Ann Mathers
My abuse started at Creagdhu Children's Home, and the pain of those memories tears through me every single day. I was just a child, desperately needing safety and protection, but instead I watched in horror as the very staff members who were meant to care for us physically restrained and abused vulnerable children. The people who should have been our guardians became our tormentors.
I suffered abuse at the hands of other children, and I had to watch helplessly as they hurt others too. I witnessed children using drugs right in front of staff members who simply looked the other way. They saw our suffering, they saw us crying out for help, and they chose to do nothing. We were abandoned by the very people we depended on for survival.
The devastation this has caused in my adult life is almost unbearable. Those traumatic experiences didn't stay in my childhood - they followed me, invaded every aspect of my life, and shattered any sense of safety I might have had.
I am broken. I live with crippling PTSD that drags me back to those terrifying moments. Anxiety grips me constantly. Depression weighs on me like a crushing burden I can't escape. I cannot trust anyone new who enters my life - the betrayal of those who should have protected me has left wounds so deep that they bleed into every relationship, every interaction, every moment of my existence. 
The child I was deserved so much better, and the adult I've become carries that pain like an open wound that never heals.

