Agnes Clelland – 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.





