Permanent Scars
A door slams. 
The now empty house glistens in all of its expensive, brand name fixtures and furniture. It is a beautiful home, yet does not look lived in, too perfect to exist. The entrance behind the door leads to a winding staircase that, if followed, opens into the upstairs hallway. The brown carpet squishes between toes and the newly painted brown walls resemble the colour of dark chocolate. Side tables and ornamental decorations fill the hall with sophistication. Upstairs there are five white doors, four are closed and one remains slightly open.

Inside the open door lays a magnificent master bedroom. The white, teardrop-shaped, crystals on the chandelier sway gently from the breeze trickling in through the open window. The curtains on the window reflect the colours of the room in vibrant orange flecks. The peach wall reminisces of summer and the water bed is centered in the middle of the room. It has a striking 1000 count duvet. All is elegance and luxury. 

The stunning room has one flaw. In the corner, adjacent to the white door is a night table which has been moved out of place. The mahogany wood has scratched the peach paint leaving permanent scars on the once perfect room. The ceramic tan coloured lamp has been pushed off the table and has left shards on the plush carpet. Next to the night table, away from the mess is a woman.
She sits with her legs pressing up to her chest. Her arms wrap so tightly around her legs she begins to lose feeling in them. She is paralyzed, weak and alone. Tears fill her eyes, erupting onto her hot cheek. 
She stands and forces her body to turn around and face the mirror attached to the closet. The stranger staring back at her in the reflection looks exhausted, drained, worn-out and weak. With shaking fingers she brushes her wispy brown hair away from her face. She grazes her index finger across her neck, pausing slowly at each subtle speck of purple and black. She moves her left hand down her right arm, tracing the red circles that plague her wrists. A single streak of crimson coloured blood crusts her nostril. Her hazel eyes do not move, they stare blankly back into her soul. Finally, her hands reach the bottom of her stomach; she holds them with tenderness. She crawls back into the corner and her eyes glaze again. She is far away. Remembering a time when her world wasn’t dark, when she was in control of her own mind and decisions. She dreams of the world where she’s not afraid. It’s a world she likes to visit without a presence lingering over her.
* * *

It’s December 31st of ‘09: her brother is having a New Year’s party. She spends all of Christmas that year wishing, hoping, desperate for someone to come into her life. It’s all she craves. She becomes resolved. 

She has never been fond of parties and this one is no exception. She is sitting on the couch in the corner making small talk with her brother’s acquaintances. This is when a man walks in; she is immediately drawn to him. She spends all night trying to get near him. There is something about him that she cannot process. His leather shoes and designer jeans make her heart ache. His crooked smile and muscular arms have her drooling from across the room. 
Her brother makes eye contact with her across the room and motions to her to come over. “Hey, can you run to the kitchen and grab the champagne? It’s almost midnight!” It’s almost as though she’s not a guest. 
Still, she listens obediently walks to the kitchen. Everyone is surrounding the TV; they are waiting for the ball to drop. “Only five more minutes!” The announcer proclaims.

She sighs to herself and reaches into the fridge. 
“All out?” an unfamiliar voice asks behind her.

Her eyes shift; it is the man was watching. “It appears so,” she mumbles, caught unaware. Stands staring at the ground. 
“I take it, parties aren’t your thing?” he teases.
“Not particularly,” She attempts a flirtatious reply, finally meeting his eye. 
“I don’t mean to overstep, but how can a women as beautiful as yourself be the bar maid?” He asks sincerely. “You don’t seem to have a midnight kiss.”  His head motions to the couples, now surrounding the TV, anxiously awaiting midnight’s strike.
She laughs like a school girl, immediately embarrassed. “And what might you be implying?” A wide smile spreads her face in spite of herself. 
“10! 9! 8!” The party guests chant.
He takes a step towards her. It as if a cosmic force has taken a hold of her, all her resolutions melt away, answered.  It happens quickly, he stands right in front of her. His fingers caress the top of her cheek and follow down to her chin. His hand cups her jaw firmly, his hands strong, drawing her face towards his. Slowly, he leans in, lingers right before her lips. There is liquor on his breath and his grip feels electric but she likes it, she wants it. She has never been more alive. The noise seeping in from the other room is dim now.  Her brother’s obnoxious cries for ‘bubbly’ are drowned by fireworks.

“2! 1!” They cry out from somewhere in the past.

She is consumed. 
* * *
She is shifted back to reality and all of the promises to herself she has broken. She realises that she has failed and left with an empty feeling of worthlessness gnawing the bottom of her stomach. A hairbrush is on top of the cabinet but has collected a ring of dust. She cannot remember the last time she styled her hair. Putting on makeup has become a task used only to cover the pain left on her porcelain skin. Never for beauty or vanity. 
She swore she was going to leave, she made a vow. Instead, she continues living like a ghost in her own home, a shadow following his moves, clinging to survival in the darkness he creates. 

Glancing at the clock, time seems to be passing her in a daze. She tries to convince herself of all the reasons there is to leave. She what she should do, but fear consumes her like a letter in a sealed envelope. 
For a month and six days everything in her home was good. Love and passion filled the air as he showered her with exquisite watches and gold earrings. How did we get here?  She scans herself for mistakes, flaws. In an attempt to pull herself together, she forces her eyelids shut, even the swollen one, and inhales deeply, slowly. The darkness behind her eyes reminds her of how she once felt. 






* * *
It’s April 5, 2011: She locks her car, walks to the door, closes it behind her, takes off her coat and places it on the coat rack next to the banister. She does the same ritual every day, except today.  Something is different. The clock in the kitchen reads 6:11. Every day, for months, she has arrived home at 5:00. Yet today, she had been held at the office going over last minute paperwork, deadlines.  The characteristic tedium of the adult world.   She thought nothing of it and went about her regular business. Walking through the hallway into the grand kitchen she sees her husband sitting at the table, motionless.  This is jarring. 
“Oh, hi honey. How was your day?” She asks sweetly. “Sorry I’m late.” Motioning with her hands, implying what can you do?
He glances up at her, fire in his eyes. “You’re sorry? You have had me worried sick. For over an hour!” He cries out, “How do you think that was for me?”
She giggles nervously. Surely, he cannot be mad about an hour late.
He stands and moves towards her too quickly. “I thought you loved me?  How could you be so careless? You knew how I felt about you working in the first place.” His tone is desperate but his eyes continue to smolder. 
Her back arches, her entire body stills, as her hazel eyes fill with disbelief. She is unable to move. Frozen in disbelief.
He reaches a hand up.
* * *
Her eyes flit open and she stands.

Surveying all of the expensive goods around her she is consumed with a sudden burst of dependence. Not a single item is in her name, not the Bombay glass dining table, or the custom Northland refrigerator, not even a single Chloe blouse. Since that day, she decided it was best to stay home, so there was no need to worry.  Best to cook homemade meals for the man who provided for her; the love of her life.  He had a hold of her then, dependent; his strings tethered her to his biweekly pay check.

Approaching the walk-in closet, she looks in the mirror. Ignoring the marks and bruises, she reaches to the highest shelf and pulls down a large, black, Louis Vuitton steamer. There must be more than this. This! I didn’t wish for this, thoughts scream through her head but don’t register anywhere else. I am meant for more. She quickly unlatches the trunk on the bed, adding Irish wool sweaters, a few Holt easy fit jeans and tucks them into the case. Soon, suitcase is overflowing with clothes; some still have price tags attached to them. Next, she goes to the bathroom, collecting jars. The adrenaline rushing through her blood makes her feel alive. At the vanity counter she wipes the dried blood from her nose with a wash cloth. Her cheeks are sunken. Her hair, dishevelled. She looks as if she has not slept in over a week, which is probably the case. With careful strokes she applies liquid foundation over each spot on her neck. She does this with skill, attained through practise.
Back in her bedroom, makeup bag in hand, she stuffs it in the suitcase and wheels it down the winding staircase. She walks up to the door that has been slammed hours ago. She reaches for the handle and thinks, What if this really was the last time? The heavy weight of the lie sits on her chest.  I need him to be happy, I wasn’t happy alone, she insists to her worried mind. Her eyes shift down and she caresses the bottom of her belly, And we will need him.  To be happy.  Children can’t grow up in a home with one parent; we all know how children from broken homes turn out. The lie is insidious but does its job. 
Ascending the stairs, she puts everything back in its place. She hangs each item of clothing on its rack and arranges her makeup on the vanity. She picks up shards of glass and returns the mahogany table back to its proper positioning. She scrubs the peach painted wall and attempts to remove the scratch, but it doesn’t come out.
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