A Daughter’s love

 The steaming dinner adorns our wooden table
Every fork, spoon and knife sit at their perfect positions
We wait expectantly
What dad will I have today?
Mr. Quiet dad? 
Maybe Mr. Happy dad? I ponder harshly

The duet of a jiggling doorknob and crashing keys fill the living room
The daily Russian roulette we play doesn’t ever get less tense
I’ve asked my friends before
If they play what I’ve began to call “Daddy’s emotional Russian roulette”
But they have no idea

His work boots arrive first leaving a radius of mud with each step
The glossy tiles no longer intact
Nothing of his arrival is harmonious 
And despite me hating it enough to not even mention it

BANG!
Today a hateful dad walked through the door

Not even a hello is spared for me
I scurry to the table like rats to cheese 
To avoid his wrath
Sitting at the dinner table 
I daydream of what being part of a normal family must be like
Family outings, trust and transparency
One where we talk about our days over food
[bookmark: _Int_nkcj6L0h]One where speaking up isn’t forbidden 

Silent tears begin to oversalt my cold food
I silently shove the food down my throat without a care for taste
Silently I find that my thoughts chew better than me
The well-fed question continues chewing through my brain
 It becomes louder, more important
Like cymbals that refuse to rest
“The silence now, Is of the future?”














