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
We were a crowd
Not a family-
Faces blurred by survival,
Names shouted down hallways
Only when someone was in trouble
The projects held us tight,
Concrete walls sweating in summer,
Radiators clanking in winter,
And parents drowning their own ghosts
In bottles that clinked like warnings
There was no nurturing,
In a house that full,
Being invisible was the 
Safest place to be
I was one of nine-
A single voice swallowed
By the noise of everyone 
Else’s hunger.
I learned to make myself small,
To disappear into corners,
To stay quiet
So, the storm would pass me by
No one noticed if I was hurting,
No one noticed it I was gone.
Childhood was a blur
Of slammed doors,
Arguments spilled like liquor,
And the kind of loneliness
Ony a crowded house 
Can create
I kept waiting for someone to see me,
To hear me,
To tell me I mattered-
But childhood ended
Before those words ever came
And now, -
 sixty-three years old-
I am finally rebuilding
What was never given.
I am learning to inhabit my 
Own skin,
To take up space,
To speak without shrinking,
To the girl
Who raised herself
In a house full of people
But no tenderness
I am living my best life
Not because it was easy,
But because I survived
A place where I wasn’t 
Seen,
Wasn’t heard,
And still found a way to become
someone who refused to stay 
invisible
This is me-
Not just one of nine.
But one.
Whole.
Here.
At last.
