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			O Lord, who didst call on thy disciples to venture all to win all men to thee, grant that we, the chosen members of the Special Air Service Regiment, may by our works and our ways dare all to win all, and in so doing render special service to thee and our fellow men in all the world, through the same Jesus Christ our Lord.

			The Regimental Collect, 22 SAS

		

	
		
			Tommy

			 

			I went into a public ’ouse to get a pint o’ beer,

			The publican ’e up an’ sez, “We serve no red-coats here.”

			The girls be’ind the bar they laughed an’ giggled fit to die,

			I outs into the street again an’ to myself sez I:

			O it’s Tommy this, an’ Tommy that, an’ “Tommy, go away”;

			But it’s “Thank you, Mister Atkins,” when the band begins to play

			The band begins to play, my boys, the band begins to play,

			O it’s “Thank you, Mister Atkins,” when the band begins to play.

			 

			I went into a theatre as sober as could be,

			They gave a drunk civilian room, but ’adn’t none for me;

			They sent me to the gallery or round the music-’alls,

			But when it comes to fightin’, Lord! they’ll shove me in the stalls!

			For it’s Tommy this, an’ Tommy that, an’ “Tommy, wait outside”;

			But it’s “Special train for Atkins” when the trooper’s on the tide

			The troopship’s on the tide, my boys, the troopship’s on the tide,

			O it’s “Special train for Atkins” when the trooper’s on the tide.

			 

			Yes, makin’ mock o’ uniforms that guard you while you sleep

			Is cheaper than them uniforms, an’ they’re starvation cheap.

			An’ hustlin’ drunken soldiers when they’re goin’ large a bit

			Is five times better business than paradin’ in full kit.

			Then it’s Tommy this, an’ Tommy that, an’ Tommy, ’ow’s yer soul?”

			But it’s “Thin red line of ’eroes” when the drums begin to roll

			The drums begin to roll, my boys, the drums begin to roll,

			O it’s “Thin red line of ‘eroes,” when the drums begin to roll.

			 

			We aren’t no thin red ’eroes, nor we aren’t no blackguards too,

			But single men in barricks, most remarkable like you;

			An’ if sometimes our conduck isn’t all your fancy paints,

			Why, single men in barricks don’t grow into plaster saints;

			While it’s Tommy this, an’ Tommy that, an’ Tommy, fall be’ind,”

			But it’s “Please to walk in front, sir,” when there’s trouble in the wind

			There’s trouble in the wind, my boys, there’s trouble in the wind,

			O it’s “Please to walk in front, sir,” when there’s trouble in the wind.

			 

			You talk o’ better food for us, an’ schools, an’ fires, an’ all:

			We’ll wait for extry rations if you treat us rational.

			Don’t mess about the cook-room slops, but prove it to our face

			The Widow’s Uniform is not the soldier-man’s disgrace.

			For it’s Tommy this, an’ Tommy that, an’ Chuck him out, the brute!”

			But it’s “Saviour of ’is country” when the guns begin to shoot;

			An’ it’s Tommy this, an’ Tommy that, an’ anything you please;

			An ‘Tommy ain’t a bloomin’ fool – you bet that Tommy sees!

		

	
		
			

			Death before dishonour.

			2Pac Shakur

		

	
		
			 

			Author’s Note

			For reasons of operational security, and also for legal reasons, a number of personal names, dates, and place names have been changed, to protect people’s identities and to properly obscure sensitive information, including the details of all the pupils at my school and all those I met in Africa.

			This book has been written by myself, with the kind assistance of military author Damien Lewis, a man who, while never having served himself, is a passionate advocate of veteran’s rights and a good and constant friend to the wider military community, as well as being an outstanding military historian in his own right. As such, it is a creative collaboration between the two of us. The fact Lewis spent two decades working as a reporter on the frontline of war means he and I can speak the same language; we can relate; we know what it’s like to be under fire, or to face death repeatedly.

			In the military in which I served, great emphasis was placed upon soldiers’ honesty, integrity and the power of speaking the truth. We were encouraged to confess our wrongdoings and better ourselves. Many books such as this one are authored with somewhat less than candid honesty, in my view, with former military men posing as the sole and only author. I did not write this book alone. However, it remains one hundred percent my story.

			Rarely are two individuals’ recollections of events the same and especially when concerning some of the frontline missions depicted in these pages. Nevertheless, I have endeavoured to portray a true and accurate account of what took place on the ground during the incidents depicted.

			The above notwithstanding, the factual accuracy of the events portrayed herein remains the sole responsibility of the authors, who take full accountability for any inadvertent errors that may have been made. They will be happy to correct any such errors in future editions.
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			Chapter One

			The Pilgrims

			The title of this book is not only about who dares to win on the battlefield; maybe not even chiefly that. Maybe it’s more about who dares to win the battle within, which is infinitely more difficult and challenging. I’ve chosen to break the silence. After fifty-odd years. It hasn’t been easy, but it is the first step to truly winning.

			 

			I’m forty-nine years old and I’m standing on a stage in front of some two hundred people, about to reveal some things about myself that I have never told anyone before, not ever, and not even to my nearest and dearest – to those in my life that I love. I never for one moment imagined I would talk about this even privately, let alone share it with an audience of complete strangers. But it’s been bottled up inside me for so long – ever since I was a small child – that I know it’s a case of now or never.

			I’m standing before an audience of those who mostly work for local authorities and are responsible for fostering the kind of children whose lives were not dissimilar to my own; dysfunctional, traumatic, loveless and worse. They’ve come here expecting a motivational speech about how my childhood in care was a relative success, leading me to the place where I am today – a former elite forces soldier who has written bestselling books and made a career as something of a media personality. But the guy who spoke before me said something that triggered me; that made me tear up the script I’d prepared and step up to the lectern with no script at all; just a raw, burning desire to speak truth to power. A professional in the fostering field, the guy before me has told the story of one child who was subjected to horrific abuse while in the care system, and all because the authorities missed the signs, and mostly because no one spoke out about it, or at least not before it was way too late. Not until the damage had been well and truly done.

			The conspiracy of silence enabled the abuse to continue – hidden, unchecked, spreading, worsening; like a horrific cancer. And that’s triggered something inside of me. I can either be part of the problem – the conspiracy of silence – or I can choose to be part of the solution, which means breaking the silence. For the first time ever. Unthinkable, until now, this very moment, on this stage, provoked by the story of one kid condemned to be chained in the horrific darkness; the pit of abuse; a product of the system who, like me, died the death of a thousand cuts at the hands of those who should have been protecting and nurturing him; surrounding him with compassion and with love.

			Sod it, what the hell – let’s go for it; I’m ready.

			Throwing caution and not a little fear to the wind, I lay aside the script I’ve prepared – my feelgood fluffy-bunny speech – and I lift my eyes to the audience and I prepare to take the plunge.

			I begin by explaining how I had every intention of delivering the talk that they were all expecting, but that there’s been something of a change of plan. What they’re going to get will be spontaneous, unscripted, raw, but it’s a far more important story and a very personal one. My voice tight with emotion, I give it to them like it is: I’ve not told anyone about any of this before, but I’m going to share it with them now. This is not what this audience were expecting, and it seems to have more than grabbed their attention. As I pause, plucking up the courage to leap into the dirt and the darkness, I sense the tense and expectant silence that has settled across the hall.

			I start off by telling them that I was interfered with as a child in a series of children’s homes across the south of England, and that I had some truly horrendous stuff inflicted on me by people in positions of authority and trust, who were in reality twisted sexual predators. One individual, a supposedly ‘respectable’ married man with children of his own, turned out to be the worst abuser of all. Everyone looked up to him like he was some kind of superhero – including me – but behind the façade he was using children for his own sick and perverted ends.

			At this point, you could hear a pin drop; the room has gone completely quiet, everyone’s jaw seeming to drop open. I’m well aware of what they were expecting to hear: my ‘agreed’ script had me talking about how I went through the care system, was fostered, was adopted and wow, wasn’t it wonderful how it saved my life, and just look where I am today. But the truth is – that is a lie. A convenient script that plays well. The truth is so very, very different. The truth is, it was awful and hellish beyond any words I have in my head to say, and it nearly destroyed me. And the truth is, it’s haunted me until this day, and still does.

			And sod it, that’s exactly what they’re going to hear.

			I start to lay out the bare bones of my story to the hushed audience, and I am determined to hide absolutely nothing. I was the second child of an unmarried couple, Della and Martin Smith, who christened me Wayne. Wayne Smith. They already had the one son and when I came along, things got too much for Martin and he left home. Della was now faced with juggling single-parenthood, work and a new-born baby boy, plus a toddler, and she was simply overwhelmed. At six months of age I was put up for adoption.

			My new – adoptive – parents were Audrey and Alan Campion. They already had an adopted daughter, called Anne, and they lived in a small semi on a rough and ready council estate in Southampton. Audrey had given up work to look after Anne, while Alan had recently been suspended without pay from his job shunting trains around the Southampton docks. He’d been accused of running a cigarette-smuggling racket with the ship’s crews.

			With their delusions of grandeur, Audrey and Alan decided to rename me Philip Lewis Alexander Campion, a name far more in keeping with their social aspirations, for in their view I was going to be the adopted son of respectable church-going, middle-class folks. But in truth, with no money coming in we weren’t going anywhere – least of all climbing the social ladder or getting off that dog-rough estate. It wasn’t long before Alan – unable to deal with his frustrations regarding the lack of work and the lack of cash to fund the lifestyle to which they aspired – started to take it out on me, using Philip Lewis Alexander Campion – a toddler – as his punchbag.

			While my increasingly violent ‘father’ dished out regular beatings, Audrey just stood by and let it happen. It was as if she viewed it all as my fault and that I somehow deserved to get beaten up. As Alan’s jobless state dragged on and on, tensions at ‘home’ kept escalating and soon he began taking his anger out on Audrey, too. Eventually, she could take no more. Audrey divorced Alan and took Anne and me with her.

			Life improved for a little while, but then Audrey began experiencing deep depression. She would disappear and go missing for days on end. The police would eventually find her wandering around in nearby woodland, where she’d attempted to commit suicide. Audrey’s mental health started to spiral downwards fast, and she turned violent towards me. I wasn’t prepared to stand by and take another beating, and so I decided to fight back.

			It seemed to work and things quietened down, at least for a while. But Audrey alighted upon another strategy to make my life hell: she took to cutting my hair so that I was left with a floppy fringe that made me look like an effeminate choir-boy; in truth, the kind of son that, in her delusions, she was trying to convince herself she really had. Not content with all that, she began dressing me in a combination of flowery shirts and tweedy jackets, which left me looking a complete Hooray-Henry twit. It would have been just about okay in Kensington or Mayfair; but not on Southampton’s Harefield Estate.

			When I turned up at my comprehensive school – one composed of largely working-class kids – I was teased, mocked and hunted mercilessly. No surprises there. I told Audrey about the bullying, but she just said that I should turn the other cheek or run away. At first, I followed her advice. I was young, she was the only ‘parental’ figure I had ever had and I knew no better. But then I was labelled a coward and the bullying just got worse.

			Eventually, I realised I had only two choices: either to keep taking the beatings or to fight back. I wasn’t prepared to stand by and accept any more punches or kickings from the gang of school toughs, so I retaliated. Over time, I learned to give as good as I got and to take the bullies on. Bullies are basically small-minded cowards who always back down when fronted out. But back at home, my relationship with Audrey just kept worsening.

			It was clear that I was a burden she didn’t want. I was constantly hungry because she fed me so little. I even ended up eating the food she put down for the cats. The only other choice I had was to earn what I could legally, doing paper rounds, and to steal whatever else I could get my hands on. The money was used to buy extra food like fish and chips, in an effort to stave off the hunger.

			One time I got caught stealing some of the takings from my paper-round and I ended up in court. It was the final straw for Audrey, who accused me of bringing ‘shame’ on the family. I fired back at her that she was a hopeless example of a mother who couldn’t even feed me properly. Eventually, social services intervened, due to my near-starvation. Finally someone at my school had felt they couldn’t turn a blind eye anymore to the famished, skinny kid who was too crazed with hunger to concentrate on his studies.

			I was taken out of Audrey’s ‘care’ and put into a children’s reception centre, called Willow Lodge, in Southampton. I had to stay there while they decided what to do with me. From the very start I loathed being locked up, which was pretty much what happened at Willow Lodge. After the first few weeks, I ran away and lived rough in the local woods. I scavenged whatever I could find by rooting through dustbins, while taking clothes off washing lines to stay warm.

			I made friends with another lad from Willow Lodge, called Sam. Together we would abscond and live on the streets for weeks on end. When it came to nightfall, we’d walk the railway line until we came to a rail worker’s hut, and sneak inside to shelter from the cold. If we were lucky, we might find some thick donkey jackets left behind by the workers, or even a coal-burning stove that was still warm.

			Due to our regular absconding, Sam and I were moved from Willow Lodge to Lakeside Lodge, a ‘secure’ facility. By now we were twelve years old. With bars on the windows, the authorities hoped they could put a stop to our regular break-outs, but it only made us more determined, especially because at Lakeside Lodge we had our first experience of the sexual predators.

			In those days there was little or no vetting of staff or visitors, and it soon became apparent that two men who were around regularly were up to no good. Every evening, before bedtime, they’d start their rounds by checking down each boy’s pyjamas, to ‘ensure their pants had been removed before going to bed’. Or so they claimed.

			They used the pathetic excuse that they were doing this to protect a boy’s manhood, claiming, ‘Your willy won’t grow properly if you keep your pants on.’ Of course, it was just an excuse to have a good feel of some of the boys. But the really frightening thing, looking back on it now was that I didn’t feel like I could tell anybody about this kind of stuff. As I explained to the audience that I was revealing all of this to in that Birmingham conference hall, there was absolutely no one a kid like me in a home like that could confide in. No one at all.

			The gropers made it very clear that this was just what happened at Lakeside Lodge. It was the norm; it went with the territory. The only people we could possibly confide in were our peers. Sam and I decided we’d just keep our mouths shut, because who would listen to the likes of us? I’d been told since I was old enough to understand that I was a nothing; a low-life; a scrote. If adults tell a child something for long enough, he or she will believe it as if it’s gospel. But Sam and I were still old enough and wise enough to know the difference between right and wrong, and what the gropers were doing was wrong.

			I was determined not to take any such shit myself, but some of the younger kids would be like startled rabbits in the headlights and just freeze, as the two gropers did their nightly rounds. There was a child in there who had significant learning disabilities, and goodness only knows what they put that poor guy through. At the end of the day, there were only two choices as I saw it: either I went with it, and accepted the night time predations, if they decided to start with me or I fought against it. It was the lesson from my earliest days at comprehensive school, all over again.

			One of the first things that I’d learned at Lakeside Lodge was to always try to get a positive out of a negative. It sounds pretty awful, but I would try to crack a joke about the abuse. ‘Well, if you close your eyes and pretend it’s a bird with their hands down your pants, it’s not so bad.’ We had to find humour in it, to stay sane – to get through. But only for so long . . .

			Standing up to the gropers was probably the hardest thing I’d ever done, because they had made it very clear: if you didn’t go along with what they said and accept what they did to you, they’d make your life intolerable. In other words – your life may be shit now, but we’re going to make it double-shit if you object or complain. There are not many kids who will decide in such a situation: Okay, I’ll have a dose of double shit then. In fact, I ended up having to be devious myself to survive in such a horrific situation.

			One night I hid a thick wooden bed-leg under my sheets, where I knew the gropers wouldn’t see it. When the first one came and tried to feel me up, I unleashed hell, smashing him repeatedly over the head, all my pent-up rage against the system and the horror and despair at the sheer bloody betrayal of it all flooding out in a paroxysm of violence and rage. The next morning, the incoming staff were told the Groper’s injuries had been caused by an accident, and without anyone to say any different how were they to know otherwise.

			I didn’t get into trouble, because the gropers knew what would happen if what they were up to got out. The result was that a macabre, unspoken agreement developed between them and me. If I kept quiet about the Lakeside Lodge gropers, I’d earn my freedom from such abuse. We had reached an unholy understanding: they’d leave me alone, if I left them alone, and that meant turning a blind eye to what they did to the others. The one positive that came out of it was that from then on they kept their distance.

			What choice did I have but to go along with that kind of a deal? What other option was there? I was just trying to survive, a teenage kid alone, with no family or loved ones to care for me, or to look out for me, or to confide in, and knowing fully well that here, where I was supposed to be being looked after, I was at the mercy of those who were in truth abusers. Me and dozens of other young and vulnerable children were being preyed upon by sick and twisted sexual predators . . .

			I took a pause in my talk, and I could see row upon row of faces staring back at me, with expressions that were utterly frozen; gripped. Here they were getting what they had least expected, the inside story from the victim of the kind of abuse it was their job to prevent, and from the most unexpected of sources – elite military veteran, bodyguard to the stars and motivational speaker, Phil Campion. But in truth, I hadn’t even got started yet.

			With all the trouble I’d been getting into, I was appointed a social worker, Dianne Ferry, who came to visit me regularly. I got on well with her and trusted her, or at least as much as I trusted anyone right then. She genuinely seemed to want to help. She was trying to find a foster parent willing to take me on, but who was going to invite into their home a messed-up bundle of anger and resentment and a feral absconder like me?

			I’d been expelled from my comprehensive school, and Dianne came to see me offering some potentially good news. She’d got me to complete various IQ tests, proving that I was smart and capable intellectually, and from her experience she certainly knew I was resourceful. She figured I just needed a second-chance and the right environment in which to thrive. It turned out that she had persuaded the authorities to offer me a government-sponsored place at an exclusive private boarding school, called Kingham Hill.

			This was going to be my ticket into a new life, Dianne promised me. Kingham Hill was about as far as you could get from my council-estate upbringing. A grand country mansion set in acres of open countryside in leafy and genteel Oxfordshire, it had everything money could buy or any school kid could wish for: acres and acres of immaculate lawns, a massive indoor swimming pool, riding stables, a billiard-table-flat cricket pitch, and even an enormous drama theatre that included a real stage.

			It was a dream opportunity, but as it turned out it wasn’t going to prove any kind of dream, or at least not for the likes of me. From the very outset I didn’t fit in. I didn’t dress the same, I didn’t speak the same and I wasn’t paying my way to be there. Everyone else was seriously wealthy and had been through the same exclusive prep school system, yet there was I, the comprehensive school kid from a council-estate who just turned up half-way through term, out of the blue. I stuck out like a bulldog’s nuts.

			I’d had it instilled into me that I had to make my mark right from the start, to let my peers know I wasn’t going to be pushed around; that I wasn’t daunted or scared. The first day at Kingham Hill, one of the lads, Anthony, asked me if I’d like to join them for a smoke behind Greenwich House. When we got there, one of the other lads started to abuse me verbally. Anthony turned to me and said: ‘Are you going to stand for that? Why don’t you go and hit him?’ It was like being back in junior school, faced by the gangs of bullies. Show fear and you’re finished. I needed them to know I wasn’t frightened, so I walked over and punched the kid who was abusing me right in the face.

			After that the Kingham Hill nasties kept their distance, but it didn’t stop them from taunting me verbally, whenever they felt they could get away with it. We spent a week in Belgium, on a cycling trip to visit the Allied war graves. I felt so utterly isolated. All the others had their own little cliques, and they made it perfectly clear that I wasn’t a part of any of them. Even the teachers seemed to keep their distance, like I was a leper or something. We had a group photograph at the end of the trip, and if you look closely you’ll see I’m actually sticking my middle finger up to the camera.

			That pretty much sums up what I felt at Kingham Hill: screw you.

			None of us really understood the significance of what we were seeing, when we visited the war graves. We were thirteen, without much of a care for anyone but ourselves. All I wanted to do was ride my bike and mess around and to fit in. Somewhere, surely somewhere, I could fit in. Find a home. I looked at all the names of the fallen inscribed on the iron gates and the stone monuments and on the serried ranks of the gravestones and thought – yeah, whatever. It meant nothing to me.

			It wasn’t until I went back years later, after serving my time in the military, that I began to appreciate what those memorials actually signified. Having seen the devastation of war up close, when I looked at the names of the fallen and their ages it really hit home – there were a vast number of young men who had been struck down in their prime, in freedom’s cause. That would be a hugely emotional time for me. The Kingham Hill visit was too, but for entirely different reasons – ones of exclusion, rejection and betrayal.

			On returning to school, the teasing continued remorselessly, until one day the inevitable happened and I snapped. One of the posh bully-boys, Cornelius, had been taunting me for weeks on end, constantly reminding me of all the reasons why I shouldn’t be at a place like Kingham Hill. I was ‘Kevin from the council-estate’. They’d nicknamed me ‘Kevin’. Apparently, it’s a common-as-muck name. I didn’t have the right kind of background or upbringing or breeding. I was a dirt-poor, common-as-muck piece of shit, who was only there as a guest of the welfare state. On charity. An impostor. A loser. A fake. On this day, I decided I just couldn’t take any more.

			I walked into the boot room – where the pupils kept their outdoor shoes – removed the heavy metal floor buffer, returned to the library where Cornelius had been needling me, and without further ado I smashed the heavy buffer over his head. All the rage and frustration that had been building up inside me following the months of teasing and verbal abuse suddenly exploded. Erupting in a raging hurricane of resentment and violent rage, I drove everyone out of the library, barricading myself inside, and challenging anyone with the balls to stand and fight ‘Council House Kevin’.

			Needless to say, it was curtains for me at Kingham Hill. I was summarily removed, expelled and sent to George Buildings, a top-security centre where the unruliest of kids-in-care are incarcerated. Eventually, the authorities found me a more permanent place, within a Church of England-sponsored kids’ home set in a green and leafy and heavily-wooded part of southern England. It didn’t stop me from absconding, though, and for the first few days I lived rough in the woods.

			But gradually, at this new place I began to sense that the staff seemed different and somehow more understanding. For the first time I sensed I might have found somewhere I might fit in. Situated alongside the kids’ home there was a small education unit run by a guy in his late thirties, called Terry Houlihan, who had been a headmaster at a previous school. He also worked at a nearby activities and outdoor pursuits centre, where he taught canoeing and was the chief ski instructor. Everyone loved Terry. He was fun and cool, and a really likeable sort of bloke. Or so I thought.

			Terry seemed to look out for me and the other kids. If I was having a hard time, he’d take me back to his home for a night, just to get me out of the way of any trouble. His wife was really kind and he’d even bring his young children into the mix, so we’d spend time having fun and playing together. I guess it was my first experience of what I thought was a normal, loving family.

			Terry was the sort of guy who would do anything for anybody. All of the staff and the kids seemed to love him, and during the first six months that I was at that new home his presence helped restore my faith in adults. Terry became one of the few people I really trusted. There was absolutely nothing he wouldn’t do for me, or so I thought. In many ways, Terry became like the father that I had always wanted, but had never had.

			But not for long.

		

	
		
			Chapter Two

			Terry The Bastard

			One evening, after I’d had a day of particular aggravation and angst with various people in the home, Terry said to me: ‘Why don’t you come around to my place, Phil? I’m going home in about an hour’s time. We can have a cup of tea and you can get away for a bit.’

			He only lived a short distance down the road, so it was easy to catch a bus there. I knocked on the front door and I heard somebody call out: ‘It’s open. Come in.’

			It wasn’t unusual for Terry to call you in like that, so I just pushed the door open and walked inside. The front door led into a lounge, but when I went in all the curtains were drawn, which was odd. It was so dark I couldn’t see Terry anywhere, but I heard him call out: ‘Come on in, Phil, sit down.’

			I felt a bit uncomfortable, but this was Terry, after all. My father figure. My saviour. My hero.

			I sat down on one of the armchairs. As my eyes adjusted to the gloom, I could see a figure standing in one corner of the room and he had no top on. It was Terry, and when I looked closer I realised he had nothing on at all. He was stark bollock naked. I was so shocked I was utterly rooted to the spot. My mind kept telling me that this could not be happening. No way could this be happening. It had to be some mistake. Maybe he’d just come out of the shower and was on the way to change into some clothes. Surely, he had to be.

			Terry took a step closer to me and began speaking: ‘You know something, Phil, your behaviour’s been shocking just lately. You’ve been really poorly behaved and this is one of my remedial tactics. This is how I show children how things can be put right. We’re building up some trust here . . . But this is strictly between me and you, okay? Your problems can be sorted. ’Course your problems can be fixed. I can help you. Together, we can find a solution, but we’ve got to build up this trust thing. So, you’ve gotta trust what I do now. But if you don’t, if you say anything to anyone . . .’

			I sat there horrified, absolutely horrified, as Terry, in the most twisted and sick way imaginable, proceeded to make it crystal clear that I was the scum of the earth, and that if I so much as breathed a word about what he was about to do, he would tell everybody that I had done X, Y and Z, and that I would be locked up in borstal or worse, and the authorities would throw away the key.

			I was in total shock; I was in an impossible situation. I knew how many people respected Terry. Everyone did. They just wouldn’t believe he could be capable of this, and especially if it was my word against his. All it would take was one phone call from Terry, and I’d be in a whole world of trouble. No one would ever think to listen to, let alone believe a powerless low-life serial absconder like me.

			So, I stayed there, rooted to the armchair, my skin crawling, as he moved closer still. Then I heard a horribly familiar sound: Terry was standing there right behind me, wanking himself off. As he did so, he kept saying to me: ‘Don’t say anything. Not a word. Now tell me, would you like to come and hold this? Come on, you would, wouldn’t you?’

			‘No,’ I managed to retort. ‘I don’t want nothing to do with it. I don’t want to look at it even.’

			He carried on doing what he was doing, and as he did so he kept reminding me of our relative positions – that he was a god, and I was a total, absolute nothing; the lowest of the low. I could tell he was getting off on this power trip; on the sheer unadulterated abuse of it all. And he kept saying to me: ‘Come on. Come and touch it. Come and touch it. Come and touch it.’

			I was fourteen years old. Before this moment, Terry had been like a god to me. Now I was starting to realise how wrong a teenage kid in care like me could be.

			I kept telling him that no, I would not touch his thing. But he kept doing what he was doing and trying to draw me in. Eventually, it came to an end in a predictable and revolting way. I was still sitting there, riveted to the spot in horror and disgust. It suddenly occurred to me that I was like one of those younger kids had been, at Lakeside Lodge, when faced by the gropers. I was like a startled rabbit in the headlights, totally frozen in shock.

			Terry proceeded to mop himself up, pulled up his tracksuit bottoms and put on his T-shirt, as if nothing particularly untoward had happened. As if this was a regular occurrence in his play book. He opened the curtains, turned to me and said: ‘Right, we’d better get you back then, hadn’t we?’

			‘I don’t want a lift from you,’ I retorted.

			‘No, no, no, you’re not going to be like that,’ he warned me. ‘And you won’t say anything, will you, Phil? You’re not going to say anything at all. You’re not going to do anything that might get you deeper into trouble, are you?’

			It was all so utterly disgusting. I felt dirty. Dirtied. I wanted to leave of my own accord and get away, but he kept reminding me of the consequences if I didn’t go back with him. In the end he got his way, because he said that if I didn’t agree to go with him, he’d tell people that I’d absconded. He threatened that I’d be in a whole world of trouble, because he’d plant valuables on me and claim that I’d been caught stealing them from his home.

			He drove me back to the kids’ home, and in full earshot of everyone did his perfect Terry-the-hero act: ‘Oh, great to see you Phil, great to see you. Thanks for coming round. Anytime. Anytime you need a hand, just let me know.’ He then strolled into the staff room, and began talking loudly about how he’d done his good Samaritan bit with me. It was all so shocking and sickening, especially as Terry was so utterly convincing.

			I was now in a position where I couldn’t say anything to any of the other kids about what had happened, for fear of ridicule, or of them grassing me up and getting me into the kind of trouble Terry had threatened me with. Which, of course, I believed would be the outcome if I chose to take on a man of Terry’s stature and repute. It was all such a horrific mess.

			This happened two or three further times, before it got to the stage where I just wanted to leave. My behaviour nose-dived, but every time I did something wrong Terry-the-bastard would step in and announce: ‘No, no, no, give him another chance.’ And through no fault of their own the staff generally went with it – because Terry was just so good at acting the great saviour-hero. For me this was the worst yet: I felt totally, utterly trapped. I had never felt so low; borderline suicidal.

			I desperately wanted to get thrown out of the place, so my behaviour kept deteriorating. Of course, this was my cry for help. The only way I knew how. But every time I smashed something up or had a fight, Terry-the-bastard would find a way to intervene and say: ‘Just give him another chance. I see something in this kid. He’s a great kid.’

			A few weeks later, Terry organized a kayaking trip for me and this other lad, who was a similar age to me and also had a history of life-in-care. I only agreed to go because of Terry’s threats – threats that I believed would be carried out should I try to expose him – and because the other lad came across as being a really stand-up, smart kid. So it was that the three of us set off in Terry’s car for the picture-postcard-perfect seaside town of Union Hall, in County Cork, Ireland.

			It didn’t take long for me to discover that what had happened to me had also happened to this other lad, only worse. He’d been preyed on so badly by Terry, that he’d actually done stuff with him. Worse still, when we got to Union Hall, set on the rugged and wild West Cork coastline, I found they were sharing a bedroom in the guest house, and that I was billeted in the room opposite. One night we all got pissed in this local bar, sinking pints of silky-smooth Irish Guinness, after which the two of them tried to drag me physically back to their room.

			I fought the both of them off. I was having none of it. I made such a ruckus in the guest house that they had to let me go.

			Another night the same thing began happening, only this time we ended up having a brawl on the street, that was until Terry realised how much attention he was drawing to himself and his dark perversions. Even during the day, I couldn’t get away from him. Due to atrocious sea conditions – a dark storm had blown in, and it sat brooding over the Irish coastline for days on end – we couldn’t do any kayaking until just before we left, which meant we were forced to keep off the water. I’d hoped that if I could get out on the sea in my own boat, that would at least prevent Terry from trying to drag me into his sick clutches. As it was, it was an utter nightmare.

			Eventually, just before my sixteenth birthday, I managed to get out of that children’s home and I went to live in a transport café. I
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