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I tried on anger once.  Tongue lashed, objects flailed. Can’t swallow! Face burning, then breaking. I hate that. I stormed away to a lonely place. Seeing it replay like I was watching a TV drama scene. Who was that person angry? Unrecognizable! I could not look at her directly. 
How to express deep hurt in the moment? Had it been saved-up, then overflowed? Where is the telling? How did my mother refuse to be a door mat? 
No model came to memory. Outside of my happy self, looking at the resulting ruin. I did not clean it up. No consequence before my eyes. You were silent. Was it shock? I am. 
Was the thing I chose to smash, a deeper telling?  The box of a dozen delicate crystal cordials could hold liquid escape from what truly mattered. “Cheers!”… but to what? To not facing what needed to be said. To drowned hopes, after you lit up, and hid behind the smoke of a drug, ran from facing the truth. 
I don’t know what I would have done, had you angered back. I tried to talk out my frustration. I wasn’t sure you heard or understood. Were my words poor or incomprehensible? You were silent, so I left you. 
*
I was okay for a while, but you kept showing up. On the trail, on the street, on the phone. Eventually, we let down our defenses. Conversation softened from necessity to desire. I craved the familiarness of you.
You stopped smoking, cold turkey. No more tantrums for me. 
We learned better to walk away, head toward reflective time, then return to reach for the hand of reconciliation. Doors close gently in our house, forevermore. 
