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Introduction: Why I’m Telling This Story




I didn’t always know I would tell this story. For a long time, silence felt safer than the truth. Silence kept the peace. Silence kept me alive. But silence also carried a weight—one that followed me into adulthood, into my relationships, into the quiet moments when no one else was watching.




This book is not about blame. It is about survival.




It is about what happens when the people meant to protect you become the ones you fear most. It is about growing too fast, learning how to read danger before learning how to dream, and carrying pain that was never yours to hold.




For years, I believed my experiences defined me; trauma was my identity. I now understand that survival was my beginning, not my ending.




I am telling this story to the child I once was the one who didn’t have the words, the protection, or the choice. I am telling it to anyone who has ever felt unseen, unheard, or unworthy of safety. And I am telling it because healing cannot grow in the dark.




This book does not offer easy answers. It offers the truth.It offers honesty. And it offers the reminder that surviving is not a weakness; it is proof of life.
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This is my Story
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​​Chapter One: Learning to Survive
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I learned how to survive before I learned how to live.




When I was eight years old, I didn’t understand much about the world, but I understood fear. I understood the tension. I understood when to be quiet. I understood how to watch faces and listen for footsteps. At that time, I lived with my mother, my father, my brother, and my sister. I loved my parents deeply. From the outside, we looked like a family. Inside the house, things were different. My father drank a lot. When he drank, anger followed. It filled the rooms, sat at the dinner table, and lingered long after the bottles were empty. Home did not feel safe; it felt unpredictable. My mother did everything she could to hold us together. She was strong in ways I didn’t understand until much later. She worked, she endured, and she stayed even when staying cost her peace. She lived with high blood pressure, made worse by stress and fear, but she never stopped showing up for us. One night, my father came home drunk. My sister and I were the only ones there. He demanded dinner. When my sister asked for time, he refused. When the food wasn’t to his liking, his anger exploded. He slapped her. I watched my sister cry as he told her to pack her things and leave the house. She was only seventeen. She had nowhere to go. I was six years old, frozen in place, watching the man who was supposed to protect us tear our family apart. Fear settled into my body that night not as a moment, but as a permanent state.




The next day, my parents argued again. My mother was afraid. She said nothing. I remember thinking that love shouldn’t look like this, but I didn’t yet know there were alternatives. What I didn’t know then was that this was only the beginning. Before the chaos, before the loss, before the silence that would define my childhood, I was already learning how to survive.



The Ways It Followed Me.


Trauma doesn’t announce itself as trauma when you’re young. It disguises itself as personality. As patience. As strength. As endurance. For a long time, I didn’t connect what happened to the choices I made later in life. I didn’t see how early violation blurred my understanding of love and safety. I didn’t realize how often I accepted things that hurt me simply because they felt familiar.

I struggled with boundaries. Saying no felt dangerous. Speaking up felt like risking abandonment or conflict. I learned to endure discomfort quietly, convincing myself that this was just how relationships worked. That love required sacrifice sometimes at the expense of myself.I often questioned my worth. Not out loud, but internally. I measured myself by how much I could give, how much I could tolerate, how little trouble I caused. I mistook survival skills for character traits.

Trust was complicated. I wanted closeness, but feared it at the same time. I longed to be seen, yet flinched when someone looked too closely. Part of me was always bracing for harm, even in moments that were meant to feel safe. What hurt most was how long it took me to realize that none of this was my fault. Healing didn’t come all at once. It came in fragments. In moments of clarity. In the slow unlearning of lies I absorbed as a child that my body wasn’t mine, that my voice didn’t matter, that love required silence.
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Content Warning
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This chapter discusses domestic abuse, intimidation, and emotional violence within the home. The content is not graphic, but it may be distressing for some readers.




When Home Wasn’t Safe




Before I understood abuse as a word, I understood it as a feeling.

Tension lived in our home. You could feel it before anything happened like the air thickened, like everyone was holding their breath. I learned early how to listen for tone changes, how to read footsteps, how to stay alert even when things seemed calm. Peace never felt permanent. It felt borrowed.

My father was abusive to my mother while she was alive.I didn’t have language for it then. I only knew fear. I knew raised voices. I knew the way my body reacted before my mind could catch up. I knew that love, in our house, often came wrapped in anger and control. I watched my mother endure things she shouldn’t have had to, and I watched myself learn that this was what family looked like.

What stayed with me wasn’t just what I saw, it was how powerless I felt.

I was a child watching someone I loved be hurt, unable to stop it, unable to protect her, unable to escape it. That kind of helplessness settles deep. It teaches you that safety is fragile and that love can turn without warning. It teaches you to stay quiet, to stay small, to stay out of the way.My mother did the best she could with what she had. I believe that. But I also know that growing up inside violence changes a child. It teaches them to normalize chaos. To confuse fear with familiarity. To believe that endurance is the same as strength.I learned to be hyper-aware. To anticipate moods. To adjust myself to avoid conflict. I became emotionally responsible long before I should have been. I learned to survive the environment instead of being nurtured by it.

That home shaped me long before anything else did.

It shaped how I understood men. How I understood relationships. How I understood myself. It laid the foundation for silence, for compliance, for believing that love often hurts and that speaking up only makes things worse.

When my mother was alive, I needed protection.Instead, I learned vigilance.

Looking back, I see how early the pattern began. How the lack of safety didn’t start with one event, it started with the atmosphere. With fear. With watching someone I loved be harmed and learning that no one was coming to stop it.




This chapter isn’t about blame alone. It’s about context. About understanding that my story didn’t begin with one trauma, but with a home where safety was never guaranteed. And children who grow up without safety don’t stop needing it, they just grow into adults who don’t know how to ask for it.
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​​Chapter Two: The Night Everything Stopped
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My mother’s strength carried our family, even as her body began to weaken. She lived with high blood pressure, and stress followed her everywhere. Still, she showed up for us everyday. She loved deeply even when love hurt her. Four years after the abuse began, my mother died.




The day she passed started like any other. On Monday, April 19, 2005, my father picked me up from school. Instead of taking me straight home, he brought me to a bar. We stayed there for hours while he was drinking. When he finally decided to leave, he said my mother wasn’t feeling well and that he needed to buy something to cook for her.

You would think a husband would rush home when his wife said she was sick. My father did not. We stopped at the store, bought food, and arrived home around 9:30 that night. I was the first one to walk into the house. As always, I went straight to my parents’ bedroom to say goodnight to my mother. When I opened the door, I saw her lying on the floor. Something felt wrong immediately the way her body rested, the stillness in the room. But I didn’t understand what I was seeing. I walked out and pretended I hadn’t gone in. I went to my room, changed my clothes, and stood by the window while my father cooked dinner. Eventually, he went into the bedroom. I heard him call her name.She didn’t answer. He touched her arm. Tickled her. Kissed her.She didn’t move.Before my father could finish calling my name, I screamed.

That night felt like a horror movie I couldn’t escape. My mother was gone. The woman who protected us in silence, who endured so much, was suddenly no longer breathing.

Later, my father said the last kiss he gave her was the one he had meant to give her that morning before leaving for work. He spoke about love and faithfulness, about how no one knows when their last breath will be.

But losing her did not change him. It freed him.




After my mother died, the drinking got worse. The abuse escalated. What had already been unbearable became something even darker. I was still a child, still silent, still afraid.I believed that speaking up would get me killed.So, I survived the only way I knew how to endure it.

My father began bringing other women into our lives. One woman eventually moved in with us. At first, I felt relieved. She cooked, helped, and brought her two daughters with her. For a moment, it felt like we might finally be okay.

But that didn’t last.Over time, her kindness faded. She began stealing money and blaming me for it. She hurt my brother, who was mentally challenged and unable to defend himself. She hurt my father, too. The house became violent again shouting, fighting, fear filling every corner.




One night, she tried to choke my father. I jumped in to protect him, even after everything he had done to me. Violence exploded. Blood, screams, weapons. I truly believed someone was going to die that night. My fear became normal.Chaos became routine.

And childhood was something I had already lost.



[image: ]

d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
BOOK ONE

Jhe Child [ Carvied

A MEMOIR OF TRAUMA, LOSS AND RESILIENCE
A STORY ABOUT SURVIVAL, SILENCE AND HEALING

KAYON JAMES





d2d_images/image001.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/image004.jpg
BOOK ONE

The Child [ Carried

A MEMOIR OF TRAUMA, LOSS AND RESILIENCE
A STORY ABOUT SURVIVAL, SILENCE AND HEALING

KAYON JAMES





d2d_images/scene_break.png





