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Driveway Sale 
 

The worst part of dad leaving wasn’t necessarily 

The fact that he was leaving even though, 

Yes,  

It does hurt, 

The worst part was watching your childhood  

being sold for a couple of bucks.  

 

There wasn’t room for it to be kept, 

No room in the apartment,  

Or in the car dad drove away, 

There was nothing to remember you.  

 

When dad handed you the box,  

You didn’t think there’d be enough room. 

Sell the rest, he told you,  

It rings through you ears,  

Burrowing itself into your eardrum,  

Sell the rest,  

Repeated in your head 

As you carefully chose 

What was important to remember and  
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What wasn’t. 

It surprised you how 

Everything else fit into a couple of crates, 

An entire twelve years of collecting toys, 

And the memories, the stories you made, 

They would never be re-imagined. 

 

Everything was spread out into your driveway.  

Your medals, stuffed animals,  

The blackberry that’s been dead for years, but you pretended it 

Still worked because it might have with a charger.  

 

Your friend from across the street came over  

And bought some of your stuff, 

She said it’d be with her when you really wanted it, 

She also had memories in these objects,  

Every day for eight years you’ve created these stories together.  

But you called her recently and she said, 

She sold it.  

That didn’t surprise you.  

 

You didn’t want it back.  

You just wanted to see if it still smelled like your house, 

If it still had the etchings, you made into dolls 

Like Andy did in Toy Story, 

 

If it really was worth dad selling,  
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Even if it only amounted to 20 dollars,  

What did he even spend it on? 

You wanted to see if it could still remind you of those years you miss. Because  

Yes,   

You had a good childhood, you’re just  

Slowly forgetting. 

 

child of god 
 

He’d cup my face in His large  

scratchy palm, 

god isn’t real.  

i listen and take in His words like they’re  

oxygen. 

my grandmother tells 

me that i am still a child of god, 

no matter what He tells me, 

she’d rather me believe in the real thing. 

 

but, 

i am a child of god. He 

is my father, my breath of air 

He plays with my life like monopoly,  

so how was i not supposed to confuse Him with 

god?  

the reflection of a cross necklace on a stranger’s chest,  

sends Him into a rage of disgust.  

like a cult. they follow him blindly, 
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i taught you better. 

i’d never make eye contact with the stranger,  

He taught me better.  

 

then i couldn’t hear Him anymore, 

i gasp for any remaining breaths,  

they’re few and far apart. 

my hope and promise was fading, 

He was gone,  

and for once, unlike god,  

he wasn’t planning a return.  

 

i’m left with my mom. 

she’s all i have, 

the closest to Him. 

i am stupid  

for thinking He’d come back, but then 

she’ll tell me stories of Him i’ve never heard before and 

it makes it feel like He’s cupping  

my face again, 

i’m drawn back in. 

my mother wanted to create that difference between dad 

and god,  

dress me in white, dip my head in the water,  

but he taught her better. 

 

maybe i’m closer to Him than she is,  
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i share his genetics, she shares their past love,  

i’m never really sure, but i do know, 

that He left my face shaped to His hand,  

barely breathing.  

 

 

  


