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Sisters  

Why can’t I be like my sisters,   

pretty, popular and smart.   

Whenever their report card comes home,   

It's never:   

“Did you even try?” 

“You need to study more”   

“Did you do your homework?”   

“We spent hours on this, why don’t you understand?”   

   

I can’t understand.   

My eyes won’t see through the blur of my failed efforts.   

My page is ruined, destroyed by wet drops of exhaustion.   

My head and shoulders sink with the weight of envy for,   

My sisters.   

   

   

   

   

   

 

  

 

  

  



Testing   

The hard chair pokes and prods me as I sit in front of the old desk,   

The room is cold as I wipe the sweat from my hands.   

The woman with the warm smile asks me if I’m ready,    

I’m not.    

But I nod, and she begins.   

She tells me two stories,    

I concentrate on her voice so hard my body shakes,   

every sentence she says, a movie plays in my head.   

She finishes her stories and tells me to repeat them back to her.   

I open my mouth and my breath catches in my throat,   

   

Tears well in my eyes,   

Anger and a feeling of stupidity tumble together in my stomach.   

My brain took in the words and spit them out.  

I sputter out words with no meaning, she smiles and tells me good job,   

But it wasn’t,    

I know I failed this test.   
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 Affirmations  

I am smart.  

You are an imbecile and you know it, don’t lie to yourself.  

You always have been and always will be.  

  

I am respectable.  

You are a pitiful retard.  

You can’t really think you deserve respect?  

  

I will never let my disabilities define who I am.  

You are permanently useless.  

You are and always will be a burden.  

  

I always do my best and that’s all I can do.  

Your best will never suffice, no matter how hard you try.  

You are destined to an eternity of mental damnation.  

  

I am enough.  

You will never be enough.  

You are the greatest disappointment to ever fall from your family tree.  

  

I am worthy of all that I receive.  

Never dare to try to look into the eyes of success.  

I pray God smites you and relieves this world of your presence.  

  

I love who I am and do not need to change.  

You are a fucking failure in denial.  

Are you so cretinous you can’t comprehend?  



I will always be here, you can’t get rid of me.  

You, are my puppet for play.  

Please, I invite you try to fight me,  

with just one thought I will ruin your day, week, month,   

life.  

Your half-baked brain just can’t wrap around it.  

You will never be rid of me,  

because I am you.  

  

  

  

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

  

 

  



Phone Number   

Customers sigh impatiently, waiting for you to type in a mere seven numbers.   

Smoke puffs from your burning ears as lost fingers hover over the keyboard.   

Come on come on come on. They just told you.   

You profusely apologize and ask for the numbers a third time.   

With an eye roll and a huff, they slowly say the number again,   

drawing out every word like speaking to a toddler.    

Your eyes well with humiliation, but you nod and finally type in the number.   

Your hands tremble through the transaction but your smile never breaks,    

because you have you have done this before and will suffer through it again.   

You hand them their perfect package filled to the brim with your dignity,   

and watch them walk away.   

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  



Invisible   

It is invisible to all but you.   

Empathy and patience are all but a dream.   

People assume the worst of you without consideration.   

You’re moody, lazy, greedy. You don’t even try.   

You walk on two long strong legs and blend in with everyone else,    

therefore you must be like everyone else.   

But you’re not.   

Only your brain scans will show the boulder you carry on your shoulders.   

There is no invisible handicap sign to hang in your window.   

You will wade through waves of uninformed judgment,   

from neurotypical brains who never even gave you a chance.   

You long for the empathy and recognition your physically disabled friends receive.   

But you will never get it,    

Because you, are invisible.   

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



The Restaurant  

I mush my food with my fork as I sit lonely at the crowded table.   

I gaze at my friends and family, watching the gibberish pour from their mouths.   

I hear a woman obnoxiously laugh from across the room, she must have heard something funny.   

But I can’t hear anything.   

The restaurant is so loud with so many people, my brain doesn’t know who to listen to,    

so it listens to no one. I am deafened by the sound of conversations I can’t hear.   

I don’t bother to try to make sense of the indecipherable code they spew because I know I can’t.   

I nod and smile, occasionally laugh when others do. But I am alone in this room of loved ones.   

Happy birthday to me.   

 

 


