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Fall of 1987

I

woke up from a deep sleep with a jolt. The voices from the
kitchen were so loud that you could hear them all over the
house. I crawled out of bed, cracked open my door and listened.
My mom and dad were yelling at each other.
“How can you do this,” my mom screamed at my dad.
“Damn it, I’ve had enough of this kind of life. I’m leaving
and I’m not coming back. I’ve sold the farm. You and Annie are
on your own.”
“Where is the money from selling the farm? It was owned by
my family, it’s not yours to sell,” she cried hysterically.
“Too bad, the law says I can sell it. The new owners are
moving in tomorrow. Maybe they will give you a job as a maid
or a cook. That’s all you’re worth.” With that he threw some
money on the table.
“What about Annie? Don’t you think you owe her something?”
“Hell no, you couldn’t even give me a son, only a worthless
girl.”
The door slammed shut and then there was silence. I climbed
back into bed and pulled the covers over my head and tried to
block out what I had just heard. I felt I’d just been dropped from
a cliff, abruptly, from the safe secure haven of childhood, into
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the harsh realities of adulthood. I held onto the pillow while the
world around me changed forever.
“Annie get up and get dressed. We have to talk,”Mom said as
she threw my door open.
I sat up and looked at her. I could hardly believe the change in
her. She was no longer pretty. She looked hollow; her eyes were
red and too big for her face. I could almost feel and smell her fear.
I got up and attempted to put my arms around her but she pushed
me away.
“It’s your fault that your father left. He never wanted a girl;
so get out of bed and help me. You’re not very strong but you’re
better than nothing.” She turned and left the room.
In a matter of minutes my life had changed. I no longer had
the love of either parent. I had no brothers or sisters nor any
other relatives. I was truly alone and I was scared. I got dressed
and went down stairs.
“Your father’s gone and the new owners of the farm are
coming tomorrow. We must move all our personal belongings
to the rooms over the stable. Use the clothes basket to move your
things to the smaller of the two bedrooms. Now hurry, we don’t
have all day. Take everything you want to keep because it will
be the last time you’ll be allowed in your old room.”
I picked up the basket from the kitchen and ran up to my
room. I looked at my pretty bed with all the stuffed animals I’d
received as presents and threw them in the basket first. Then in
went my books and jewelry box that had only some rings and
necklaces from the five and dime store in it. I climbed up on
a chair and got my box, hidden on the top shelf of my closet,
where I had all my pictures and also bits and pieces of memories
stashed inside. How could I remember everything I wanted to
take with me so quickly? I‘d just about filled the basket, to the
top, so I ran across the yard to the stable, climbed the rickety old
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stairs and pushed open the door to my new home. I found the
smallest room and sat down on the lumpy twin bed and looked
around. What I saw left me shocked. There was only one small
window with two panes of glass that were cracked; no curtains
and only a torn dirty shade. The walls were even worse. There
were pieces of wallpaper hanging loose and cracks so large that
you could put your finger in them. The floor had no rugs and the
wooden planks had spaces between them that were filled with
something that looked like dried horse shit. Besides the dirty
bed I was sitting on, was a wooden chair that had only three legs
and a dresser that was missing a drawer. What a sorry mess.
My heart was filled with rage at a father who could do this to
me and a mother who blamed me for what was happening. I
emptied the basket and ran back to my old room. I filled another
basket with my clothes and ran back to my “new” room. As
I started emptying the basket something ran across my feet. I
looked down and there scurrying across the floor were two mice.
That was the last straw. I dropped the basket and sank down on
the floor and cried.
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