
Dedication

To every child who grew up believing they were just a case file—this is for you. You are more than a statistic, more than the scars you carry, and far more powerful than the system ever acknowledged. May this story remind you that your voice matters. You matter.
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Chapter 1: Introduction – Becoming Hummingbird

My name is Hummingbird.

That’s not the name the court gave me. It’s not the name I was registered with when I was shuffled from home to home. But it’s the name I chose. Hummingbirds are small, often overlooked, but powerful. They fight to survive, they move quickly, and they never forget where they’ve been. That’s me.

I didn’t always know who I was. For the longest time, I was a number. A file passed between strangers’ hands. A name called in a courtroom filled with decisions I never got to make. But one day, I decided I was going to write my own story.

This book is about that story. Not the version edited for comfort, not the version wrapped in legal jargon and excuses. The truth—my truth. From a childhood stitched together with trauma, to a woman who learned how to fly.

Chapter 2: Shattered Beginnings

My earliest memory is not a toy, not a lullaby, not a soft hand brushing hair from my eyes.
It’s a scream—mine—and the sound of footsteps walking away.
Not running. Not hesitant. Just... leaving.
I remember the ceiling first. Cracked, gray, stained with time and things that refused to be named. I stared at it often. It became familiar in a way no face ever did. That ceiling held my secrets. It knew I was too scared to cry out loud. It knew the difference between silence and safety.

I must’ve been three. Maybe younger. The days blurred together, marked only by who was angry and how much. I didn’t know birthdays or cartoons or what it felt like to be held for no reason. But I knew the weight of a closed door. I knew how long bruises take to fade. I knew how to make myself small.

Back then, I thought all children had bruises that matched their bedsheets. I thought silence was the language of survival. You learn quickly that speaking only brings questions or fists—or worse, that awful, empty stare that looks straight through you like you’re not even there.

I don’t remember toys. I remember shadows. I remember a spoon thrown across the room. The sound of glass shattering. A cigarette burning too close to skin. I remember the way my name sounded when it was screamed, how it no longer felt like mine.

There was a kind of heartbreak that came long before I understood what love was supposed to be. It came in the form of being forgotten. Not once or twice, but daily. Intentionally. It came when no one came back. When the yelling stopped and the quiet was worse. When the night crept in and I was still alone, still waiting for someone to remember I was there.

I think the saddest part is that I didn’t know I was living through something wrong.
I thought that’s just how the world worked. That pain was part of growing up. That love was something you earned, maybe, if you were good enough or quiet enough or invisible enough.
Even now, all these years later, that little version of me still lives somewhere inside.
Curled up on a bare mattress, staring at a stained ceiling, listening to footsteps that never turn back.

Chapter Three: The Home That Wasn’t 

They called it a home.
I learned early that “home” doesn’t mean safe. Doesn’t mean warm. Doesn’t mean love.
Sometimes “home” is just a place where pain lives with a front door.
There were walls, sure. A roof that kept out the rain. Rooms with furniture that looked like what other kids on TV had. But there was no softness in the cushions. No safety in the corners. The air inside was heavy, like it held its breath between outbursts.

The floors creaked in warning.
The kitchen smelled like burnt things and old anger.
The hallway lights flickered like they were too afraid to stay on.

No one talked about what happened behind those walls. They just shut the curtains and pretended. Pretended the bruises came from clumsiness. Pretended the screaming was just “bad days.” Pretended love was supposed to hurt like that.

There were pictures on the walls, smiles frozen in frames.
But behind the glass, there was no truth.
Just carefully posed lies and the kind of silence that wraps around your neck and teaches you not to speak.
Sometimes there was food. Sometimes there wasn’t.
Sometimes there was laughter. But it was never mine.
I learned how to listen for the sound of keys in the door. I learned the pattern of footsteps—who was stomping, who was drunk, who was mad at who.

Some nights, the yelling started before the sun even set.
Other nights, it waited until I closed my eyes.
I kept my shoes by the bed just in case.
I kept a bag under the mattress with a few things I thought mattered: a rock I found that looked like a heart, a broken watch that never worked, a scrap of a blanket that smelled like something kind.
I’d hold that blanket up to my face and pretend it was a person. A safe person. A not-real person. But even that small dream was something.

Because dreams were the only place I could build a real home.

Not one with bricks or furniture.
But one with a voice that never yelled.
Hands that never hit.
Eyes that actually saw me.
People think a home is a place.
But it’s not.
It’s a feeling.
And that house? That place?
It never earned the word.
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​Chapter 4: Hide and Survive
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I didn’t play hide and seek the way other kids did.
I wasn’t hiding to be found.
I was hiding to stay invisible.
I knew all the good spots: behind the water heater, under the porch, in the back of the closet with the coats that smelled like mildew and stale perfume. I could make myself small enough to disappear. Still enough to be forgotten. Quiet enough not to draw attention.

That wasn’t a game. That was survival.

I watched the way shadows moved, timed my breathing to the rhythm of the house’s anger. Some kids grew up learning how to ride a bike. I learned how to tell when the storm was coming by the way the kitchen drawers slammed.

Sometimes, survival looked like laughter at the wrong joke.
Sometimes it looked like silence when the truth begged to be spoken.
Sometimes it looked like smiling through a mouth that tasted like blood.
There’s a kind of hiding that buries you so deep inside yourself, you forget what your voice sounds like.
You forget what it feels like to not flinch.
I didn’t grow up.
I endured.
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​Chapter 5: Bruises on the Inside
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Some bruises never showed up on my skin.
They lived inside—dark smudges on my spirit, fingerprints pressed too hard into the person I was supposed to become.
They came from words, from glances, from being ignored when I cried.
They came from the loneliness of sitting at a kitchen table across from people who never asked how I was.
Who didn’t care.
You learn not to cry when nobody notices.
You learn not to speak when your voice becomes ammunition.
You learn to stop hoping when every time you reach for love, you’re met with cold hands and colder hearts.

The pain inside was quieter than a bruise.
But it ached longer.
It followed me into dreams.
It curled around my thoughts.
It convinced me I deserved it.
People asked if I was okay.
I said yes, because saying no never changed anything.
And sometimes the lie felt safer than the truth.
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​Chapter 6: Temporary Walls
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Everywhere I went, the walls changed.
Different rooms, different rules, different people with the same empty eyes.
Nothing was mine.
Not the bed, not the toothbrush, not the silence I tried to keep.
I stopped unpacking after a while.
Stopped learning names.
Stopped pretending that “home” was a thing I’d ever truly get.
The walls were always temporary.
Some covered in peeling wallpaper.
Some with posters of smiling faces I didn’t recognize.
Some with holes in the drywall from fights that happened long before I arrived.

I’d lie awake at night, staring at ceilings again, and wonder how many other kids had done the same.

How many other hearts had broken beneath these roofs?

I built my own walls inside me.
Stronger ones.
Ones no one could tear down without permission.
And no one ever asked.
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​Chapter 7: A System of Silence
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There’s a system, they say.
A way things are supposed to work.
But all I saw was silence.
Silence when I asked for help.
Silence when I told the truth.
Silence when the bruises were too hard to hide.
They taught me how to speak, but never how to be heard.
They wrote reports, but never read the whole story.
They looked at me and saw a file, not a child.

I screamed in a dozen different ways:
With my eyes.
With the way I pulled away from touch.
With the way I flinched when someone raised their voice.
But no one listened.
Because the system doesn’t hear children.
It processes them.
And I was just another number.
Another case.
Another whisper in a warehouse of forgotten names.
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