James Mckean McLean

I was only 11 or 12 years old when they placed me in Waverley House in Edinburgh. It was supposed to be somewhere safe, somewhere I'd be looked after. Instead, it became a place of terror.
The staff there - Mr. Alan Millan and Mr. Bob McCredie - they would take me into an office. They'd bend me over a desk and beat me violently with a belt. I was just a child. I couldn't protect myself. I couldn't fight back. I had nowhere to run.
It wasn't just me. I had to watch other children being beaten too. I can still see it in my mind - the fear in their eyes, the sound of that belt. We were all so scared, all the time.
Alan Millan even had his son, Euan, living in the house with us. That boy would make up lies about other children, knowing full well what would happen to them. Knowing they'd be dragged into that office and beaten. He used our suffering like it was a game.
The abuse destroyed more than just my childhood. My brother - my own brother - lost his place in the army because he couldn't cope with what was happening to me. He couldn't bear knowing I was being hurt and there was nothing he could do to stop it. They took his future too.
I was supposed to be safe. I was supposed to be cared for. Instead, I was beaten, terrorized, and left with scars that have never truly healed. Waverley House was the only care establishment I had real trouble with, but the trouble it caused has lasted a lifetime.

