Slashes                                                                  By: Heidy Guizar

[bookmark: _GoBack]  He never hurt me as much outside as he did inside. Of course pain is the only way to peace, and it isn’t a subtle hint that makes me think like that, nor a whisper, or even a wisp. It’s the strokes, and touches that undulate under my skin every day and knowing that what I was told was meant to be a favor- always seems to transform into violence in the end. And even if it would only take a moment for all the secrets to spill out right in front of everyone, I would never tell, even if it was laid out with the rest of the world. Where secrets should always be kept behind doors where they were chained, locked, and bolted shut so nobody would ever have to face the reality within them- and that was the thing. People always thought reality was living, when actually it was everything that goes on around it every little day. The days that would eventually lead to death, and that he had control over - where my life was at the palm of his hands. “I don’t want you here.” I say “I want Blake and Erin home!” Dad looks at me with an alarmed glare. “You should really shut the fuck up before the mother fucking neighbors call the fucking police!” he snarls, I succumb into myself quickly, it is a miracle I don’t have a contusion on my face yet, I was really pushing my luck by speaking out of line. It was so simple to do so, like a coloring page, yet you would make the whole sheet so chaotic and complicated if you ever did. I tried a handful of attempts; I got put into place each time I bothered, there was just no winning easy with dad. Only losing hard and I have the scars and slashes to prove it to anyone who asks, but no one ever does. I guess they don’t care about the problems in this world as much as they let on. I retreat to my room quietly, and uneasily tuck a strand of stray hair that had been wandering around the boarder of my cheeks. “You should stop wearing your hair like that,” dad says between bites of chicken from KFC. “It makes you look like Erin.” I turned to face him, “Well, we are sisters aren’t we?” I say. “But Erin, she’s just…not my type.” He states. Yeah. And a man picking his teeth is mine apparently. “Since when did I become your type then?” I demand “Baby, you’ve always been my type, and I know you’ll never say anything about our little secret, will you?” as far as I can remember he always laughed at me, the way I never told anyone our secret, he would make sure I wouldn’t by telling me what he would do if I ever slipped. It just became another complication in my coloring book. This is the secret; he touches me every single day, he beats me every day, he never wants me to be like Erin, or Blake- to leave him as soon as I have something stable to cling to, and he wants me to help him stay young, as long as I stay young with him, or else I’m utterly worthless. Then I would just be left as a crayon that had eroded away after what seemed eons of pages that had been spoiled. I sprinted down the hallway and into my room. It was a gift from god that I had a safe haven, somewhere I could think, and try to unravel all of dads riddles                              
