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		I Am Not My Mother



She is always sick. Mother always finds some way to be sick. Sometimes it is the rain, or the flowers blooming, and sometimes it's the bright June mornings that hurt her eyes so. But I fling open the door and face the world. I shout, “Here I am! Here I am and I am not my mother!”
Mother whispers in her hoarse voice to come back inside and stop being so foolish. She says the sun is burning her eyes, come back in and shut the door you stupid child. I never obey immediately, but I know that if I do not Mother will turn on poor Father and he will come after me.
Father never fights with Mother. Sickly Mother gets her way with poor Father. He lost the light in his eyes many years ago, the comforting light I always looked for as he rocked me on his lap. He has no will now, no strength. Like Mother. Only Father's sickness is in his eyes... the fever has killed the light in his eyes... He is blind to all hope. Mother doesn't think I'd understand. But I do.
I feel sorry for Father's sickness. But not for Mother's. She is always sick, but she still has a light in her eyes. Not a light like Father's, though. Father's was a soft, gentle glow, like a lighthouse beaming over the treacherous sea, searching for the poor lost souls caught in the dark and giving them something to look to for peace. Mother's is more like a fire. It burns into you when it reaches you, and destroys everything unlucky enough to be caught. It destroyed Father's lighthouse.
“Child,” Mother calls to me. “Child, what are you doing? Fetch me my medicine you filthy excuse for my daughter.”
I slowly lower my playthings and walk toward the kitchen, watching my hooves as they make that smacking sound each time they touch the hard floor. Child is my name now. It used to be Applejack and before that it was Little Apple. Now it is Child.
My eyes travel from my hooves to the bottom cupboard, to the funny mark that looks like a face with a huge mouth and its eyes too far apart in the wood, to the handle and I reach for that handle. I reach for it and my hoof touches the cold surface. Cold like Mother's hooves. I pull it softly at first, but when it refuses to open I kneel down and pull some more. When it flings open I almost lose my balance, but I don't. I didn't let myself squeal either, because if I did, I know Mother would call to her filthy Child again. She would make that scratchy sound with her mouth, the sound that makes me want to claw at my ears until it goes away.
I hear a small noise and see two glowing eyes inside the dark cupboard. A scampering body races away from my hideous face, my blob with slanted teeth and a pig nose and beady eyes that Mother says I must've gotten from my father's side. I must've because Mother's side had never seen such a shameful thing. I reach out my hoof to show the mouse I am nice. But it turns away and hurries toward the corner. I let out a breath in disappointment but suck it back in quickly when I realize it's heading straight for the cheese Mother had covered in rat poison.
It's so skinny and starving that it doesn't smell the poison. I turn away before I can see what I know is coming next, the terrible positions the mouse's body will convulse into as its last sensation is terrible pain. I turn my attention back to the task I have been given. I cannot find the small bottle with Mother's medicine so I dig deeper. I move the boxes inside around until my eyes catch the horrible image of the skull and crossbones warning of poison. I grab the shiny green box and turn it toward me. Rat poison.
The cause of my would-be mouse friend's death. I violently shove it away and find Mother's bottle. I start to close the cupboard but stop when I feel a little pin prick in my mind as an idea is painfully formed and the green box reflects the dim light.
I rise to my hooves and fill a cup with water so Mother can swallow her pills. I turn and hear the smacking sound again as my hooves lead me to my mother's bed.
“There you are, Child. Why did you keep me waiting so long you rude thing? Did you get caught in your childish fantasies again? Never mind, give me that bottle.”
I give her the bottle and the cup of water and hurry back to the kitchen. Wet tears leave my cheeks cold as I see the dead body of the mouse, now still and peaceful. I lower my body to the ground and run a hoof along its dirty fur, its flesh still warm.
Here I am, I say in a hushed voice. Here I am and I am not my mother.

	
		Prologue


			Author's Notes: 
Yes, the chapters are in the correct order. There's a reason I put the "Prologue" last. I'm not going to tell you what it is though.



My name is Applejack. It used to be Little Apple, but now it's Applejack. Papa says I'm too big to be Little Apple now. I live in a little house that's always dark inside because light hurts Mother's eyes. Mother has sick eyes. Mother is sick all over. She's always been sick, she says, but it was me that brought it out, it was me that unleashed it. She says she put all of her health into making me, and the sickness took her when all her strength left.
I take care of Mother. I give her her medicine when she's too achy to get out of bed and I make her the foul smelling food she says will fix her up every morning. I sweep the floors and pretend to kill the mice that Mother hates so. There's a field behind our house, and there are so many mice there. I don't kill the ones that wander into the house, the ones that make Mother scream at me to kill the filthy, filthy vermin. She thinks they're rats, but I know they're not. Rats are mean, these are gentle and soft. No, these are mice, so I take them to the field and kiss them goodbye, don't come back or Mother will cause you trouble.
I take care of Mother, but when she falls asleep, when I see the drool dripping from her lower lip and she stops barking at me, I sneak outside to Papa. I like to work with Papa. He bucks apples off of the trees next to the field when he's home, but he's gone most of the day. Gone to keep us living he says when I ask him why he can't stay with me.
"Papa?" I ask as I sit under a tree and Papa bucks his apples.
"Yes, my bunny?" he says in his deep, comforting voice that I fall asleep to every night as he rocks me in his lap and I look into those bright eyes that I love just as much as his voice.
"Why does Mother never come outside?"
Papa stops his bucking for a moment and looks at me, but then he begins his loud noises again. "Your mother is sick, sweet Applejack. She is too weak to come outside. Her eyes are sensitive to the light and her achy limbs are too weak to carry her."
I scrunch up my face and try to understand. "But doesn't she want to smell the flowers, or the field, or the earth when the rain comes down and makes it new?"
"She has forgotten those things, Applejack. She has forgotten the birds and the sky. She has even forgotten the earth when the rain makes it new. She has been sick so long. I'm not sure she ever knew of those things in the first place."
I don't understand what he means by she never knew those things, but I keep my mouth shut. Instead I listen to the birds and imagine what they're saying. One is speaking of her little chicks and how they are silly because they are always hungry. But she doesn't scold them. A mother bird never scolds her chicks. No, she raises her wings and swoops to the ground, searching for the food that will feed her little ones.
"Papa," I say just as a crack splits the air and the apples drop off the trees. "Papa," I try again.
He turns his bright eyes on me and I hear his lovely deep voice again. "What is it, my chick?" he asks as if he knows what I was just thinking.
"The birds all look the same. Why do they look the same? Mrs. Millie across the street says I look just like Mother. Do I look like Mother?"
"Sweet sugar plum, you do resemble your mother. Your skin is soft like hers was on our wedding day, and your frame is so petite and small, like her."
I sit in silence listening to the birds for another minute, and then I speak again. "But I am not Mother. I love the smell of the flowers and the field. I have not forgotten the birds or the sky or the earth when the rain makes it new. I am not sick like Mother, Papa. I am not small. I am strong."
Papa stares at me for a moment, then he stops his work and cuddles me. "No," he says. "You are not your mother. You are not small, you are not sick. You are right, bunny. You are strong."
~ * ~ 
I have smelled the earth made new many times since then. One evening when I knew Mother had fallen asleep by the drool on her chin I snuck outside to the nest of the mother bird who never scolds her chicks. I looked up but it wasn't there. I was confused and I walked around many times, searching for it. I could not find it so I sat at the foot of the oak tree and smelled the earth with my eyes closed. I let the chill set in my bones and took my fill of the scent of rain before I shook it off. I opened my eyes and noticed a scruffy little mound on the ground. I crawled over to it and choked when I recognized the mother bird. I cried and cried. My eyes made their own rain. I kept raining until a teardrop fell from my chin onto the mother bird. 
"I have made you anew," I said, and found comfort in this statement. "You can sleep now; you can sleep and be new."
Now I sit in our dim house, Mother resting in her bed and Father is not at home. He's Father now. He used to be Papa. He used to have a deep voice that made my body sway and bright eyes that I lost myself in. Now his eyes are dim and reflect no light, and he never uses his voice. Now he is Father, like Mother. My poor sickly father.
"Child!" The scratchy sound disturbs my thoughts. I rise to my feet and follow the hoarse noise to Mother's bed. I look into her eyes and they burn me, so I quickly look away before they destroy the light in my eyes too.
"Child, you foolish thing, look over there! No, not there, stupid, in the corner! What do you see? A rat! A rat! What have I told you about rats? That's right, they are filthy, filthy vermin! Why have you let such a filthy thing into my house! Kill it this instant, and no supper for you!"
I reach down and carefully pick up the mouse, hiding it from Mother as I walk out to the field. I kiss him goodbye, don't come back or Mother will cause you trouble. Mother will destroy the light in your eyes and take away your voice.
I go back into the house and sit, waiting for the next shrill, "Child!" Because I am Child now. I used to be Applejack and before that I was Little Apple. Now I am Child.
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