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
	

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

	Case Priority (Low / High)
	high

	Has client been known by any other given name?
	meikle mcCormack

	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
	Agnes clelland


	Date of birth
	08/09/1955

	Address
	39 Rennie Road
Glasgow
Glasgow
G65 9PQ


	Contact telephone number
	7735555820

	Email address
	agnes.clelland@googlemail.com

	Other names used (if any)
	meikle mcCormack

	GP Surgery name, address, contact number
	Kilsyth Community Health Centre
Airdrie Rd, Glasgow G65 0

	Is survivor 68+ or terminally ill?
	70

	Parents’ names
	MARGARET OBRIEN McCormack, David Leighton McCormack

	Childhood address prior to care
	Not sure

	Siblings names and DOBs
	2 brothers – john, peter

	Local authority cared under
	North Lanarkshire Council


	Age / years placed in care
	3

	Establishments placed in
	Creagdhu Children's Home in Newark Drive, Pollokshields

	Beneficiary details
	Lucy Clellend - 

	Supporting statement contact
	Lucy Clellend -

	Reason placed into care
	Parents split up

	Police involvement details
	no

	Statement
	
When I was living in Creagdhu Children’s Home on Newark Drive in Pollokshields, I experienced things that no child should ever have to go through. One of the memories that has stayed with me most clearly is how they would force feed me food I didn’t like while I was made to sit on a potty. I remember the porridge especially. They would give me bowl after bowl, pushing spoonfuls into my mouth even when I didn’t want it. I felt overwhelmed and frightened, and the more they forced it on me, the more I felt sick. To this day, I can’t stand porridge because it reminds me of those moments—of feeling powerless and unheard.
The way they handled me was harsh and forceful. There was no kindness, no patience, no attempt to understand why I didn’t want the food. It was simply about control. I was a child, and instead of being cared for, I was treated like an object that needed to be managed. Those experiences left marks that I didn’t fully understand at the time, but I can see now how deeply they affected me.
One of the strangest things I carry from that period is my reaction to bins with plastic bags. I don’t know exactly why, but something about them triggers a feeling of discomfort and unease. I’ve wondered whether it’s connected to what happened at the children’s home, whether something about that environment or those routines created an association I still can’t fully explain. All I know is that the feeling is real, and it’s stayed with me.
Looking back, I realise how much of my childhood was shaped by fear and confusion. What happened to me in that home wasn’t care—it was trauma, and its effects have followed me into adulthood.








