
When Trauma Strikes

It started at four.
“Do you want to kiss me?”

I didn’t know any better. Did he?
“How long do you want to kiss me?” 

Shame lssn me ow.T
“Would you put your mouth here?”

The horror.

And it repeated. Over and over. 
Not just once. Never. Just. Once.

It was a few years before it stopped.
We were so young. 

The repression starts here.
So many other things 

that I have drowned out in between.

Though, 

Snippets taunt me often.
I’ll never understand. 

It’ll never go away.

bw fe uwrtNeeoT 
An adult in my mind, but not really.

We stood in the brisk autumn air
Waiting on the bus.
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My sister and I were ready for school.
We stood alone in silence until we heard a whistle.

An old red car had its front driver’s door Fung open. 
There he was, with a massive grin on his face 

and wild red hair.
kadecT bwrihgo“ hgmnesuT

 We were permanently scarred.
1reshly teenagers, polluted with perversion.

I was 5B. Only trying to be a friend.
 Okay, I was a little annoying.

;ut the things you said that you would do to me. . .
Still, sit with me today.

I should surround myself with better people& 
not everyone is a friend.

j not every principal has a warm heart. 
Some will accuse you of asking for it.

 That same man will be taken aback
when your brother 2umps at him from behind a 

desk, 
unhappy with said principal’s accusations.

It continues at R5. A different person.
 He was so much older.

Someone I trusted with my life.
He skewed my views of the meaning of family.

This painful trauma was endured
shortly after my release from the psych ward.

A hand slides up my leg more than once. 
I try to brush it off. He didn’t mean it. zight?

He tells me something about his past. 
A lie his mother told him.

I’NDn owN goienN gu Nhete gn ow gonetNgwo.” He tells me.
One day, he grabbed my breast, 

I fro-e as he cradled it in his palm.
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He immediately apologi-ed but still asked if I wantN
ed mwteT

…o. I told him NO. He understood& he left it alone.
;ut I have these thoughts that never leave.

 My mind and body will never be clean.

I amE 

bagoNecT 

ygtNUT 

H“sUT 

BwttgfseT

I will never be pretty enough. 
I will never lose enough weight.

I will never do anything right.

I will never ;: enough.

I will never see what I could have been. 

The M: I could have been.

I hate myself.
I hate my body.

j …ow there is a void. 
I eat to xll it.

The void of what could have been. 
A void of which will never be xlled.
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I don’t like being around many people.
 vrN ’ haNe fego“ aswoeT

I don’t like getting super close. 
vrN ’ ita,e goNgmaiUT

I don’t want to leave my home. 
vrN ’ cteam wu Nta,esgo“ Nhe .wtsc.

I don’t want to share my story. 
vrN nwmeNgmenp ’ nhate Nww mrihT

I don’t have any longNlasting emotions.
 vrN cteac deeAn me iwmAaoUT

I can’t feel to save my life. 
vrN ’ nrte iao uade gNT

A walking paradox.

I’ll never know what normal might be likeJ

' owtmas mgoc 

' owtmas heatN

' owtmas nwrs

All I know is this has happened to me.
Changing me, molding me, haunting me.

I hate being kissed on the face. 
vrN ’ sw,e Nw fe dgnnecT

I hate oral se8. 
vrN ’ am accgiNec Nw ass gNnj wNhet uwtmnT
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I cannot stand when someone breathes on me. 
I want to rip their head off when they do.

I can’t even bear to breathe on myself.

’ N.gNih

 ’ 'etd

’ teac'rnNT

Mom always told me not to be afraid of monsters.
bheteDn ow nrih Nhgo“T

;ut what if the real monster. . . is me?

I want to peel my skin off. 

Shec gN ass a.aUT
Shtec gN ass a.aUT

zip it away from my being.
;ecome something new.

 Someone new.

’N han Nw fe feNNet Nhao fego“ meT

You will be -ne. It will all be okay. 

That’s what they tell you when they don’t underN
stand.

1eigning empathy while carrying none. 
They try to care when they’re really unsure of hw. 

to care.
When they haven’t e8perienced the world the way 

that you have.
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Through shadow’tinted lenses.

 When you can look to the sun and see darkness.
When the stars transform the sky into a deeper, 

blacker abyss.
When the light within you faded away. Where do 

you turn?

You;re so strong. That;s what they tell youE

when they don’t see how itrmfsec you are on the 
inside.

So weak. …o Strength. 9ust an empty husk of skin 
and bone.

Hollow.

You will survive. bhaNDn .haN NheU naU
when they don’t reali-e you’re already dead.

A 2ourney suddenly ended
before it had the chance to fe“go.

A story of living on the borderline.

A tale of walking that line.
 The line that straddles black and white.

…o grey. 9ust black. 9ust white.

The story of being broken down 
by the people you trusted most.

A broken mind, a broken heart, a broken soul.

The feelings of drowning. 
With no water in sight.

 Drowning in fear.
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’o mgnetUT 

’o AagoT

’o catdoennT

)xistential dread.

The lessons of straining to see grey.
 To understand the world in between.

A story of grasping for the pieces 
that were never there to be part of a whole.


