INTRO: FORGIVE ME FATHER FOR I HAVE SINNED

Blake lay in bed with the covers pulled over his head. There were screams coming from the other room.

 “Shet` up Bitch!!  Shet’ up, right now! Damn, you get on my nerves. I don’t wanna hear yo’ mouf’ again. Every time I come home I hear the same ole’ bitching noise out of yo’ mouf.”  Smack!  “There ya go.”

 Blake knew that his mom was taking a few smacks in the face. That was normal for his household on a Friday night. Leon would come home mad that the white man was the cause of his downfall and unemployment problems. Yet, he spent over half the day drunk or high with his buddies.

 “Why is it that you can go wherever you want, but I have to stay here in this damn house with no one to talk to?”  Mom wanted an answer, but with the look in Leon’s eyes that was unlikely. 

“I guess you wanna run the streets, like the other ho’s out there?” Leon asked.

 “You never take me anywhere! I just want to leave sometimes,” Mom said. 

“Filthy ho’s like you, that don’t take care of their man, don’t deserve nothin’.  I’m the man of the house. I make the rules.  You do what I say, when I say it,” Leon said, as he grabbed Mom by the hair and threw her to the floor. 

“That’s it.  I can’t take this shit anymore.  I want you out of this house now!” Mom shouted, as she struggled to her feet.

 “This is my house bitch! Who do you think you are? You can’t put me out.  I need to put yo’ no cleaning, no working, trifling ass out, along with that bastard boy of yours,” Leon said, as he hit her in the mouth with his closed fist.  

The hit loosened two of her teeth and knocked her to the ground. Leon jumped on top of her demanding she put his sex in her mouth.

 “Stop Leon, and get the hell off me.” Mom screamed for mercy, but Leon was in a drunken rage. He was intent on getting what he wanted one way or another.

 Blake heard his mother screaming for her life. He couldn’t sit back and just listen, while his mother endured such pain.  Blake got out of bed, went into his parents’ room and did the UNSPEAKABLE.

§§

“Mom and Dad have been gone for an awful long time. I wonder where they went.”

Pretending to be the man of the house, Chris looked out the window hoping that his parents would show up soon.

 “Since Mom and Dad ain’t here, do I still have to go to bed right now?” Toy asked her big brother.  

“Put it like this, if you are less than 3’ tall, in the 2nd grade and under the age of 6, then yes you do.” Although he playfully wrestled with his little sister, Chris knew that something just wasn’t right. 

“Can you at least read me a bedtime story? Mommy always does,” Toy told Chris, while squirming to get loose.

 “Okay, okay. What type of story do you want to hear?”  Chris asked his little sis’ as she snuggled next to her teddy bear. 

“Something with blood and guts,” Toy offered. 

“Those are not the type of stories Mommy tells you.”

 “I know, but you’re not Mommy. Please, please I want be scared,” Toy said smiling, hoping to get her wish. 

“Hmm….I got the perfect story. A long, long time ago their was this man who married a princess and he promised to give her everything in the world, but as time went on she knew that he was lying.  Instead of leaving, she tried to change him into a good man. She thought that after their son was born maybe he would change, but he didn’t.  He kept right on partying and drinking.  Even after their daughter was born, he continued to stay in the streets.”

“Mommy tells better stories than you,” Toy said.  

Chris knew his story was not that good, but that was all he could think of on short notice. 

 Sleepy now, Toy asked, “Will Daddy ever change?” 

Chris tucked his little sister in bed for the night. Chris knew something was wrong.  He walked toward the living room hoping his parents were home.  

He remembered the last time his parents were late coming home. He hoped Daddy wasn’t drinking again. He’d promised he wouldn’t.

Bring, bring!!   “Hello, Daddy! Is this my daddy?” Chris sounded like the frightened little twelve year old that he was.

 “No Chris, this is your Aunt Gladys. I need you to do me a favor. Get baby sister and yourself dressed.” 

“Why? Tell me why?” Chris shouted through the phone.

 “Do as I say right now, Chris. I’m on my way to pick you guys up to spend the night with me.” 

After hanging up the phone, Chris fell to his knees praying that nothing bad had

happened to his parents. 

