
Regression

Part 1

We're having dinner. It's April. Usually there's mostly rain during this season, but this day is sunny. 

I've been outside, playing with Linda, who's my best friend in the whole world. We ran around a lot, 

which loosened my pony tail, and made my curly hair live a life of its own. Mother got mad when I 

came home, because she'd made such an effort styling it. My uncle calmed her down, and told me 

not to worry – my hair looked nice. Now he's sitting opposite me by the dinner table, smiling at me 

every time I look at him. I'm glad he's here. I wish he'd come sooner. It's been almost four months 

since papa died, and I miss him a lot. I know mother misses him too. That's why she drinks and 

shouts so much. A couple of weeks ago she screamed terribly at me when I tried hoovering up some 

flour she'd spilled on the table. She wouldn't tell me what she was baking in the living room, or 

why. 

It's gotten better since uncle Oscar came to visit, about a week ago. He's helping mother a lot, and 

says he'll look after her like he did when they were young. Now there's food in the fridge, and the 

rooms are tidy. Mother usually stays in bed, but my uncle's managed to get her up for our meals 

together. He says eating something will make her feel better. I said that too, but she wouldn't listen 

to me. Nobody ever listens to children. 

I finish my soup, and uncle Oscar asks me if I'd like some more. «There's plenty,» he says, and 

smiles encouraging. «You've gotten awfully skinny, Julie. You should eat as much as you possibly 

can.» I ask if that goes for sweeties, too. He nods, and promises dessert if I'm a good girl and eat 

some more soup first. I do still feel hungry, and I help myself to a second portion. I would have 

even if he hadn't promised dessert, but I don't say anything about that. He offers some more white 

bread as well, and I grab some, thankful. «What are you implying?» mother says suddenly, glaring 

at uncle Oscar. «That I don't feed my own daughter?» 

«I'm not  implying anything,  Sara.  Just  making an observation.  I'm sure lots  of  kids  get 

skinnier when they're growing as quickly as this one.» He glances over at me and winks comforting. 

Silently telling me not to worry; there's nothing wrong with me. I understand what he's actually 

doing, though. He's trying to calm down mother, so that she won't start shouting again. Her voice is 

very high pitched when she shouts, it's unpleasant to hear. I don't like loud noises. 

«Yes, yes, you're right. She really is growing so fast, isn't she? Like her hair. Her hair has 



gotten so long. Have you ever seen such beautiful long, golden curls?» mother asks, and for the first 

time in several months, she looks a little proud. I thrive on her finally noticing me again, after 

months of feeling like an invisible ghost. My uncle looks over at me and smiles again. 

«No. Never in my entire life.» His eyes are a deep shade of hazel brown, the same as my 

mother's. They make me feel safe, and cared for. I wonder why he hasn't come sooner. Maybe he's 

been busy with work? Papa was busy with work a lot. Or maybe he didn't know how much we 

needed his help. Maybe mother didn't tell him. Maybe she didn't want him to be here, because she 

knew that he would throw away all her bottles. She screamed a lot during the first days he was here. 

I'm glad he didn't scream back. Uncle Oscar never screams. I like that about him. He has a deeper, 

slower voice, a voice that's never in a hurry to say anything. He's composed, my uncle. Like mother 

used to be. 

It's not her fault. She misses papa. Grown-ups drink beverages that make them weird when they're 

sad. I don't ever want to drink any of those things, not if it makes me behave like mother does. I 

miss papa too, but screaming and messing up the house isn't going to help. He used to tell me that I 

shouldn't worry about problems I can't do anything about, and if there's something i can do, I should 

do that instead of worrying. I can't do anything to make papa come back. I know about death, I'm a 

big girl now. Seven years old. I started school last fall, and they moved me up to second grade just 

before christmas. My teacher tells me I'm very smart.  I tried telling mother that shouting won't 

make things better, but she wouldn't listen. She just screamed even more, and told me to go to my 

room. I've stayed in my room a lot lately, when I've been at home. Sometimes I've been over at 

Linda's, and her mother's asked me if everything's alright at home. I've told her everything is alright. 

I don't want anyone to know about mother. It makes me feel ashamed. It's not her fault. She misses 

papa. We both do. 

Uncle Oscar said something to me. «I'm sorry?» I reply,  feeling my cheeks warm up. I wasn't 

paying attention. Mother grabs my left wrist and squeeses it tight. «You listen when your uncle's 

talking to you, you hear?» It hurts. I'm biting my lower lip so that I won't make a sound. Mother 

doesn't like loud noises either, unless she makes them herself. Uncle Oscar places his right hand on 

mother's left shoulder. «Calm down, Sara. It doesn't matter. You're hurting her.» Mother lets go, and 

looks at uncle Oscar, then back at me again. Her brown eyes widens, and fills up with tears.

«I'm sorry. I'm ... I'm so sorry. Oh God, what am I doing?» She really does look sorry, even a 

little frightened. Her voice is trembling.

«It's alright, mummy. I'm sorry. Please don't be mad.» I watch her as she rises from her chair 

and shakes off uncle Oscar's hand from her shoulder. 



«I need something to drink,» she says, and quickly leaves the room. Uncle Oscar and I 

continue our dinner in silence for a few more minutes, until we hear her shouting, screaming and 

cursing. We hear the sound of something smashing against the kitchen floor. Uncle Oscar gets up 

from his seat. 

«Finish your food, Julie. When you're done, we'll go out for some ice cream.» He smiles 

again, and I smile back. I love ice cream. I watch him leave the room as well, and hear him talking 

quietly to  mother,  with  his  soothing voice.  She shouts  back to  him at  first,  but  gradually,  she 

becomes more quiet, and after a little while, I can hear her walk up the stairs. I think she's going 

back to bed. I make sure I finish the rest of my soup and bread before uncle Oscar comes back. 

«I'm done!» I exclaim joyfully when he re-enters the dining room. All my focus is on going 

out for ice cream. There's nothing I can do for mother now, so there's no point in worrying about 

her. She'll probably be asleep until tomorrow. Uncle Oscar smiles approvingly at me. 

«Good girl,» he says. 
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