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“Power--- Discuss” assignment

“Joshie sweetie, can you take out the garbage?” my mom’s voice rolls through the hall. There is a slight, well maybe not so slight, sarcastic edge to her voice. The kind every mother gets when dealing with an insubordinate, sardonic child. 

I roll my eyes. I just woke up. Seriously, I woke up at 9:30 and it’s only 2:00 and my mom expects me to throw out garbage. It’s just the injustice of it all. “Why not Liz?” I complain using a particularly grating voice.

Those damn stares. What the hell is it about that stare? It burns through you like a hot poker. Damn it! Dash it all to hell, now I can’t refuse. Slipping on my sandals over my socks, like I care about fashion or anything at this unearthly hour. I slip the garbage bag from the can, holding on to the last glimmer of hope that she’ll reconsider.

“What are you waiting for?” she asks.

Nothing really.  Damn, now I have to do it. “Nothing, mother,” I reply, with the renowned, defiant, last-chance-please-don’t-make-me-do-it-type-of-tone  “nothing at all.” I slip on the safety latch on the door and take the long walk down the hall to the incinerator room to throw the garbage out. 

“Now, was that such a big deal Josh?” she queries.

“No, not really,” wrong choice of words. Of course, this leaves room for every mother’s super-ploy…

“Oh good, then can you help me for just 2 minutes? Please? It’s just a short list of things to do. It’ll make things so much easier for me…” I stop listening to her. The thought runs through my mind, a train waiting to halt, stupid guilt trips… Meanwhile of course she is still on it. Obviously something about the blank look on my face makes her think that continuing to lecture me would be helpful.

The alarm goes off in my head… she’s done. RESPOND FOOL! Oh yeah, “Yeah mom.” I turn the corners of my lips upward in an attempt at a smile. It comes but it’s one of those wonderful tight-lipped, I’m-smiling-because-I-have-to type of smiles.

So she presents me with what she considers a ‘short’ list. That’s short? I don’t know what type of world she lives in. I know I’ll be working for at least twenty minutes more than just “2 minutes? Please?” Stupid mothers.

Anyhow, my first job is to help her make lunches in the kitchen. “Get out the grapes.” “Take out the tinfoil.” “Put it in the lunchbox.”

Many thoughts run through my head. Some are hard to decipher, some not be mentioned, some about the donut I’m going to be eating later, and some along the lines of liar, stupid, let me do what I want to do, why do you always call on me and not Liz, I hate you, and this sucks, just to give you a general idea.

So once I’ve finished this work in the kitchen, I’ve got to straighten up the papers in my loose-leaf. Another array of this is stupid, this sucks, this is pointless, I can find everything anyway, and other such thoughts drum loudly in my brain.

So the next day, she has the nerve to call me again. I put on the same tightlipped smile as the day before and with the most sarcastic tone ever to be uttered I say, “Yeah mom?”

