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I walked in to find her laying on the floor in the bathroom,

She was unresponsive as I yelled out her name.

Sometimes it takes a minute or two to answer,

As I went closer to her, I saw she wasn’t responding to my calls.

I felt her neck and then her wrist and didn’t feel a pulse,

With a needle sitting next to her and the band around her arm.

I freaked out and didn’t know what to do,

I called Mr. Marble screaming my mom isn’t responding to me.

He told me to call 911 and to get an ambulance,

As he’s on the way to my house right away.

I told him there’s needles and drug paraphernalia all around,

What are the police going to think along with the paramedics?!

He said just call them and get her to a hospital right away,

As I’m dialing 911 I’m in such a state of shock that this is happening.

I was hoping this day would never come but it has and I’m scared,

I’m scared shitless that I’m going to get in trouble for all of this.

Dialing the 911 operator as I’m nervous as all hell,

Finally able to formulate words to say my mother is dying.

She overdosed on heroine and she needs medical attention immediately,

Within minutes the ambulance came to my apartment.

Police officers showed up to investigate the scene,

My heart was beating so fast as I was trying to collect my thoughts.

Trying to tell police officers that I just came home and found her on the floor,

Also trying to explain that my mom has been a drug addict for years.

One of the police officers I knew from the neighborhood as he knows my mother,

He told me to go wait in the living room as they try to resuscitate her.

Giving her CPR as I was trying to get her to breathe but she wouldn’t,

Nervously knowing that she may not make it out of this apartment in a stretcher.

They spent a good 5 minutes which felt like an eternity trying to resuscitate her,

I’m yelling from the living room to the bathroom saying if they got her to breathe.

No one was answering me as neighbors were coming out of their apartments,

Going out into the hallways telling people to go away as I look out the hallway window.

So many people we lined up outside wondering what was going on,

People knew sirens in my neighborhood parked in front of a building meant trouble.

An ambulance meant an old person was sickly or someone overdosed on drugs,

Police meant there was a criminal lurking someone but with no helicopters, it was drug related.

People in the neighborhood knew my mom as the drug addict who lost her soul,

The once vibrant, sex symbol that everyone wanted to get their hands on at a time.

All of those memories flashed before my eyes before the drug addiction kicked in,

As my dad left her for another woman and her self-esteem deteriorated slowly and progressively.

Standing by the window I was in a daze, lost in all of those thoughts at that moment in time,

The police officer who knew me screamed my name as I came back to this scary reality.

I ran back to the apartment as he told me they couldn’t get her to come back,

And that she’s dead from a drug overdose of heroine, my body froze.

I wanted her to get better but it was only but so much I can do to help her,

She had to want to help herself and now she’s laying on the bathroom floor dead.

All of those nights spent on that bathroom floor shooting up drugs with the door locked,

Some nights, not able to get in as her body laid there lifeless but she woke up eventually.

This time, reality set in, she wasn’t waking up, ever….again, and I couldn’t externally cry,

Internally, my heart shattered into pieces, my blood flow all of sudden slowed down.

I fell to my knees knowing all that was to come, all of the phone calls I’d have to make,

Preparing to try and bury my mother with no money to my name as I’m broke.

Who was I going to turn to, to get through this, how am I going to tell Michael this?

He can make calls now and I’m scared to pick up my phone when he does call me.

Mr. Marble arrived to my house to find out the bad news as he was distraught,

The police officer made a call to the coroner to come get my mother’s body.

People saw the paramedics leaving my apartment with an empty gurney,

The neighborhood finally knew, my mother was gone and I saw tears of sadness.

More people were shedding tears of sadness for my mother than I was,

Maybe because society taught me to be strong, tough and strong-willed.

That’s what I had to be for everyone who knew my mother and loved her dearly,

I loved my mom, she just couldn’t get her life back in order after the breakup.

Prostitution kept food on the table for us as men came in and out of my apartment,

They brought the drugs for her and gave her some cash for sexual favors.

Those men never cared for her along with me and Michael,

They had their sexual needs and she provided that for them.

I wasn’t proud of what my mom did as I was ridiculed in school for it,

Which caused a lot of fights, confrontations, suspensions and being on the block.

Those drug dealers I sold drugs for were inside of my mother at some point,

I bet none of them will be showing up to her wake or funeral service either.

Death doesn’t stop or slow down their business of drug dealing and making money,

Crazy how fucked up people are and how the world operates at this point.

The coroner showed up to the house and came up to the apartment,

As police officers are finishing up their report of the events that happened.

Looking at her lifeless body one more time before they took her away,

Looking at the sadness and sorrow in her face as she lay on the cold bathroom floor.

She’s finally at peace and is no longer suffering the demons in her head,

She no longer feels the insecurities of who she was and what she became.

She finally doesn’t feel hurt, pain and anguish wanting to destroy the mirror in the bathroom,

Her heart went into cardiac arrest, her brain shut down but her soul went to heaven.

Her bodily organs shut down which they would at some point in time,

But her spirit always showed whenever she has sober moments and wasn’t high.

All of these things roamed in my mind as her body was lifted into the bag,

As the coroners had gloves on not to leave any fingerprints on her body.

I knew the medical examiner would be looking into the cause of her death,

Granted I already knew what it was as Mr. Marble tried to protect me from looking.

I already have seen it all, there was nothing to protect me from anymore,

I was a grown man who lived in a neighborhood full of drug addicts.

I’ve already seen people shot and killed along with people overdosing on hot summer nights,

Watching police officers and coroners haul out bodies from abandoned crack houses.

I’ve exchanged drugs and money to most of the people who overdosed and died,

I couldn’t live with myself to attend their funerals after I contributed to their demise.

As her body left the apartment for the last time, I still couldn’t cry at all,

Which made police officers question whether I was the contributing factor to her death.

The police officer who knew me, explained to them it’ll take time before I let it all out,

That I’ve had a rough life and right now, I’m experiencing numbness within my soul.
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The rest of the night was just all a big blur,

Nothing that anyone said had substance at all.

I guess word got out to my dad that my mom died,

He contacted me to let me know he was on the way.

I was numb to it all as I lost feeling in my body,

I felt like I was floating on air with no words to say.

All of the years my mother abused drugs,

As it destroyed her body and her soul slowly.

I felt guilty for not doing more like forcing her into rehab,

But the rebellious woman she was, she would’ve just left.

She would’ve been right back in this neighborhood looking for her next fix,

Anything to take away the pain of her childhood, insecurities and life.

Sleeping wasn’t part of my plans tonight, I already knew it,

All of these phone calls that I have to make to people to let them know.

Preparing for what everyone is going to say to me,

Half of the shit I won’t even want to hear at all.

Patience will have to be my virtue these next few days,

As I will try not to lash out at anyone for their fake caring ways.

All of these, “my condolences to you and the family,” is what I’ll hear,

Meanwhile, no one knows how truly dysfunctional my family really is.

Aunts and uncles who were always in competition with each other,

I guess I can attribute that to the way my grandparents raised them.

They would always be fighting and at each other’s throats into adulthood,

Now one is gone and I’ll see a lot of fake tears, sadness and sorrow.

Mr. Marble was sitting next to me in the apartment as I sat on the floor,

He was talking to me, I heard him but I wasn’t listening, big difference right now.

He didn’t know what to do or how to comfort me in a time like this,

When I came to him, I was a mess in regards to the streets and being this tough guy.

Now I’m sitting here not even on the verge of tears but lost in thought,

My mind drifts in and out of consciousness knowing this is going to be hard for Michael.

Wondering if the prison will even let him come back to go to mom’s funeral,

He should at least get the chance to say goodbye to mom, or I hope.

I try to think of all the fond memories I had with my mom,

As now, she’s an unrecognizable woman who suffered internally.

My heart has now sunk to my stomach as I have no appetite,

I lay on this carpeted living room floor in sadness and sorrow for my mom.

Wishing I hugged her more but I was in need of it as I got older,

We never knew how to express our love but we knew we loved each other.

I candidly remember her being affectionate when I was a young child,

But as I grew into my teen years, the distance happened and she went downhill.

She went into a cocoon but she didn’t flourish into a beautiful butterfly,

She stayed in that cocoon and never materialized into the strong woman I knew she was.

She just found ways to get out of trouble and stay out of prison,

Police officers took advantage of her drug addicted ways and used her for sex.

Yeah, the numbness fills a lost soul wondering how a woman truly loves,

I’ve never experienced it and looking at couples doesn’t really show me what love is.

The love I needed was the bond my mother and I was supposed to have,

Unfortunately, I’ll be stuck living with that in my mind for the rest of my life.

Too many emotions and feeling I’m internalizing right now, there’s no outlet,

I can’t release it into the open, I’m just not ready to do it quite yet.

Mr. Marble stayed with me the rest of the night as he dozed off on the couch,

The apartment was left in utter silence when the police and coroner left.

When I closed that door, I shut it in a few people’s faces and didn’t care,

I wasn’t trying to be rude but I needed time to myself to decompress of
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