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The Wonder Years (A Sestina)

I was only a small child,

but I took it all in – I still remember.

My mother, carried away from the questions and confusion.

I wondered why, amongst so much love

she would open her veins, and try to take her life.

Onto my pillow, there was an endless outpour of tears.

My father said, “She will not see tears.”

I tried my best to be a brave and silent child,

but while mother was medicated, I missed my old life.

We visited daily, and I made sure to remember – 

no crying, only smiles, and show lots of love.

But nothing was explained, and my heart felt confusion.

Everyday after, anger outweighed confusion.

Forced to grow up too soon, resentment dried my tears.

Deep down I still missed her, still needed her love,

but how – from a straight jacket – can you nurture a child?

After all of the shock therapy she couldn’t remember

how happy we’d been with her in our life.

Soon she came home and rejoined our family life,

but as for our roles, there was subtle confusion.

What it’s like to be cared for, I couldn’t remember.

Shocked at my changes, my mother shed tears.

Now I was the mature one, and she was the child.

I was so eager to please, so willing to love.

But something was missing, not fulfilled by our love – 

she consumed Valium and Vodka, trying to fade quietly from life.

Caring only for herself, she was much like a child.

I grabbed her hand, my head shaking with confusion.

As I called for help she groaned, and my eyes filled with tears.

Had she ever been happy?  I tried to remember.

So many years my heart makes me remember.

A tortured soul, unable to accept any love – 

my miserable mother is still shedding tears.

We both wonder what happened to that long ago life,

the life that came before all the pain and confusion.

We sit and I stroke her hair gently, as mother to child.

As I look to the stars and remember these times as a child,

I feel no more confusion, and I shed no more tears.

My heart extends to my mother, who lives her life empty of love.

