
ON WHOM SHOULD I CALL 
Watching the children play, I idolize the free spirit of their frolicking with time and the innocence they exhibit. I’ve been captured by my thoughts left behind by the battles. Scarred by the power of the eyeless serpent and his entourage of ideologies, I’m suffocating with etchings of man’s unwillingness to agree.
Transported to the fight and surrounded by a chain of events, I collapse into a stranger. My name is called, and no response is heard. Lost somewhere, I’m beyond reach. The struggle is daunting. The pain is real. I cuss for relief and blame others for my situation.   
My name is whomever you want. I am your son, daughter, wife, husband, uncle, cousin, neighbor, politician, and sister. The man who walks the streets, a racist, a killer, a woman without values, a preacher, and the icon of my environment.
War took my self-esteem and made me into a puppet without strings. Its venom has poisoned me. I smell gunpowder wherever I go, and I curse each day when I’m awake. Combat created and sculpted me into a creature, only to abandon me without explanation. The seeds I’ve planted since I left the dungeon have become hurdles. I’m without a face in a crowded room, and I dance to the scourge of blood, the taste of death, cries in the nights, and my wife’s fright. 
My thoughts are in a kettle boiling with the blues. My shoes are empty of my feet. On my back, all my skin is exposed as my eyes pierce the silence of the still water above me. The image I see is flirting with the edge of a sword disguised as the solution to joy. Where is my melancholy leading on this desperate road? The skill of knowing has vanished. I sputter in a slippery mess of tainted air, and the voices in me lack the harmony of peace.
[bookmark: _Hlk116301253]Whom should I call on, if not God, to beg for mercy? I became a fighter in the name of my country and had no warning of the sting that would leave me paralyzed. Battle buddies have died, leaving me with guilt. It should have been me all along. I awake each morning with silhouettes dodging bullets and the hissing of secret cries. The abyss I’m in is filled with the truculence of those in power. How do I shed what I have inherited?                                                                      
The costume is not only ill-fitting but also suffocating. Death talks to me at the rise of each day. My anger searches for solutions as I become vulnerable to the pins sticking me. 
Help is not readily available, yet I struggle to find it. There is no glee to sustain the glimmer of hope that dwells somewhere — I’m lost. Followed by shadows. I’m stripped of my identity. The curse of humankind is glued to me, and the stench decays my will to live. Curled into the fetal position, I am a child waiting to unfurl, waiting to come back.


