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​​Isis’ Story
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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.
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