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      The once blue sky began to exasperate vast arrays of fiery tone right before my eyes, and my 

mind felt like a broken phonograph recapitulating the same thought... Who am I? Just as I 

prepared my thoughts for yet another day passed without answers, my mother entered my room, 

the place where I willingly spent the vast-majority of my time. “Honey, you need to come 

downstairs and eat dinner.” I raised my head in attempt to display my acknowledgement towards 

her question, but instead; I nulled over her simple request and created a situation of perplexed 

atmosphere.  

     “Mother, do you love me?” She rubbed her brow, clearly displaying her exhaustion towards 

the subject.  

     “You’re my daughter; of course I love you.” I sighed and returned to the ascendant torture 

within my mind. “You must not carry on like this, Jesse! Day in and day out, your every waking 

moment is spent in this stuffy room. Here you sit, gazing out that dreadful window! It’s nearly 

impossible to remember that I even have a daughter at all when your only concern is the next 

problem to fret over!” She looked at me with heaving breaths. “Do you not have anything to 

say?” With expectancy that I was about to lash out, she remained silent. I saw her desire for 

exasperation and anger, and spoke calmly because of it.  

     “You only love me because you’re obligated to.” Her eyes flared with frustration. 

     “Jessica, your only fault is yourself!” The words rang in my ears, causing the raging pain to 

keep me silent. I will not feed this pain with anger. Its only purpose is to hurt me; nothing more. 

I remained motionless. “Fine! Starve for all I care.” She left me to my pain and stormed out of 

the room. As the pictures on my wall quivered, I listened to her enraged footsteps as she marched 

down the stairs. Through the confinement of my walls, I found myself able to hark every word as 

she shouted at my father. “I don’t understand! I am a good mother, Ted! Why does she torture 

herself so?”  

     “She’s just trying to find herself, Emily.”  



     “Her every waking moment is spent up in that room! I can’t bear to witness it any longer. We 

need to do something.”  

     “It’s just a phase, honey. She’ll grow out of it; I’m certain.” 

     “Just a phase? She isn’t your little girl anymore, Ted! She’s sixteen years old. Her time has 

come to cope with the facts of life! Honey, every moment she spends in that room, I question 

what I did wrong… Do you want to know a secret, Ted? I can’t think of anything! I did 

everything right.” 

     “Emily, we were not perfect parents. Perhaps, she is simply depressed?” 

     “I’ve tried antidepressants, Ted! They did nothing for her.”      

     “Maybe we should take her to the psychiatrist once more. He nearly had her convinced a few 

years back.”  

     “…We will try it once more, but if it doesn’t work; I’m sending her away to the Mental 

Health Clinic…” 

     The next morning, simultaneous attributes from previous days began their actions like 

clockwork. I awoke to the scent of breakfast and the same fiery colors in the sky, but I remained 

inanimate. There was no rush to move, for my only obligations consisted of battling the demons 

within my soul. Her words are only meant for pain, her words are only meant for pain. I 

repeated these words until I accepted them as certainties. Just as I began to wander further into 

my mind, my mother approached the door. “Sweetheart, May I come in? I need to discuss 

something with you.” Her words are only meant to hurt me, her words are only meant to hurt 

me. “Honey, It’s your mother.” I covered my ears and gazed out the window until my brow 

became strained. “Please-please, Jesse. Let me in.” I removed my hands from over my ears and 

listened idly by as she wept. “I love you, Jessica. You’re my baby; I’m your mother. Open the 

door…” Her words are only meant for pain, her words are only meant to hurt me... I looked to 

the sky with acceptance that I would never again gaze at the alluring colors with the same desire. 

This is where my authenticity lies. Somewhere in between the intricate streaks of red and yellow, 

I can be found.   

     I stood up from my dwelling and intimidated my own fears. As I turned the lock, I longed to 

run away. Every verity in my mind implored me to run, but every impulse finished turning the 

key. Oh, Jessica!” She wrapped her arms around me, but I felt not an ounce of sincerity. 

“Darling, I have just wonderful news! You remember Mr. Burk?” Just as I relieved the sigh 

carrying a thousand heartbreaks, I noticed a measly man awaiting me behind my mother. I 

dissimulated any knowledge of knowing exactly why he desired to see me, although, I am sure I 

was not plausible. “Mr. Burk wanted to chat with you for a while, dear. Don’t you remember? 

Oh, it will be just like old times.” I remained inanimate in my soul just as if nothing had changed 

at all, but my body began moving about as if I were actually alive. “Sorry for the shock, dear. 

Your father and I wanted to take you to Mr. Burk’s practice, but we found it more convenient to 

bring him to you.” I walked down the stairs and envisioned an image of myself running far away. 



“Why don’t you and Mr. Burk sit in the foyer?” With every step I took, I clang to any remnant of 

who I was. Her words are only meant to hurt me, her words are only meant to hurt me. 

      “Why don’t you have a seat, Miss Henley?” I sat down, and familiarity rang throughout my 

soul as I felt the sensation of being still. “Well, Miss Henley, how have you been feeling lately?” 

I glared at the pathetic excuse of a man, but said nothing.  

     Just as he was about to correct my lack of hospitality, my mother chimed, “She hardly speaks 

anymore, and spends most of her time in that horrid room.” Judgment flooded his every 

expression, and he shook his head in disbelief.  

     “Tell me, Miss Henley. Do you have any family trouble?”  

     His words echoed in my ears, and suddenly, I felt as if I could speak. I took a deep breath and 

replied, “No.” he sat up and marveled,  

     “So, she does speak!” I will not feed this pain with anger; its only purpose is to hurt me. 

Nothing more. 

      “She grew up in a lovely home, Mr. Burk. As her mother, I always wanted the best for her.” 

Her words are only meant to hurt me, her words are only meant to hurt me. 

      “Do you have any history of frequent outbursts, Miss Henley?”  I resituated my demeanor 

and attempted to object, but my mother whipped up a response before I could speak the truth.  

     “Oh, yes. I can’t begin to describe how many times she would just yell at me with no cause at 

all! Can you imagine? My own daughter, shouting at me.” He scribbled in his notebook and 

silently nodded to himself. My heart began to race as he casted his judgment.  

     “Now, just one more question.” I slowly turned my head and found intrigue in this question 

being the only obstacle keeping me from resuming my familiar thoughts. “Do you have a 

tendency of displaying narcissistic behavior?” As I watched my mother prepare her justification, 

something brighter than the fiery streaks of sky began to ignite in me. The chamber of my soul 

that had been smoothed over and conditioned began to rupture before my eyes. I crossed my 

arms and gritted my teeth.  

     “No.” I will not feed this pain with anger, its only purpose is to hurt me. Nothing more. I 

repeated the words to myself, but they no longer held merit. I mumbled them once more in an 

attempt to salvage my self-control; but once again, they remained obsolete.  

     “Yes, I do believe that’s it! This whole time she was hiding in her room, she was thinking 

only of herself!” In this moment, time around me stood still. I saw my mother speak, but I could 

not hear her words; I saw Mr. Burk shake his head disapprovingly, but I no longer felt judgment. 

My mind began to overwhelm itself with childhood horrors, and I found myself recalcitrant.  

     “No.” As I stood up, my mother tried to prevent any words from exiting my mouth; for she 

knew it was the truth. “I have spent the last ten years gazing at the sky, constraining myself from 

ruining you! Day in and day out, I remained silent to protect you!” Mr. Burk looked as if he 

feared for his very life. “Her only obligation in life was to paint her image and keep it whole!” 



tears streamed down my face, “Do you not understand? She is the narcissist! She told herself that 

she was a good mother until she believed it to be true!” My breathing intensified as the truth 

remained determined. “It was you who would treat me unjust, Mother! It was you who 

convinced me to remain desolate.” I swallowed deeply and looked directly into her raging eyes. 

“One of us displayed this type of behavior. It was only a matter of time before she blamed me for 

it.” The room became stolid, and I directed my glare towards Mr. Burk as my mother began to 

crack.  

     “She doesn’t mean that! I am a good mother, I tell you!” Transparency rang through her every 

heaving breath, and her true colors began to eat away at her fragile image. “You! I never should 

have had a daughter full of such ungodly incompetence! All I ever wanted was a daughter to be 

proud of; a daughter to display to the world! Of course I don’t love you! How is a mother to love 

such an untalented child?” I will not feed this pain with anger. Its only purposed is to hurt me, 

nothing more. I stood up as my mother watched me remain stoic. “Say something, Jessica! Say 

something!” I walked away, pointing my feet in the direction of my authenticity. Visions of me 

dancing in the valley with the fiery sun at my fingertips flooded every wound she ever 

precipitated. Her words are only meant to hurt me, but they will not hurt me any longer... 


