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                                  Mom 

    It was dark and raining. The only sound in the house was that of the rain pelting the roof.  I had already put the girls to sleep. Yes, you read it right. I, a 13 year old kid, put them to bed. Where was my mom? I had no idea. She had said she would be right back. That was 6 hours ago. 

     

     I got up and went to check the girls. As I walked down the hall, I heard a sound.

 Immediately, I thought someone was in the house. After all, it was the ghetto. 

I grabbed my knife out of my pocket, flipped out the blade, and crept up on the

 bathroom. The only thought in my mind was my sisters, “Got to save them!” I kicked 

open the bathroom door. Nothing. The adrenaline rushed out of my system and I sank 

to the floor. 

     

    Where was my Mom to comfort me? Nowhere to be seen, as usual. Then, I 

heard a key jingle in the lock of the front door. The door opened and 

my mom came staggering in, drunk, as usual. Did she say hi? or explain where she had been? No. She walked into her room and locked the door. Did it hurt my feelings? 
No, I have toughened my heart and feelings. No one can bring me down. Especially 
my mom. She doesn’t give a f*ck, and I don’t give a f*ck either. It may sound 
immature, but she has put my sisters and me through so much.  I just wish she would
 learn to be a good mother.  I would give up everything just to have her pay attention to my sisters.

  

