Excerpts from stories of clerical abuse survivors

“In September 1963, aged eleven, I went to the Salesian College in Chertsey, Surrey, an independent Catholic school for boys. For the next three years, I enjoyed school, made good friends and continued to do well academically.

Then, in September 1966, a new teacher joined the school. Hubert Madley. Within a few weeks, he began to be very friendly to me, taking me home after school and working his way into my family. Then it began, and for the next two years he sexually abused me as often as he could and wherever he could.

In February 1968, following the tragic death of my closest friend, Martin Allen, I went to confession and told my housemaster, Fr Madden, what Madley was doing to me. Fr Madden then told the headmaster, Fr O'Shea, who informed the Rector, Fr Gaffney and the Provincial Superior - Fr George Williams.

But, instead of helping me, they swore me to silence and moved Madley to the Salesian College in Battersea to protect him and the school's name. I was left to fend for myself, without any support from the school. Neither my parents nor the police were told. I failed all my exams and was thrown out of the school.
I found it difficult to settle and was incapable of forming lasting relationships. I tried to pretend that it had never happened by burying the memories deep in my mind, and for the next 30 or so years, I stumbled on through life, but the legacy of guilt, confusion and anger was never far from the surface.

In April 2000, Madley was arrested, but he denied anything ever happening between us. Fr O'Shea also denied knowing anything about it, and, based on their denials, the CPS decided not to prosecute due to lack of evidence, even though the police had not even interviewed Fr Williams by the time they made that decision.”
GRAHAM WILMER

“I was abused by a Catholic priest and Church of England Vicar in the 1980’s. I was age 5 when the abuse started and 11 when it finally stopped. I was forced into oral sex, acts of bestiality and rape. After being arrested (then bailed and released) for my abuse, both men moved to the diocese of Chichester. They are still free today, despite one having previous convictions of child abuse.
My story as a survivor of abuse has several traits, in line with every other story; my abusers were so experienced that they made sure that even to this day (25 years later) there is not enough evidence to convict them;  they knew  that the British justice system works in the favour of abusers and has the effect of believing them above the victims; they hid behind the pretence that they were moral men of the cloth; one of whom working for the largest, richest yet also most secretive institutions in the world, guaranteeing  their legal and financial protection; they made sure I believed it was my fault; they groomed me so well that 25 years later their criticisms still affect my life;  my education and health were permanently damaged;  they chose a small English town, where local residents would not confront the truth that abuse was happening in front of them; they made sure addictions, suicide attempts and inappropriate relationships became the problems in my life, rather than the abuse being the cause of them; and they fled, with unfettered access to children, denying my ‘claims’ as lies due to a poor mental health record since childhood, which began, along with physical health problems, just after  the abuse started. 

You can never recover from child abuse, but you can learn to live with it. I may be in therapy well into middle age and I remain to be under hospital care due to the physical scars they left me with, but I am conscious that, compared to most other survivors’ stories I am fortunate”.

LUCY DUCKWORTH

My name is Geoffrey Smith, I am 11 years old, and I am standing outside a butchers shop in Station Road, Aldridge. It is summer 1961, and in front of me is the most beautiful, powerful looking, and as it appeared to me at the time, enormous motor cycle; a Triumph Bonneville. It is parked in front of the shop, and as I stand looking at it, a man comes out and starts to talk to me. He introduced himself as Jimmy Robinson; he had a job in the butchers. I was asked if I would like a ride, and I said I would ask my mom. The day after, mom agreed and off we went, but I did not get the ride I was looking for. I sat on the back of the bike, my arms stretched out around his waist, holding on for life and death, I now realize, this is what he wanted me to do, he went faster, and I held on tighter, common sense. After ten minutes, we stopped outside a house. He told me we were at his mother’s house; he wanted to call for something. We walked up to the front door; he got out a key and pushed me in. He then forced me to go upstairs, to the back bedroom, and abused me. I did not realize it was abuse, I thought he was queer, and I was in the wrong place at the wrong time.

A couple of days later, he was waiting outside my school, and again threatened me, and so I had to go. In all this abuse lasted I would say 10/12 weeks, always the same routine, If I hid, and went home another way, he would call to the house, to have tea, and a cake with my mother, then she would tell me to go for the ride with Jimmy. He always told my family, that he was a trainee priest, from Oscott College, Sutton Coldfield, and that his butchers job was for the summer holidays. 
One day out of the blue, he arrived at our back door, gave me a gift of a pair of professional boxing shorts, and left, never to be seen again. I cannot remember if they were red or blue, all that I can remember is the blood on the front of them, dried on blood, all over the “Lonsdale” waist band, the blood was dried black, that was the last time I ever saw that evil priest

GEOFF SMITH

“As a child I suffered abuse at the hands of 2 Anglican priests over a period of around 9 years. It was my belief that the abuse was widely known within a circle of friends associated with the Church. These people included not only the 2 vicars but the area bishop, the scoutmaster and a Catholic priest who took indecent pictures of the boys.

It was not just that I was abused, it was that every aspect of my life was manipulated and controlled. My parents were influenced and persuaded on every level to allow my abuse to continue. My life was not under my own control and every decision that was made about my life, my education, my friends and my free time were orchestrated to ensure that the abuse could continue and develop.

I was introduced to other people who had similar interests, the local Bishop, a Catholic priest who took indecent photographs of boys, the scoutmaster who forced me to strip infront of the other boys whilst the vicar took pictures and another vicar who also abused me.

I went to the Police and reported my abuse and my suspicions about the others, there followed a long and difficult investigation but both vicars were eventually arrested in December 1997. They both denied everything. In March 1999 I was informed that the CPS had decided not to proceed as there was insufficient evidence. 

Following this I decided to take my fight to the Church and began to write to the Bishop. Eventually in 2005 he wrote back saying that he believed my account an had no doubt that Cotton was an abuser. I continued to write but suddenly in 2006 all communication ceased. Unknown to me, another victim had come forward who had been abused by the same 2 vicars as me and my brother. After another Police investigation there was a trial in 2008 despite Sussex Police having destroyed all of the evidence from the previous investigation after only 3 years. I thought that this was the opportunity for my story to be heard in court but was to be disappointed again, Colin Pritchard agreed to plead guilty to specimen charges and was jailed for 5 years for his part in the abuse, Cotton died before he was charged.

I was informed by the Church that Cotton had a previous conviction and they had known about this for many years. Sussex Police failed to find this in their investigation and the Church had not disclosed it or other allegations that were on their files. I also discovered that the Bishop had accepted a caution for indecency with a 17 year old and the scoutmaster had been jailed for child pornography offences - I could not accept that these 4 close friends had all committed child sex offences coincidently, it reinforced my belief that the abuse was widely known about, if not organised.”
PHIL JOHNSON

