
Chapter 1

There she sat, on the saggy and stained thrift store couch. Her knees holding up

her elbows, head listless with her hair falling over her shoulders in a greasy

unwashed mess.  Sunlight slipped through the nicotine stained curtains

glimmered off the partially consumed liquor bottle; this is what caught her eye.

The brightness of sunlight reflecting off the hard glass kept her attention; she was

either too drunk to look away or too drunk to care. She could barely remember

the night before, let alone what day it was currently.

For the last 12 years she has been looking for a sign from “God”; anything to

convince her there was a reason for her here. She shopped churches like a

teenager shops for clothes. She went to church, attended the sermons, sat in the

pews, and learned the hymns. But nothing seemed to vibrate within her, nothing

resonated. She never seen the “light of Christ” burning inside, so she faded away

and burned out from faith. However, sometime during her "shopping spree" for

Christ, she did manage to stumble upon him alright..... He was nestled in the

bottom of a Black Velvet bottle. 

Nothing soothed her more, provided the solace desired, like the warmth of the

rust colored liquor burning slowly down her gullet. She took this communion

daily, giving thanks for numbing the feeling of life it brings to her. Her prayers

revolved around the sweet release of her life, like a confession, the amber liquid

brought her. She picked up the bottle before her, heavy in her inebriated hands,

and nursed from the neck opening. A line from lyrics played in her head, like a

hymn from Sunday school, “She drank so hard the bottle ached…” 

She tossed back the bottle a few more times, oblivious to the liquid escaping her

lips. It ran down her chin, dripping off the end like a sickening sweet tear. The

back of her hand instinctively wiped away at hit. Her eyes caught the splatter of

liquor across the white fabric of her pajamas. It looked like stigmata that purged



from her pores; little drops of reddish brown, like blood, staining her chest. She

shrugged it off as she felt the self medication take effect. 

It moved through her veins, severing the messages from her brain to nerves.

With each pass, each tunnel and each turn in her biological freeway, she

numbed to feelings. She fought the urge to fall asleep, knowing sleep brings the

thoughts she tries so hard to fade out through her liquid salvation. It seemed

lately her drunken thoughts always go back to that moment, many years ago,

when her mother told her how much she hated her. Her elbows still on her knees,

and the weight of the half drunken bottle countering her muscles, she dangled

the bottle between her knees. Allowing her head to sink back into the poorly

cushioned couch, she closed her eyes. Immediately she flashed back to the

breaking moment in her life; the moment that shaped who she was today.



Chapter 2

“Where the hell do you think you're going, you selfish ungrateful little slut!!?” her

mother spat through drunken words. She was standing in the door frame that

entered the kitchen, one arm resting against the frame. Held in the confines of

her other hand was a clear sweaty glass, filled with crackling melted ice and her

favorite poison; Black Velvet and Coke. Dusty would never forget that drink, that

venom, her mother preferred.  

“I’m only going to the movies. I promise I will be back in time for curfew, mom. I

swear.” Dusty attempted to reassure her mom; all while trying to maintain a calm

demeanor. She prayed that her mother would not go into another drunken rage.

Dusty knew from years of experience, her mother would soon either pass out on

the couch or flip out using her as the target. She tried her hardest to keep her

voice steady and quiet, while standing still refraining from doing any quick

movements. The sight of her mom in this state brought back an instinctive flinch.

She lost count of how many times this very scenario has played out before her;

it's almost become a hearth and home of comfort. Remaining neutral in the face,

Dusty did her best to take in the level of her mom's inebriation. 

Her mom had been slamming drinks from the moment she walked through the

door. Her mother stood before her, looking aged and haggard.  She was dressed

in a silky cream colored blouse which she had been wearing since she left for

work this morning. But now, she was too drunk to see that her shirt hung askew

off her shoulders, buttoned crooked and half tucked into her pants. (She looked a

mess, just as she did every Friday for as long as Dusty could remember.) She

had change  from her work slacks into a faded pair of ratty old navy blue sweat

pants; methodical she was, almost like clockwork. 

The years of drinking has created a road mapping of heavy wrinkles around the

mouth and eyes of her mother. Her alcohol induced a sweaty sheen on her face

causing her eyeliner to run from her eyes as if she had been crying. Dusty

focused on the corner of her mother's eye, where mascara and eyeliner gathered



creating a blacked gooey eye booger. Her mother leaned in very close to Dusty's

face almost touching nose to nose. She glared at her daughter as if they were

conducting a starring contest,  she then took another swig of her drink breathing

out slowly as she allowed the liquid to run its course. In a slick sickening voice,

her mother stated as matter of fact as she could, “I remember lying there, on the

doctor's table with my legs in the stirrups. I was heavily medicated as they

explained the abortion process to me. There I was, ready to suck you out of my

body, to rid me of you forever.” she paused to take a hasty swig of her drink. 

The stench from her mother’s breath caused her stomach to lurch, Dusty bit her

lip holding back the pending bile seeking its way up her throat. Her mother's

breath was a rancid garbage mixture of stale lunch, cigarettes, and alcohol.

Swallowing the lump that had formed in the back of her throat, Dusty did all she

could not to gag. Dusty began praying to herself; that same age old prayer she

chanted every weekend this happened with her mother. “P

Dusty always prayed, she put faith into some ominous being who failed to come

through for her. She was beginning to regret using prayer as a protective vice.

“Who the hell would be so power as to create a child into this environment, but

fail to protect them when they begged and pleaded for safety? Just who the

hell?...” She cynically thought to herself.

Interrupting Dusty's thoughts, her mother continued her hurtful onslaught. “For a

moment, for a crazy drug induced moment, I felt sorry for this “child”(smearing

the word child like it was dirt under her fingernails) growing inside me.” She

glared at Dusty and many years of hate pierced through Dusty's facade of armor.

Sometimes, the calmer her mother's demeanor became, the more frightened

Dusty felt; this just happened to be one of those moments. “I should have

continued having the doctor abort you from my body. I never wanted you.” her

mother said dry and smooth, almost parched sounding; however the delivery

method, it still sliced through Dusty's soul. Her mother's words stung deeper than

any physical knife could.

lease let me make it

through without any bruises, marks or scars. Please, just keep me safe.” 



Dusty long ago started believing each hurling word her mother tossed her way.

 Dusty asked herself this

question often lately. As much as she tried to believe that her mother didn't mean

these things when she said them, long ago she realized it was fact. She

pondered what value she was to anyone; even herself. She learned to put on a

good face for everyone else, but deep inside she was lonely. The one person

who was meant to love her, the one person who gave her life, regrets ever

seeing her. It is much like Pavlov's response for Dusty, for so many years of

being told the same things; she believes them to be true. She has no use in this

life. 

“Mom, I'm sorry you feel that way. I love you, I hope you know this. Maybe you

should slow down on your drinks…,” as soon as she said it, she regretted it. That

statement wasn't something she could pull back. Dusty had a habitual act in

moments where her tongue moved faster than her mind could allow; she gently

bit down on her lip. She hoped her mother hadn't heard it, or heard it clearly at

least. Dusty could see her mother's face quickly turn to anger. He lip twisted up in

a snarling grin, her eyes widened and a look of relief passed over her face. 

“You snide little cunt, you dare call me a drunk!!?” Her mother began to yell. “It’s

my weekend. I'll be damned if I will be told by my selfish little daughter what I will

or will not do. Remember who the fucking parent is here. Don’t you ever tell me

when, or how much I can drink! DO YOU FUCKING HEAR ME?” spittle flicking

off her mom’s teeth as she yelled at her daughter. Her mother, notorious for

using her chest as a battering ram, pushed Dusty hard enough knocking her into

the wall. Her mother's eyes searched Dusty's face looking for the green light to

charge her.  Dusty’s face burned hot, flushed from her collarbones to her upper

cheeks. She knew she was a crimson shade of anger and rage; she also knew

she was shaded from regret. Her eyes burned from holding back tears, “What a

dumb shit, can't you keep your mouth shut?,” she yelled internally at herself. Her

hands, at her side, clenched hard enough that the pads of her palms fell numb.

“If she really didn’t want me, what is the use of living?”



Once again Dusty could see the outcome ahead of her, she sighed inaudibly. All

she wanted to do was go to the movies with a group of her friends, .. like a

“normal” teenager does on a Friday night.  When was she going to learn to keep

calm and keep her mouth shut? She began to justify anything that was pending

from her mom. Dusty was champion at justification and analyzing. Her life

seemed to be filled with either rationalizations or let downs. Tonight was no

exception; she just wanted to enjoy her night.

“Don’t you even think of disobeying me!” Her mother said as if reading her mind.

“How do you expect to get respect around here if you don’t show respect?” Her

mother said while stumbling over towards her. It was as if she couldn't walk and

talk at the same time. 

Without a second to flinch, a closed fist made quick contact with Dusty’s left

cheek bone. Instinctively her hand went up to cover her face, mistakenly she

allowed a pathetic whelp to escape her lips. She had heard a crack under the

skin, she hoped her mother hadn't broken her cheekbone. Without looking in a

mirror, she knew it would swell into a bright reddish-purple bruise. She could feel

her skin swell up, pulsating with pain. She forced the stubborn taurus inside of

her to be steadfast and stand tall. All the while thinking, 

“Maybe that will knock some goddamned since into you!” again spoken through

lips wrapped around the glass of her drink. “You are more problem than it is

worth. All you do is eat, sleep and screw any man that comes into my life!”

Dusty's stomach flipped, lurched forward with angst. Her mother consistently

accused her of being promiscuous . The funny thing was, her mother never made

accusations against boys her own age, she only accused her of sleeping with the

men she brings home from whatever bar she frequented after work these days.

These men, of course, were bar hounds her mother brought home in hopes to

finding her next husband; being husband number five always seemed like such a

promising proposal for these men.  They all were disgusting excuses of human

“Please, please don’t let her hit me tonight. I just want to

go, get out. Please let me make it through tonight…”

“Why hide it away. It is

routine, she knows already.” 



flesh. Who all leered at Dusty, vied for her attention, and endlessly flirted with

her. Men who flirted with an underage, over developed teenager, made her skin

crawl. The only good thing that came out of each one of the sexual advances

they made was Dusty's insistence on celibacy.  The thought of boys, boyfriends

or men in general terrified her. Rain was so lost in thought she toned out  her

mother's verbal outpouring of hate. Her mother stopped between rants to take a

swig of her drink.

“How do expect men to be attracted to you if all you represent is a fat, slovenly

person?”  Her mother retorted with the mouth still suckling from the class, ice

bouncing off her upper lip.  

” Dusty thought to herself. 

As if able to read her thoughts, Dusty's mother said, “Keep

dreaming little girl, keep dreaming. We have only just begun tonight's argument”

Dusty sure wished her mother would get out of her head. 

“Mom, I know you have had a hard day at work. But is that any reason to hit me?

Please, just let me go out. I will forget this happened, again, between us.” Dusty

began.  Something began to possess her, take over her will to keep quiet, her

ability to keep calm. “Don't you get tired of beating on me?..” Dusty sobbed, took

a deep shuttering breath in, and unloaded.  

“NO! GOD DAMMIT, NO!” Dusty yelled. ”Why I am I always protecting YOU. I am

the CHILD, your CHILD! I am the one who is always ending up with your anger

marks” She rolled her eyes in exaggeration of the word; “mom”. “It's not just the

physical reminders you leave on me, it’s the hurtful, bitter, angry things you say! I

cannot handle it anymore! Just leave me alone! No more punches thrown and

NO MORE HURTFUL WORDS.” Dusty verbally threw up her emotions. “I just

want to be free,” she ended with a soft breathless plea, as her knees buckled

down in front of her as she slid down the wall behind her. She wept hard; all her

fears and frustrations began to search for freedom, even if for the given moment.

In a fetal position she curled up against the wall for support comforting herself;

knowing she would never receive the nurturing needed from her mother. 

First, she calls me a slut, and then she’s feigning

worry about my future husband, “Maybe she is getting

ready to pass out?” 



“YOU UNGRATEFUL COW! How dare you put this one me! You are the one who

brings these problems on yourself. I am not the one to blame here, little girl. Got,

you find away for me to hate and despise you even more each day.” In

conjunction with her drunken, hateful words, Dusty’s mother pulled back like a

mule, kicking Dusty's stomach hard and fast. Like a professional, she nursed her

watered down glass of black velvet, like a child nursing a pacifier for consultation.

It was not a shock to Dusty; it was more of a relief. The kick meant that her

mother would back off. Her mother usually got a glimpse of remorse, even

fleeting, when she does something this horrific. It was usually a shock to see her

mother have regret, but in the end her liquor was all she needed to bring her

back to her negative self. If the bruise on her face was too defined, Dusty

definitely was not going out tonight. Dusty slowly pushed herself up using the

wall to steady her waffling body. Her arms were weak and tender, feeling almost

like they were heavy and asleep. Her legs were slow and wobbly; the same

feeling she had experienced after climbing off a fast gravity defying roller-coaster.

Shaky step by shaky step, she made it to her room. 

Once in her bedroom she collapsed in front of her vanity mirror. The reflection

staring back at her from the mirror would be that of the elephant man.

Surprisingly, her cheek was not as bad has she had imagined it would be.  Dusty

figured the mark, left by her mother's fist, had swollen her face up in a monstrous

manner.  Instead, it had puffed out to a shiny reddish purple bump just under the

eye. With a little make-up she would look as though nothing ever happened...

again. Applying the cover-up to her face, Dusty chuckled to herself. “How ironic

that the crème was called “cover-up”. She flippantly said back to the wounded girl

in the mirror. 

She was tired of all the pain felt from the abuse. She was worn from all the

mental turmoil felt every week  ending when the working hours meet rest and

relaxation; when her mother decided it’s “her week”; meaning “time to drink.”

Even though Dusty had grown up in a life teaching nothing but despair, hurt and

bitterness, Dusty still loved her mother. She understood that her mom was tired,



and drinking was her escape pod; a free ride into complete and total denial and

self hate. She jumped suddenly when the sound of shattering of glass came from

behind her closed door. Without even going out into the living room, Dusty knew

her mother was spent. She breathed a sigh of relief, for she could now go out

without anymore issues. 

Dusty opened her bedroom door and yelled down the hall to no one

listening, “Mom, are you alright?” Not getting a response in return, she quietly

went out into the hall between the kitchen and living room. Her mother was

sprawled out on the kitchen floor with glistening shards of sticky wet glass around

her. She stood there, with her hands on her hips in a motherly stance, moving

into auto pilot as it kicked on. Unfortunately, this was such a familiar territory for

her, no serious thought process was needed to continue forward. Shaking her

head, looking at her mother, she assessed the scene like she was an investigator

at a crime scene. When her mother hit the floor, the glass had bounced out of her

hand and exploded. In a perfect marriage of melted ice and escaped liquor,

Dusty's mother laid in  the puddle.  

Dusty’s mother looked almost like a child in somber slumber, having a

peaceful dream. Dusty gently helped her mom up and half carried her to the

bedroom. She undressed her and put her nightgown on, laid her mom down into

the bed, and pulled the covers up around her. After all that commotion, after all

that was said, Dusty kissed her cheek and rehashed the situation. For Dusty was

good at analyzing, and reanalyzing situations.

She was glad her mother hadn’t cut herself when she fell. With complete

automation, she got the broom and dustpan out. Swept up the remaining pieces,

I knew she was drinking, but yet I continued to argue. I should have

known to just let her be. How stupid can I be? I knew she would pass out, so why

be so ignorant and “push her buttons” as she likes to say? I guess I deserved all

that was coming to me, I am such an idiot. Next time, I promise, to be more

careful.



mopped, and completed the task at hand. Blank stare and make up applied;

Dusty finished and wrote a note to her mom. 

With that, she left.



Chapter 3

She sat up with a start, for fear of another pummel of fists; she swung her hands

in front of her face. The bottle slipped from her hands, crashing onto the glass

coffee table in front of her. The shattering of glass was like sent her into a panic

attack; like war flashbacks at the sound of a chopper flying low overhead. The

panic sobered her up better than a week of rehab. “You stupid bitch! How can

you be so fucking careless?” She yelled at herself as she made her way to her

kitchen. As she busied  herself with cleaning up the mess ahead of her, she

noticed a quick shadow that blocked out the light on the surface of broken glass.

“What the fuck!” was all she could muster. She whipped her head around quickly

to see who was behind her, only to catch the fading sound of bird wings; she was

barely responsible for herself, let a lone a pet. Still in full on panic mode, she

scanned her little shabby apartment for a loose bird that may have flown in from

the window. Nothing, there was absolutely nothing in her house but her. 

“Fuck, I can't handle this shit!” throwing her arms up and speaking out loud to

herself, as she headed her way back to her bedroom. “What a waste of a good

bottle, damn it.” She got more pissed with the realization that she was not

motivated, or showered, enough to leave the house and venture into public. She

pulled her matted, unwashed hair back into a bandana, pulled on sweat pants

under her night gown, and finished with zipping a hoodie over the front of her.

Her too casual get up made her look more haggard than normal. 

She scoured the pockets of her clothes tossed around the bedroom to the

bathroom. She searched for change or cash available. She counted her change

like a child in Sunday school would their first tithe.“Thank God I moved into an

apartment that is walking distance from a liquor store.” 
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