GMMB Check Form 
Section 1 – Case QC Check
	Case packaged and all documents signed
	Yes

	Case QC'd and sent to solicitor
	Yes

	Pack includes which of the following ID
	Yes

	Pack includes proof of address dated within the last 3 months
	Yes

	Case Priority (Low / High)
	Low

	Any serious convictions over 5 years?
	No

	Previous Redress Scotland payout or other solicitor?
	No

	Other notes for solicitor
	No


Section 2 – Client Information and Statement
	Full name
	Mr Andrew martin shaw

	Date of birth
	21/04/1967

	Address
	Flat 1
14 Hillhead Avenue
Rutherglen
Glasgow
G73 4NJ


	Contact telephone number
	07346705842

	Email address
	J22490995@gmail.com

	Have you been known by any other names?
Reason for this (marriage/adoption/ name
not changed legally but known as different
family name as a child due to step parents?)
	No

	GP Surgery name, address, contact number
	Dr Tierney & Dr Canning
130 Stonelaw Rd, Rutherglen, Glasgow G73 2PQ

	Is survivor 68+ or terminally ill?
	59 - No

	Parents’ names
	Mr Margret Shaw -N/A

Mr Duncan Shaw N/A

	Childhood address prior to care
	52 Kenilworth Crescent
Hamilton
ML3 9LR


	Siblings names and DOBs
	No

	Local authority cared under
	Hamilton 

	Age and duration in each care location 
	14 years old 

	Establishment type (children’s home/Residencial school/YOI) and address of each location placed in 
	Geilsland House School, Beith, Ayrshire, Scotland
Geilsland Road, Beith, Ayrshire

	Beneficiary name, address, DOB, email, number
	Miss Margret Shaw – TEL: 07835437702

	Supporting statement contact
	Miss Margret Shaw – TEL: 07835437702

	Reason placed into care
	Abuse 

	Police involvement details
	No

	Statement
	
I endured unspeakable physical and mental abuse at the children's home—abuse that has shattered me in ways I'm still discovering.
The staff members who were meant to care for me became my tormentors. They attacked me, hurt me, violated every boundary. They watched me in the showers, their eyes on my vulnerable body, robbing me of the last shred of dignity and safety I desperately clung to. I was just a child. I was defenceless.

I witnessed other children being abused too—their screams, their tears, their broken spirits. The guilt of not being able to save them eats away at me. I was so small, so powerless, so utterly alone in that hell. I ran away again and again, my heart pounding with terror, searching for an escape that never came. 

Each time I ran, I was running for my life, for my sanity.
Now, years later, I'm still running—but this time from the memories that chase me relentlessly. I see a psychiatrist, desperate for relief from the agony. I suffer from severe PTSD and debilitating anxiety that grip me like a vice. 

Flashbacks ambush me without warning. Panic attacks steal my breath. I can't sleep without nightmares. I can't trust anyone. 

The abuse didn't end when I left—it lives inside me, poisoning every moment, every relationship, every hope I try to hold onto.
They stole my childhood. They stole my innocence. They've stolen so much of my life. And I'm left here, broken and fighting just to survive each day, wondering if I'll ever feel whole again.




