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Written by Cynthia Miguel 

The water could be heard rushing through the pipes in the walls. My brother, Robson, 

was still taking his brief shower after his Tae Kwon Do lessons, while my sister, Kayla, and I 

were in our room, listening to a Spanish lullaby playing from our karaoke. Our mother was 

working her usual night shift while our irate father was cooking food for himself. 

Kayla was cleaning her school materials from the floor as I was sitting on our bed, 

daydreaming like always. The room we shared was an immense fairy pink room. The keyboard 

that was shared between all of us children was pushed up against the smaller wall that faced the 

door. There was a petite, wooden bookcase that stood in the corner of the room opposite of our 

beds, and a large, currently dormant, gas heater that took up the rest of the short wall. It was 

tamed by the white, wooden, decorated cover that hid the heater’s presence. The ancient, five-

drawer chest, that contained only half of the multitude of clothes we owned, was standing in 

between two windows on the wall next to the heater. This wall was rather long, and our beds 

were stacked and pushed against the same wall. There was a mirror perpendicular to the beds on 

a thin strip of wall, reflecting the harsh reality in this world to ignorant people. 

 The phone rang. There was only one phone in our apartment and unfortunately, it was on 

the opposite side of the house. I tried to run quickly and quietly. It would have been bad if I 

disturbed the people downstairs at night. I saw the Caller ID and picked up.  

“Hello?”  

“Hi Cyn!” my mother greeted. 



 

“Hi Mom,” I said in an obviously disturbed voice. 

“Are you okay?” Mom asked worriedly. 

“Papai’s mad again,” I confessed. “It’s because he had to wake up to pick Robson up 

from his lesson. We were late picking him up, too. He fell asleep again after me and Kayla woke 

him up the first time.” 

“Are you kidding me?! I’m gonna walk home okay? Don’t tell your father. I’ll be home 

soon.” 

  “Alright,” I said in a small voice. 

 “I love you!” she assured. 

“Love you too.” 

I hung up the phone and silently walked to my room. Then I heard my name. “Cyn!” he 

hollered. I twitched at the roar of my name and my heart began to pound violently, as if it wanted 

to break free from my body. Hesitantly, I crept to where my father was cooking his usual meal of 

rice and beans. 

“Yeah?” I whispered. 

“What’d your mother say? Is she ready to be picked up?” he asked in his cranky voice. 

Frightened by the consequence I would receive if he discovered I had lied to him, I 

panicked and said in a low voice, “She’s walking home.” 

“What?” he asked as if he couldn’t understand what I had just said. 

“She’s walking home.” I repeated. 



 

“Great. Just fucking great!” He slammed the cover of a pot back onto its boiling owner. 

And no, I was not talking about my father. The sharp, ringing, metallic sound caused me to jolt. I 

tried to slip away as he ranted and ended up right beside my sister, who had emerged from our 

room, and my brother, who looked refreshed after his shower. Uh oh, I thought as I noticed his 

shirt. My father inevitably acknowledged it too, which led to more yelling and swearing. 

Robson’s shirt wasn’t necessarily inappropriate to the public eye; it was only wrong in my 

father’s eyes. “You’re stupid if you can’t read this.” That’s all it said. A few different colored 

layers of that tease were on the dark blue shirt, trying to confuse its reader. Just a simple tease. 

That’s all it was. But that was all it needed to be to enrage my father even more; his anger 

triggers as quickly as a gorilla's would. 

“And I hate those shirts! Those shirts are for those stupid, fucking niggers you see on the 

street!” I twitched at the racial slur. I loathed his racism and sexism. “Who bought you that 

shit?!” 

“Me, Kayla and Mom bought them for him,” I said timidly, tears descending from my 

eyes. 

“Why’d you buy them?!” 

“We thought it was funny and he would like them.” 

“There’s nothing wrong with them!” Kayla defended. 

“Don’t buy that shit ever again!” He kept on yelling and lecturing us, but I zoned out. I 

snapped back into the conversation when the words “You kids are so fucking annoying!” came 

out of his mouth. 

Crack. Crack. That’s when I started hearing it. 



 

“I hate you kids!” 

Crack! Crack! There it was again. But it was louder this time. 

“You ruined my life!” 

Crack! Crackle! Crack, crack! Then I turned away from my father’s furious face, to see 

Robson’s tears flowing vigorously like two rivers. Down, down, down his face. Plop! Onto his 

“stupid” shirt. 

At that moment, it washed over me like a tsunami. It felt as if I was drowning. Not from 

his cussing or shouts that filled my ears. No. From the fact that my relationship with my father 

was a fallacy. I knew I didn’t have a perfect family, but to discover that I didn’t have a normal 

family, in which everybody loved each other, crushed me. I figured it was normal to have a 

family where the father didn't interact with his children often, and to learn otherwise, appalled 

me. The truth that rolled off his tongue was an earthquake. That was where the cracking noises 

came from. That truth shook my whole world and created the deep, rigid cracks, chasms, and 

rifts in the relationship between my father and me. And like any chasm, the land cannot be 

repaired to what it was before the earthquake. 

I found myself gasping for breath, as if I was submerged under the sea, swimming to the 

surface. My tears were suffocating me and I couldn’t stop them. They were too powerful. He was 

still screaming, I could see his face shouting, but his words wouldn’t register. I looked to my 

siblings’ faces only to see their expressions mirror my own. It was like my life went into slow 

motion: no sound, no understanding of what was happening, but most of all, no control. The 

ferocious floods wouldn’t stop, even when my mother came home. 



 

He must’ve heard the door close because he dismissed us to our rooms so my mom 

wouldn’t see our hysterical faces. But it didn’t take long for my mom to come up the stairs and 

catch glimpses of us all before we scattered to our rooms. I hadn’t realized we’d been 

experiencing his wrath for so long. It was a blur to me at that moment, and almost unreal. 

Regardless if it was real or not, I was glad my mom was home. Even so, my tears didn’t stop. 

Then my mother walked into my room and asked my sister and me, “What did you guys do?” 

That was like dropping another bombshell on us. She immediately turned to us and 

accused us as if we were guilty. That was all my sister needed to snap. “We didn’t do anything!” 

she cried. I could see uncontrollable tears cascading from her light blue eyes. She was still crying 

and explaining everything as I walked out of the room. I was still in slow motion, and walking to 

the medicine cabinet, only two paces from my bedroom door, seemed to take me forever. 

Apparently, my mother had followed me, and she put my back against the strip of lime green 

hallway wall so she could look at me directly in my eyes. Then my life snapped back into its 

normal motion. 

“Cynthia. I need you to breathe.” But I couldn’t. I reached for my throat. 

“Cynthia?” my mom called. “Cynthia.” She said more sternly. “Look at me.” I stared into 

her pale jade eyes, certain that there was desperation in my own. “Breathe. I need you to breathe. 

You have to stop crying. You’ll--” 

“I can’t!” I cried between my spasmodic breaths, with more tears trickling down. 

“Yes you can. Just relax.” 



 

I saw my father appear in the corner of my eye and then heard him yelling at me to stop 

crying. Mom yelled at him, and he silenced immediately and scurried away like a petrified 

mouse. She went back to wiping my tears and coaxing me to relax. 

After she figured I was calm enough, she sent me to my sister who watched frantically in 

our bedroom doorway. “Close the door, Kay,” I heard my mom say. Then I heard the shouts and 

screams of my parents and resumed my weeping. 

Kayla grabbed something small before slowly sitting down in her low, circular college 

chair that was in the center of our room. The chair was made of tan, smooth polyester and 

rimmed with brown corduroy. “Come here,” she beckoned. I sat on her lap, still sobbing, and she 

pulled out her sleek, black MP3 player. 

“It’s not gonna work,” I warned her in between my sobs. 

“Here.” She gave me the headphones and started playing music. “You won’t hear 

anything if you push in the headphones.” I buried the headphones into my ears until I could no 

longer hear my parents, and hid my face in her hair as she cradled me to sleep. 


