An Apology

I was with my mother in the bathroom.

   she was in the hospital, and couldn’t be left alone.

   sticking out of her pocket was

A plastic fork, which she tucked away quickly.

    she didn’t want me to see it, so I pretended that I didn’t.

    I didn’t want her to get

Mad at me.  I loved to see her smile.

    when my father and I left the hospital, she cried and begged us to stay.

    I forgot all about the fork

Stuck in the back pocket of her pants.

   two days later we came to visit again, and I was so glad to see her.

   as soon as the nurse

Opened the door, I ran to her.

   she was smiling, but her eyes had that hollow look again.  I saw

   bandages across her wrists, and thoughts

Raced through my mind.

   the fork.  She had used the fork, and now her wrists were cut open.

   there had to be some 

Reason for this, some reason why

   it kept happening.  I was afraid it was my fault, that I hadn’t behaved,

   I hadn’t been good enough.

Yes, that had to be it.  I wanted to apologize, and

   tell her I’d try harder for her, but couldn’t.  Tears of shame burned my eyes,

   and I said nothing...

