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d.IF.ferent

By Billie Holladay Skelley

The doctors say it is PTSD.
1 just feel different.

My wife says I am not as attentive and loving.
I can’t help feeling detached and emotionally numb.

My children say I am not as much fun.

I feel guilty enjoying myself.

My parents say I am more irritable and anger quickly.
I feel anxions and nervous almost all the time.

My friends say I am aloof and indifferent.
I feel I have to be alone and keep my distance.

I say nothing. I can’t think of anything #s say.
I just feel different.
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