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How I Grew Up


I hate myself sometimes.  I hate how I get up and I’m really cold because I forgot to close the window, and Dad is going to yell at me.  I keep forgetting to do things like that, like saying sorry and all that adult stuff.  I can’t remember to say sorry and close the window every single time, because I’m not grown up yet.  Dad says I need to do that.  I’m supposed to be grown up now, he says.  It’s weird because my mom never says that, but I should probably listen to my dad or he might yell at me.  I don’t think he’s wrong or anything, but sometimes I don’t want to listen to him or tell him things.


I don’t tell him about some stuff that happens at school.  Like I said, if I tell him something he doesn’t like, he might get mad at me.  Like if I told him about how I broke my ruler in geography when I was fooling around with it, and we had to measure something and the teacher saw my broken ruler and I started to cry, but she told me it was okay and she could get me a new one.  The teacher didn’t get mad, but I’m pretty sure Dad would.  He doesn’t like it when I break things or make mistakes.  One time I forgot to fill up the ice cube tray with water after I used it all for my Pepsi, and so I filled it up too late so he didn’t have any ice for his own drink.  His face got all red like he was holding his breath for a long time, and he started saying a bunch of swear words in my face and breaking things.  There was lots of water all over the place, and it got all over my picture of a tornado on the refrigerator so it smelled really bad.  It didn’t really look like water on the picture, but it was all wet and wrinkly like it was in the rain.  I didn’t say anything when he was yelling and breaking things because that makes him really mad and he might hit me.  That’s like ten times worse, because he yells when he hits me too.  Usually after he hits me I shake a lot, and I don’t want to leave my room for a long time.


It was a lot like the day after he got really, really mad.  My mom and I were both crying a lot, and there was glass everywhere.  It looked like Dad was crying too, but he was yelling like he was just mad.  He kept throwing things everywhere, and almost everything he was throwing was breaking.  If he didn’t break it, he picked it up again and threw it again and most of the time it would break.  I was thinking it cost a lot of money, and maybe that’s why my mom was crying.  But when he got all done throwing things, he grabbed my mom and went to their bedroom and shut the door.  They didn’t come out of there for a long time, and all I heard was more yelling and my mom crying.  I just sat on the floor and was shaking a lot because I didn’t want to make Dad even madder.  I don’t know how long I was sitting there, but it was a long time.  Finally they opened the door, and my mom came out and she was still crying.  I was surprised she didn’t run out of tears, because she was crying for a long time.  She had make-up coming out of her eyes and it was all over her face.  Dad stopped yelling and throwing things, and when he came out he looked really serious and his face wasn’t red.  He looked at both of us a bunch of times and then went outside.  My mom told me right then that it was time to go to bed, so I went.


When I woke up, no one was home, so I had to make my breakfast by myself.  But I wasn’t really hungry.  My tummy was hurting and I was shaking a little bit still.  I only toasted one waffle instead of two and I ate that with some butter and syrup.  Then I went to school like I usually do.  I didn’t tell anyone about what happened the night before because I thought Dad might find out and get mad again.  But anyway, I got to school and I was excited because we changed groups in class and I got to sit at the same group with Heidi again.  I like Heidi a lot because her hair is all shiny and straight like new paintbrushes.  I try to sit really close to her sometimes so I can feel her hair hit my face when she pushes it back with her hands.  She doesn’t notice it because she can’t feel it with her hair.  And it smells like the soap they use in the bathroom at school.  Don’t worry, it smells good.  Her face is really pretty, but I don’t try to look at her too long or she might look at me back.  Anyway, she sits at the same group as me again, but she was across from me so I wasn’t able to feel her hair anymore. But I really wanted to feel it, so I grabbed some when she wasn’t looking and pushed it into my face like she did so I could smell it.  She didn’t like it very much and she made a funny face like she was tasting something gross.  The teacher didn’t like that I did it either when Heidi told on me, and the teacher told me to stop it.  I got really nervous because everyone was looking at me, and two other boys at another table were laughing at me.


The two boys pushed me into a puddle at recess and laughed at me some more.  I was going to cry, but I didn’t because I remembered Dad said I needed to grow up and be a man.  So I was being a man and got up and tried to push one of them, but he moved out of the way, so I just hit his back really hard.  I was hoping it would hurt him, but it didn’t.  I hit his back a lot, but his big jacket was blocking my hits.  He just got really mad and turned me around and breathed in my face.  He smelled like peanut butter, and he pushed me on the ground again.  Like I said, I didn’t cry because I was supposed to be tough.  He told me not to tell anyone he pushed me or he would beat me up later, and I didn’t want that to happen.  But I didn’t want him to push me anymore, so I waited until recess was over.

Then in class we did a project for history where we had to cut out presidents and put them in the right spots.  The peanut butter smelling kid came to my group and asked me if I wanted help gluing, and I said no.  He told me he was going to help anyway, and he took the glue and squeezed a bunch out of the bottle all over my project.  He didn’t help very much at all.  He started laughing, but it wasn’t really funny.  Actually, it made me mad, so I took the scissors I had in my hand and poked him in the eye really hard.  They got stuck in there right under his eyebrow, but I didn’t want to pull them out because I got scared.  He started waving around and making a sound like Tarzan from the movie, but it was a lot squeakier and he did it for a long time.  I was shaking a lot and I didn’t move, but I told him I was sorry.  He pulled the scissors out and covered his eye, which had a lot of blood coming out.  It was getting all over the floor.  I knew I was going to get in trouble, so I ran outside really fast, even though the teacher was yelling at me.  I kept running and I started crying because no one saw me, and no one would know I wasn’t being grown up.  I ran all the way home and I was thinking about if Dad would find out what I did at school.


When I got home, I went straight to my room and lied down and started shaking again, because I had a bad feeling my dad was going to find out and that he was going to hit me.  I didn’t want him to hit me anymore.  I wanted to make sure that he would never be able to hit me again.  So what I did is got my pocketknife that he gave me for my birthday last year and held onto it.  He said someday I could use it to protect myself, because one day we might go camping and there are bugs that might bite you.  I asked him if it would be okay for me to kill the bugs that wanted to bite me, and he said that was fine.  I have never gotten to use it, though.  Bugs sometimes bite me even when I’m not camping, and it doesn’t hurt that bad.  When Dad hits me, that hurts a lot more.  Most of the time bugs only bite you once and go away, but Dad makes it hurt a lot more than just once.  I cry a lot when he hits me because it hurts so much, but if I keep crying he hits me more.  I don’t know why he hits me so many times.  I guess it’s because I’m such a bad kid and I’m not grown up yet.


I was laying down in my room for a really long time, laying right on my bed, but I never went to sleep because I was thinking a lot about what might happen to me if Dad found out about what I did to the peanut butter smelling kid.  Of course, right when I was thinking that, I heard my mom and Dad come inside the house.  I could hear my mom just keep saying no, and someone slammed the door really hard so the house shook, and something with glass broke in the other room.  I knew they found out what happened because I could hear them walking towards my room.  I hid under my covers and tried to hide from them.  They were calling my name a lot, but they stopped once they got in my room.  My mom took the covers off of my head, and I pretended I was asleep.  My mom told Dad that I was sleeping and that they should be quiet.  No one said anything for a minute, and I didn’t hear anything.  Then my door shut really hard and I heard my mom screaming, and it scared me a lot, so I got up really fast.  When I looked at my door, I saw the back of Dad, and he turned around and looked at me.  His eyes were really big.  He walked up to me and got on his knees next to my bed.  He asked me a few times what happened at school today, but I didn’t want to tell him because I thought he would get mad.  He said he wouldn’t get mad, but he wanted me to tell him.  He grabbed my chin a little bit too hard and he got really close to my face.  He was breathing hard, and it smelled bad.  Then he slapped my head and I yelled because it hurt a lot, and I heard my mom yelling outside my door and pulling on the doorknob.  I wanted her to come in.  I knew Dad was going to hit me.


Then I remembered that I still had the knife in my hand, so I put it behind my back.  When I did that, Dad asked me what I had back there, and I said nothing.  When he was asking me, I opened up the knife just like he showed me when I first got it, but I wasn’t looking because it was still behind my back.  I didn’t want him to see it, but he grabbed one of my arms anyway, but it wasn’t the hand I had the knife in.  He grabbed my other arm really hard and saw the knife.  When he saw the knife, he took a deep breath and it didn’t look like he was mad anymore.  He said in a really low voice that I needed to give him the knife, but I really didn’t want to.  He said he might have to take it away from me and that I wouldn’t see it again, but I still didn’t give it to him.  So he said he was taking it away and grabbed the knife, but I moved my arm back a little bit and he grabbed the sharp part.  He let go really fast and stood up, holding his hands together.  He growled really loud, and I saw some blood coming out of his hands.


Something really weird happened right then.  I looked at Dad and saw him standing there with his hands together like that, and I knew he was mad, but he wasn’t hitting me.  Every time he was mad, he would hit me, but this time he wasn’t.  He wasn’t even yelling.  It was just like the peanut butter smelling kid – when the blood came out, he stopped making fun of me and putting glue on my project.  I wanted my dad to stop hitting and yelling.  I wanted more blood to come out.  I got off of my bed and walked up to him, and he just stood there and his eyes got really big.  Then I poked his belly a whole bunch of times with the knife, making holes in his t-shirt, and he started making sounds like a walrus.  It sounded really funny, so I kept doing it, and blood started getting all over his t-shirt.  His mouth was making a circle, and he fell back into the door, still making the walrus sounds, and I was laughing because I thought the sounds were funny.  I walked over to him and kept poking him, this time a little bit higher, but it didn’t make really big holes like it did in his belly.  Actually, when he fell, he sat down and stopped making the noises.  He just sat there with his eyes open, his mouth still in an O shape.  My mom was still outside pounding on the door and yelling, but I didn’t know what to do because Dad was just sitting there.  I dropped the knife right there and got back in my bed and went to sleep because I was tired, even when my mom kept hitting the door.  For some reason I wasn’t really scared.


When I woke up later, it was dark and my door was open.  My dad was also gone, but there were a bunch of numbers on the floor where he was sitting when I went to sleep.  My knife was even gone.  I saw some lights flashing outside, but I didn’t hear anything out there because the window was closed.  I got up and walked out of my room to see what was going on, and right outside of the hallway I saw my mom with her arms crossed, and it looked like she was crying again.  There were also two guys dressed like business people, but they had white gloves on.  They all looked at me and my mom said I was in big trouble.  I told her I probably was.  That’s when you guys came in and put me in the car and took me here.  I know I’m in big trouble now because you told me I was, but is Dad going to come back?

