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It’s Sunday morning and I don’t go to church but my mother is passed out on the living room 
couch and I’m hungry waiting for her to wake up. At this time, I do not know how to cook myself. 
The house reeks of alcohol and cigarettes. I feel lightheaded but I thought that is because I just 
woke up and went to sleep late at night because my mother didn’t care about my bedtime. She 
only cared about drugs and alcohol. In Fact I do not remember my mom even being there last 
night when I went to bed. That may be why i'm starving right now. It’s the next day and I don’t 
want to go to school, so my mom doesn’t care if I go or not. Maybe I’ll just skip the whole week. 
I’m only in 1st grade. The week passes by and it’s the weekend now. I am so happy because 
my siblings get to come. They are older than me but I’m always bored and I want someone to 
hang out with. I realize now that my sister was actually jealous of me but I didn’t know then. In 
fact I envied her and she didn’t even like me. I always let her get to pick the game or I would do 
what she wanted to do and it did not bother me that much because I loved to play with her. My 
brother came over too but he played video games. They were always treated better than me like 
I didn’t matter as much as them. I felt a little unequal then them but now I understand now that 
they were top priority. I was just chopped liver. I got to do fun things and I got to eat well when 
they came over. Which was only every other weekend. Years later I was given full custody to my 
dad and my step mom who I now call Mom. I love it and now I go to church and. I now think of 
my old mom as a person who just created me and I thank her for that. There is more to the story 
but I am happy now and that is all that matters because I matter. 
 
                                                Written by Olivia Watson. 


