt have a phone at the time  only an old-fashioned handset in the living room with a dial that didnt work  so we
  couldnt have had any warning. I remember coming downstairs and climbing over the green sofa in the hall to peek at who my father was talking to through an open living-room window. I could
  just see someone, beyond his head, and the glint of the street light on glasses. As they talked I could see the steam rising from their breath, as it was deep in the winter, just before the new
  year of 1991.


  Finally, Dad stepped back and signalled to the visitor to go round to the back of the house. From out of the gloom of the kitchen stepped a woman who seemed warm and friendly, dressed in a
  sensible red anorak and matching trousers. She was ushered into the living room, where she picked her way through the mess to sit down with my parents. I hovered in the doorway, filled with
  curiosity, unsure as to what I should do.


  Then the woman summoned me over, delved into her huge handbag and brought out three balls of pale blue wool and some plastic knitting needles. She pulled me onto her lap and, holding my hands
  with the needles in them, began to show me how to knit, which fascinated me. It was lovely having someone unexpectedly bring me a present, and take the time to show me how to do something.


  The woman chatted with my parents in a friendly, lively way, then asked if we would all like to go over to her house for a meal soon. A meal? At her house? Apart from going to Nans, we never
  visited other people so that sounded amazing to me. Shyly, I said that yes, we would like that very much.


  The woman stood up, leaving me with the knitting needles and wool, and it was agreed that we would go over to her place the following weekend for dinner. Sunday dinner! As she left, and the back
  door closed behind her, I turned to my parents and asked who the kind lady was.


  It was none other than Eunice Spry.
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  Looking back now I can see how I must have seemed like the sweetest little ripe cherry, ready for the picking. With her gimlet eyes, which missed nothing, Eunice must have
  entered our house and seen the disorder that pointed unmistakably to a family in trouble.


  The next Sunday Eunice duly came to fetch us in her large mustard Volvo estate car and drove my mother and me over to her detached house at 24 George Dowty Drive in Northway, Tewkesbury. My
  father stayed at home; I dont know why he didnt come. At that point I dont think I even knew that I had spent a month with Eunice when I was just a year and a half. I was only
  to understand this later, when my case was being prepared and we tried to work out how Eunice had come to have our family firmly within her over-controlling, greedy grasp.


  But Eunice had obviously had a connection with me from my early life as she even had a photo of me as a sweet little baby. At that point nobody had any evidence to suggest that Eunice would be
  anything but good for our family. She was a registered childminder, looking after children aged between a few weeks and a few months. She had already adopted Charlotte and Sarah, so the idea of her
  befriending our family again, with a possible view to fostering, seemed the perfect solution.


  Eunices home was an ex-council house, which she had
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