A Roast to Menopause
For many of us, writing is a form of therapy–a way to release our feelings. I “wrote” this in my head during a particularly bad run. Then I did my best to put it on paper when I was home. I know, I know, not a humorous look at menopause, but sometimes you just need to be frustrated.
Whose body is this?
It surely isn’t mine. My body was strong and lean.
This body is squishy and soft.
Whose body is this?
It surely isn’t mine. My body could conquer anything. It thrived on physical challenges.
This body hurts. It’s tired and cranky. It holds on to the banister when it goes down the stairs in the morning. It makes sounds when it stands up or sits down.
Whose body is this?
It surely isn’t mine. My body had no fears.
This body is stitched together. Held together with screws, staples, and such. It’s afraid of getting hurt (again).
Whose body is this?
It surely isn’t mine. My body was so full of energy. It was bubbly in the morning and at night.
This body won’t sleep. It’s restless and anxious. Its mind won’t stop spinning.
Whose body is this?
It surely isn’t mine. My body was confident. It was playful and felt sexy (at least some of the time).
This body avoids intimacy. It doesn’t feel confident. It doesn’t feel sexy. It doesn’t enjoy sex. It would like to.
Where did my body go? When did this stranger move in?
Whose body is this? It surely isn’t mine.

