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ANONYMOUS 2

13. A LETTER TO THE FACELESS

Sometimes I find my mind wandering through the “what ifs,” the “I wonders.” Other 
times I hear a child’s laugh and I think to myself if I would have been able to make 
you giggle on a cloudy day. I made a selfish decision, and even though you are not 
present, I continue to live with you day in and day out.

I wonder how my parents would have reacted when I told them about you.  
I wonder if you would have changed things between your dad and me. I wonder 
what life would feel like from the inside. I wonder if you would have had my smile. 
I wonder if your eyes would be as dark and empty as mine are when I ponder about 
you. And then I wonder if it hurt you. Or would the pain of living with a mother who 
regrets your very being be worse. I wonder what I would have named you. Would 
you have had a nickname? A cheesy stamp of a nickname from your features, like 
freckles, like mine, which we might have shared. I wonder if you would have been 
athletic, intelligent, or funny.

I wonder how we would have celebrated your first birthday. And then I wonder if 
I would even be mentally present. I wonder how a person can be so cold as to make 
such a drastic decision and not think twice about it. I wonder if you would be afraid 
of the dark or fear the monster under the bed. I wonder how long it would have taken 
you to learn to walk, get your first tooth, and talk. By now you would be 4. Would 
you know your ABCs? Could you count to 10? How many finger paintings and 
ornaments would I already have saved of yours? Would I brag about everything you 
touched or would nothing ever be good enough?

Did you know I would not even look at the ultrasound when the doctor wanted 
to show me? I could not even muster up the gall to take a moment to acknowledge 
a tiny life blossoming inside me. Did you know you would have been born to a 
coward? How can a coward raise another human being? 5 years ago, almost to the 
date, I made a decision I can never take back, and I owe you an apology. I apologize 
to you for never giving you a chance; I am sorry for robbing you of your voice; I 
apologize to my parents for taking away their grandchild, and I apologize to your 
father who doesn’t even know you existed. I made a decision I can never take back. 
To this day I wonder if I made the right decision.

You deserved an opportunity to inspire, encourage, and thrive. I know, deep 
down, you would have concurred with it all. I took that all away from you in a hasty 
decision. I keep a calm exterior to fool the public, but I hurt and live for you every 
day. I made that decision; I ended your life, and sometimes I still wonder.
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