
Memories 
 

I turn my head and look away, 
not willing to face the world that made me who I am.  

 
I do not wish to relive the memories 
of the fights my parents had when  
they believed I was deep asleep, 

cloaked in the silent caress of darkness.  
 

I do not want to face the emotional scars 
that run deeper than any river.  

 
I do not wish to face the night my mother 
deemed to let me know she didn’t care, 

as I drowned myself in pills whose 
name I didn’t know, didn’t want to know.  

I just wanted to end my life, 
get away from the hell I was in.  

 
I don’t want to face the fact that  

she told me she didn’t care, 
and upon finding out what the pills were, 

informed me that I was more stupid 
than she had at first believed.  

 
“Stupid girl,” she said, though later.  

“Can’t even commit suicide correctly.”  
The memory haunts me even though 

I do my damndest to suppress it.  
 

I don’t want to relive the memories 
of injuring myself and then being told 
that I wasn’t in as much pain as she, 

so I had no reason to cry.  
 

Told that tears were a weakness, 
I still cannot force myself to cry. 

No matter how much pain I’m in, 
it takes a thorough breakdown  

for my tears to flow.  
 

It saddens me that I cannot cry 
as easily as some people are able,  

makes me ashamed that I am  



so much more private than others.  
 

I hate reliving the past, 
hate delving into the memories 

that make me who I have become.  
 

But I refuse to hide from myself any longer.  
I wrench my head back to the t.v. screen 
and watch my past float before my eyes, 
tears streaming silently down my face, 

unafraid to cry in my solitude.  
 

 


