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B roken Wings

Broken Wings
 

      It wasn’t that different, really, compared to the other days taking the train. The hum of the engine, the irregular
bumps every few moments, the familiar atmosphere, as brittle as ice. There was the poster on the wall still peeling,
the soft rush of the wind against the windowpane, and the drip-drip of the ceiling fixture whenever it rained. Back
then, the world was covered in a gray film, a lens that spaced me far from reality, far from the consciousness I
wasn’t willing to endure. The familiarity of the train was my only comfort. Maybe that was why I felt so attached.
      Looking back on it, maybe I was a bit too shallow. Too caught up with the pain I was feeling at home, the knot
of self-pity that hurt so bad in the pit of my stomach, and the corrosive hunger that always engulfed my thoughts,
blinding me to my surroundings. Maybe it was the foreboding feeling that came with the fatigue, from the sleepless
nights, staying awake so I wouldn’t have to deal with the nightmares. Maybe it was the divorce, and my mom taking
custody while my dad was sentenced to prison. Maybe it was the fear of stagnancy that was always right below the
surface, a layer too deep for me to act, but always present.
      I don’t really know why I decided to jump out of the window. Maybe I was tired of being Atlas holding up the
heavens. Maybe it was that this fake world I was holding on my shoulders was getting heavier and heavier, and I had
finally shattered, like my mother’s china strewn across the floor. Maybe it was because I felt like I was finally willing
to stop the cycle and end it all in one go.
      The doctors said it was a miracle. Twenty seven broken bones, a pole through my shoulder, and my leg bent so
far back I looked like one of those figures in a Salvador Dali painting. When I came to, I was strung like a
marionette, my right leg gone, metal in half my bones, and a temporary numbness so strong that the only thing I could
feel was my face.
      I wished it didn’t hurt so much. At the time, I didn’t really register what I had done, or the severity of my
actions. I had sporadic bouts of pain so strong that my body would shiver in a cold sweat. I remember looking up at
the white ceiling and yellow lights, tears running from my eyes, wishing with all my soul that I was dead, so I could
end this pain, this life that my frail body clung to so tightly. It was a wonder that my will didn’t burn a hole through
the nurse. 
      After a few months, I was able to feed myself without shaking uncontrollably. My mom came to stay with me
every day from five to nine after her shifts, and I was introduced to the option of a wheelchair or prosthetic leg. The
doctors told me that I would have scars, and I wasn’t going to have the same body anymore, that it was something I
had to accept.
      It took a while.
      While going around the hospital in a wheelchair wasn’t uncommon, traveling in public drew more eyes than I
would have liked. I had to get used to some changes at home, too. My mom began working multiple jobs to cover
the medical expenses, and I began seeing her less often. Then there was school. I had to work my ass off to catch
up on the material. I studied through all my waking hours, and by some second miracle, found myself entering junior
year with my old peers. I was exhausted both physically and mentally, drained from the hours and hours I had put in.
      But I was relieved.
      Eleven months after my suicide attempt, I was back inside the train compartment, listening to the hum of the
engine. The poster was still peeling, the train still jolting, and the atmosphere still stiff. My mom held me tightly from
the back, squeezing my shoulder to give me comfort. I gazed out the window, seeing low puffy clouds in the deep
blue, drifting tantalizingly above, and a little bird with its wings outstretched, flying higher and higher toward the sun.
Although we passed a bridge and the bird disappeared from view, my thoughts continued to linger on it. A small
smile formed on my lips.



      Maybe this time my wings wouldn’t melt like Icarus’s did.

 


