SECOND DRAFT    

Cheryl S. Norman © 2002
"Worthless bitch! Clean that mess up!" 

My stepfather’s voice rasped into the tension-charged atmosphere, making me cringe. Hurriedly, I swept up the glass I’d dropped when I heard him coming. As usual, my mother lay passed out on the couch, leaving me to fend for myself. My stepfather leaned against the sink cradling his beer; I heard each heavy breath, felt his eyes on me. 

"Now, get that homework done. I’ll be in to check it." 

Tears blinded me and I stumbled, banging my face on the doorframe. With a hand pressed to my throbbing eye, I fled to my room, slammed the door and slid the bolt home. 

A glimpse in the mirror showed angry swelling around my eye. Stifling a sob, I sank down on the chair. The computer glowed invitingly – my only friend in this loveless household. It offered me the chance to lose myself in one of the stories that I loved to write – an escape from the nightmare of my reality. 

My need was desperate. Lovingly, my fingers caressed the keys; they felt so familiar – almost a part of me. Slowly I typed a couple of words, then a sentence, until defiantly, I began to write my own story.

The words seethed onto the screen – the whole ugly truth. The unwanted child, the drunken mother and the stepfather who took from the girl what the mother would no longer give. Hot tears welled and the screen shimmered and danced as my fingers flew across the keyboard, unravelling the threads of my young life.

Finally, it was finished. My face throbbed and I felt empty, drained. But this was only the first draft. 

I heard his footsteps stomping up the passage towards my room. He’d be furious that the door was locked, but there was no way I’d let him touch me tonight. 

Painstakingly, I scrolled through the words on the screen, carefully deleting the offending parts of my life. The sturdy little bolt bent and twisted as he pounded and kicked, yelled and threatened – determined to punish me. I heard Mother’s voice, raised and angry, supporting him. I ignored them both.

The air crackled with possibility; I felt lighter, unburdened; the pain in my face faded. My PC hummed contentedly at my side, changing and shaping the story of my life until – the sounds from the door grew fainter – then stopped altogether. My second draft was complete. Satisfied, I saved it and shut down my computer. 

A glance in the mirror confirmed what I already knew. The injury had completely healed. Daring to hope, I opened my door.

The house lay quiet now. There was no sign that he or my mother had ever existed. I listened to the silence for a while then retreated to my room. The house was too large for just one person and I’d always wanted to be part of a large family. I booted up my PC and began to type.

