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Invisible – that’s how I felt for the nearly four thousand days I survived in Ariel 
Castro’s hellhole. Every single day all I could think about was getting back to my son, 
Joey. I wouldn’t have believed this before it happened to me, but I now know that 
anyone can be kidnapped, anywhere. Anytime. And on the summer day when it 
happened to me, not too many people seemed to care. Nobody had a vigil. It wasn’t 
all over the news. Neither my relatives nor the neighbors got together and put up 
flyers. The whole world moved on as if I was never even alive. I felt like I was 
screaming at the top of my lungs, but no one could hear me. 
 
Every person who is lost is somebody’s child. We will never know all their names, 
but we can still keep them in our thoughts. As I mentioned, we can also speak up 
when something seems fishy. My eleven years would have been a lot shorter if more 
people had paid attention and then actually taken a moment to call the cops. 
 
As hard as it has been to look back on what happened to me, it was even harder to 
live through it. Some of my memories are all over the place. I don’t even know if it’s 
possible to make sense out of chaos, but that’s what I’ve tried to do. I have probably 
left out some things, but this is what I recall after being held captive for eleven 
years. The man who took away a huge part of my life would have wanted me to stay 
quiet. But that’s exactly why I shouldn’t. Even before I found myself in the wrong 
place at the wrong time, I felt like I didn’t have a voice. So now I want to speak up for 
all those missing women and children who still aren’t being heard. I hope there will 
never be another person who feels like I did for so many years: Thrown away. 
Ignored. Forgotten. 
 
Yes, I made it through one of the most terrible experiences that can happen to a 
human being, but most of all, my story is about hope. I might have been chained, 
starved, and beaten, yet that monster couldn’t totally crush my spirit. Over and over 
I chose to get back up and keep going. Now I’m going to tell you how I did it. 


