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Bitter Exit in Kingston shares the story of Bethany, a bitter, old woman, who is struggling with regret and loneliness. She was abandoned by her children in a senior care facility.
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Five bottles of anti-depressant, anti-anxiety, arthritis and hypertension medication stared at her like militant nurses. She was sick and tired of popping pills just to bare this lonely world. Bethany couldn’t stand the sight of them, but shifty-eyed thieves had long since placed the bottles out of her reach, on the top shelf.

She glanced through the window. Catching her reflection, she snorted, pulling air loudly through her lips. The sound was rife with displeasure and sounded like spittle being crushed by a hundred pound weight. Her breath skimmed over the glass, like smoke, as she observed the ravages of time on her weathered skin. 

Chiselled lines, like river gorges, ran across her forehead, cheeks and the side of her eyes. Her nose no longer glistened with sheen and youth, but looked like a cracked foot bottom. Her earlobes drooped like over-chewed bubble gum. She could barely make out her sunken eyes; tethered to her sockets by darkened, cracked flesh.

“This is what I have come to?”

Five minutes of standing took her breath away. Her strength was like a cunning fox, eluding her, outwitting her. The echoes of her youth haunted her. She could almost see the thick plaits of her dark brown hair resting over her shoulder. Only the scorched earth like weeds, stuck out in stubs on her head. Alopecia had ravaged her crown and left her with a Frankenstein frontal lobe protruding from her face.

The sound of weakened, inflamed joints betrayed her movement, as she shifted her meagre weight on the cane. Unwanted, pain had remained her best friend. She wished it too would abandon her, like her worthless rug rats. But, no! Her knees and hips ached continuously.

A nurse strutted across the lush green grass. Bethany watched as she assisted Mrs. Martha inside. Resentment curdled in her heart, like bile. 

In tandem, the nurse tripped, her knees buckled and she went down like a half eaten mango from a tree. Mrs. Martha stumbled and planted her face in the grass. Thick brown tentacles suddenly rose from the earth, coiled around their bodies and pulled them down into the caverns of the earth. Bethany’s lips inched across the width of her face. 

Her eyes adjusted as the evening sun peeked out from behind a curtain of clouds. Forcing her to squint and focus her gaze. Mrs. Martha and the nurse were ambling through the front door.

Wind whistled through her lips, “Hm.” She murmured in disgust.

Her heart would burst with rainbow, if every last nurse was pulled, screaming, down into the depths of a volcano. They were vermin. 

The scenery did not delight her either. The brisk evening breeze combed the lawn with urgency and vigour. Colours draped over every corner of the property, while bees and butterflies busied themselves. The scent of laughter and giggles filled her nose. Bethany snorted. Perturbed by all the fake smiles, annoying kids and Alzheimer’s riddled bodies; people who have long been unable to recognise their family members.

Loneliness dripped like cold water in her heart. She hissed and stood. 

“I should not be here.” 

No longer a sprite or wild flower; staying on her feet caused slight electric currents to jazz up and down her legs. At times, her toes felt disconnected from her body. She drew the blinds, clothing the room in a depressing gloom. 

The gay world could stay on the opposite side. 

“They are such hypocrites,’ she thought to herself as she ambled to the bedside. “If they truly cared they would not have carted off their mothers, fathers and grandparents to this forgotten place. Every weekend relatives pile in like flies to a carcass. They carry a stench of deceitful bliss.” 

The nights were like a hundred mile march. Each soldier a mile apart, left to stealthily make it towards daybreak. Silence separated them like a winter’s fog. It cloaked the rooms and intermittently haunting moans escaped, spilling from under the doors. 

On many such marches, Bethany gave over to the beguiling hallucinations. Often, her past sauntered through her mind’s eye. Her chin fell on her chest as she drifted off on the wisp of a vision.

Her long, slender fingers caressed the edge of the cuff of her pink satin blouse. She had paired the delicate apparel with a black A-line skirt, and matching jacket. Her eyes drifted to the tinted window in her office, which allowed her to look out over the office floor below.

“They look like worker ants from up here,” Bethany thought, as she watched her staff make like they were busy.

Carlos was talking to Sherrie at the cooler again. She made a mental note to reprimand them later that evening. Bethany would have her secretary call them in at 4:55 p.m. for a meeting. This would ensure that they would not leave with the rest of the staff, when it was time to go home. They should keep their social gatherings to when they left the office. This would be the fifth time this week that she noticed this communion by the water cooler.

Bethany wrote on her notepad, Remove cooler week. They could drink from the bathroom faucet if they were thirsty.

Michael, the accountant, was chatting up Tameka at her desk. No wonder, the young woman was often late with her reports. They glanced at the window and noticed her watching them pointedly. He excused himself and returned to his desk and Tameka, turned back to her computer. 

Bethany made a note of that as well. She would shorten the report deadlines to every two weeks; that should keep the young lady busy.

All this fraternising was cutting into her margins. Her clients expected results, regardless of her social status and she expected results from her subordinates, always.

A deadline for a new client was due next week Tuesday. Bethany decided that she will call a meeting Friday morning, and demand that the presentations be ready for Monday morning. She was sure to get back the hours they loitered away.

She smiled with glee as she envisioned them working late on Friday night and the weekend, to meet their deadlines.

Bethany leaned back into her black leather chair. Her head tilted back, with eyes closed.

“Mama, mama” the cries ringed in her eardrums. 

The cries rose above her in the room like bedevilled sirens. She flew out of the chair. Her office, merged into a filthy children’s nursery.

Bethany covered her ears as the wails seem to crescendo and the voice tripled, if that were possible. Dean, Davis and Candace were calling to her. They grew into giant babies before her eyes, clawing at her skirt and spitting up on her satin blouse.

Bethany woke with a start. 

The room was unrecognisable at first. The dream was ripe in her mind and cling to the edges of her consciousness. Her fingers gripped the bed sheet.

Like clumsy oafs, her memory slowly returned and she recognised the pasty sky blue walls of the senior home.

Life was a cruel wench. 

She hissed her teeth and shifted her position.

It had been fifteen years since Dan died. Her kids, Candace and Davis, didn’t give a crap about her. All the time, her housemates died alone in their beds.

Alone!

No one ever came to see Bethany.

Not one of them came, in five years.

She remembered the never-ending hours enduring pelvic crushing pain. The first time, with Dean, he was in breach. They twisted his little body, right there in her womb, but he was a big boy. Dean was born ten pounds, three ounces. His head had torn her vagina.

Davis and Candace were equally difficult and left her with horrid C-Section wounds. 

Before she and Dan were engaged, she had many suitors. Her weekends were perpetually busy, jet-setting to some gorgeous part of the island. She was young and carefree. Her prince charming of the month would try to woo her with expensive gifts and shopping trips to New York and Miami. Bethany enjoyed the high life.

All that ended when she got married to Dan, the conniving whoremonger. After Dean was born, the injuries she suffered during childbirth prevented her from having sex with him for three months. There were many nights he did not come home.

Bethany was sure she could have been very successful at her former job. After all, she was one of the top managers at her firm. The cards came crashing down after she had her second child, Candace. The responsibility of running both a home, with two children under three years and an office was overwhelming.

She could not compete with her chauvinistic team members, who did everything to frustrate her. She left her plumb position and stayed home for fifteen years. 

Her throat tightened.

“Everything gone,” she whimpered, “everything.”

Tears scampered down her face.

Later, Bethany glanced at the clock.

“4:00 o’clock.” 

Time had its own pace and none of them suited her. 

“I am tired of sitting in this god forsaking room. Day in, day out.”

“From day put on its blinkers, to she draw har drapes. Day come, day go, I sit here.”

“Dean wouldn’t stand fi dis,” she continued to mumble under her breath, “If he were alive.” 

“Dean wouldn’t stand fi dis,”

“Ungrateful pups,” Bethany muttered.

Now, she wished she had flushed the last two down the toilet when she had the chance. It would have served her best to keep her figure. She disfigured her body just to deliver her children into the world.

He was her first born, her favourite. He died in a car accident eight years before. How it pained her to entertain the memory. As soon as his body was in the ground, her evil spawns shipped her to this sixth level of hell. 

Her beloved son was the only decent human being she had known. If truth be told, he was the only person she truly loved; such a paragon of goodness. When she gave birth, Bethany had decided that God must have made a mistake. How could such an angel come from her and Dan?

She only faulted him for one thing. When he died, Dan’s entire estate went to his wife, Annette. Bethany, never spoke to her much and thought the woman a thief. She stole what belonged to her. Now, Annette’s parents were basking in the money, which should have been hers. 

“Good, yuh dead! I would be living comfortably if it weren’t for you. Yuh fi rot in hell!”

“Where did I go wrong in this wretched life?” Bethany knew where she wanted to be; with Dan.

Her late husband was the devil’s own progeny. She regretted ever laying down with the bastard. He was an alcoholic, womanising cheat and a no good father who made her life a living hell. 

Bethany initially stayed with him because of the children. After their second child she had no income of her own to rely on and she wanted to provide a stable home. This desire cost her her dignity and almost her sanity. 

Whenever he came home after his escapades, they fought like WWE wrestlers. Growing up as an only child had made Bethany tough and she gave as good as she got. Dan would leave again, for weeks at a time. Bethany was sure he stayed at one of his whore’s house or took them on trips to Miami like he did with her, before their lives went to hell. 

Before he died, they had come to tolerate each other, barely.

Her limbs creaked as she took her time to sit up in the bed. 

“Cursed bones!” 

Bethany groaned as her arthritic knees started to ache, “Hm.”

This was certainly not a part of her plan at all. Time had siphoned her strength, but not her will. 

One would think she had the bubonic plague, the way
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