Female, Age 28, Grenada.
I Hate my Sister

Worst of all, I hate my sister.
I hate my sister.

Because she never hurt me, and perhaps that is why.

You know, when I leave the house I have a proper mask on. A party face. What my family taught me. Image. That was all.  So I look good. I am a professional, let me tell you, and I make a lot of money and lots of people respect me very much. I even help others too.

But she saw me.

She saw him drag me off the bed onto the floor when my Mother was sleeping.

My Mother. Could she really have slept through it all? I want to believe she didn’t know.

But my sister. She was there. She saw him put his thing in my bum, and she saw him take it out, full of poo, and then he put it right away into my vagina and then in my mouth. She saw. 

I am full of poo.

I am poo.

And so despite my accomplishments, and despite my progress, and despite my happy face and my expensive dresses, my sister knows.

I wish she were dead.

Because she curled up in a corner and cried while he did it.

I don’t blame her for that.

But she saw me get full of poo.

So, despite my mask, she saw me.

I hate her most of all for that. Her compassionate face won’t let me forget.

