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No One Heard Me, But I Lived

Before the broken homes, the fists, the gunshots, the courtrooms...

before the streets swallowed me whole and spat me back out...

before I learned to fight, to numb, to disappear...

I was just a child trying to be heard.

But nobody listened.

Not when the fear was too big for my small body.

Not when the darkness crept into places where light should’ve been.

Not when life showed me death long before I understood what living meant.

I learned early that my voice didn’t matter.

So I stopped using it.

I let the world speak for me,

the rumors, the judgments, the labels,

the lies that echoed louder than my truth ever did.

And in that silence, something followed me.

A shadow.

Tall, dark, patient.

A presence that stood just behind every choice, every bruise, every heartbreak.

Some people grow up with role models.

I grew up with a shadow.

It watched me survive things that should’ve destroyed me.

It stood in the corners of rooms where I should’ve died.

It hovered behind me when I ran toward danger,

and when danger came running toward me.

Maybe it was a warning.

Maybe it was a witness.

Maybe it was the part of me I tried to leave behind but never could.

I didn’t understand it then,

the weight of silence,

the cost of survival,

the way trauma tucks itself into your bones

and grows with you.

But I understand it now.

This book is not a cry for sympathy.

It’s not a confession.

It’s not an apology.

This is my truth,

the truth no one saw, no one believed,

no one cared to hear.

I screamed in ways the world never noticed.

I survived things the world never understood.

I carried burdens no child, no woman, no mother should ever carry.

And still...

I lived.

That’s why I’m telling this story now.

Because for so many years, I didn’t think I’d make it to this moment.

I didn’t think I’d have breath left to speak,

or strength left to stand.

But here I am.

No one heard me then.

So I am speaking now.

And this time,

you will hear me.

Because this is the story of how I fell,

how I broke,

how I bled...

and how I lived anyway.  
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CHAPTER ONE: The Beginning
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My life changed for the first time when I was only two years old. I was too young to understand the world, yet old enough to feel when it broke. A white family adopted me after everyone believed the worst ,that my mother had killed my brother. That lie followed me everywhere I went. It lingered behind every whisper, every look, every question I was too small to answer.

Years later, the truth finally surfaced. My brother hadn’t been murdered at all. He died from SIDS ,Sudden Infant Death Syndrome. My mother had done nothing wrong. She had been fighting for her children, bearing her grief alone, and battling a system that chose to blame her instead of believe her. In the end, she got us back.

But coming home didn’t feel like coming home at all.

My mother treated me like I was the ghost of a lie she could never outrun. She starved me. My siblings would sneak food to me in the darkness, and when I was too thirsty to sleep, I sucked the water out of the wet clothes hanging on the staircase.That was how survival tasted ,like damp cotton and desperation.

And it wasn’t only my mother.

Living under that roof meant living with the man I still think of as a demon. My stepdad tormented all of us ,emotionally, mentally, physically ,and worst of all, sexually. My older sister, younger sister, my two brothers, and I. He didn’t care who he broke as long as he held the power.

My stepdad used to make me and my younger brother kneel on bottle caps for hours, or on raw rice, our knees burning and bruised as punishment for things children should’ve never suffered for.

At night he made me sit on his lap while he watched 21 Jump Street, a tortilla smeared with peanut butter in one hand, his other hand traveling where it never belonged. I learned how to disappear without leaving the room. My body stayed. My spirit floated far away, somewhere safer, somewhere unseen.

Those years were the beginning of my story ,a story I never asked for, a story I never deserved, but one I survived.  

“Every story begins with a silence someone tried to bury, but a voice that refuses to stay quiet.”



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


CHAPTER TWO :The Bathtub 
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The morning started the way so many did,quiet, ordinary, pretending that everything in our house was normal. The smell of fried eggs and jalapeños drifted through the kitchen, sharp and smoky, filling the air before we were even out of bed. My younger brother and I sat at the table with our legs swinging, trying our best to act grateful, obedient, invisible. We were six and seven, old enough to read danger in every room, but still young enough to believe we could outrun it by being good.

The eggs were too spicy. They burned our tongues and the back of our throats, but neither of us dared complain. Instead, we relied on the small secret we’d created together,the tiny hole in the wall behind the table. It was barely the size of a coin, but to us, it was an escape. When the food was too hot or too bitter or too strange, we’d sneak pieces into that opening, believing we were clever, believing no one would ever know.

But he knew.

My stepdad’s voice thundered from the living room, sharp enough to slice through the air. We froze. He’d caught us. Before we could swallow or explain or even breathe, he ordered us upstairs.

My heart pounded so loudly I could feel it in my throat. My brother and I followed him, our legs heavy as stone. The bathroom felt colder than the rest of the house, like all the warmth had been drained from it long before we arrived. I watched him turn on the bathtub faucet, the roar of the water filling the tiled room. Steam rose in ghostly swirls, but the water itself was ice cold.

He grabbed my brother first.

There was no hesitation, no warning,just his hand on the back of my brother’s head, shoving him under the water. My brother’s legs kicked violently, splashing against the sides of the tub. Bubbles rose fast and desperate. When he finally let him up, my brother gasped so hard it sounded like pain tearing through his lungs.

Then he looked at me.

He yanked me by my hair, dragging me forward before I could even cry. The world tilted, the edge of the tub rushing up to meet me, and then the water swallowed everything. My scream dissolved into the cold. My lungs seized. The world narrowed to the sound of water rushing past my ears and the crushing panic inside my chest.

For a moment, I truly thought that was the end of my story, drowned in a bathtub over eggs and jalapeños.

When he finally released me, I shot upward, coughing and choking, gripping the side of the tub as my body shook uncontrollably. My brother and I clung to each other, our clothes soaked, our hair dripping, our teeth chattering in terror. We didn’t say anything. We didn’t need to. We knew this was our punishment for trying to survive in the only way we knew how.

That was the day I learned how quickly a small mistake could become a life-and-death moment.

That was the day I understood, without question, that the man in our home was something far darker than a stepdad. He was a monster wearing human skin, a demon disguised as a father figure.

At night, when the world settled into uneasy silence, the memories came back sharper than any nightmare. I could still hear my sister’s screams echoing down the stairs. I could still see her small body lying at the bottom, her breath shaky and thin. Her skin was the colors of a storm,purple and blue.

No one protected her.

No one saved us.

My mother’s silence was its own kind of violence, lingering in the corners of every room, wrapping around our fear like a second skin. We were just children, trying to survive in a home that refused to keep us safe.

As we rushed her to the hospital. I remember praying in my head, begging God not to take her. And somehow,despite the stairs, the bruises, the hands that should’ve protected but only harmed, she survived.

Her survival became one of the first miracles I ever witnessed.

A small light in a world filled with shadows.

Pain has a way of rooting itself inside you,quiet at first, then heavier, deeper, until it becomes the soil you grow from. I didn’t know it yet, but that morning in the bathtub became one more scar I would carry into every version of myself that came after.

“The pain you survive as a child becomes the fire that shapes the warrior you grow into.”
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CHAPTER THREE: The Door I Shouldn’t Have Opened
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Elementary school was supposed to be the place where life softened, where learning and laughter made the world feel less heavy. But for me, it didn’t get easier, it got meaner. Kids called me names, ugly, monkey, anything they could use to bruise me. But the words that hurt the most came from home. My mother’s insults cut deeper than anything my classmates could throw at me.

By fourth grade, I had learned how to disappear during school hours. I skipped classes just to escape the pain. And on the days I did show up, I walked through a world no child should ever have to face. I saw things on those streets that still cling to me,dead bodies in ditches, lying there like discarded secrets. The smell of death is something you never forget; even now it rises up out of nowhere, sharp and heavy, pulling me back to those walks I took as a little girl.

The world around me always felt dangerous, like it was waiting for the next bad thing to happen. One afternoon, my babysitter was upstairs while I sat on the kitchen counter with her daughter, dipping our fingers into Kool-Aid powder and eating it straight from the packet. It was one of the rare moments of sweetness in an otherwise bitter world.

Then someone knocked at the door.

I heard her mother shout from upstairs, “Don’t open it!”

But before the warning could fully reach me, my feet were already hitting the floor. I ran to the door and pulled it open.

She was right behind me when it happened. A man stood there, gun raised, as if he had been waiting for the exact second that door cracked open. Before I could even gasp, he shot her in the forehead. She fell behind me with blood splatter on the walls.I  didn’t scream. I didn’t cry. I didn’t even run.

I froze, completely, utterly frozen.

The police tried to talk to me afterward, asking the same questions over and over, but I couldn’t force a single word out of my mouth. Something inside me had gone silent, like a light switched off. That silence followed me for years.

Violence became the background noise of my childhood. By the time I was seven or eight, I had seen more than most grown people ever would,fistfights, murder, chaos exploding on the streets like it was normal. Somehow, I kept surviving, even when I didn’t understand how. I didn’t know it then, but survival would become something I mastered.

It all happened so fast. But that memory never leaves me.

I remember hearing shouting one morning,a sound so desperate it tore straight through the walls. It was the kind of scream that makes your stomach twist because you know something terrible is happening. My mother's voice came next, frantic, begging, “Leave him alone! Leave him alone!”

I shouldn’t have been watching, but curiosity mixed with fear stronger than I could handle. I climbed onto the toilet in the bathroom, trying to look out the window. The air outside was thick with shouting and footsteps slamming against the pavement. Voices bounced off the walls of the buildings, echoing through the morning.

Then everything stopped.

Right in front of our apartment.

What I saw didn’t feel real. My heart pounded in my chest as I gripped the windowsill so tight my hands hurt. I wanted to look away,I swear I did,but I couldn’t. My mother was still yelling out the window her voice breaking in a way that told me something terrible was happening. Something irreversible.

I must’ve leaned too far, or maybe the shock hit me all at once, because suddenly I wasn’t at the window anymore,I was falling. The candle that had been sitting on the bathroom counter crashed to the floor, glass shattering and slicing into my back. The pain was sharp, but even that didn’t compare to the fear.

I remember the sting of the cold tile against my skin, the smell of wax and blood mixing together, and my mother crying from the next room.

After that day, I never looked out the windows the same way. Every time I heard shouting, I froze where I was. Even now, all these years later, if I close my eyes, I can still see that scene replay,the guns, the bodies, the brains scattered like something ripped out of a nightmare.
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“I survived, and
that is my victory.”
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