William Ferguson

When I think back to my time in Calderglen House off Blantyre Farm Road in Blantyre, I remember fear more than anything else. I was still a child trying to understand the world, trying to make sense of why I kept being moved from place to place. Instead of finding safety, I found myself in another environment where the people responsible for caring for me used their power to hurt me.
At Calderglen House, I was forced to do all the cleaning, and not in a way that taught responsibility or routine. They made me scrub everything with nail brushes, pushing me to work until my hands were sore. It wasn’t about cleanliness—it was about control. If I didn’t move fast enough or if they simply felt like it, the staff member would slap me or punch me. I learned to anticipate the blows, to keep my head down, to try to avoid drawing attention to myself.
One of the worst memories I carry from that time was when they pushed my face into a wet bed. I had wet the bed because I was scared and confused, not because I was lazy or defiant. But instead of comforting me or helping me understand what was happening, they humiliated me. They pressed my face into the damp sheets as punishment, as if shame would somehow fix the fear that caused it. I remember feeling trapped, overwhelmed, and completely alone.
The punishments didn’t teach me anything except how to survive. I learned to stay quiet, to move carefully, to hide my emotions. I learned that the adults around me weren’t there to protect me. They were there to enforce their own rules, their own frustrations, their own cruelty. Being punished for something I couldn’t control made me feel like everything was my fault, even though deep down I was just a frightened child trying to cope.
Looking back now, I can see how wrong it all was. No child should ever be treated that way. The fear, the humiliation, the constant pressure to obey—it shaped me in ways I’m still trying to understand. But telling the truth about it helps me reclaim some of what was taken from me. It reminds me that I survived something I never should have had to face.

