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Words flew like bullets in my tiny living room. Momma had tears flowing down her face and daddy’s fists were clenched. Momma’s dress was torn, where he had grabbed her arm. My head hurt. I hugged the leg of the table as their words continued to rocket off the walls. 

“Was it my fault?” I wondered to myself.

Momma looked like a matador facing a raging bull and daddy was ready to charge. They circled each other around the couch. The centre rug had long since been rumpled, from their tussling. There would be no peace tonight; I knew this. Gone were the days when my parents laughed more than they fought. But my father had lost his soul to the bottle and everybody caught hell when he came home in the nights.

The stench of alcohol filled the room. I sat alone in the dark corner, clutching my doll. My dad heaved the couch aside, like it was a bowl of porridge and Mom stumbled back into the wall, to avoid being hit again. It felt like death was calling. 

Tears ran down my cheeks, and I yearned for the days when they would sit together and watch Bill Cosby and Seventh Heaven. I wanted to run away, but I could not move.

Daddy lunged for Momma and grabbed both her arms. She struggled to pull away, but he pushed her against the wall. She screamed as his fist grazed her chin. Momma had fire in her eyes, as she pushed at his chest, but that only managed to ignite the devil within him further. Her words were like barbed wire, as she fought to pull away from his grip.

Their words were a sewer pit, filled with spite and hatred. I wondered at the new word that floated between my parents. I hadn’t heard of di...divorce. If it would end these constant wrangling between my parents, I was all for it. 

I craned my neck around the table, just in time to see him take another swing at Momma. His fist connected with the side of her neck and Momma crumbled to the floor. He stood over her like a gorilla, cursing and blaming her for what he did. 

His words stuck in his throat and retreated when he saw that I was peeking from behind the table. He shuddered as he saw my tears of fright falling to the carpeted floor. Daddy looked back at Momma, curled up and howling at his feet and stepped back. The living room resembled a war zone. 

Why did he keep doing this? 

He looked back at me peeping up at him in terror? I could see the pain in his eyes, as realisation stole in of what he had become; a monster. 

How could he do this?
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ISIS WAS SIX YEARS old when her mother and father separated. Her mother took her to her uncle’s house in Yallahs. She never saw her father after that. Life was good for a while. She made friends at her new school and her mother started to laugh again. 

In the summer, Isis spent the days at her godmother’s house. She helped at the shop and went home in the evenings with her mother.

One afternoon her godmother went into town to buy goods while Isis stayed with her sons Carl and Adam. They were older boys in their teens. Though she was their junior, Isis was just as tall as they were. She had her growth spurt early and looked like a mature girl of 14 years, rather than nine years old. The conductors on the bus wanted her to pay the adult fare, so her mother often argued with them.

She was in the living room playing with some cards when she noticed a bunch of the boys entering through the front gate. She guessed that they must be friends of Adam and Carl. She was used to boys loitering in the back yard, so Isis paid them no mind and continued with her game.

“Isis come here,” Carl called from his room a few minutes later.

“Wat yuh want?” she shouted.

“Just come here nuh.”

Isis sighed and stood. She placed the cards on the dining table and went to the back of the house where the boys’ rooms were. Isis moved back the black and grey curtains, which acted as a door. Carl was lying down in his single bed, partly covered by thin blue and white plaid sheets.

“Wat yuh want?” she asked again.

“Come over here, I want to show yuh somin.”

“Wat?” she inched closer.

“Come nuh,” he extended his hand to her and pulled her down on the bed, making space so that she could lie beside him.

“Wat yuh did a do outside by yuh self?” he asked.

“Notin. Playing cards.”

“Dat boring man,” he countered.

“No. To yuh maybe, but not to me.”

Carl placed his arm over her head so that her head now rested on his arm.

“Wat yuh doing Carl?”

“Notin,” he whispered. “Just making sure that yuh comfortable.”

“Me alright.” 

He took her hand and pulled it under the sheet. Carl then guided her hand down to his groin. Isis felt a hard object, like a banana. She pulled her hand quickly from under the sheet.

“A wah dat?” Isis exclaimed. She looked up to see him leering at her.

“That’s my snake man.”

“Yuh snake?” she hissed her teeth. Isis lifted the sheets and saw Carl’s erect penis. “Carl dat is no snake. Dat is yuh penis.”

“Hav yuh seen one before?” he questioned.

“No. Not a live one anyway.” She shifted, feeling a bit uncomfortable talking about private parts.

“So how yuh knuh?”

“School dummy.”

He smiled, “So let me see yours nuh.”

“Fi wat reason?”

“I neva see one before,” Carl lied.

“Well, it looks different from yurs.”

Carl pulled the sheets down, “Really, mek me see nuh.”

“Alright, but a quick look.” Isis allowed him to lift her skirt and pulled her pink cotton underwear down. She tugged the sheets back up and attempted to cover herself. Carl held her wrist, preventing her from pulling up her panties.

“Me nuh dun look,” he scolded.

“Yuh tekking too long Carl,” she whimpered.

“I waan see wat inside look like.”

Isis countered, “Fi wah? Dis is no show an tell.”

“I still waan see.”

Isis felt frightened. “Ok, but leggo mi han.”

Carl released her wrist and she allowed him to pull down the sheets and reveal her private parts once more. She stared at the ceiling and prayed that he would hurry up, so that she could go back into the living room.

Isis tensed when he began fondling her. “Relax man.” She closed her eyes. The feelings felt strange but good. 

After a few minutes, she opened her eyes. Adam was kneeling beside her and he was fondling her. “Wat yuh doing?”

Carl held her down, “Relax, Adam neva see it eidda.”

“Carl, I dun feel comfortable.” 

“Dun worry man, we won't hurt you,” Adam answered.

Out of the side of her eye, Isis saw the curtain shift, Carl and Adam’s friends entered the room. Isis tried to get up, but Carl held her down. She tugged at her arm and kicked, but he was stronger than her.

“Relax nuh Isis, we just waan see. We promise not to hurt you.” Her heart was beating out of her chest.

Adam put a bottle to her mouth. “Here drink dis. It will help you relax.”

Isis drank the warm liquid, which tasted sweet. She coughed as the warmth spread to her stomach and legs. Isis never felt this feeling before. She felt sleepy. Her eyes refused to stay open.

When Isis came to, she was in her godmother’s bedroom. How did she get in here? She could not remember. She must have fallen asleep after playing cards. Her mother’s voice drifted into the room and she tried to get up. 

Isis felt groggy and her stomach ached badly. Just then, her mother entered the room. Momma was short and chubby around the hips. She mostly kept her hair cropped to her scalp with brown and red highlights. That evening she was dressed in blue scrubs. She had just finished her shift at the Princess Margaret Hospital and was late in picking up Isis.

“Mommy, mi belly a hurt me,” she complained.

“Hush girl, yuh turning woman pan me. It looks like yuh period start.” Her mother took her to the bathroom, gave her a pad and helped her clean up. They went home after telling her godmother good night.

Isis did not go back to her there. The summer had ended and her mother took her shopping for back to school items. She received new books and a new uniform. Isis was looking forward to a new school year.
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THREE YEARS LATER, at five-feet-seven, Isis was taller than all the girls her age. She had an athletic body from her years of doing track for the Yallahs Primary School. Though she was popular, Isis remained reclusive. She didn’t have many friends and rarely hung out at the popular spots at Poor Man’s Corner. She studied hard and along with passing her GSAT test, she had gotten a track scholarship, to attend Camperdown High school. 

Isis and her mother moved back to Kingston that summer. Her mother took a transfer to the Bustamante Children’s Hospital and they stayed at her other Uncle James’ house off the Boulevard highway. 

The house in Kingston was different from the house in Yallahs. Before, she shared a large room with her mother. They had single beds at opposite ends of the room and had their own, small bathroom outside. At Ken Hill drive, they had separate rooms. Her bedroom was light and airy. She enjoyed watching the light rain bathing the fruit trees in the backyard, in the evenings. Her momma was across the hall from her and they still shared a bathroom, though it was larger and on the inside.

The obeah woman who lived on Ken Hill drive and her visitors brought some entertainment to her days. Her house was like an old saloon, from the cowboy movies. The people who came and went were as the birds on the earth. They surveyed the street, like land surveyors on
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