
You Used To Be
     Rachel Factora

You used to be so sick that you couldn’t eat.
You used to sleep most of the day,
Only ge�  ng up to empty your stomach again.
You used to have beau� ful hair, too.
Then you had none. 
Then a wig.
You used to have a tube connec� ng your stomach to a waste bag,
When you couldn’t throw up anymore.  
You used to be in pain, 
Yet you s� ll are. 
Changed by the disease that stole your light.
Born again,
And given a chance. 
You used to be someone else, 
I wish you took that chance to thrive. 
Yet can I complain about who you used to be?
All that ma� ers is that you are,
And miss who you used to be. 

Don’t Tell Mom
     Casey Freeman

“Don’t tell Mom” was our favorite phrase.
Don’t tell Mom that you sent me through 
your bedroom window because you locked
us out of the house. Don’t tell Mom that you 
let me stay up way too late on a school night. 
Don’t tell Mom that you can’t aff ord the groceries 
this week, but you’ll manage somehow.

Don’t tell Mom that I scribbled on her pajamas because 
I wanted to prac� ce wri� ng (scrawling) my name.
Don’t tell Mom that I think I might be depressed
and that her asking me why I don’t have a boyfriend
is just making it worse. Don’t tell Mom that I almost 
got in a wreck at 2 a.m. a� er her 57th birthday, even 
though it wouldn’t have been my fault.

“Don’t tell Mom” used to be serious, but we now 
look at it with fondness. We s� ll share stories, but
most things are kept to ourselves now that we’re both
adults.

Yes, don’t tell Mom that her baby girl shoots whiskey
straight, and does it happily.
Don’t tell Mom her baby girl doesn’t need a man
because she doesn’t want to love.

Don’t tell Mom that her baby girl wants nothing 
more than to want to tell Mom everything.
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