Robert Leitch
In the children's home, I was abandoned and left to freeze outside on the yard, shivering uncontrollably in nothing but shorts and a t-shirt while the bitter winter cold cut through me like knives.
Night after night, I was locked away in the darkness, utterly alone, with only my terror and tears for company. When other children viciously attacked me, I screamed and begged for help, desperately pleading for someone—anyone—to care, but the staff just watched and walked away, leaving me bleeding and broken. No one came. No one ever came.
These horrific experiences didn't just hurt me—they destroyed something fundamental inside me. They ripped away my ability to trust another human being. The anxiety that grips me every single day of my adult life is suffocating and relentless. I'm trapped in a prison of my own making, desperately wanting connection but terrified to let anyone past the walls I built just to survive.
 I watch others form close bonds and love freely, and I ache with loneliness, but I can't do it. I simply can't. That frightened, abandoned child still lives inside me, and no matter how many years pass, I can't escape the damage that was done to me when I needed protection the most.

