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Tears don’t ask permission

can say I am a little bit hurt, but a lot more free. The pain still lingers in quiet places, reminding me of what I survived, but it no longer owns me. What once weighed me down has begun to loosen its grip, and in that release, I found room to breathe again.
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.  The Night Her Smile Died...

Tears don’t ask permission. They arrive uninvited, spilling from places words are too afraid to reach. I often wonder why pain chooses silence before sound, why it buries itself so deeply that it waits years to breathe. For me, it all began when I was six years old—the night my smile faded into something I never recognized again. My dignity, my happiness, my innocence were stolen before I even understood their value. The betrayal cut deeper because it came from someone I trusted completely, a family member, my own flesh and blood—my dearest uncle, Dojo.

. June 19th, 1999 was a Sunday night, around nine o’clock exactly. The rain was pouring hard, relentless, as if the sky itself was breaking apart. A strong breeze forced its way through the cracked concrete walls of my house, whistling through every opening. I lay there listening to the rain beating against the zinc roof above me, each drop echoing louder than my own sobs. Tears ran down my little cheeks, warm and uncontrollable, as my small hands were held tightly together—too tightly—by Uncle Dojo.

His grip hurt, but not as much as what followed. He held me down as he pleased himself, completely ignoring my cries, my shaking body, my screams calling out for my mother. I called for her again and again, my voice breaking, hoping she would hear me, hoping someone would come. But no one did. The rain and the wind swallowed my cries, drowning them out like they never existed. That night marked me for life. I was an innocent child left behind without supervision, abandoned in a moment when protection mattered most.

When it was over, I was left alone in a dark, cold room. The silence was heavy, suffocating. I waited for my mother to return, for her to open the door and save me. But time dragged on, slow and cruel. I cried myself to sleep, my body bruised, blood running down my legs, my mind confused and broken. I didn’t understand what had happened—I only knew that I felt lost, scared, and dirty in a way I had no words for.

Daylight finally came on Monday morning. My mother knocked on my door. I slowly crept toward it, my body sore, my heart pounding. When I opened the door, she saw the condition I was in. Her face changed as she asked me what happened. I told her everything. Then, through tears, I asked her the question that had been burning inside me all night: “Where were you, Mom?”

She replied that she had gone to a get-together party with my stepfather. She said she left me sleeping and told my uncle Dojo to babysit until she returned. Hearing those words felt like another wound opening. She went around to the back of the house, knocking on his door, shouting, raging, demanding to know what he had done to her daughter. She said he needed to face justice—or come to an agreement.

. The agreement Uncle Dojo offered was money. He offered to pay my mother and stepfather to keep their mouths shut. And they accepted it. I watched as my mother held her head down, unable—or unwilling—to look me in the eyes. In that moment, something inside me shattered even deeper. I never understood why my own mother would choose silence over my pain. That betrayal hurt just as much as the abuse itself.

For months, then years, I suffered in silence. The memories stayed with me like shadows that never left. I didn’t know how to let go, didn’t know how to heal, didn’t even know how to speak about it. I carried the weight of it everywhere I went. It followed me through basic school, elementary, middle, and high school. I smiled when I had to, but inside I was battling thoughts I didn’t understand. The pain became a horrible burden, stamped onto me like a tattoo—permanent, visible only to me.

As life moved forward, my mother migrated me to the United States on July 24th, 2010, to live with my aunt Jackie. I was fourteen years old. Everything felt unfamiliar—new places, new faces, relatives I had never met before. A part of me hoped this could be a fresh start, a chance to escape my past. I still carried that uneasy feeling deep inside, but I hid it well. I stayed quiet, acted happy, pretended everything was fine. For a moment, things felt almost normal.

I But that feeling didn’t last.

When my aunt tried to get me into school, things didn’t go as planned. Because of my immigration status—I came on a visitation visa—I was unable to enroll. I became stuck at home, unable to move forward, unable to build a life. As time passed, I started noticing changes in the house. I was restricted from eating certain foods. I wasn’t allowed to have a phone or communicate with anyone. Slowly, my world began to shrink.

I became like Cinderella—but without the fairy tale ending.

I couldn’t sit down for long. I was constantly given chores on top of chores. Cleaning inside the house, cleaning outside, every single day. No matter how much I did, it was never enough. She constantly reminded me of

She constantly reminded me that I was living under her roof, that I should be grateful, that I owed her obedience. Every task came with criticism. If the floor wasn’t clean enough, I had to do it again. If the dishes weren’t washed her way, they were dumped back into the sink. Morning to night, my hands were always busy, my body always tired. There was no rest, no comfort, no space for me to just be a child.

Food became another form of control. I noticed I couldn’t eat certain things everyone else ate. Sometimes I had to wait until everyone was finished before I could have anything at all. Other times, I was told I had already eaten when I knew I hadn’t. My stomach would growl, but I learned to stay quiet. Speaking up only made things worse.

I wasn’t allowed a phone. I couldn’t call my mother. I couldn’t talk to friends. I couldn’t reach out to anyone who might ask questions or notice something was wrong. The silence followed me everywhere in that house. I felt invisible—present only when there was work to be done. I started to feel like I didn’t belong anywhere, like I was just taking up space.

Because I couldn’t go to school, my days all felt the same. No routine that led to growth, no classmates, no teachers, no chance to dream about a future. I watched other kids my age leave the house with backpacks and laughter, while I stayed behind, trapped inside four walls. I felt stuck, frozen in time, while the rest of the world kept moving forward without me.

The memories from my childhood never left me. Instead, they grew louder in the quiet moments. At night, when the house finally settled, my mind would replay everything I tried so hard to forget. The rain from that night in 1999 still echoed in my head. I would lie awake staring at the ceiling, feeling the same fear, the same helplessness, the same loneliness. Sleep didn’t bring rest—it brought nightmares.

I learned how to survive by shutting down my emotions. I stopped crying because no one came when I cried. I stopped asking questions because the answers always hurt. I became quiet, obedient, and numb. On the outside, I looked calm, but inside I was breaking apart piece by piece.

Sometimes my aunt would speak to me in a way that made me feel small, reminding me of my immigration status, telling me I was lucky to even be there. Those words made me feel powerless, like my life wasn’t mine to control. I began to believe that I had no voice, no rights, no worth beyond what I could do for others.

I carried guilt that wasn’t mine to carry. I questioned myself—Was I a burden? Was I the problem? Did I deserve this? Those thoughts sank deep into my mind, shaping how I saw myself. The trauma from my past mixed with the neglect of my present, creating a pain that felt never-ending.

Yet, even in all that darkness, a small part of me still held on. I didn’t know what I was holding on to—hope, maybe, or survival—but something inside refused to completely give up. I kept telling myself that this couldn’t be my whole life. That somewhere, somehow, there had to be more than pain, silence, and endurance.

I didn’t know it then, but I was still fighting.

Days turned into weeks, and weeks turned into months. Time passed, but nothing changed. Each morning I woke up already tired, knowing what the day would bring—more work, more silence, more reminders that I didn’t belong. My body was growing, but my spirit felt trapped, like it was shrinking instead of expanding. I was fourteen, then fifteen, but I felt much older inside, worn down by things no child should have to carry.

Sometimes I would stand by the window and watch the world outside. Cars passed by. People laughed. Life continued as if nothing was wrong. I wondered what it would feel like to be normal—to wake up with purpose, to go to school, to have friends, to feel safe. I imagined myself sitting in a classroom, holding books, learning something new. That simple dream felt so far away, like it belonged to someone else.

The isolation started to affect my mind deeply. I began to feel anxious for no clear reason. My heart would race, my chest would tighten, and my thoughts would spiral without warning. I didn’t have words like trauma, anxiety, or depression back then—I only knew that something inside me was constantly aching. I felt sad even on days when nothing bad happened, and numb on days when I should have felt something.

At times, anger would rise up unexpectedly. Not loud anger, not the kind that explodes—but quiet anger that burned slowly inside my chest. Anger at my uncle. Anger at my mother. Anger at my aunt. Anger at a system that left me undocumented, uneducated, unseen. And sometimes, that anger turned inward. I blamed myself for surviving, for being alive, for existing in a world that kept hurting me.

I learned to read moods quickly. I could tell by the sound of footsteps whether it was a good day or a bad one. I learned when to speak and when to stay silent. I learned how to disappear in plain sight. Survival became my only skill, my only focus.

There were moments when I wanted to scream, to tell someone—anyone—what was happening to me. But fear always stopped me. Fear of being sent back. Fear of not being believed. Fear of causing trouble. Fear had been trained into me since childhood, and it wrapped itself around my voice like chains.

At night, I would replay conversations in my head that never happened. I imagined telling my story to someone who cared. Someone who listened. Someone who said, “It wasn’t your fault.” Those words were something I desperately needed but never heard. So I whispered them to myself in the dark, hoping they might one day feel true.

My body carried the memories even when my mind tried to forget. Certain smells, certain sounds, certain touches would make me freeze. My heart would pound as if I were six years old again, trapped in that room, unable to escape. Trauma followed me like a shadow—quiet, persistent, always present.

Still, deep inside, there was a voice that refused to die. It was small and faint, but it kept whispering that I deserved more than this. That I wasn’t born just to suffer. That my life had value beyond what others decided for me. I didn’t know how or when, but I believed that one day I would tell my story—not in shame, but in truth.

I didn’t know it yet, but my silence was not the end of my story.

It was only the beginning.

As time went on, the weight I carried began to show in ways I didn’t yet understand. My body was present, but my mind often drifted far away. I would stare into space for long periods, lost in thoughts I couldn’t explain. Sometimes I felt like I was watching my own life from a distance, as if I wasn’t really there. That numbness became my shield—it was the only way I knew how to survive without falling apart completely.

There were days when my chest felt so heavy it was hard to breathe. Other days, I felt nothing at all. I didn’t know that what I was experiencing had a name. No one talked to me about mental health. No one asked how I was feeling. I learned early on that pain, when ignored long enough, learns how to live quietly inside you.

I began to lose confidence in myself. I doubted my intelligence because I wasn’t in school. I doubted my worth because I was constantly reminded of my dependency. I doubted my future because I couldn’t see one. I felt stuck between two worlds—no longer the child I once was, but not allowed to become the person I was meant to be.

Sometimes I thought about my mother and wondered if she ever thought about me the same way. I wondered if she remembered that night, if she remembered choosing money over my pain. Those thoughts hurt more than I could explain. A child expects protection from their parent. When that protection is taken away, it leaves a wound that goes deeper than words.

I tried to be strong. I told myself that crying wouldn’t change anything, so I learned how to hold it in. I swallowed my pain and kept moving, even when I felt like collapsing. I became good at pretending—pretending I was okay, pretending I was grateful, pretending I didn’t need help. But pretending comes at a cost. The more I hid, the more alone I felt.

There were moments when I questioned my own existence. Not because I wanted to die, but because living felt so exhausting. Every day felt like a test I hadn’t studied for. I kept asking myself how much more I could take, how long I could keep going like this. Yet, somehow, I did.

What I didn’t realize then was that surviving was already an act of strength.

Slowly, very slowly, small cracks began to form in the walls around me. A conversation overheard. A kind word from someone passing through the house. A moment where I felt seen, even briefly. Those moments didn’t fix anything, but they reminded me that the world was bigger than the space I was trapped in.

I started to imagine a future where I could speak freely, where my past wouldn’t define me, where my pain could become something meaningful instead of something that controlled me. I didn’t know how to get there, but the idea alone gave me something to hold on to.

I was still trapped.

Still silent.

Still hurting.

But I was no longer completely hopeless.

Somewhere deep inside, a seed had been planted—the belief that one day, I would reclaim my voice. That one day, I would tell my story not as a victim, but as a survivor. And even though I didn’t know it yet, that day was slowly making its way toward me

Eventually, the days began to blur together. I stopped counting time because counting only reminded me of how stuck I was. I measured life by chores, by silence, by moments of tension in the house. My sense of self kept fading, replaced by what others needed me to be—quiet, obedient, invisible.

I noticed how different I felt from people my age. When I was around others, I didn’t know how to act. I didn’t know how to laugh freely or speak without fear. I felt older than my years but inexperienced at the same time. Trauma had aged my heart while life had stalled my growth. I carried wisdom born from pain, yet lacked the freedom to use it.

My body remembered everything, even when I tried to forget. Loud voices made me flinch. Sudden movements made my heart race. Trust felt dangerous. I learned to stay alert at all times, as if something bad could happen at any moment. Living in constant survival mode drained me, but I didn’t know another way to exist.

There were moments when I felt anger rise again—sharp and overwhelming. I wanted to confront everyone who had failed me. I wanted to ask my mother why she chose silence. I wanted to ask my aunt why control felt more important than care. I wanted to ask the world why a child had to carry so much pain alone. But those questions stayed locked inside me, unanswered and heavy.

Sometimes I wondered who I might have been if none of this had happened. What kind of girl would I have grown into if I had been protected instead of betrayed? If I had been nurtured instead of neglected? That grief—the grief of the person I never got to become—was quiet but powerful. It sat with me like a constant ache.

Yet even then, something inside me kept observing, learning, remembering. I began to understand that what was happening to me wasn’t right. I didn’t have the language for it yet, but I knew it in my bones. I started to see patterns—how power was used, how silence was enforced, how love was withheld as punishment. Awareness didn’t free me, but it strengthened me.

I started finding small ways to reclaim myself. In my thoughts. In quiet moments alone. In imagining a life beyond the walls I was trapped within. I held onto the belief that my story mattered, even if no one else acknowledged it yet. That belief became my anchor.

I realized that everything I had survived had shaped me—but it hadn’t erased me. I was still there, buried beneath fear and exhaustion, waiting to be seen. Waiting to be heard. Waiting for a moment when my voice would no longer feel dangerous.

I didn’t know when that moment would come.

I didn’t know how it would happen.

But I knew one thing with certainty:

I had survived too much to disappear now.

And even though my life still felt uncertain, I was beginning to understand that survival itself was not weakness—it was strength forged in fire. My story was still unfolding, and for the first time, I sensed that one day, it would be told fully, honestly, and without shame.

As the years moved forward, I began to understand that silence had shaped almost every part of who I was. I had learned to survive by staying quiet, by making myself small, by not asking for anything. But silence, I realized, doesn’t protect you forever—it slowly erases you. I could feel that happening to me, and it scared me.

Inside that house, I grew used to being watched, corrected, and controlled. Every move felt measured. Every word felt risky. I learned to anticipate moods before they were spoken, to adjust myself so I wouldn’t become a problem. I carried myself carefully, like someone walking on broken glass, always afraid of making the wrong step.

There were days when loneliness felt heavier than anything else. Not the kind of loneliness that comes from being alone, but the kind that comes from not being known. I was surrounded by people, yet no one truly saw me. No one asked what I carried in my heart. No one noticed how much effort it took just to get through the day.

At times, memories from my childhood returned without warning. A smell. A sound. The feeling of rain against a window. My body would tense, my breath would shorten, and suddenly I was six years old again—afraid, confused, powerless. I didn’t understand why my past refused to stay in the past. I didn’t know that trauma lives in the body, waiting for moments when it feels unsafe again.

I started to feel disconnected from myself, like I was split into pieces. One part of me functioned—cleaned, obeyed, survived. Another part of me stayed frozen in time, still that little girl waiting in the dark for someone to come back for her. I carried both versions of myself every day.

Sometimes I wondered if love was even real, or if it was just something people talked about. The people who were supposed to protect me had hurt me or turned away. That made trust feel impossible. I kept walls around my heart so high that even I couldn’t see over them. Letting someone close felt dangerous. Depending on anyone felt like a risk I couldn’t afford.

Yet, despite everything, I was learning—quietly, internally. I learned that what happened to me was not normal. I learned that pain doesn’t disappear just because time passes. I learned that survival can look like strength, even when it feels like exhaustion. These realizations came slowly, one at a time, like pieces of a puzzle I didn’t know I was assembling.

There were moments—rare but meaningful—when I imagined a different future. A future where I could make my own choices. Where my voice wouldn’t shake when I spoke. Where I wouldn’t feel guilty for existing. Those thoughts felt fragile, but they gave me something I hadn’t had in a long time: direction.

I didn’t know how I would get out.

I didn’t know when my life would truly begin.

But deep inside, something had shifted.

I was no longer just enduring.

I was becoming aware.

And awareness was the first step toward freedom.

Even though my circumstances hadn’t changed yet, I had. I was beginning to understand that my story didn’t end in silence, control, or pain. It was still unfolding—slowly, painfully, but truthfully. And one day, I would stand in my own life, not as a shadow, but as myself.

Awareness changed the way I looked at everything. Once I began to recognize that what I had endured was not normal, not deserved, and not my fault, I could no longer unsee it. That realization was both painful and powerful. Painful because it forced me to confront how deeply I had been wronged. Powerful because it reminded me that something had been taken from me—and that meant something still belonged to me.

I began paying attention to my thoughts more closely. I noticed how often I blamed myself for things beyond my control. How easily I accepted mistreatment because it felt familiar. How I confused obedience with safety and silence with peace. These patterns didn’t disappear overnight, but naming them gave me a small sense of control I had never felt before.

There were moments when I felt grief rise up suddenly and without warning. Grief for the childhood I never truly had. Grief for the protection I was denied. Grief for the girl who learned too early how cruel the world could be. That grief was heavy, but it was honest. And for the first time, I allowed myself to feel it instead of pushing it away.

I also began to notice something else growing alongside the grief—anger that no longer turned inward. It wasn’t explosive or destructive. It was quiet and steady. It told me that I deserved better. That what happened to me mattered. That my pain was real, even if others chose to ignore it. That anger became a boundary, something that protected me rather than consumed me.

Even though my circumstances remained restrictive, my inner world slowly expanded. I started imagining myself as more than just a survivor of abuse and neglect. I imagined a version of me who could speak openly, who could set boundaries, who could choose herself without guilt. Those images felt distant, but they were no longer impossible.

I learned how strong the human spirit can be, especially when it has been pushed to its limits. Every day I had survived up to that point was proof that I carried resilience within me—even when I felt broken. I didn’t choose my suffering, but I chose, again and again, to keep going.

There were days when hope felt close and days when it felt completely out of reach. Healing was not a straight line. Some days I felt clarity; other days I felt pulled back into old fears and doubts. But even on the hardest days, I was no longer completely lost. I knew who I was becoming, even if I wasn’t there yet.

Slowly, a truth



































































































































































































































































































































	silent

	disposable

	or defined by what was done to me
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