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4 ( wrillen fmm inside the “{ff{“’?‘: '?- :
’. ' éy an énml‘a/ AP

@ %-%Mi@!’ Finds This, | 5 :

[ don’t remember how /ﬂﬁﬂ Tve been here. Pays? Months? Per/m,ps it’s been yea.rlc. A

= Time doesn't move in fh‘s_ ‘p‘/ace——- it rots. ﬁwy no (onﬁar know my name. ﬁufﬁfuﬂy, -

F I'm éejimirﬁ {o farﬁaf it, too. '-.,

b 'mey call m‘“fﬁe*quﬁaﬁ one.” But I was never quiet before I came here.

. X 7 Bafgre the !Ja.rs,_ before the bitter broth and bloodied sheets, I was someone’s sister.
T was someone’s mother. [ (auﬁlwd. I danced. T lived.

Y And then | didn't
s way said | wept too much. | s!’epf too (ittle. 5;701:5 too fm,{y, Li-)ea’ too q’wpl’y.
& The doctor called it Aysferia. My hushand called it shame. |
L Now, [ lie in a bed that isnt mine. way no [onﬁer look at me. my look fhmuﬂk me. »
Even the nurses avert their eyes when ﬂwy find me soaked in filth or fremHinﬁ o
wifhl fever.
: “To them, [ am a{ready dead.
- So, I write this for you, sfmr?er. You who may read this (anﬁ after my voice Al
£ s Left g Doy ' 1
Please remember us. Not as madwomen. Not as burders. But as mothers. Sisters.
R Dauﬁhfers. Women who felt too de&p(y in a world that demanded silence. o ik
We were not insane. We were unheard, and that, | think, was the greater crime. k
Tell them. TN

b o Please. Tell someone we were here. Tell them we were not crazy. .
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