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Hidden Scars 

 

Smoke, masks, and mirrors create a disguise 

A delusion hidden underneath hideous scars 

Our home seemed sturdy on the outside, while inside falling apart at the seams 

There was a constant sense of excitement and fun in the atmosphere 

Like a revolving door people congregated like mice 

Loud music and partying was a common place 

This was our home, our sanctuary, our safety zone 

While mom lay hung-over in a drunken stupor and dad was nowhere in sight 

We feasted on ice-cream sandwiches and all sorts of sweet delights 

No one was really watching, so it seemed 

Her sister played with matches setting fire to their room 

It was miracle that the only thing damaged was the bed 



No one was really protecting us, so it seemed 

Left to fend for themselves their childhood became lost and distant 

Her home was in disarray, but it was the only home she knew 

They ate a stale free lunch at an old Lutheran Church down the street 

Tortured by the unfaltering hymns they laughed and they snickered 

Oblivious of their need for saving 

No one was watching, so it seemed 

Yet there were clear moments of flickering lights 

Kind words and gestures unexplained 

Her parents were young and well-meaning 

They lacked sturdiness and dependable support systems 

Their youth left room for instability and indiscretion 



So blinded by their trust of family, they neglected to see our demise 

They told themselves “This was the best they could do” 

The lies we believe blinds us from the truths we need to see 

Cousins were assigned to babysit us, instead they exploited us separately 

Years would go by, before discovering, that we had all suffered the same fate 

Hidden in corners and backrooms, they tampered with our uninhabited jewels 

Sometimes the only saving grace was a knock on the door that disrupted things 

They left us in your care not knowing you would squander our innocence 

They neglected to see an enemy, mistaking you for our allies 

You sat and supped with us, pretending you weren’t predators, to us as prey 

You introduced us to lustful appetites  

Exposing us to a world of desires, to pollute and destroy our soul 



Like forbidden fruit you tampered with, what you were warned not to touch 

Who violated you? 

Who caused you to stray into moral decay and debauchery? 

Her siblings suppressed their pain and drowned their sorrows 

She longed for something more than merely just existing 

She was marred, but she longed to be made whole 

She believed that men would only see true beauty beneath her thighs 

She struggled between the two realities of perversion and purity 

Drowning in anger she was determined to fight against the tides 

She refused to be just another label, notch, statistic, or victim 

So she attempted to appease people by gaining their approval 

She isolated herself from the crowds 



She hid within herself 

She held everyone at arm lengths, in fear of disappointment 

She swore never to be a victim 

She was oblivious to the fact, that she was building her own inner prison 

On the outside she presented a hard exterior, as a ploy to mask her shame 

She wanted someone to hear her cry, see her worth, and understand her pain 

She was just a little girl, trapped inside a prison maze 

Every day in hiding she was reminded of her weakness 

She blamed herself for feeling powerless  

She grew up in a time when children were rarely heard and hardly seen 

She believed that her voice was of no use 

She believed that majority ruled 



She believed that no one would believe her story 

She believed that she would be made to re-live the humiliation  

She was paralyzed by the threats imposed by her abusers 

So she became guarded and vicious as a defense mechanism 

Her exterior was hardened, yet deep within there remained tenderness 

She despised her own reflection 

Ashamed of the lights, she hid in darkness 

She longed for the protection of her daddy 

Even her grades declined as she withdrew from life to escape 

Yet there were clear moments of flickered lights 

A teacher saw beyond her dark face, and kinky hair 

And took time to wipe the dust away, and polish her dim light 



Flickers of light can be found everywhere, if we look closely enough 

Hidden scars do not lie 

Silent screams behind the masquerade 

Her enemies were hidden in plain sight 

 

Foster Mom 
Snatched from the only reality known 

Someone had seen the chaotic environment, destruction, and drug abuse 

Someone alerted the authorities and they stole us away from our home 

For a short while our aunt rescued us and took us in 

She mistook the extent of our brokenness 

She tried to carry the weight but the load was too heavy even for her 

Another statistic to the system we became 



We became separated and placed in different foster homes 

Fostered by title it was like a warzone 

Already broken this horrific woman added insult to injury 

Refusing to be a sanctuary she choose to become our punisher instead 

Only keeping the two of us to maintain a steady source of income 

Abhorred, angry, and unglued we revolted against her opposing system 

Instead of helping she considered us servants of her home 

She refused to allow us to go outside and play with our friends 

She made us play and eat in a dark and gloomy basement 

During a visit with mom, we reported her atrocities  

Then another foster mom took us in, one with a heart of the purest of gold 

Yet, we remained traumatized and resistant to her embrace 



 

 

 

 

 

 


