Steven Capaldi
I was just 4 years old when they tore me away from everything I'd ever known. A tiny child, ripped from whatever life I had before, all in the name of "safety." But there was no safety waiting for me.
The children's home they threw me into was a living hell. It was dangerously, criminally overcrowded – packed so far beyond capacity that it made a mockery of any so-called regulations. Nobody cared. Nobody was watching.
Twenty broken, traumatized boys crammed into a single room. Twenty scared, angry children with nowhere to put their pain except onto each other. Violence wasn't just possible – it was guaranteed. It was our daily reality.
From the very second I woke up each morning, my heart already racing with fear, until I collapsed into fitful sleep at night, I was fighting for survival. Every. Single. Day. I was attacked. I was bullied. I was terrorized by the very children who were as broken as I was. 
There was no respite, no moment of peace, no adult to protect me. Just endless fear, endless pain, endless loneliness. I was a small child living in a war zone.
Those years shattered something inside me that has never healed. The scars run so deep they've shaped every year of my life since. As an adult, I finally sat across from a psychiatrist who gave clinical names to my suffering: depression, anxiety, PTSD. But those words don't capture it. 
They don't capture the little boy still screaming inside me, still cowering in that room, still waiting for the next blow. That 4-year-old never got to feel safe. And neither have I.
