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No Explanation

I sit next to you on the bed in your room at the hospital

and for the first time realize how fragile you are.

You – the one who used to play rubber band tag with me in the yard.

You – the one who used to make smiley faces with ketchup on my bologna sandwiches.

And you – the one who held me when I sobbed for six hours straight 

after my first boyfriend dumped me for another girl.

You’re so fragile now.

When did I grow taller than you?  When did we trade places, you the one sobbing – 

and me with your tear stains on my shoulder?

You tell me you miss me, that you are sorry, with your face buried in your hands

 and I run my fingers through your hair.

It is then that you ask me to help you change into new clothes

And it is when I comply that I gain deeper understanding 

of the reason they keep you here - under surveillance, under lock and key…

I help you remove the blue and white hospital gown from your body

and as you stand before me

naked,

mother to daughter,

my eyes tear up with disbelief, but do not overflow.

(I’ve learned how damaging my emotions can be to you)

What is this you’ve done to yourself?

You wince in pain as you bend over to put clean socks on.

You wince in pain because two of your toes are broken.


Knuckles on each hand have been bruised, scraped, and bandaged.


There are three cuts on the left side of your face, and an abrasion by your hairline.


On the inside of your left forearm, “Die Bitch” has been carved,


and circling your right ankle are the words “Trust No One.”


The rest of your flesh has been sliced and scratched into a raw and tender mess.

How did you manage to cut yourself so many times,


on your chest,


on your sides,


and even on your back?

I hold back my tears as I rub lotion on your skin, head bowed so you can’t see my eyes.

I feel sad not for me, but for you.

You must think you’re so alone, and I know that no matter how hard you try, you can’t push away 

that feeling of hopelessness.

No matter what I do, and no matter how many times I tell you I love you

that something inside will convince you otherwise.

And I know its not your fault.

We return to your bed and through tears you tell me how pretty and smart I am, 

and how sorry you are that you have to miss my high school graduation.

I can’t let my disappointment show.

We have somehow changed places – 

I am the mother and you are the daughter and I tell you everything will be alright

as you rest your head in my lap and my fingers comb through your hair gently.

I love you and I know its not your fault,

 yet I find it so hard to forgive you.

