Benny Traversari – Statement 


When I first moved into my foster parents’ house, I told myself that this was my chance for stability, maybe even a fresh start. I tried to settle in, to convince myself that I could belong there. But almost immediately, Peter, my foster brother, made that impossible. The way he treated me wasn’t just unkind or dismissive; it was frightening. He would corner me, shove me, hit me, and use his strength to overpower me. Sometimes he pressed a pillow over my face, and even though I don’t want to relive the details, I remember the panic, the helplessness, and the way he acted as if it was some kind of game he controlled.

It happened so often that it became part of the rhythm of my days. I woke up tense, went to bed tense, and spent every moment in between trying to predict what he might do next. I learned to move quietly, to shrink myself, to avoid drawing attention. I thought if I stayed out of his way, maybe he would stop. But he didn’t. And every time it happened, he made me feel like I was the problem—like I had caused it, like I deserved it, like I should be ashamed.

What made it worse was the silence around me. I didn’t know how to speak up. I didn’t know if anyone would believe me or if saying anything would make things even worse. So I carried it alone. I internalized his words, his anger, and the constant fear. I started to believe that maybe something really was wrong with me, that maybe I was the reason everything kept happening.

Looking back now, I can see how wrong that was. None of it was my fault. I was a child trying to survive in a place that was supposed to protect me. The weight of that experience stayed with me for a long time, shaping how I saw myself and how I moved through the world. But telling the story—even in pieces—helps me reclaim it. It reminds me that what happened to me was real, that it mattered, and that I didn’t deserve any of it. And slowly, I’m learning that the blame never belonged to me in the first place.





