D: is for dreadful.


For some medi-cal related court appearance, my mother had to bring a letter from my father. My lazy, inept, indifferent father who said he would sign a letter, but not write one. Mother wrote a rough draft, a compilation of her thoughts, and told me to type it up. Irked, I began to reluctantly type, until, after the heading, I stumbled upon a mess of words, appallingly misspelled and out of syntax. On top of that, the letter had no point, and sounded incredibly stupid, so I voiced my opinion on the idiotic quality of the incomprehensible letter to her. Mother, dear, sweet, oh-so-patient mother, she told me to make sense out of it. Told me that that’s why she gave it to me, to make sense out of it. Make sense out of something that even I don’t understand? Impossible demands always led to trouble.

She screamed, I screamed back, and she screamed some more, spittle spewing from her diseased mouth, flying everywhere, engulfing my wrist-watch clad arm with tiny, germ infested specks of saliva. Throwing her eyeliner cap angrily into the trashcan, along with her horrid rough-draft, then fishing for the unintentionally discarded eyeliner cap, she told me to take my useless mind and go to my room. No sooner had I reached me room, when I heard tearful, mad cries from the kitchen.


“How could you possibly be my daughter, even a stranger would have helped me with that. I suppose that if I ever ask you for money when I am old, you’ll kill me.”

“Shut up you psychotic bitch. Just shut up,” I chanted in my head.


“You worthless piece of shit, I must have been one hell of a crazy bitch to have asked you for help.”

Yes, yes, you crazy bitch. Yes, yes. Undeterred, she continued to have her fantastic little fit, her routine words, almost as if they were scripted, they mechanically and automatically continued to spill out of that filthy, filthy mouth.
