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Where the Dust Falls
A sense of comfort rushes over me. I wriggle my toes in the squishy carpet. I thrust my nose into the creases of the duvet and breathe in deeply. Jasmine. It lingers in my nose for a few seconds and disappears. 

You’re home. I know it’s you because no one else would close the front door so aggressively. I know it’s you because you don’t say hello to me. You just yank open various cupboards and drawers trying to find something which will satisfy your cravings. 


This room is special. This room is my sanctuary, where I come when you get too much for me to handle.  You wouldn’t understand that though. You’re too busy to even notice. You’re too selfish. The double bed is made up neatly. Their slippers are poised at either side, waiting for when they wake up. The blinds are down because it’s evening. Little specks of dust twinkle in the sunset which is leaking through the edges of the blind. It is so pretty. I’ll dust tomorrow. Maybe. The thought of dead skin floating around in here makes me feel sick.

Where do you go? What could possibly be keeping you out till three in the morning? You tell me you’re just earning your keep. You laugh when you say this. I don’t understand. You should be kinder to me. You should look after me and love me more. I should be the most important person in your life. I’m all you have left after all. 


I remember the day they turned up at our door. You were stuck between them, looking at your feet. I could feel the anger I had toward you bubbling in the pit of my stomach. I kept my composure as they threw you like a ragdoll into my hands. I remember how pathetic you looked. Your make up was smudged and your tights were ripped. You looked like a tart and I was ashamed to be related to you. That was the day I found the little plastic packets in your trouser pocket as I was getting the laundry ready. You’d been eating sherbet again. Mum and Dad always told you off for eating sweets before dinner. It would spoil your appetite. 

There are flowers everywhere. Jasmine. Pews full of people sobbing quietly and mumbling to each other. I am finding it difficult to breathe. The dusty air is clogging my throat. It’s suffocating me. I know I must look feeble. Blubbering like a baby. I notice you have gone. Standing in the graveyard I scan the horizon as the caskets are lowered side by side. I can’t see you. You did not drive the knife into their hearts but you might as well have. You have killed out parents, but you don’t seem to care. 


You’ve gone mad. You are yelling at me and I am scared what you will do next. I watch in a trance as you grab my drawers and fling them to the ground. Clothes explode everywhere. A scene of distress on my bedroom floor. I scream out as you produce a pocket knife and point it at me, your hand shaking. Why do you have a knife? What do you need one for? Your eyes are bloodshot and wide. You look like a ravenous wild animal.

I hug my knees to my chest and wriggle my toes in the squishy carpet. I’ve locked myself in. I am surrounded by beautiful things. Exactly how I like it. It’s quiet in here. The family portrait on the wall is squint. I run my finger along the top of the photo frame and sprinkle the dust onto the floor. It is so pretty. 


The phone is ringing. It cuts through the silence like a hot knife in butter. What does the hospital want with me again? They say it’s my sister. That I should come immediately. 


You look broken to me. As if someone has pushed you off a tall building. It is not your bones that are broken, it’s your spirit. I stroke your pale cheeks and brush the hair out of your eyes. You are so thin and fragile. I’m sorry. A nurse if prodding and poking at you. She punctures your perfect skin and draws blood. She tells me that your heartbeat is back to normal again. She leaves when a doctor arrives. The doctor walks to your side and inspects your features with a concerned look on his face. I don’t like him. He comes to my side and kneels down. I hate being treated like a baby, who does he think he is? He asks me where my parents are. He then shows me a small plastic packet with white powder inside. This man is a patronizing bastard. He hasn’t got a clue. 

You’re back home now. Wrapped up safe and warm in your own bed. I’ve been dusting your room for you. It makes it easier to breathe. However, it doesn’t seem to matter how many times I dust. It falls quickly and silently. A thick layer of death clinging to every surface. 
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