Nine Shadows, One Voice
I grew up in a house
That always felt too small-
Nine kids stacked like laundry,
Never enough space,
Never enough quiet,
Never enough anything
Except chaos
There was no nurturing,
Being invisible was the 
Safest place to be
I was one of nine children-
A single voice swallowed
By the noise of everyone else
I learned to make myself small,
To disappear into corners,
So, the storm would pass me by
My childhood was a blur
I kept waiting for someone to see me,
To hear me, tell me I mattered
But my childhood ended
Before those words ever came
And now, - at sixty-three years old-
I am finally building
What was never given to me.
I am learning to live within
My own skin, to take up space
To speak without shrinking,
I am living my best life
Not just one of nine.
But one
Whole
At Last
