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I didn’t mean to fight you, Mom.
But when I woke up today
and saw the mess you had made 
from the kitchen,
to the living room,
to the outside 
I couldn’t keep quiet any longer.
I know it bothers you
when you’re called out on your hygiene.
I know it stings
when someone calls you a dirty woman.
I know it hurts
especially because you berate other women
for being that way.
You see yourself
as better than every other woman
in the neighborhood.
But Ma,
your hygiene bothers me too,
because  truthfully, you’re worse.
Everything you touch,
you leave even dirtier
and more chaotic.
In your attempt to clean,
you leave things more disgusting,
messier.
And today,
I just couldn’t hold it in any longer.
Today,
it finally burned its way out.
I know you see me as ungrateful.
Maybe even disrespectful.
From the way you snapped:
“If I’m a dirty woman,
then how did I raise you
to be where you are now?”
And I responded,
almost laughing:
“Raise me?
Raise me?
You didn’t raise me.
I was raised by boarding school!
And don’t forget at age ten
when you met Michael
and were so obsessed with him,
that you forgot about us.
For eight years, Ma.
Eight years!
You may have provided basic needs;
food,
water,
clothing,
maybe genetics.
But everything I am today,
right now,
in this moment 
this mind,
this voice,
this personality 
it’s all me.”
I wanted to say more.
So much more.
I wanted to ask:

Why don’t you wash your hands
after you go to the bathroom?
Why do you not use tissue
after you urinate?
Why are you always walking around
with a stench of urine?
Why don’t you take care of your hair?
It’s always unkempt.
Why don’t you clean and organize your bedroom?
For the love of God,
it looks like it was raided by the police!
Why don’t you clean your nails?
Why don’t you take care of yourself,
your femininity?
But the truth is 
we’re different.
You’ve been through so much.
Hell, we all have.
I remember
when Michael stopped loving you.
I saw what it did to you.
In your attempt
to regain that fire he once had for you,
your hygiene fell apart
but really,
it was your world unraveling.
I remember your oral thrush
how it cracked the corners of your lips.
How you smeared it
wherever you settled:
the couch,
your clothes,
our clothes,
your wigs.
Anywhere it would dissolve.
I remember your desperation.
The scent of sadness
lingering around you.
You developed a habit
of touching your vagina
you always smelled like one.
So did everything you touched,
on top of the urine stench.
I felt sorry for you, Ma.
But it took a toll
on my mental health too.
I withdrew into myself.
I preferred school over home.
You preferred Michael over us.
I just needed space
to be different.
Not better than you.
Or  rebellious.
Just me.
You’re a kind woman, Ma.
A generous one too.
You’ve let me
your grown, sharptongued daughter
live in your home,
even when I criticize you.
For that, I am grateful.

You give too much sometimes
more than you should.
Some might call you a people pleaser.

For all this,
I love you.
And at the same time,
it makes me resent you.
You taught me to be independent.
Now I’m hyper independent.
You taught me to look out for myself.
Now I don’t know
how to let anyone else look out for me.
I’m not blaming you.
I know you do the best you can
with what you have.
But I wish
you could take good care of yourself
and your wellbeing.
Not just your external appearance
for the world to see,
but also your private life:
Your home.
Your body.
Your essence.
I’m learning to be patient with you.
I’m learning to accept you as you are.
But I’m also learning
to become a woman
in a world
where you never taught me
the beauty of womanhood.
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