Dorothy Arthur

In the children's homes, I endured unspeakable neglect, sexual abuse, physical abuse, and mental abuse that has shattered my entire life. These weren't just bad experiences—they destroyed the child I was supposed to be.

Staff members hurt me so severely that I ended up hospitalized multiple times. The people who were supposed to care for me, to keep me safe, were the ones breaking me apart. Where was I supposed to go? Who was I supposed to trust? There was nowhere to hide from the very people meant to protect me.

I watched other children being abused, their cries and terror mirroring my own, and I tried desperately to save them. I reported it. I begged for someone to listen, to care, to do something—anything. But nothing ever happened. The staff did nothing. We were invisible. 

Disposable. Nobody came to rescue us. Nobody cared. We suffered alone, abandoned by every adult who should have fought for us.
Staff members sexually abused me in ways that still rip my soul apart. They touched me while I was sleeping—violating my body when I couldn't even defend myself. 

They watched me shower, stealing my dignity, my privacy, everything that should have been mine alone. They walked into my room, shut the door behind them with that terrible click of finality, and touched me. I was frozen in terror. I couldn't scream. I couldn't fight back. I felt like I was drowning and no one could hear me.

Now, as an adult, I am broken. The trauma lives inside me like a poison I can't escape. PTSD haunts my every moment—I can't sleep without nightmares, can't relax without fear creeping back in. Anxiety suffocates me constantly. My mental health is in ruins. I can't trust anyone because everyone who was supposed to love me hurt me instead. I've built massive walls of insecurity around myself just to survive each day, just to keep breathing.

The innocent child I was deserved love, safety, and protection. Instead, I got hell. The adult I've become is still that terrified child inside, still fighting, still barely holding on, still wondering if I'll ever truly heal from what they did to me.

