Did they care?
Did She care when she left them there?  Abandoned them in a park?
No, her life was hers and she took it back, selfish to the core!
Did the passersby care when they saw them there all day, one a baby, tired, dirty and hungry?
No, their lives were busy, best not to be involved,  hurry by, look away, home to theirs!
Did the family care when they turned up there, looking for their Mother?

No, shut the door, keep them out, they didn’t want THEM there!

Did He care when he laid her bare and took away her innocence year after year?

No, she was given to him by a wigged judge, so he could do as he wished and did!

Did they care when they sent them there, to a foster home so cruel?

suffering beatings and abuse of every kind, how could any child survive?
To be aware of adult behaviour, so easy to become that way, those children knew that all was wrong and swore their lives would change.
Survival was accepting what they were given, food, drink, even a beating or worse.  Survival is being grateful for every day that you get through. 
Alive is how it felt to finally be in control of their own lives, and, grateful for the lessons learned the knowing that no child of theirs or any other would suffer or wish for love, warmth and the security of knowing that they will be happy, healthy and never feel abandoned or alone, because for them THEY CARE!
