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Don’t hold your breath, a love story this is not.  

She is young, fresh, and green; well, that’s how we say it back home, but you 

polite folk would say “naïve.” Whatever suits your fancy. This babyish beauty is 

caught in his web of deceit.  

 

Mike the Monster. Don’t roll your eyes, he is nothing to play with. He smacks her 

around enough. He deserves that name. On second thought, lets drop the Mike; just 

Monster. 

 

Outfitted in a khaki brown Chic jeans and a tan top to match, she is ready to attend 

the annual Red Cross Fair held on the Government House grounds. This is an event 

that you don’t want to even think about missing. Everyone who is someone is 

present. She is someone. She must be there. The Monster thinks otherwise. He 

firmly plants his size ten no-name-brand shoes in her way. His stare sends cold 

chills rushing down her spine, but she is dressed and ready to make a grand 

entrance at her yearly commitment because the Red Cross Fair waits for no one, 

not even her. She has invested too much effort. She must show her face.  

 



   

She is so afraid of him; all two hundred and six bones feel the blows before he 

releases and, like Mike Tyson without the gloves, his fist lands on her lips. She’s 

clearly not a fan of boxing because she doesn’t know how to dodge punches…not 

yet. She stands there shaking, numb with leaky lips, hoping the unwelcome 

spillage avoids her clothing–the clothing that was put together months in advance.  

 

A little spatter gets on her top but it’s nothing that couldn’t be fixed; she needs 

quick feet to make it to the bathroom before it dries. Speaking of feet, that’s where 

the bulk of the blood bonded, with her shoes now brown and red. Her trembling 

hands peel open the cupboard door, looking for something, anything, to fix this. 

What gets blood out of cotton again? Baking soda? Vinegar? is it cold water? 

There stands upright a golden-yellow open bottle of Joy, overflowing on each side 

promising to brighten the fiber. Really! Out of all the dish soap in the world it has 

to be joy.  Nevermind the cosmic comedy; she’s working against time. One go at it 

is never enough, neither is two. There can’t be any trace, joy needs to deliver on its 

promise. Even if it makes her fingers raw.   

 

She enters the fancy fair like a princess: broken crown, broken lips, broken heart, 

broken soul, still smiling. (Thankfully no broken bones…just saying). She’s 

unafraid to expose her broken world.  



   

Can you imagine how hard it is to drink strong booze and smile with split lips?   

 

She returns dripping with optimism that the Monster will see the error of his ways. 

You guessed it. She was wrong. His huge hairy hands imbed prints around her 

neck and simultaneously squeezes her bleeding heart.   

 

Like a cat; three lives left out of nine.  

Damn – love is blind 

She got pregnant by him. 

A new life. 

His poundings do not stop.  

 

Her baby boy arrives late. Two weeks and five days overcooked. You know how 

they say, “bouncing baby boy,” well, this six pounds nine ounces has no bounce. 

Instead, he’s quivering, wrinkly, skin shedding and literally green in colour–

innocent and fighting for his life (like mother like son already, the perfect match). 

 

It took this little angel’s mother two years after his appearance to calculate the love 

between his father and mother is ≠. 

 



   

 

She never thought something so difficult could be so easy in a moment. There is no 

way she is going to be responsible for bringing the Monster 2.0 into this world. Her 

little darling saves her life so she’s saving his life too. Tina, to answer your 

question, love’s got everything to do with it.   

 

You are wrong to judge her for staying so long. Unless you’ve walked a mile in her 

bloody shoes, reserve your right to remain silent. Remember she is green as grass 

in the springtime. Green: not ready for picking, not ripe. 

 

 

 


