
From Silence to    SoulFire:

A Mother’s Truth. A Soul’s Legacy




Tamara Scott




Copyright © 2025 Tamara Scott

All rights reserved.

No part of this book may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise without prior written permission from the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical articles and reviews.

First Edition

Published by: Rise2Write Publishing LLC

www.rise2write.com 

Cover design by Tamara Scott

Interior design by Tamara Scott

Printed in the United States of America

10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

This is a work of nonfiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are either the product of the author’s experiences and recollections or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual people, living or dead, is purely coincidental unless otherwise stated.

[image: ]








I dedicate this book to my children, Ilasia, Jaylun, Jy’Miere, Iymoni, Issiah Jr, and Izreal, for going through the fire with me. My mother, Lorraine, and big brother, Emery Sr, for always having my back in any situation. My husband James, for supporting me throughout this journey. It was rough and your love, loyalty, and support never wavered and to Envista Credit Union for all the free ink pens I went through for my manuscript. 








This book is a vessel of healing, truth, and emotional depth. It’s not just a memoir-it’s an offering of compassion, understanding, and spiritual medicine. Sharing my truth with softness, not shame, with grace, not guilt. My emotional wisdom is distilled into words that will guide my daughters- and other women too. My story is sacred, my voice is powerful, and each word I write is a thread in the tapestry of healing.


Prologue

Before I was the woman you know- before the love, before the wisdom, before the rising. I was a girl trying to make sense of a world that didn’t make space for her softness. I’ve carried many names, many roles, daughter, mother, wife, survivor. But long before I learned to own any of them, I learned how to disappear in plain sight. I learned how to smile through the pain, how to protect my heart with silence and how to keep giving even when I had nothing left for myself.

This book is not just a retelling of my past. It’s a reckoning. A reclaiming. A remembering of the woman I buried beneath expectations, heartbreak, and survival. It’s a love letter to the girl I once was and to the daughters I brought into this world, who have seen me broken and still called me beautiful. You will find pieces of me in these pages that I once swore I’d never share. But healing asked for truth and my soul, tired of hiding, said yes.

There is a rhythm to my story, pauses where the heart catches its breath, storms where the soul barely stays afloat and quiet dawns that promise something better. I didn’t always believe in the promise. Life had taught me to expect endings more than beginnings and even the brightest moments seemed borrowed, fleeting.

But somewhere beyond the pages I can see right now love will surprise me int the most lasting way. Not the love I chased before, but one that will stand still long enough for me to arrive. It will become my anchor, my soft place to land and in time, the truest chapter of all.

So, before the story begins, know this:

These words come from inner truth, not outside validation. This is a spiritual document. I did not write this to be seen; I wrote this as a torchlight for my daughters to follow so you could see yourselves and know that you are ever alone. That even in the mess there is meaning, and even in the dark, there is always a way back home.








PART ONE




Dear little me,


​I see you.


I see the way you tried to be good, to be quiet, to be small hoping someone would finally notice how hard you were trying. I see the tears you swallowed, the questions you buried deep inside because no one seemed to have the answers you needed. I see the way you carried the weight of feeling unwanted, unworthy, unseen- long before you even knew what those words meant.

You were never too much

You were never not enough

You were never anything but pure and beautiful and deserving of every good thing.

I’m sorry the world didn’t show you that. I’m sorry that love felt like something you had to chase or earn. I’m sorry, for every time you thought it was your fault. But I promise you this:

I’m here now

I am the woman you fought hard to become. I am the voice you never thought you’d find. I am the safe space you always needed. You don’t have to be silent anymore. You don’t have to be afraid. You don’t have to keep carrying all that hurt alone.

We are healing

We are rising

We are learning that we were never broken, only bruised.

And most of all, you are loved.

You have always been loved.

Forever,

Me


Chapter 1




The Silence Before the Storm

“Not all storms come with thunder. Some arrive in silence and stay for years”

-Tamara Scott


This is the story of origin. Even in that quiet, the kind that doesn’t leave bruises but still leaves scars something in me stirred. I knew there had to be more than this. That whisper became the fire I would later chase. But first, before the awakening came the quiet, and that’s where my story truly begins.

There are silences that soothe, soft and sacred like a lullaby; and then there are silences that leave you wondering if anyone every truly saw you. Mine was the kind that smiled on the outside but never reached the heart. I didn’t grow up around screaming or slammed doors. There was no war zone in my household, but there was also no warmth. I was told what to do but rarely, if ever, was told who I was or who I could become. I grew up in a home where love was spoken in silence. Not absent, but quiet in ways that mattered the most. Affection didn’t flow freely but there were meals on the table, clothes on our backs, and rides to school; these were the offerings. I learned early how to translate the unspoken and I still remember the ache of never hearing the words I wanted to hear the most. Still, there were no warm hugs for no reason, those were rare, almost foreign and no “I love you” out of nowhere. Emotions were something you tucked away, not something you sat with. Love was more of a duty than a devotion and it never came the way I needed it; open, safe, and unconditional. “I love you” wasn’t something you said it was something you were supposed to just know. As a child I didn’t know how to name what was missing though. I just knew I felt a hunger I couldn’t explain, a longing for warmth, comfort, safety, and softness. A deep ache in that, a kind of loneliness that made me question my worth before I even knew what self-worth meant. I needed the kind of love that not just keeps you alive but the kind that tells your soul it’s safe to be seen here, the kind that wraps around you and said; You matter. You’re seen. I’m proud of you.  But the absence of love spoken out loud left its own scars. My needs didn’t feel urgent enough. I was a little black girl with big glasses and gap teeth, receiving government assistance and struggling to find my place. My skin, my voice, my smile, all of it felt like too much and not enough at the same time. The world taught me very early that beauty, confidence, and value looked nothing like me. I didn’t feel seen, not at home, not in classrooms, not even in mirrors. My voice didn’t feel loud enough; and so, I learned to adapt, to perform, to be who I thought I needed to be to be accepted even if that meant silencing parts of myself to survive.

So, I shrank.

I was painfully shy, too timid to speak. Silence had already become my shield, it was the first language I learned, and not the soft kind. The kind that echoes when you cry in a room full of people and no one hears you. The kind that teaches you how to disappear without ever leaving. I was afraid to be noticed, afraid to take up any space that could draw judgement. Over time the silence stopped being a choice and it became who I was. But silence can be its own kind of violence. I didn’t know how to express my voice, so I didn’t. Not when I was hurt, not when I was proud, not when I needed something. I had learned to keep my needs hidden, my words buried, my truth locked tight inside. I learned early not to expect too much from anyone, to survive on scraps of connection. I learned how to sit still and not complain, how to carry disappointment in my chest without it showing in my eyes. I didn’t ask for much, I learned how to be small, how to take up less space, how to keep quiet even when something in me was screaming for more. I didn’t have a model for what love looked like, only what it wasn’t. I didn’t see tenderness between a man and a woman, I didn’t see a strong, confident, black woman standing in her power, I didn’t see vulnerability treated as strength. I saw survival, scraping by emotionally and making do with what little scraps of acknowledgement life offered. Because of that, I carried a deep ache into every part of my life and my understanding of what it means to feel seen.

I was the child who didn’t cause trouble, who got good grades, who stayed in line. The “smart girl”. That’s what teachers called me, what other kids said, sometimes with admiration, sometimes with distance. I wore intelligence like a shield, learning early that answers could protect me when emotions couldn’t. I took pride in my grades, in the certainty, in the structure. Homework turned in on time, straight A’s, high honor roll certificates lined up like tiny affirmations that I mattered. But even perfection couldn’t pull affection out of people who didn’t know how to give it. My mind thrived but my soul ached quietly. It wasn’t dramatic enough to be called trauma, but it was deep enough to shape every relationship that came after because when love isn’t modeled out loud you grow up searching for echoes. You chase after people who are familiar, not necessarily safe. You try to earn love that should’ve been freely given and sometimes, you mistake silence for peace because it’s what you’ve always known.

But there was one person I looked up to, my big sister. She was fire, voice, and presence. She said what was on her mind without fear, without apology. She wore her confidence like a crown. Even when she hurt, she made noise. She didn’t disappear, and to a little girl who had forgotten how to speak, that looked like magic. She taught me things no one else did, she gave me glimpses of power even if I didn’t yet know how to claim it for myself. And then there was my father, or more truthfully, the absence of him even when he was there. I was never taught what love from a man should look like. Not in how he spoke to me, not in how he showed up, not in how he treated the women around him. He didn’t come to my school events, at least not one that I remember. I was a straight A student. Smart. Focused. I got invited to honor banquets, received certificates and medals with gold seals. Everyone else had their father present for their moment but that seat reserved for mines stayed empty. I wondered what else I had to do to be worth showing up for. I kept telling myself maybe next time, maybe if I get perfect grades again, maybe if I tried harder, I did better. But he still didn’t come. So, the conclusion I came to wasn’t about him, but about me. I must not be good enough; I must not matter. That ache never really left. It tucked itself into the corners of my confidence, it whispered into my relationships, it showed up every time I questioned my value. And as much as I wanted to believe I was worthy, the little girl in me kept asking the same quiet question.

Why wasn’t I important enough for him to show up?

That question would follow me, leaving gaps in the places where tenderness should have lived. Especially when I began to search for love in men who weren’t equipped to give it.

And then…there were moments that confused me even more, I was young, too young, when someone first touched me in a way that I didn’t understand. It wasn’t violent, it wasn’t loud. That made it even harder to name. There was no scream, no broken door, no threat, just a shift in the air. A knowing in my body that said, this shouldn’t be happening, but no one had ever told me how to respond. I didn’t know how to tell anyone, I didn’t even know how to tell myself. Was I supposed to feel special? Chosen? Loved? Because part of me wanted to be noticed, wanted to be seen, but not like that. Not in a way that made me want to hide my skin, hold my breath, and disappear.

And that’s where the wires crossed.

Touch and love became tangled. Attention and discomfort blurred. Somewhere deep inside I began to wonder if this was what being “liked” meant. If discomfort was the price of connection. If silence was the only way to survive being wanted. I never got a lesson in the difference between love and harm, affection and control, admiration, and objectification. So I carried confusion with me, letting it shape how I received love, how I gave it and how I doubted whether I deserved it at all. No one sat me down to say love doesn’t hurt, love doesn’t shame you into silence, but that love holds you with care. I didn’t see what a healthy relationship looked like or even how to be a friend because even friendships weren’t modeled to me. I didn’t know how to let others in or how to believe they would stay so I held people at a distance and made up the rules as I went; built on guesswork, survival, and longing. I watched the world and took notes, and I learned that sometimes love comes with pain. That silence could mean rejection, that affection could be earned or taken away. I didn’t have a model for what it meant to be a strong Black woman either. Not the kind of strength that makes space for softness. The strength I saw was worn like armor, unbending, unyielding, necessary. I admired it but I feared it too. I wondered if being strong meant being alone, if it meant swallowing tears and pretending everything was fine. And when my voice started to crack from holding it all in, I got better at it.
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