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Scottish Child Abuse Inquiry 

Witness Statement of 

Francis Crum DOCHERTY 

Support person present: No 

1. My full name is Francis Crum Docherty. My contact details are known to the 

Inquiry. 

Background 

2. I was born on I am married to . This is my third marriage. I 

had a drink problem in the past. I stopped drinking on 15 October 1997. I had been 

drinking since I was about 14 years old to help me with the fears I had of Smyllum 

Park Orphanage in Lanark and the effect it had on my life. I was in and out of 

Alcoholics Anonymous (AA) for about thirty years. My father was in alcoholics 

anonymous and kept at me to go to meetings w.ith him. I fought against this as I 

didn't think that I had a problem, but he may have seen the signs. I gave in to him 

and went to my first AA meeting with him at Cunningham St in Glasgow in 1963. 

Everyone there was a lot older than me and I felt that I was too young to be an 

alcoholic so I never went back. My father kept at me over the years, especially when 

I started to get into trouble with the police, we argued about it over the years and I 

carried on drinking. After I got married and had our two children we moved to East 

Kilbride where I got a Job as a driver for Cadbury Schweppes delivering soft drink to 

licensed premises. This proved to be a bad move for me "with my problem" as you 

got a free drink from the staff in every pub you delivered to , and you could deliver to 

10 or 12 pubs a day, then went back to the pub every night when you finished work. I 

drunk every single day for the next 5 years until I had to pack the job in. I was killing 
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myself. Eventually I ended up back at AA in the late 70s, I went back and forth just to 

sort myself out, I never really wanted to get sober, I used AA to get a bit of respite 

from drinking and stayed off it for a couple of weeks at a time. Over these years, I 

was harum scarum. I took chances and didn't care if I lived or died. So it wasn't 

important. 

3. We were like Nomads; we moved all over the place. I got to know thousands 

of people but have been a loner and didn't let myself get too close to people. When I 

drank, I was an angry drunk; there was so much anger in me. I even took my anger 

out on my mates in the pub, if one of them looked at me the wrong way. I could "turn 

on a tanner" very quickly. People would ask me: "why did you do that?" I couldn't 

explain why. This went on for years and I lost a lot of good friends. 

4. In Alcoholics Anonymous, you are told to write down the things that are doing 

your head in. The idea is that you can "visit" these things and they don't have let 

them live rent free in your head. No-one could understand what I wrote, I couldn't 

spell and I couldn't read my own writing. 

5. One night when I was writing in the house, the penny dropped out of the blue. 

was in the kitchen and I called out to her. I told her I understood why I had 

been a nutter and why I was full of anger when I was drinking. It was Smyllum 

Orphanage; I had carried that anger for all those years without knowing it. When I 

started drinking I was 14 years old, I found this feeling of courage and the fear in me 

went away, but when the drink wore off, the fears came back, so I found that when I 

topped up with more drink the fears would stay away. This became a habit, a way of 

life, and I quickly became addicted to alcohol for next 40 years. 

6. I was always out "turning a coin", earning a wage. This was not through 

greed; it was my way of surviving. I always worked from a very early age, especially 

when I had my own family, as I wanted them to have the things that I had missed out 

on in life, but alcoholics will also work to get their drink money, as the most important 

thing to them in life is their next drink. It was years later that I realised there were 

trigger words that would set me off. For example, if someone called me "useless", 

"daft" "dumb" or "scum" it was "bad". It would trigger this subconscious hate in me 
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and I would fly at them. As I said, when the penny finally dropped I realised that I 

carried all this anger for all these years because of the horrendous abuse that I 

endured all these years ago in Smyllum Park Home in Lanark and took it out on 

everyone around me. They left us with no self-esteem, no worth. All these years I 

would fly off the handle and my friends would say that there was no need for it. But I 

know that the drink turned me into a Jekyll and Hyde character that couldn't control 

himself. 

7. That night, I said to that now I know I'll never need or want to take a 

drink again. That was 19 years ago. I have been through a lot since. I have ups and 

downs and highs and lows, and I've suffered depression over the years, but I have 

never thought of taking a drink. I don't have room for it in my life as I have taken full 

control of my life now. 

8. During these years I kept working. I worked on the buses, lorries and at the 

Barras in Glasgow where my wife and I had 2 stalls, one selling children's clothes 

and the other selling second hand bric a brae and antiques and also worked in my 

father's second hand shop. I worked in different jobs. When I was out of a job, I did 

"homers" for years as I could do plastering; tiling, painting and decorating; joinery 

work and roofing. I have always been very handy and my hands have kept me in 

work. I have not worked for a few years now because of my health. 

9. 

Before being put into care 

10. I was taken into care in March 1954. I have some records about me but they 

are scant. I have passed copies of these to you. These verify I was taken into care. I 

have also written my own document called: "My Time in Care" and have passed you 
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a copy of this too. It took me nine years to write my account of the abuse because of 

the memories. 

11. I was 9 years old when I was taken into care.  

 

12. We ended up in care because by father was a bit of a hard man and a 

hooligan. He had been done for stealing four big bags of block tin. My mother's 

boyfriend reported him to the police and he was jailed for two and a half years. 

13. When I was about 4, I remember we lived in a condemned building in Stewart 

Street, Cowcaddens in Glasgow. There was no hot water or electricity. Both my 

parents were alcoholics. The bailiffs and police moved us out of there. There were 

about twelve families in the building. My father found an old civil defence camp in 

Anniesland for us to live in. The families in the building loaded horses and carts and 

we travelled like a wagon train from Stewart Street, along New City Road, to St 

George's Cross, to Great Western Road, Anniesland Cross, Anniesland Road and 

into Rivera Road. There is now a fire station which was built in the grounds of the old 

civil defence camp. The grey buildings had flat roofs with steel windows at the top. 

There were three big sheds which had been used for fire training. We went in 

through two big wooden gates. The whole place was covered with gas masks. 

14. There were empty quarters set out in a square in the big yard. There was a 

fireplace every 10 or 15 feet along the wall. When the families moved in, each one 

took a fireplace and for privacy put up some string and curtains. We bedded down on 

the floor that night. 

15. The next day, we all set about cleaning the place up. The men went out to 

look for wood and plasterboard to partition off separate rooms for the different 

families. All the families got the same size of room except that we had the first 

section at the gate. This had an office next to it, so we had a bigger space. This was 

because it was my father who had found the camp in the first place. 
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16. We moved there in 1948. We were still there in 1951. I was baptised in St 

Ninian's Chapel and I went to St Ninian's School. I think there is a mix up in my 

records which say I was baptised in St Ninian's in 1944 but we weren't there then. 

17. My father went to prison in 1951 and got out in 1954. Once he was in jail, my 

mother and her boyfriend moved us to a squat in Hamilton in Cadzow Row which 

were miners' houses. We had a lot of "uncles" and we had a lot of difficulties with 

them as they were all drinkers. 

18. My mother found out that my father was due out of prison so she and her 

boyfriend did a runner and left us there on our own for 2 or 3 days. We had no 

electricity and made food on the fire. Then my father appeared. He was out for 4 

days and then we went into Smyllum. 

Smyllum Orphanage 

19. Dad asked if we wanted to go on holiday. He told us we would be going to a 

farm with horses, ducks and chickens. He then took us next day to government 

offices. The office had a panel which was wood at the bottom and the top was ribbed 

glass. They were painted grey. We sat in a corridor while he talked to someone. He 

told us we would be going on holiday tomorrow. We were delighted. 

20. In Cadzow Row we lived in a two down and one up house. You walked in 

between the houses through a tunnel which took you to the main road. I saw there 

was a black limo car to the right. It had a running board and a round metal case that 

held the spare wheel on the front driver's side of the car next to the wheel arch. 

There were two men in black suits. As soon as I saw them, I knew we were not going 

on holiday.  They had to fight me to go in. I 

was stuck in the tunnel between the back and front seats. I was crying. 

I looked out of the back 

window of the car and watched my Dad cross the road and go home. 
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21. It seemed like we travelled for hours from Hamilton. We ended up in the Clyde 

Valley on twisting roads. There were trees and the river was on the left hand side. 

Young as I was, I was trying to remember my way home. 

22. We got to Smyllum. It has big battlements and I thought it looked like a castle. 

The building is now six luxury flats. The nursery was in the other building. That is 

where Norah went. I never saw her until we got out of Smyllum. 

23. When we arrived, we were taken into the drill hall. Sister who was 

known as sat the three of us down on ·a bench. She shut the door. I tried to 

run out and was shouting and swearing. Siste as pulling me back and I 

was punching and kicking to try and get away. 

24. Siste ocked the door. She pulled me by the ear so that I was on 

my tip toes. She hit me on the head and face with a bunch of keys. I think she was 

angry because I had hurt her when I had tried to run away. I ended up on the floor. 

25. It traumatised me. All of our lives we were taught to revere nuns and priests. 

That was Catholic life. 

26. Sister pulled out a brush. She wore a seagull hat. She had

as she peered out. Her lips were pulled 

tight over her teeth and there was hatred on her face. When she was hitting me, she 

was leaning over me. She hit me with the brush on the arms, face and legs and was 

kicking me with her small black leather boots. I was pleading with her to stop. She 

was saying that I was trouble and scum and that I was there because I wasn't loved. 

She said that I should be grateful for them taking me in but I couldn't take in what 

she was saying. I was terrified and in pain. When Sister lost it, she lost it 

completely. I got the biggest doing of my life from a Holy nun. It lasted maybe for 10 

minutes. It felt like time had stopped. I couldn't believe it was happening to me. 

These were God's people. She said to me: "I'll be keeping a close eye on you boyo". 
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27. When the beating ended, I got up. She pulled me up by the ear. Another nun 

took me to the clothes store. I got my everyday clothes to wear .. I couldn't get the 

beating out my head. With my upbringing, you always expect to be hurt by others but 

I never thought that it would be by a Holy nun. We lived, suffered and witnessed the 

dark side of these people. 

28. I was there for nineteen and a half months. The records show the date when 

we went in but not when we left. This was because we ran away. We left when I was 

eleven and a half. 

29. · I went into St Joseph's dormitory. This was the bed wetters dormitory. The 

boys section of the orphanage had St Joseph's, Sacred Heart and other dormitories. 

The girls slept in a different place altogether. 

30. The boys in my dormitory were all about the same age. The dormitory looked 

like an old hospital ward. There were maybe 10 or 15 beds down each side. They 

were hospital beds with blue and white bedspreads. We had to make the beds with 

envelope corners. 

Mornings 

31. The next day I woke up. I was terrified as my bed was wet. You think you are 

the only one who wets the bed. In my records for Smyllum, it says "enuretic". I had to 

ask someone what it meant. It means that I wet the bed. I always wet my bed, even 

before I went to Smyllum. I was embarrassed in case the other boys saw that I had 

wet my bed. In the morning, they would ring a bell and the boys would peel back the 

sheets so that the nuns could inspect the beds. I left my sheets up. The nun grabbed 

the wet sheets off the bed and threw them over my face. She made an example of 

me on the first day. She called me a "bed wetter" and "scum of the earth". I don't 

know this nun's name. my friend who died recently, was at Smyllum and he 

could remember names. 

7 



WIT.001.001.0403

32. I was paraded down the ward. You would be ridiculed. The other kids laughed 

at you out of nerves and fear. When they laughed at you, you were crippled with 

humiliation. The nun would or a civilian carer would hit you on the legs with a 

wooden stick or a strap. You'd have to take off your night shirt so that you were 

naked. They would plunge you into a cold bath two at a time. There were two or 

three big baths. You didn't know if the water was hot or cold. You'd get a shock and 

couldn't get your breath. This would happen to me most mornings as you couldn't go 

to school smelling. The water was usually cold. They humiliated us. 

Food 

33. Once you were bathed, you would get dressed. If there was a Mass on, you 

would go to Mass and then have breakfast. If not, you would go straight to have 

breakfast in the big dining hall which was at the other side of the yard. 

34. The food there was terrible. Everyone complained about it. I didn't like the 

potatoes which were mashed with sour milk. Half the potatoes were hard. But in the 

life I had before Smyllum, I was always hungry. A lot of the boys hated the semolina 

and sago but I would eat it. You had to eat everything, even if you were sick. If you 

didn't eat, they would force you, even if you had been sick on it. I ate it all but it was 

only the sour potatoes I didn't like. I had a lot of trouble with it. In the morning, they 

put hot milk on your cornflakes. I didn't like it, but ate it as you would go hungry. 

School 

35. I went to the junior school in Smyllum. It was called St Vincent's. There was a 

school outside the gates for the older boys. It was called St Mary's. Kids from outside 

the home also attended St Mary's but not St Vincent's. 

36. All the classes would be together. The desks went up in steps. There were 

partitions which rolled down, but these were usually up. The nuns would sit in big 

high chairs and watch us. The teachers were civvies. I didn't learn much at school 

because of the fear. We'd have lunch when we were at school. 
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37. We only saw girls at Mass. We were kept apart. The big boys saw the girls at 

St Mary's school but we didn't at primary school. I have a photo of the primary 

school. You sat in a line with your feet together. Your hands were either clasped in 

your lap or you were writing. 

Evenings 

38. After school, we would have dinner and after would be bed time. Any free time 

we spent in the drill hall in winter. In summer time, we would be outside in the yard. 

39. and were all in Smyllum at the same time but 

was younger. used to say to me that there was a pool table. But I never saw 

one. lso saw a television, but we didn't. If you were a bed wetter, you were 

the scum of the earth. You were muck. No privileges at all were allowed. was a 

year younger than me. He remembered everything. Others who had been there also 

said there was a television. 

Holidays 

40. When I was at Smyllum, I missed two summer camps. They went to West 

Linton and Forfar in coaches for a fortnight. The bed wetters were left in the home. 

There were 7 or 8 of us left. This was our punishment. 

41. . What they didn't realise was that this was the best two weeks of the year 

because was away. Sister who. was in the kitchen was a lovely 

woman. She was a tall Irish woman. Everyone loved her. If we wet the bed, the 

sheets were taken to the laundry and there was no hitting and no baths. It was 

absolutely brilliant. 

Sister

42. I remember there was a big orchard. The "baggie boys" who were Sister 

s favourites were allowed to pick the fruit and gooseberries and some 

might give us some. We were never allowed there. There was a high wall with a 
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green door. Her favourite boys would tell on other boys and get rewarded with better 

or extra dinners or other privileges. 

43. The physical abuse destroyed my life and education. Sister said 

she'd keep an eye on me and kept true to her word. She watched me in the yard 

from the windows. If I stepped out of line, like pushed someone, she would blow her 

whistle. We would all stop dead in fear. She'd point and say my name and ridicule 

me. She would say that I was a bed wetter, that my mother didn't want me, scum of 

the earth and that I was bad before I came to Smyllum and that I was still bad. The 

worst was the kids laughing. Some wanted to laugh but some laughed because of 

nerves. There was regular humiliation. I maybe at times received about 3 beatings in 

the one day for different things. 

44. All the bed wetters were altar boys. I was made an altar boy. We had to learn 

Latin. We had a wee book of Latin but it was hard for me as I couldn't even read 

English books. 

45. Sister would cut the boys hair in the drill hall. She'd sit there 

cutting hair and there would be a bench or chairs and 3 or 4 of us would sit on the 

chairs. She would give us 20 minutes to learn a paragraph or a page. I couldn't 

pronounce the words. The she would tell us to close the books and we would be 

nervous. She would get you to recite the words. If you were mumbling or bumbling 

the words she would get you to speak up. If you couldn't say them then she'd get out 

a 9 inch mahogany hairbrush which she kept in the blue and white narrow striped 

pinny that she wore. She would get you to cross your hands out in front of you and 

she would lift the brush high and hit you on the heel of the hand. I would be scared 

and pull my hands apart but I would get double for doing that. She would lose it and 

hit you on the arms and face. You would end up on the ground. I would plead and 

promise that I will learn my Latin. You knew what was coming next and it was quite a 

beating. idn't remember this. He was there before Sister came to 

Smyllum. I think she came just before me from another home. I would cry when I 

was being beaten. I wasn't being beaten by just anyone, it was by a nun. She was 

psychotic. 
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46. The other nuns would hit you and slap you but Sister  was sadistic 

and hated children. The other nuns saw what she did but were frightened of her. I 

was told that that there was a boy begging Sister to stop beating him. 

Another nun tried to stop her but she hit that nun. The nun went away crying. 

was the minority. Most of the nuns were fine. If Sister had not been there, 

my life wouldn't be what it is now. According to  the whole place changed when 

she came to Smyllum. 

47. There was also a civvy called who stayed on at Smyllum. He 

became an abuser. He died and is buried at St Mary's cemetery. He was a bully. He 

would come in for breakfast and kick or punch any boy. He kicked me a couple of 

times. There were cover ups for deaths he caused. was covered up for too 

for deaths. Kids were dying of brain haemorrhages. 

48. When I was in St Joseph's Sister didn't keep off my back. A few 

weeks or months in, she got me in the yard one day and said that she was keeping a 

closer eye on me. She told me I was going to her dormitory in St Vincent's. I was 

moved there. 

49. I was petrified there. It was smaller than St Joseph's with 5 or 6 beds up each 

side and a highly polished floor. It was partitioned off where she slept. One day, I 

went to ask Sister something and the door was slightly ajar. She had her 

hat off and I saw her cropped hair. She saw me and I had embarrassed her so she 

hit me with her fists and slapped me. She would clench her fist and put her middle 

knuckle out and grab you by the ear or the throat and hit you on the head and temple 

repeatedly. 

50. When I wet the bed, Sister would make me pull up my cotton night 

shirt all the way up over my head and make me lie face down on the bed. She would 

then strap me. I would try to get away and plead for mercy but then she would get 4 

boys to hold my legs and arms and she'd hit your bottom. I would struggle and pull 

the boys in so that they would get hit by mistake. 
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51. Sister did not do this every morning, it was only sometimes. She 

would tell me to "remember what you've to look forward to tonight". I was terrified 

and it wnuld ruin the day. I would think about it all day. I couldn't escape. I couldn't 

learn at school because I worried about it. I became a recluse in the playground. 

could remember some of the boys there, but I couldn't. I was frightened to play 

in the playground. 

52. The other bed wetters got the same treatment as me. Sister would 
I 

remind you every ,day. Sometimes you wouldn't get beaten but you would be full of 

fear. She held it over you every day and she controlled by fear. I could not learn at 

school. I sometimes couldn't eat. I would hide in the boiler house or under the stairs 

in the clothing stair. I became a loner. I think Sister always held my first 

day at Smyllum against me. 

53. The physical treatment was bad, but so was the fear. You would have red 

welts from the belt but the psychological damage was worse. I think every week or 

fortnight there was a tuck shop. Sweet factories or shops sent in broken rock and 

different sweets. We would line up in twos. Sister would be in the drill 

hall. I would queue on the side away from her. When I got to the front and put my 

hand out, she would blow her whistle and say that nothing was to be given to me as I 

was a bed wetter, unloved and scum of the earth. She also warned other boys that if 

anyone gave me a sweet then they would be severely dealt with. I was laughed at by 

the others and never got a sweet and couldn't coax anyone to give me one. It 

happened to other boys too. 

54. There were mass punishments. Sister had a wee beetle clicker 

that she clicked.  thought it was a frog. It was made of tin and was a children's 

toy. There were toilets at the back which cost maybe two thousand pounds at the 

time. There were 4 cubicles and they were Sister s pride and joy. She 

would inspect them. If the toilets were dirtied, if there was writing in them or if 

someone was heard swearing in them then she would blow her whistle. We would all 

freeze. She would shout that the toilets cost two thousand pounds and ask who 

dirtied them. She would say the person was to own up to save their soul and get 

grace. If no-one owned up we were all told to go the drill hall. 
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55. We would stand in 4 or 5 rows and stand an arm's length away from the next 

boy. She would walk from behind us clicking the tin beetle. She would tell us to put 

our hands on our ·shoulders, then in the air in time with the clicks. She would click 

fast and we'd get lost. If you got it wrong, she would hit you with a long 2 foot long, 

hollow wooden stick. She would hit you on the wrist or knuckles. Anyone would get it. 

You would hear her rosary beads and swish of her gown. You would jump away in 

fear and if you fell down she would whack you on the ground. She did that to me a 

number of times. She controlled us with fear. These mass punishments could 

happen about twice a week. 

56. Another punishment that we got was scrubbing and polishing the drill hall 

floor. would come out to the yard and point and wave to three or four of us to 

come into the hall. It was usually the bed wetters. She would tell us to get the 

buckets of water and big bars of soap. We would kneel down on the floor and start 

scrubbing. Half way down the hall floor she would find fault and kick the buckets 

over. We would have to start again at the beginning. 

57. Once we had washed the floor, we would get big tins of polish and rub it onto 

the floor with old bits of rag. Then we had to polish the floor until it shone. Again, 

would find faults and scuff the floor with her shoe and we had to put polish 

on those bits again. We would polish using big heavy bumpers. These were large 

blocks of wood with big long poles attached to them. They had bits of old blanket 

underneath and we would push them forward and pull them back. Once we got into a 

rhythm it was easier, but from start to finish it would take hours and we missed out 

our free time in the yard with our friends. 

58. Sister had her favourites. She was a Celtic fanatic. My brother 

was a goalie in the football team. If you could play sports, you could do no wrong. 

59. In bed, you were never allowed to have your hands under the blanket. They 

had to be crossed or at your si.des. If you did have them under the blanket,

would wake you up and accused you of masturbating. If you went to the toilet and 
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took too long, you would also be accused. It was just her filthy mind. We didn't know 

what she meant. You would be given a big sermon about God. 

60. Sister never swore at us. I think she was in her 50s. She'll be 

dead now. 

61. We had a shower once a week. We would have to strip naked and hold out 

our underpants to be inspected. If there were marks on them you would be beaten, 

slapped and pulled by the ear. This happened to most of the kids, including me. That 

was s way. 

62. We did highland dancing. We did three dances: the sword dance, the 

Highland fling and the chantreuse. If dignitaries came we would put on a show for 

them. We'd get a bar of chocolate from the Priest. When they went away, this would 

be taken back off you and you would be hit if you had made a mistake like kicking 

the sword. 

63. I think there may be six nuns for the boys and different ones for the girls. 

When I was an adult, I wrote to Sisters of Charity of St Vincent de Paul about 

Smyllum and about the bullies . Sister wrote back to 

me. She said that there were ver 500 children.· She said 

they had to control us. 

Christmas and birthdays 

64. I spent one Christmas there. We were allowed to sit in our nightshirts when 

we g.ot up. Before Christmas, the big boys would take a laundry basket out on 

wheels to the post office van. There were "aunties and uncles" who sent in parcels. 

I'll always remember that there was a basket full of parcels. We tried to see if there 

were names in the parcels and there were. We all jumped up and I was wet as usual. 

I was given four presents. One was a compendium game. It had cardboard cut outs 

for ludo and snakes and ladders and a couple of other things. I hate these games. 

walked in and saw my wet nightshirt. I was ridiculed and she took my parcels 
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away and gave them to other boys. I was left with nothing. She told me I didn't 

deserve Christmas presents and I was put in to a cold bath as usual. 

65. Birthdays weren't celebrated. They Just passed. 

Visits 

66. Children who didn't get visits from anyone were laughed at. I had very few 

visits; maybe about three or four. When Mum or Dad did come, they were drunk. 

Once they arrived at the same time and my Dad started hitting my Mum so the visit 

was scrapped. My cousin in England said that my Auntie visited once, but I 

don't remember that. 

67. When my Mum did visit I whispered to my Mum what it was like and I was 

crying. pulled me up for it afterwards. I would lie. It was hard watching them 

leave while you were left in there. 

68. The sad thing was that years later in 1977 or 1978, I was staying with a girl in 

East Kilbride and I took her to Smyllum. We went into the boys' playground and had 

brought some sweets in for the children. There were about five or six in the 

playground. A nun came out and said that there were only about twelve children left 

in the home as it was closing and they were moving to Pollokshields. All the homes 

shut in 1981. 

69. A wee girl came over and we gave her some sweets. She was delighted. We 

asked her how the home was and she it doesn't matter because her mum and dad 

were going to take her home on Saturday. I had to walk away. Because everybody's 

mum and dad said they would come on Saturday to take them away but they never 

did. This happened at every visit. It was heart-breaking. Saturday never came. I had 

to walk away because the wee girl was so full of hope and I knew Saturday wouldn't 

come. 

Medical care 
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70. I had a black tooth and was in excruciating pain, but I never got to see a 

dentist. One of my earlobes had a weeping scab, which I still have problems with 

now, and I never got any treatment for that. 

71. I remember I had a boil on my neck. It was so painful I couldn't straighten my 

head. I was crying. Sister hit me to make me straighten my head. This 

lasted a week. Another nun lanced it the yard with a single edged razor blade. She 

squeezed it and the pus came out on to her habit and she slapped me for that. I can't 

remember her name. She was wee and dumpy. 

72. There was a catholic doctor, but I never got to see him. 

73. The nuns hit you on the head and ear. Sister lifted us by our 

earlobes and also hit you on the ear. There will be victims who ended up deaf in one 

ear because of this. 

Chapel 

74. I was made to serve Mass. I would kneel and ring the bell for the Priest. If you 

did anything at the wrong time or made a mistake with the wafers or wine, Sister 

would watch you. Once Mass was finished, she would wait in the 

doorway of the office. We would go out in single file from the Chapel to the drill hall. 

She would pull you in by the hair and tell you had made a mess of Mass. She would 

make you take down your trousers and underpants and then take out her strap which 

was nicknamed "Lochgelly" by the boys. It was made of leather and so stiff it stood 

up itself. You'd get six on the backside. If you flinched, you would get more. If you 

tried to get away on to the floor and plead, then she would lose it and hit you 

anywhere. 

75. I sang in the choir. I loved the chapel because I was safe there. No-one ever 

got hit in there. It was like there was a curtain around you and no-one could touch 

you. I loved the hymns. But if you made a mistake, you would be belted in the store 

room. 
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76. I couldn't master the Latin. Some words stick in my mind but I know nothing 

else about it and I don't want to know anything about the Catholic Church. 

Effect of treatment 

77. I think the effect on me would have been totally different if it hadn't been a nun 

who was doing this. They tell the world how lovely and Holy they are. It is hard for us 

to show the world that they are actually evil and bad and are hiding behind this 

mask, this cloth, this Jesus, this God. We witnessed it and suffered under the dark 

side of these people. It's in their history. Even when we fight with Government, they 

want to protect the Holy Orders .. The Catholic Church pretends that they are doing 

wonderful things for us. They are saving their image and do not care about us. They 

are hood-winking the public: People need to look at what they have done to us. 

78. The trauma for me is that this was done by a nun, it was drummed into us that 

we respect and revere them. The physical and psychological abuse destroyed my 

life. I had to put on a false face when I got out. This one nun ruined my life. She got 

away with it. She ran the place. My life woulq have been totally different if it hadn't 

been for 

79. I'm 72 years old but it is 9 year old Frank who is sitting here talking to you just 

now. I can see myself there. I'm re-living all the pain and unfairness. These are the 

things we have to do. When we come out, we build a big wall because we don't want 

people to see the real us. I had only talked fleetingly to a few people about this. I 

spoke to my first wife about it, to who I took down to Smyllum and my wife 

who knows only bits of it. 

Reporting/Inspections 

80. I never complained about Sister  to anyone at the time. The Priest 

did not have much to do with us. You only saw him at Mass. Confession was for 

confessing your own sins and not s. If you said anything you would know it 

would get back to her. 
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81. I think maybe people came in to see us to inspect or visit the orphanage once 

or twice. Sister would know in advance that they were coming and would 

say to us: "woe betide any boy who speaks out of turn". We would be asked by these 

people if we liked it there, were treated well and if the food was good. We would 

answer yes, because Sister was sitting there. We would have been 

insane to say anything else. We would have signed out own death warrant. 

Leaving Smyllum 

82. My mother came to visit us on 31 October 1955. I remember because it was 

Hallowe'en. She arrived with her pal and they were half drunk. I was 

first down for the visit. 

83. My mother said that she was taking us home that day. It was the greatest day 

of my life. She said she had told the Sister Superior that she was taking us out to 

Lanark to buy a present for 's birthday but she was actually going to take us 

home.

84. When we came out, it was a soaking wet day but I skipped up the road. It was 

the happiest day of my life. The buses came from Waterloo Street in Glasgow to 

Lanark. We got on the bus at the terminus. We sat in the front seat at the top. We 

stayed down in case there were nuns passing. The bus started moving. I have come 

out of prisons, psychiatric hospitals and the like, but this was the happiest day of my 

life. I knew the bends in the road. The rain was hammering on the windows and we 

could barely see out. 

85. When we got into Glasgow, we stopped at a bus stand in Waterloo Street. It 

was a Saturday night and Hallowe'en. It could have been about 4.30 or 5.30 p.m. I 

could hear the hustle and bustle, the laughing and drunk people. It was like hitting 

Las Vegas. 
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86. We took another bus to s house at Yorkhill Street and we stayed 

there overnight. Mum didn't have anywhere to take us as she lived in a single end 

which had one room with two bed recesses. The next day she took us to Dad's 

house which was at Grove Street. There was the house and an empty shop. Dad 

wasn't there. She left us outside. It was dry and cold and we were there for a couple 

of hours. We were crying and shivering. I got a brick and smashed,one of the panes 

of glass in the sash window, undid the snib and pulled up the window so we could 

get in to get warm. Some hours later, our Father arrived. He was not happy and was 

very surprised to see us there. 

87. Mum came next morning when Dad was away at work. We went out all the 

time to the park, the art gallery, swimming pools or to friends. We were worried the 

Cruelty Board and police would be looking for us to take us back. We did this for 

weeks or months. Mum went to social services and told us that we were not going 

back to Smyllum. We could now go to school. 

88. If you tried to run away from Smyllum and were caught, you would be belted. 

This happened to bpys on many occasions. I remember ran away 

and was caught. I think that was his name. He was made an example of in the drill 

hall. He was made to kneel down with his hands held out and crossed. The heavy 

end of a long pointer was used to hit his hands. The pointer broke on his wrists and 

he was in agony. We were sent outside. I think she realised that she had done a lot 

of damage. 

Life after Smyllum 

89. After Smyllum, I went to St Joseph's Primary in North Woodside Road, 

Cowcaddens, Glasgow. There was playground on the roof with big high wires around 

it. 

90. I was· the new boy. The boys asked me what school I had been at and I told 

them what Smyllum was like. They said I was a liar and I got into a punch-up. The 

teacher caught us fighting and the boy told her what I had said. I was belted for it as I 
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was blaspheming nuns. I was taken to the headmaster. Unknown to us, Father

the Parish Priest was told. Fathe came round to the house. He was a fanatical 

Celtic supporter. He was shouting at us. My father chucked him out of the house. 

91. My father hated the Catholic Church. His father had also been an alcoholic 

and had been in and out of jail. He had been murdered. His body was not permitted 

to lie in the chapel because of the lifestyle he had led. My father turned against the 

Catholic Church because of that. 

92. I wasn't long in that school. I had passed my qualification and went to St 

Mungo's, Maryhill which was a senior school. I never spoke about Smyllum again. 

93. My mum was staying in Dobbies Loan with her boyfriend in a single end. My 

father lost his house. I think he was in jail. We stayed with my mum, five of us in a 

single end. Then they lost the house a month or two later. 

94. Dad came back and I was sent to stay with him. My brother went to stay with 

his friend's family and my sister stayed with mum in a boarding house. Dad was not 

always there. I learned at an early age and was "turning a coin", like getting scrap. I 

did this to survive. I had to get out of the gutter that I lived in. I wanted to better 

myself and my life and be more confident. We would stay in a room but he wouldn't 

pay the digs we would get thrown out. We'd move our belongings in a big Churchill 

pram. We did this a lot. Dad would get short jail time for things like non-payment of 

fines and drunk and disorderly. 

95. We lived in an attic in Townhead. He wouldn't come home. The police would 

come and tell me about Dad and I would be alone. I wouldn't tell anyone I was on my 

own in case I was taken back to Smyllum or somewhere like it. If anyone came 

round, I'd pretend that Dad has just gone out and make excuses. 

96. I went to school every day. I always got my dinner there. Afterwards, I would 

go round the empty tenements and strip the lead off the roofs and flashings off the I 

chimneys. I would throw it down the back and fold it up. I would put in the pram and 
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take it to the scrappie. I would have piece and Spam or fish and chips for my tea. If I 

got some money, I would buy a big box of messages so that I had food to eat. 

97. 

98. I used to jump on a slowing lorry at Dobbies Loan to get to Cowcaddens. I 

would go and see my brother and give him money, even though he was working. I 

would then see my sister and find her crying on the stairs. I would give her 

something to eat and some money. This went on for a few years. I didn't live in any 

other care home. 

99. After I came out of Smyllum, my mother asked us what we would like for 

Christmas. I asked her for a watch. On Christmas Eve, my mother came to the door 

with our presents. My father took them off her and threw them on the floor. He went 

out into the close shutting the door behind him. We heard the screams as he beat up 

my mother in the close. The next morning, we saw clumps of Mum's hair and blood 

on the wall. It ruined Christmas. I never wore that watch. 

100. I saw my mother get many more beatings from my father over the next few 

years. He was a drunken bully. When I was sixteen we lived Avonspark Street, 

Balornock. My father beat up my mother again. He always tore her clothes off and 

drew blood. That was the last straw. I told my mother that this was the last time he 

would hit her. 

101. My father had a mug for tea which always had to be full when he was in. The 

tea could sit for hours but he would wake up and drink it even though it was stone 

cold. My father was taking capsules prescribed by his doctor called 

"Phenobarbitone". I opened up a lot of them and put the powder into his tea. I 
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wanted him dead for what he had done to my mother over the years. My father went 

to bed and fell asleep. We sat up all night waiting. My mother was worried what 

would happen to me. I told her not to worry and that I really didn't care. The morning 

came and my father woke up. He stretched his arms and said: "By God, that's the 

best sleep I've had in years.". We were stuck with him again to bully us in the years 

to come. 

102. I think that this memory may be an important part of my testimony to the 

Inquiry because after my time in Smyllum, I grew to detest bullies. This was the 

result of the way bullied us every day. in that hell hole. If I saw someone 

bullying weak guys in pubs or in the street, I would intervene. Even if I saw the police 

being heavy handed, I would step in as I had had a lot of experiences with them over 

the years. If I had been arrested, I would be lying on the concrete bed in the cells 

and the door would burst open and three to four coppers would rush in to set about 

me because I had caused them trouble when the·y lifted me earlier that night. Most of 

the time I suppose I deserved it as I never went quietly when I was arrested. All my 

trouble was caused through alcohol. 

103. All through my life, Dad was an alcoholic. When the pubs shut at 9.30 p.m., 

he would go up to the big middens with a torch. As an alcoholic, he would need 

money for the next day for his drink. 

104. He would wake me at 6am and give me a list and diagrams. I would get out of 

bed and get the pram and go on his beat around the tenements at Auchentoshan 

Terrace, Springburn Road and Petershill Road. I would pick up the lead, copper, 

steel and cast iron from the outside toilets or washhouses where my Dad left it and 

load up the pram. I would sort out the clothes, rags and woollens from the midden. If 

I found anything better to wear, I would change my clothes. I would then go to 

, the scrap merchants which opened at 9 a.m. and cash in the 

scrap. I would go to the shop to buy cigarettes for Dad. When I got back, I made tea 

for my father and left it next to his bed. I would then go to school but would be late 

every morning and get six rapid straps from the teacher. The ·strap had three thongs. 

I would have smelled at school and I got into fights. 
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105. I used to get caught stealing scrap. When I was 14 to 16 years old, I got into 

a group. There were four or five of us and we got up to things. I was in a different 

school in my last year, which was St Roch's at Garngad. We stayed at Townhead. 

Even my pals wouldn't know if Dad was not there. 

106. Once I smashed a jeweller's window and got 28 days at Larchgrove remand 

centre. I was still wetting the bed and did this until I was 18. I was beaten up in 

Larchgrove by civvies and also ridiculed by boys there as I was still a bed wetter and 

also got into mischief. I was slapped and punched. I can't remember the names of 

the civvy workers there. They were like prison warders in suits. I think Larchgrove 

took boys up to age 16. The embarrassment was difficult to take but didn't bother me 

as much. It didn't have the same effect. I expected it there as it was part of life. But 

at Smyllum, it was the fact that Holy people could do that to me. That was the most 

shocking. The Church did this to me. 

107. After Larchgrove, my mother contacted my Auntie who was in Biddle in 

Cheshire. I was sent here. It was brilliant. I got a job. It was a proper house with 

furniture. I had my own room. I had real food (not chips cooked on a fire). I was there 

for about a year. I worked in a washing machine factory and appreciated the money. 

I gave my Aunt money. I opened a bank account in and got a new shirt, suit and 

shoes. I then worked on the M6 motorway and the money almost doubled. It was 

brilliant. 

108. I was still wetting the bed but I was hiding it. My cousin was a year older than 

me and had a boyfriend. I was embarrassed and started drinking again. I got into a 

fight one Saturday night and assaulted two policemen and four civilians. I put one of 

the civilians through a shop window. I got six, six month sentences which ran 

consecutively and got 12 months and a £10 fine. I was quite happy with that. After 

that, I was sent back by my Aunt and Uncle as I had embarrassed them. I don't 

blame them. When I finished my sentence I was given a voucher from the prison for 

a train ticket back to Glasgow. 

109. With my upbringing, there was lots of fear. I think fear made me start wetting 

the bed. I had been warned that I would be crucified in prison for bed wetting. I went 
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to jail and I was terrified. In Smyllum, if I woke up in the night, I'd check to see if I 

was wet or dry. If I was wet, I knew what would happen in the morning. If I was dry, I 

would be afraid to go back. to sleep in case I did wet the bed. From that first night in 

prison, I never wet the bed again. Fear made me start wetting the bed, and fear 

made me stop it. I did my 12 months and then returned to Scotland. 

110. When I got back, I got 3 months detention in Perth Young Offenders 

Institution. My previous sentence did not show in my record. Once you were in there, 

there was no smoking. There was a man there called M who was like a 

Sergeant Major. He was immaculately dressed and had a moustache. He made us 

get up at 5 a.m. and do marches round the yard. It was freezing. I remember he 

smelled like coal tar soap and was immaculate. I took a lot from him. 

111. There was a wee civvy there we called the and we would take the 

mickey out of him. We wouldn't march properly when ordered to and he would lose 

the rag. After 6 weeks I got my yellow grade and would work my way up to the red 

grade which would show you were doing well. The said I was too stupid 

and irresponsible to get the red grade. Weeks in, I was told to clean the staff room 

which was stinking because of the ashtrays. I realised what non-smokers go through. 

When I was outside, I was the fittest I have ever been. 

112. When I got out, I saw a very thin boy on the train back to Buchanan Street in 

Glasgow. He got out at the same time as me. We got a cup and tea and a sandwich 

on the train. He offered me a Woodbine, which I took. My father was waiting for me 

and gave me forty cigarettes. So I was back on the cigarettes again. 

Marriage and family 

113. When my first wife got pregnant, I always had a job after that. I had been on 

the buses but walked off due to a problem with an inspector. It was difficult to get a 

job so I went to work with my brother and brothers-in-law in London. They worked in 

night clubs in Soho. They sent me up a plane ticket and I got money from my 

mother-in-law for suits, shirts and shoes. When I got to Kings Cross, I went to see 
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them at the Belgrave Hotel. It was a boarding house. They were all in bed when I 

arrived. The place was a pit. They worked from 1 p.m. to 1 a.m. and went to clubs 

afterward to 7 or 8 a.m. They were all hung over. They sent me away for something 

to eat. 

114. They got their gopher to take me to Soho to see their club. It was in Great 

Windmill Street across from the Windmill Theatre and the Red Lion pub. It was a 

blue movie club and it was a dump. It was down a basement and the walls were 

painted black. It consisted of old settees for the punters to sit on and an old film 

projector to show the films. The screen was a white bed sheet pinned to the wall. I 

felt gutted as I had got into debt with my mother-in-law for new clothes as I thought I 

was going to work in a flashy London night club. I had no choice but to make the 

best of it as I needed the money as my wife was expecting our first child. I soon 

realised that there was a lot of money to be made and I stayed down there for about 

a year and paid off all our debts back home. 

115. I'd work 4 hours and have 1 hour off so I'd go to the pub. There were 

problems with families in London like the Kemps who were a family in London. One 

evening I saw my brother-in-law being bundled into a car. I grabbed one of the men 

by the throat. He said he was police. I didn't believe him and punched him. I was 

arrested. At the police station in Bow Street a Detective said he would open up a 

letter I had for my daughter who had been born and have a laugh. He tore it, I got up 

and six of them got me in a cell. I woke up the next morning in a cell. They told me 

that if I plead, they would put a good word in for me. So I plead guilty but got 6 

months and a further 3 months and was sent to Pentonville. 

116. Pentonville was a horrible, Dickensian place. People would go in and out of 

there and it was their life. Once out, I said to myself that I can't do this. That life was 

not for me. That was the last time I was in prison. It was 1967. After that, I did get 

into trouble like drunk and disorderly, but never got time for it. 

117. I was in and out of trouble all the time. After Smyllum, I turned against all 

authority. I also had a hatred for the police as I used to see them beat up my father in 

the back of a black Mariah. 
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118. My first marriage to ended in divorce. It was a marriage of convenience 

in a way. We got engaged and got to borrow a house in Ruchazie for six months. We 

wanted away from our families. came in with a bag of washing from the 

laundrette and put it on one of the kitchen chairs which had vinyl seats. The woman 

whose house it was came in and saw the damp washing on the chair. We were 

thrown out after two weeks. We had two children: a girl and then a boy. The marriage 

lasted for about 12 years. A lot of it was my fault with my binge drinking and I didn't 

feel her equal. I had no self-esteem. 

119. My second marriage lasted for 7 months. It was a mistake from start to finish. 

I was drunk. 

120. is my third wife. We'll be married 19 years on 31 October this year. This 

date is a special one as it is our anniversary; it was the date we escaped from 

Smyllum and

121. 

Counselling 

122. All my trouble was drink related. I have never been in trouble when I was 

sober. I ended up in a psychiatric hospital to dry out. Recently, in the last two or three 

months I have had counselling. I saw a specialist at Hairmyres who knows me well 

and who put me in touch with someone in the NHS for counselling. 

123. The counsellor is a young guy and I like his style. I have trust in him. I have 

had four visits and I do the talking. He will show me ways of dealing with things in my 

head. I never wanted counselling before but I've got to shift this somewhere. It's still 

all there. Not all of us are willing to talk. 
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INCAS 

124. When I started the In Care Abuse Survivors (INCAS) Support Group, I had 

handwritten three pages of a letter. It was to go to people like all the Bishops, MSPs, 

the spokesman for the Catholic Church. When I write, I start slow but then go fast 

and I can't read my writing. It is hard to trust people but there was a woman I did 

work for at her house and for her parents. I didn't know anything about computers 

but I knew she had one. I asked for her help and she typed up the letter for me on 

one page on her computer. 

125. I was chapping on doors, approaching local councils and trying to get funding. 

I photocopied the letter and sent them out. I got lots of replies, for example, from 

Lord Nolan, Bishops and Priests. I have them at home but they were all 

condescending and niceties and didn't get to the point. 

126. I wrote posters and it cost me a lot money to get them photocopied. 

helped me. We went round churches, chapels and civic centres to get people to 

listen. 

127. worked for Hamilton District Council. I made an 

appointment with her. I met with her and another person. They couldn't help us direct 

but told me to go and see of Victim Support, Hamilton.

 got Victim Support money to train a group of four to six of us. 

128. The first public meeting we held was in Westwood Hall in East Kilbride. We 

advertised the meeting in the papers. The group was called Abused Victims 

Anonymous (AVA) at that point. We met on 8 April 2000. About twenty people turned 

up. Four or five of us had been in care but the rest were victims of rape or familial 

abuse. We couldn't understand each other. I referred them to a Bellshill organisation 

called EVA which is a place for victims of incest and rape. 

129. We also held a meeting on 3 March 2003. I advertised in the papers and hired 

Woodside Hall in Maryhill in Glasgow. It was the first mass gathering of survivors 

held. It was one of the most emotional days of all our lives. About 100 people came. 
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They came from England, Ireland and the far north of Scotland. The press were 

there. We invited the Catholic Church and the MSPs, but they never came. 

130. We put on a buffet and tea. I had cooked it myself. saw a wee man 

pacing nearby with a suitcase. She asked him to come over but he was frightened. 

She brought him in. His name was and he had flown up from London. 

131. The Committee all sat on the stage. We had two speakers. 

was there and and her sister were. there who had been in the Magdalene 

Laundries. The shared their experiences to the hall. We let others share their 

experiences. The youngest there was in their forties and oldest was in their eighties. 

was in his eighties. He said he had no family or friends and said that we were 

his family. Every story was heart breaking. The reporters and the hall keepers 

walked out because it was so emotional. I had tried to video it all but the acoustics in 

the hall were not good and you couldn't hear the accounts on the tape. There was 

too much echo in the hall. It was the most emotional and powerful day INCAS ever 

had. I had just met some of these people that day or only had a phone call with 

them. I felt for them and I related to them. He is me, I am him. 

132. INCAS folded on 2006. had been betrayed by our Chairman 

giving a story about part of her experience to a gutter newspaper and she stopped 

coming to meetings for months after that. This only left four committee members. 

Two of them tried to turn our support group into a limited company to please the 

Scottish Government, and the Chairman would have become the Director of the 

company. 

133. I was angry because this would have been the end of INCAS as we knew it; 

and it would have been harmful to our members. The Chairman was to take his 

passport and proof of identity to lawyers in Glasgow. The day before he was due to 

go, I called an extraordinary emergency open meeting for members and was voted in 

as the new Chairman. There were exchanges of angry phone calls and emails 

between me and the outgoing Chairman. There were no more committee meetings 

because there were only two committee members left. I blamed myself, thinking that 

I had let all of our members down. It destroyed me and I had a mental breakdown. 
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134. I contacted the Office of the Charity Regulator and told them that we could not 

continue as we had no committee. The lady I spoke to told me to try and carry on as 

we were doing good work for victims and that she did not want us to close down. As 

time went on I phoned her over and over again and she sent me out the paperwork 

to fill in to give up our charity status. This was a black day for me. My mental health 

took a beating. I was full of guilt for letting all of our members down. 

135. My doctor put me on strong sedatives, which I took eight times a day. I was 

like a zombie for quite a long time before he started to reduce the dosage. He left me 

on two tablets a day which I still take at bedtime. I was really depressed for a long 

time and made up my mind to hang myself. I was in a very dark place at that time. 

We had a dog called "Kaz" at that time and we walked it everywhere. I took it out at 

night through the woods at the top of our street. I always used a long leather 

extendable lead and  used a short chain. It was a Sunday that I chose to hang 

myself from a tree in the woods. I had picked the tree and was going to use the 

extendable lead. That night I told that I wasn't feeling well and she took Kaz 

out for a walk that night. I waited about 15 minutes then put my coat on and went to 

get the lead. For some reason, had taken the long lead and left her short one. I 

panicked and didn't know what to do. A short time later, came home. My plan 

fell apart and I just had to stay in. I went straight down to the Doctors on the Monday 

morning and the receptionist took me in to see the first available doctor. This was an 

Irish doctor, Dr  I poured out everything and he sent me up to see the duty 

psychiatrist at Hair~yres Hospital there and then and I got the help I needed. During 

this time, my friend and Committee member,  travelled from Lanark to visit 

me on a few occasions. He saw me at my worst, but stuck by me through that dark 

period and I am very grateful to him for that. 

136. INCAS was closed down for about three years, but  

and I kept in touch with the members during this period. We even held our yearly 

service but members did not know INCAS had folded; otherwise they would have 

drifted away with no hope. 
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137. At the beginning of January 2010, I received a call from Helen asking if I was 

up to starting up INCAS again. I told her I was up for it, no problem. We called 

around and about seven others joined us. We met at the Millennium Hotel in 

Glasgow. INCAS was up and running again. We worked hard and had lots of 

Committee meetings. We applied for charity status and it was granted no problem. 

We were reborn to campaign for our loyal members. 

138. I ran the helpline for 7 years in INCAS. There seemed to have always been a 

bad one in these homes. It was as if they put a punisher or sentry into each home. 

139. When I set up INCAS, I had three goals. First, was to give the victims a voice. 

They've heard our voice in Parliament. We've been heard. Second, I wanted 

safeguards put in place to keep children in care safe and that is taking place. Third 

was to have a public inquiry. We fought for 16 years and got it. I say that was job 

done. 

140. INCAS has about 215 members. There used to be up to 480 members but 

things happen. Every time we send out a newsletter, we get contacted to say that 

another member has passed away. 

Other matters 

141. Jimmy found the graveyard for the orphans at Smyllum by accident. He was 

at the graveyard and a woman who was there told him that the children were buried 

on one side and the priests and nuns were buried in another area. Jimmy phoned 

me up and we met there with 

142. I am not aware of any child dying while I was there. We have tried to get 

records of the children who had died, but these are patchy. 

143. I have some of my own records. One is a social work record and there is one 

from the Sisters of Charity of St Vincent de Paul. I was given a number in Smyllum. 

called people by their number or "you boy" or "you boyo". I always remember 
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when you went to the clothing store there were numbers stamped on your shoes. 

There was a there. I always thought my number was 105 as that was the 

number on my shoes. The record I have from the Sisters of Charity of St Vincent de 

Paul shows a record number of 921. They now say they don't have records or have 

stopped giving people copies of them. 

144. We know there is a police investigation into the death of Sammy Carr who 

was six years old. He was at Smyllum. In 1964 he was killed by a nun. That was 

done by another nun like   

He found out about INCAS and phoned me. He saw a nun hitting Sammy Carr when 

he was on the ground. He tried to stop her. It stopped and the boy was put to bed 

and two days later he died. That was covered up. I heard that Sammy had a lovely 

funeral. 

145. The police are also investigating the death of Francis McCole who died of a 

brain haemorrhage after being hit on the head with a golf club by

There is no record of his burial.  and I tried for three years to find it. There 

was no Requiem Mass. I've been told burials were done at night. 

146. The police spoke to me last year for 4 hours about my time in Smyllum. 

and others from Glasgow were interviewed. We've not heard anything since. I 

think the policewoman was Lindsey Young from Cumbernauld asked 

me last week about progress of the investigation. 

147. We heard different rumours about I heard a rumour that Sister 

 had flipped and was carted out. When I saw the graveyard I wanted to 

find her grave to see if she was dead. She isn't there. She could have been taken 

elsewhere like  

148. What I want out of the Inquiry is justice for what happened to children who 

suffered abuse. We feel that we have been treated with contempt. The way we were 

treated took away our self-esteem and was emotionally damaging. Throughout my 

life I have had to put up a front so people have not seen the real me. Regularly 

something happens whether on TV or in some other way that brings back to me the 
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abuse that I suffered. The emotional damage to me has meant that it has been 

difficult for me to show emotional care to my family. I have done my best to provide 

material support but things like emotional care like giving cuddles have been difficult 

for me. What you have to realise is that the abuse of a child is like throwing a pebble 

into a pool. The effect ripples through the whole family. I know that every victim 

searches for peace of mind. I would never want any child to suffer as I did. My 

childhood was taken away from me. 

149. I have no objection to my witness statement being published as part of the 

evidence to the Inquiry. I believe the facts stated in this witness statement are true. 

/ 
12 4d5' 177 /1/ . Dated ..................................... ~ .... & ............................................. . 

32 




