Chelsie’s poem
I am going to end by reading you a short poem by a young woman that emails me. She has escaped but has never healed and is searching for her voice. 


“As I hang from the beam of a dim, musty, cold basement, I think of as many descriptive words as possible for the body parts I loathe the most. I endured 14 hands, 70 fingers. All the while my hands are tied. They are numb from being laced above my head and are exhausted from supporting the rest of my body. I am naked, beaten, bleeding and alone. Sunshine creeps in thru the window shades and amplifies my new wounds. The word Whore across my lower abdomen, seven sets of initials engraved in the skin covering my hips, a cigarette burn on my shoulder and lashes from a whip on my back. I am coming down from a large dose of cocaine and I hope that at least one pair of hands returns to feed me some more. I close my eyes because the drips of sun hurt and I begin thinking of names of presidents and countries. I hang from the beam of a dim, musty, cold basement. I am naked, beaten, bleeding and alone. Dusk approaches with footsteps. I count 14 feet, 70 toes, returning for another round. I inhale. I exhale. I brace myself. I close my eyes, ask silently for death and hope they have enough blow to get me through the night. 

I am 12 years old. “

