
PTSD 

I’d like to say this first, 

To write about you is like reopening a wound. 

At least, that is how it felt for a time.  

It was like moving would cause the stiches to rip. 

However, it is not so unbearable now. 

From time to time, you would cross my mind. 

I have vivid flashbacks. 

I couldn’t tell that you were the enemy. 

The place was to dark, and falsely lit with the lies I was brainwashed to believe.  

I was just another war prisoner to you. 

You clawed away at my senses. 

Until one day, I lost myself completely. 

Anything that reminded me of the person I was supposed to be, I sunned and left for dead. 

Not everything that happened though was bad… 

I Remebr your hearty, geeky laugh. 

Your favorite colors. 

They way your eyes shifted from a stormy gray to an ocean bent, blue.   

How you would be so goofy when we said the pledge. 

Not out of disrespect but because I was sure you wanted to see me smile.

The way your hand and touch seemed so gentle. 

It seems impossible to conceive that you were the enemy. 

Sometimes I walk past the places were the battles were fought, 

And like a book, there is so much history in those sacred spots. 

I see tear-stained carpets and shadows beneath the bleachers that coil in shame.  

Sometimes I feel the scars of the bullets that grazed my skin. 

Even after I left you, I dealt with the trauma for months. 

Some days I was even tempted to take my own life because I could not stand the pain.  
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Some days I was even tempted to take my own life because I could not stand the pain.  

Those days were life seemed so crude and meaningless. 

Those days where I had no control of my own limbs. 

Where I would not hesitate to relinquish any control. 

On those days, the only thing I wanted was some warmth. 

Anything to ignite my cold core. 

So I took to striking a metal match to my skin. 

And I watched the destruction shred my bone-white wrist. 

Each strike left red welts that would occasionally mutter crimson droplets. 

I looked in the mirror daily and saw that the innocence I once held was far beyond dead. 

And I wish I could bring her back… 

My fellow comrades tried to salvage me, but it was not them that saved me. 

It was my mother. 

She dragged me out and pulled me back to what was important.  

She nursed me back to health. 

Today I can look back. 

I realized I needed to see the horrors of war in order to become the woman I am today. 

I needed to feel what it was like to be beat down in order to get back up, and continue the fight that 
we call life.

   New Section 1 Page 2    


