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When I Finally Take the Antidepressants 
By Karen Elizabeth Sharpe 

 
 
 
I read the label on the bottle 
and sound it out: Esci-tal-o-pram. 
I want it to say Escape it Again. 
Exit to Siam. Eggs Tukmenistan. 
I take my antidepressants like punishment. 
I stand in the corner. I’m in time out. 
I want to spit them out. Wash my mouth 
out with soap. I want to row 
away in the difficult ship of my brain 
drink herbal concoctions 
become devout, pray with a shaman 
get stuck with needles to cleanse 
my cloudy aura. Escape it again. 
Medicine of promise. 
I don’t want to talk about 
this anchor of sadness: my tedious 
metaphor about my sinking boat. 
I want to call my therapist 
tell her I’m going to try again. 
I’ll take two and call her in the morning. 
I want to trust her like I trust in gravity. 
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