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Anger Sister
(25)

by Rob Rogsr

W

Winter Garden, FL

Your voice quivered the first day
you arrived st oUr therspy group, hands
shaking s you struggled to describs the
explosions detonating insids your mind. |
knew the moment | locked into your syss
that | saw myself.

YoU sat across the room that day, =
nondescript collection of plastic :ables and
metal chairs fashioned into a daytime
hospital for the spirituslly suffering. All of
us fled there from lives that had becoms
too hard to bear, We had stoppsd going to
work svery morning and instsad wsre
spending workdays trying to exorcise the
diseases that hauntsd us, befors returning
at night to families who couldn't

Understand us. Most of

Us were coping
with at least one strain of depression;
glmosz all suffered from anxisty end
insomnig. Until the morning you arrived, |
had not met anyone else who struggled o

control angsr.

You clutched your purss with icy
knuckles as you poured out your soul to
people you'd never met, struggling to find
the words to confess sins you couldn't
understand. Platss of spaghstti thrown at
walls during fam ly dinners, drivers
pursued sfter they cut you off on the way
home from work. Staring at the tabls while
gusking in your seat, you wers 2 Dobarman
caughtin & bsar trap, desperataly in nesd of help
but afraid of what you might do to anyone who
came close snough to try, resignad instesd to
chewing through another limb, to continus
staggsring through the darknsess slons,

"My husband slways tslls ms to just relax
end calm down,” you sobbed that morning.

“As if itthat were so sasy.” | couldn't help

interrupting you mid-sentsncs,
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You and | were trom totally different

worlds. | grew up in relative luxUry in a waspy

conservative sUuburb, with dismissive parents who

never abused me. You had known viclance and

gbandonmentall your life and survived only by

harnessing rage. Both of us ware stumbling
through lives where our fury was unwslcoms,
struggling to sppease wary spouses,
disappointing unforgiving bosses, and trying our
best to ignore provocative drivers on
overcrowded highways. Intensity polluted our
minds and ferocity distorted svery emotion we
falt. Even with those we loved the most, we foughs
in vain sach dey to sxpress oursslves with civility.
We had been losing that war for decades, our
pasts littered with friendships and romancss left

behind as casuslies.



Scarred by my own impulses, | confessed
how | can often only calm down by blasting rock
music during long drives 10 Unnecessary

destinations, lowering my face while stopped at

“Storm” by Beth Reitmeyer (24). Mixed Medis.

intersections to prevent passing drivers from
sseing me srguing with the voices screaming
inside my head. How | buckle under the wsight of
people who can just calm down whanaver they
want, and how much it hurts to sse their rolled
syes when | can't contain an outburst,

As ouUr eyes met that first time, tears burst
through their levees and cascaded down your

chesaks. For once, final y, someons Understood.
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The next dsy you sat besids me, and you
remained there for the next four weeks. We spant
breaks pacing outside, showing each other our
wounds, sharing notes on box breathing and
journaling and other tactics for

taming the beasts within. We
intditively knew when the
othar entsred the rcom if &
crizsis had srupted. Ws vented,
empsathized, coped, and
sncoUraged, first with each
other, then with others as we
began loving ourselves for the
first time. As the weeks wore
on, we ravelaed in sach other’s
milestones. Landmines with
oved ones dismantled
through pleas for
Jnderstanding, provocations
from clients and supervisors
ignored.
And then several waeks
atar, we returnad to our lives,
strangers once again. Initial
intentions to stay in touch
have been thwarted by busy
caresrs and familiez who need
Js mors, Perhaps it just hurs
100 much 1o return to the
memory of those processing
groups end the agony ws had
to endure to gst better. But
you remain in my thoughsts.
know you are oUtthsre
somewhers, and | know you
will sunave.
dream of sesing you years from now,
sUnshins beaming from your syss, the ysars of
pain having besn sesled in photo albums now
buried in dust in the attic. Grandchildren cling to
your side and bask in your glow. They've never
heard your voics raised in anger. Your children
now treasure the mother they've naver thought

they'd know. You are no longer alons.

Few thoughts give ms mors joy.
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