Andrew Martin Shaw
I endured unspeakable physical and mental abuse at the children's home—abuse that has shattered me in ways I'm still discovering.
The staff members who were meant to care for me became my tormentors. They attacked me, hurt me, violated every boundary. They watched me in the showers, their eyes on my vulnerable body, robbing me of the last shred of dignity and safety I desperately clung to. I was just a child. I was defenceless.
I witnessed other children being abused too—their screams, their tears, their broken spirits. The guilt of not being able to save them eats away at me. I was so small, so powerless, so utterly alone in that hell. I ran away again and again, my heart pounding with terror, searching for an escape that never came. 
Each time I ran, I was running for my life, for my sanity.
Now, years later, I'm still running—but this time from the memories that chase me relentlessly. I see a psychiatrist, desperate for relief from the agony. I suffer from severe PTSD and debilitating anxiety that grip me like a vice. 
Flashbacks ambush me without warning. Panic attacks steal my breath. I can't sleep without nightmares. I can't trust anyone. 
The abuse didn't end when I left—it lives inside me, poisoning every moment, every relationship, every hope I try to hold onto.
They stole my childhood. They stole my innocence. They've stolen so much of my life. And I'm left here, broken and fighting just to survive each day, wondering if I'll ever feel whole again.

