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 Steven Capaldi

	Date of birth
	22/11/1968

	Address
	3/2 175 University Avenue
Glasgow
G12 8PW


	Contact telephone number
	07454005469

	Email address
	scapaldi1968@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?)
	Changed name in 80’s depot.

Known by Steven Younger Previously  

	GP Surgery name, address, contact number
	55 Rigby Street, Salford, Greater Manchester, M7 4NX

	Is survivor 68+ or terminally ill?
	57 - No

	Parents’ names
	Mr Dominic Capalidi – DOB – N/A

Miss Anne Marie Kelly – DOB – N/A

	Childhood address prior to care
	Clydeview Road
Greenock
PA15 3AP


	Siblings names and DOBs
	No 

	Local authority cared under
	Inverclyde Council

	Age and duration in each care location 
	4 years old 

	Establishment type (children’s home/Residencial school/YOI) and address of each location placed in 
	Craigieknowes Childrens home 
Craigie Knowes Rd, Perth PH2 0DG
4 years old – 10 Years old

Foster Parents – 10 years – 16 years 

	Beneficiary name, address, DOB, email, number
	Mr Dominic Capalidi
TEL: 01413571979

3/2 175 University Avenue
Glasgow
G12 8PW


	Supporting statement contact
	Mr Dominic Capalidi
TEL: 01413571979

	Reason placed into care
	Physical abuse from mothers’ partner 

	Police involvement details
	No

	Statement
	
I was just 4 years old when they tore me away from everything I'd ever known. A tiny child, ripped from whatever life I had before, all in the name of "safety." But there was no safety waiting for me.
The children's home they threw me into was a living hell. It was dangerously, criminally overcrowded – packed so far beyond capacity that it made a mockery of any so-called regulations. Nobody cared. Nobody was watching.

Twenty broken, traumatized boys crammed into a single room. Twenty scared, angry children with nowhere to put their pain except onto each other. Violence wasn't just possible – it was guaranteed. It was our daily reality.

From the very second I woke up each morning, my heart already racing with fear, until I collapsed into fitful sleep at night, I was fighting for survival. Every. Single. Day. I was attacked. I was bullied. I was terrorized by the very children who were as broken as I was. 

There was no respite, no moment of peace, no adult to protect me. Just endless fear, endless pain, endless loneliness. I was a small child living in a war zone.

Those years shattered something inside me that has never healed. The scars run so deep they've shaped every year of my life since. As an adult, I finally sat across from a psychiatrist who gave clinical names to my suffering: depression, anxiety, PTSD. But those words don't capture it. 

They don't capture the little boy still screaming inside me, still cowering in that room, still waiting for the next blow. That 4-year-old never got to feel safe. And neither have I.





