
That night, I decided to fry chicken like I had seen Mom do countless times before. I decorated the chicken with 
all the seasonings in the cabinet until it looked like the raw chicken I used to sneakily lick. I put oil in the pan 
and turned on the gas. I let the grease sizzle, floured the chicken in a plastic Ziploc bag and shook it with all 
my might. I fried that chicken! I even made some Rice-a-Roni with broccoli. The house smelled delicious. It was 
the first meal we had in a very long time. I set the table in the formal dining room and used Mom’s good china 
from the china cabinet. I was able to persuade Mom to join Sarah and me at the table. What a treat. It was as 
if God had shone his light down us at that moment, and because of the light we were able to smile. 
Lo and behold, as if on cue, Dad walked in the door. After the commotion of welcoming him back home, even 
though he smelled badly and his hair and clothes were unkempt, we ate, we laughed, and we conversed as if 
we hadn't skipped a beat. At some point during the meal, Sarah started to point to the kitchen and say, "Fire." 
I thought it was another lame attempt for her to get attention, but no, there was a fire, a huge fire. Suddenly, I 
remembered that I forgot to turn off the pan of grease. 
"Oh no! The grease!" I screamed. Dad rushed into the kitchen to extinguish the fire with all of the water he 
could get from the sink. Me, mom and Sarah watched from the far end of the dining room in fear. If Dad had of 
been himself, he would have remembered that you don't fight a grease fire with water. But given what may, 
this father, or what was left of him, continued to throw water even as the flames grew stronger. Luckily, the 
neighbors saw the smoke coming from the back porch and called 911. The fire department was there in no 
time. Only the kitchen had been destroyed. The rest of the house was deemed safe. 
My mother did provide me with some comfort that night. She came to my bedroom to tuck me in. She sat at 
the toe of my bed not saying anything for a long while. Eventually, she told me that the fire wasn't my fault and 
that, all in all, it was still a good dinner. 
I did not sleep easy that night. The shouts grew louder and louder. I climbed out of bed and crept through the 
the shadowdy hallways. I sat at the top of the dark and lonely staircase, listening in on the argument. Mom 
kept asking Dad where he had been, and Dad was yelling that of course he couldn't stay home with us now 
because we didn't have a kitchen. 
Even though the night had been a disaster, I woke up the following morning excited for the future. I decided 
not to let my yesterday dictate my today. Today was the day I would win the spelling bee that would save my 
family. I jumped out of bed and picked out a cute green shirt and my favorite stonewashed blue jeans. I took 
my time brushing my hair, had to be ready to pose for the pictures. I grabbed Sadie’s half of the charm 
bracelet. I wanted to be the first person to give her a birthday gift. "I’ll find the perfect time today to surprise 
her," I thought. I ran downstairs and choked on the smoke from the kitchen but was able to remind Mom not to 
be late for the spelling bee that started at three o’ clock. 
"I’ll be there," she said without looking at me. 
The school day flew by. I stayed focused on my list of words. I didn't study with Sadie at lunch like we usually 
did. Instead, I took the list into the girls’ bathroom and went over them alone. I stared at the pink bathroom 
stall walls, trying to make heads or tails of where my family was headed. The longer I stared the more clearly I 
could see the writing on the wall. Hallucinogens, amphetamines, cannabis, cocaine, the list went on and on. 
Visions of the drugs, the arguing, and Dad’s rapidly deteriorating health suddenly made it impossible to remain 
focused. 
The next thing I knew, I was in the auditorium, sitting on stage, looking out into the audience. There were 
approximately twenty-five people in the crowd, but no sign of Mom and Sarah. I looked to the left of me and 
saw a row of empty chairs. To the right was Sadie. 
A woman down in the audience was speaking into a microphone. "Sasha, you have thirty seconds to respond or 
you will be disqualified. Sasha, the last word of the day is addiction. Whoever spells this word correctly will 
qualify to be in the Agustus County spelling bee champion." 
I stood and walked over to the microphone on stage. I looked again in the crowd for Mom. Mom, where are 
you? I need you here, I thought. 
Suddenly, in my mind’s eye, I saw Mom. She was standing in our living room. She was crying, and Dad was 
there too. 
"Mom, Dad, can you hear me? I need you to come to my school for the spelling bee." 
Mom continued to cry. "Honey, I need you here with us, the girls need you here with us. We need you to be the 
husband and father that you used to be. Stay here with us, and we will get you some help. Stop this addiction 
and choose your family," Mom begged. 
Dad stared at Mom, and for a second it seemed he was going to take her into his arms, but something, 
something bigger than his love for her, made him say, "I don't need this shit! I don't need you, I don't need the 
girls, and I don't have a problem that I need help with. I'll come home when you get off my fucking back about 
it." Dad stormed out the front door, and Mom fell to her knees. 



"Sasha, this is your final call. The word is addiction." 
I cleared my throat, and in a small voice I spelled, “D-A-D-D-Y.’’ 
Continues... 

 


