Dignity

lost by Sarah Buckley

My mother once told me, gloriously, “

No matter what you do, do it with a sense of dignity.

Hold your head high.

Look pretty. 

Deep breaths and good posture.

Speak evenly, only falter when the time is right...

.” My mother cries beautifully, as an actress might.

Her mascara runs like the legs 

Of delicate spiders.

My dignity is in the white plastic can

That I hold.

It’s settled in with the snot rags, 

Squares of cheap toilet paper

Curled like rosebuds 

Piled like a fresh bouquet, 

Newly plucked.

I am the child who forgot her lines

When all you sought was an actress

For your stage.

How can I look you in the eye  

After you told me that

(if given the opportunity)

You would leave me for Angelina Jolie?

