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Wildfire
by Samantha Scaduto

A mother’s anger is like a bonfire
Blazing bright in the dark
Deadly if you get too close
But held at bay by compassion, love, and empathy
Cold at first touch, even bitter,
But soon overcome by heat
Heat, scalding heat,
Bright and orange and red and terrifying
But it’s not the fire that is so frightening
No, not at all
The fear comes from deep in our hearts
Where love lies like a pearl on the seabed
The smallest point of beauty holding back a whole ocean of anger
Yes, this is where the fear is
Because getting too close to a mother’s fire
Can burn away that pearl’s shield
And the ocean is too strong for even a family to keep at bay
No, a mother’s anger is a bonfire
Burning bright until it runs out of fuel
When replacing the blazes are ashes
Ashes falling from the air
Bright and orange and red and beautiful
Filling us with warmth that the fire never could
And never will

A son’s anger is like a controlled burn
Meant to burn away the fuel of the others
But sometimes igniting them
A son’s anger comes quickly and planned
Every word and every motion another sign
Another hint
Another small tell
Sometimes these signs say sorry



To try and say that this fire isn’t meant to hurt
Just to keep the others at bay

But sometimes the fire gets out of control
And can start other fires
Sometimes on accident

Sometimes not
But these fires have signs too
Even though they are harder to see
And their words are deafening
Even at a whisper

But no, a son’s anger is a controlled burn

Kept at bay and planned
As much as a fire can be, anyway
And though sometimes runs free of bonds
But it is trying to stop the others
From igniting
And maybe we need it
Yes, we probably do
But this anger comes out too many times
And it burns a little more each time

A father’s anger is like a house fire
Causing more destruction than any other burn could
At least outside, anyway
Blowing through doors and burning through souls
Hotter and fiercer
Brighter, blinding
Blinding judgment, blinding sight
Clouding the air with tension and smoke
The kind of fire that starts with a joke
Or a fight
Or an oven
Or a word
And always ends with locked doors
And wet pillows
And broken spirits
And wishes
That will never come true
Because nothing compares to this fire
To when it smashes you with it’s flaming fist



Right in the heart, where it hurts
To when you feel like digging a hole and burying yourself
Where it will never get to you again
But no, a father’s anger is a house fire
Breaking and taking instead of helping
Kept at bay by the walls
Shouting and falling
And taking control
Why are all the smoke alarms broken?

A daughter’s anger is like a wildfire
Unstoppable and deadly
Driven by sadness and longing and hate
And madness and waiting and wishing
Ignited by any of the others and igniting any of the others
And nobody can escape
When there’s fire coming at you from all sides
And you can’t breathe from the smoke
And you can’t see from the ash
And you can’t hear anything except for your own screams
And your home and your life are falling down around you
And you can’t pretend it didn’t happen tomorrow
Because you’ll still have those scars
But you don’t know how it feels to be that fire
To feel like your heart is burning and breaking
And you know you’re already broken inside and outside
Because you’re still burning
And you can’t feel a thing except burning pain
And heat and hate
And you’re crying but you don’t care anymore
Because that saltwater won’t calm the inferno
Of your broken heart and fractured soul
And your tortured mind
And you can feel yourself turning to stone and fading away
And you think it might be better that way
Because you’re tired of helping everyone and doing your best
And acting like you’re not being torn apart from inside
But you can’t let it out
Yes, I am holding back a wildfire.



No, I don’t want to talk about it.



