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Monachops is

    It’s Wednesday, and these days that means my brother and I are waiting at my father’s apartment for him to come
home from work. We had been dropped off by our mother at the small complexes. In front of the main door, a
pothole the size of a tire holds a puddle that never dries up. It’s April 16th, 2016. The heat of the day is starting to
lose against the sinking sun’s pull, and the apartment is a makeshift maze of boxes and broken furniture. Everything
we have come to see as familiar in our short time here is packed away in worn boxes we’ve seen before. They’re the
same ones we used when our father had moved out after the divorce. When I squint hard enough, I can read the
crossed out labels from when he left my mother’s house.
Spanish music from the neighbors wafts through the apartment walls. Otis, our cat, anxiously wanders the empty
rooms without understanding the hidden meaning in missing mattresses. Not understanding that she and many other
lives are about to be left behind. 
After an hour of sitting with my brother on the cushionless couch, we give up on showing each other photos of
Grumpy Cat or looking up bad jokes to read into the echoing apartment. We both jump when the broken doorknob
starts to rattle under my father’s heavy hand. He fills the entryway, surprising all three of us. Still in his workboots,
he walks onto the carpet near where we sit. Already beginning to take off his fluorescent vest, he declares, “I’m
hopping in the shower and then we’ll take off.”
I just stare blankly at my phone, mulling over the black screen. I think about how soon I won’t have to lock my
bedroom door at night or pretend to ask an uncle I wish I had if he would come and pick me up. I work my way
through all of the nights my father sat with me as we watched Naruto. Those were the good nights. 
Eventually, we climb into the rumbling truck that was once so comforting. As it jerks to a start, we sink into the
smoke-stained cushions. My brother begins chattering about his seventh grade struggles of learning to rap but my
father interrupts just to criticize the radio station. I look out the window, thinking of all of the things I wish I had the
strength to say.
I wish we lived closer to the city.
We pull into the Logan’s Roadhouse parking lot, the truck and trailer just able to turn the corner between rows.
After what seems like forever, we find a vacant space. The soft vibration of the engine stops with us. My brother
and I jump down to the pitted asphalt. I step into a puddle on my way to the front entrance.
In the lobby, the sizzling sounds of grills bombard us while we digest the new perfumes of cracked peanuts and
excited families. I watch as my brother admires the hostess guiding us to a table in the corner where we’re going to
hide for the evening. The other families could have been years away from us and we still wouldn’t hear their racket.
After some moments of silence, my father puffs his chest, so my brother and I brace for whatever mud is about to
pour from his mouth.
    “I’m going to be blunt here, guys, it’s not my fault for having to leave.”
    I want to punch him. My father does not look us in the eyes, yet somehow, my brother doesn’t stop cracking
peanuts he won’t eat. One time, my mother told me to forgive the people who hurt me, but I think she is a better
person than I ever wil be.
“If you two didn’t ask for so much or if I could’ve just said ‘no,’ I would have the money to stay here.”
    At this exact moment, I muffle my father’s and brother’s voices to stare at our waitress, who is trying to bring us
the $60 meal of burgers and fries that we could have gotten from Burger King. I sort through the past months of gifts
we didn’t ask for, regular trips to Meijer, and a premium Crunchyroll account to watch shows my father liked. For
once, I’m grateful for the cotton balls clogging my voicebox.
After the failed conversation, it becomes apparent that nobody at the table had an appetite in the first place. Our
waitress had already given us the receipt when she brought our food. The smell of grease and salt only intensify with



the rush of people entering the doors. I pry my gaze from the table to see my father hesitating, opening and closing
his mouth like a useless puppet.
    “I guess that’s our signal to get out of here.”
     The three of us stand, methodically gathering our jackets we found in Goodwill the week prior. As we walk to
the truck, I look up at the sky, which has transformed into an ominous grey. I walk faster. 
Going down 76th Street is almost as bad as riding the oldest wooden rollercoaster at Michigan’s Adventure, except
the rollercoaster doesn’t smell like manure. I close my eyes to try and drown it all out but my head slams against the
door. With the roar of the truck, the pitted asphalt, and the rattling trailer, any attempt at conversation falls upon
empty ears. A cool wind flows into the cab and we find ourselves closing the windows. I say nothing.
Streaks of cornflower blue and lavender run through the lead-filled clouds, birds fly up from the cornfields like some
sort of sad swarm of mosquitoes. My father doesn’t even drive up the driveway. He instead pulls up to the end of it
and we climb out. My father leaves the engine running.
My heart, smothered, pounds to the same tempo as the rumbling truck. I keep my back to the house, but I know my
mother is watching from the window in the dining room, waiting. We all stand there under a suspicious sky as my
brother clings to my father’s large frame. He lets go. I don’t move forward to fill his empty arms. I watch my
father’s stubble twitch like some sort of annoyed dog.
    “Be safe, I love you, I’ll see you soon.”
    I nod and try to mouth the words back to him, but it doesn’t work. My brother goes into the house, closing his
bedroom door for the night with the light off and his curtains shut. But I stay, watching the U-Haul trailer go into the
distance, leaving with the daylight. My neighbor waves hello from across the street. A beat too long passes before I
wave back.
 


