Charles Davies
I was physically attacked and abused by the very people who were supposed to care for me. They dragged me—a terrified, helpless child—into that room with the other children, and I can still hear our screams echoing off the walls. They yanked our pants down, stripping away our dignity, our innocence, our humanity, and they beat us with a leather belt until our skin was raw and bleeding.
 I remember the terror flooding through my body, the burning shame that made me want to disappear, the desperate, choking sobs as I begged them to stop—but they never stopped. They never showed us mercy.
The abuse was relentless, suffocating, inescapable. Day after day after day, they hurt us. I lived in constant fear, my stomach twisted in knots every waking moment, never knowing when the next beating would come but knowing it would come. I was just a child. We were all just children—small, defenseless, innocent—and they shattered us. 
They broke our bodies, our spirits, our trust in anyone or anything. The nightmares still haunt me. The pain still lives inside me. What they did to us can never be undone, and the wounds they carved into my soul will never fully heal.
