Paul Townsley

I was physically attacked by most of my foster parents. The very people who were meant to care for me and keep me safe became my abusers. I lived in constant fear, never knowing when the next blow would come, never feeling protected or loved.
I was punished for bedwetting—something I had no control over as a traumatized child. They locked me in my room, isolating me from any comfort or kindness. They starved me, denying me basic needs as if I were nothing. I was just a frightened child who desperately needed help, but instead I was treated like I was worthless.

I have suffered from anxiety and PTSD ever since, and it has had a massive effect on my mental health throughout my adulthood. The trauma never left me. It lives inside me every day—the nightmares, the flashbacks, the overwhelming fear that refuses to fade. What they did to me as a child has poisoned my entire life.
At residential school, I was only allowed home on weekends if I was good. If I wasn't, I had to stay over the weekend. But "home" wasn't a place of safety—it was just another place of pain.

I had to earn the smallest privileges, always trying to be perfect, always failing, always being punished. There was no escape, no one to turn to, nowhere I truly belonged.
A member of staff abused me. They would come into my room at night time and get into my bed with me. They touched me and made me feel uncomfortable, violated, and utterly helpless. I was just a child, powerless to stop what was happening to me. I felt dirty, ashamed, and completely alone. No one protected me. No one believed me. No one cared.

All of this trauma has resulted in me committing crimes in my adulthood and losing all my dignity. The abuse didn't end when I grew up—it destroyed me from the inside. I've made choices I'm ashamed of, but they came from a place of deep pain and brokenness that was inflicted on me when I was too young to defend myself. They took everything from me: my childhood, my sense of safety, my self-worth, and my dignity. I've been left to pick up the pieces of a life that was shattered before it ever really began.

