Enough

You scared me once.
When you sent that text.
For a moment,
as I read it,
read your sad words,
my heart skipped a beat.
I wanted to help.
But what could I do?
You said I helped.
But was it enough?

I dreamt last night
that you went through with it.
All I remember
from the dream
was heart-wrenching,
gut-aching,
horrifying,
empty grief,
sobbing,
crying,
heaving
so hard
my chest
nearly burst.
Because all I could see
was you
lying there
looking happier than you ever had.
And all I could think was,
I tried to help,
but it wasn’t enough.

I couldn’t breathe today,
Because I was scared for you.
Our school sounded the alarm,
“Someone outside
is a danger to themselves.”
And for a second,
my heart stopped.
Because what if?
What if
my dream came true?
What if
you were lying there
alone
on the sidewalk
looking happier
than you ever had?
What if trying to help
will never be enough?

I can finally breathe.
I am no longer scared.
The news came today.
You are safe.
You will be safe.
You have help.
More than I could give.
But I’ll still be here,
on the phone,
breathing,
heart beating.
Because I know now
that trying to help
will be enough.
