


I CAME HOME TO A STENCH


My head felt like a bowling ball colliding with the pins, scattering them in all directions as the crowd mocked my return to my home. Each pin crashes with a label, reducing me to an animal. The eyes that followed were red and bulging with the malice of a snake. Disrobed of my uniform, it’s left on the ground like a rag to clean dirt, and I am ashamed. 

Twelve months in a putrid environment, I did not run rampant with my ideations. Dictated to, I walked the streams that sometimes turned to blood, climbed the hills in pursuit of death, and gasped for air when I saw myself in a coffin. How do I navigate this storm thrust upon me by the bystanders of judgment? Who made them God to chastise me for their lack of pluck and choice?

At that moment, perhaps by coincidence, the rest of the world was silent, and I became a recluse during those days of trepidation. The assailants were unforgiving, yet they fought their war with impunity. Seen as the rogue, they made me personally responsible for the strife, and I ambled with the guilt that I had done wrong. The fierceness of their attacks left me feeling both surprised and defenseless, with nowhere to hide. I tread the street with eyes behind my back, and cautiously, I became a secret, shutting the doors to everyone, including myself.

The institution that placed me in the predicament I was in became a ghost, furthering the stigma of indecency and abandonment without cause. I fluctuated between my conscience, their accusations, and betrayal; I crumbled like cement without steel.

The name-callers caught in a movement that was fashionable, self-serving, and trending under the guise of peace, choose to make me a scapegoat; that was my reality. The vice squeezed tighter each day, and bits of me go dead as I am stricken with decay, and the stench I exude was that of the bad guy. No one told me I would cry. 

The adjectives filled with pus stripped me of my dignity, and my head is lowered as I watch my footsteps going nowhere. Reduced to a plague, I suffocated with guilt that I contributed to the suffering of women, children, and older men.

The climate in the country held me in triple jeopardy. I became a veteran of a despised war. I am black, and help was out of reach. Those who knew me said nothing and asked no question, and my silence grew deeper.

Much has changed since that time, and I have forgiven all the faceless people who stood on my back, but I still see the eyes sticking me, hearing the words of scorn. I continue to feel the pain.

