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
	Passport

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

	Case Priority (Low / High)
	Low

	Has client been known by any other given name?
	no

	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
	Tracy Young

	Date of birth
	22/07/1969

	Address
	185 Sandveien, Lerwick, Shetland, ZE1 0RY

	Contact telephone number
	447900386244

	Email address
	tracyhelenyoung1969@gmail.com

	Other names used (if any)
	NO

	GP Surgery name, address, contact number
	Lerwick health centre 
27 South Rd, Shetland ZE1 0PL

	Is survivor 68+ or terminally ill?
	56

	Parents’ names
	Isabelle young, Robert young

	Childhood address prior to care
	99 SANDVEIN Sandveien, Shetland ZE1 0RY

	Siblings names and DOBs
	Brian young, Pauline young

	Local authority cared under
	Lerwick Community Council
1 Stout's Ct, Shetland ZE1 0AF

	Age / years placed in care
	7

	Establishments placed in
	Mr & Mrs Keith

	Beneficiary details
	Claire Nicholson –  07788272432

	Supporting statement contact
	Claire Nicholson –  07788272432

	Reason placed into care
	Abused at home

	Police involvement details
	no

	Statement
	I was living with my parents when I was abused by Henry A budge, born 18/02/24 when I was five years old, and the abuse with other of my parents/friends happened multiple times after then when I was seven years old when everything in my life shifted for the first time. The abuse at home had become impossible to ignore, and eventually I was moved into a foster home. For the first time, I felt a sense of safety, a feeling I didn’t fully understand because it was so unfamiliar. I remember the quiet, the predictability, the absence of fear. It was the closest thing to peace I had ever known. But that safety didn’t last. This is where I was failed by the system and sent back to my parents’ home, the cycle of abuse began again, almost as if it had been waiting for me to return.
I used to find myself waking up naked in bed with strangers/friends of my parents on a lot of occasions, The person in question later got arrested and charged for sexual abuse against another child, 
Daily life became a routine of fear and humiliation. My parents and their friends treated me as if I were something to ridicule rather than a child who needed care. They bullied me constantly, using words that cut deeply and actions that left me feeling small and powerless. The physical abuse came without warning—slaps, hits, anything they felt like doing in the moment. The verbal abuse was just as painful. They called me names that no child should ever hear, and over time I started to believe the things they said about me.
But the truth is, the damage had started even earlier. When I was five or six, my parents often held parties that filled the house with strangers. There were always unfamiliar men around, and I never felt safe. I remember waking up confused and frightened, finding people I didn’t know near me or in my space, and feeling exposed and unprotected. I didn’t have the words back then to understand what was happening, only the overwhelming sense that something was terribly wrong. Those moments left a mark on me long before I could make sense of them.
Still, the most constant and painful harm came from my parents themselves. Their anger, their neglect, their cruelty—it shaped my childhood in ways I’m still trying to untangle. I learned to stay quiet, to shrink myself, to anticipate danger even in silence. I grew up believing that love was something meant for other children, not for me.
Looking back now, I can see how much that child needed safety, compassion, and someone to protect them. The social care system completely failed me by placing me back with my parents. It should have been the authorities role to keep me safe instead I survived things no child should ever face. Telling my story now is a way of reclaiming the voice that was taken from me, and acknowledging the strength it took just to keep going.



