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Bedroom Floor 

You wake up from the suffocating heat in your room. The humidity is heavy on your 

chest, clinging onto the insides of your nostrils, the skin of your arms, and the back of your neck. 

Your body feels damp. The thin blanket sticks to your body. You are now sleeping with glue. So 

you toss it to the side, spread out your arms and legs, searching for a cooler space on the 

mattress. But your bed has become a heating oven. 

Your eyes are now opened, tireless. The darkness around you starts to fade. Your own 

bedroom is becoming clearer as you stare at a dot on the ceiling. Is that a bug? Or has it always 

been there? You turn to look at the alarm clock your sister gave you for Christmas. 5:30 a.m. 

And you’re already wide awake. Great. Summer isn’t starting out so gently for you. Your 

wooden bedroom floor cracks with each footstep stomping below. Someone is pacing in the 

kitchen. Is mom looking for something? You lie still, eyes forgetting to blink, listening to every 

noise that travels from underneath. 

Once in a while, you can hear the sound of cupboards’ wings opening and closing. The 

sound of metal utensils clashing. The sound of the water running. You cannot find any patterns. 

So you turn to lie on your side, one ear blocked by the pillow you’re lying on, the other facing 

the ceiling with the hope that the bug will not fall. It’s probably just a smudge anyway. 

You hear the crackling moves to right beneath your door. The crackling stops; and the 

squeaking of your wooden stairs replaces it. With each step, the squeaking grows louder and 

slower. The strip of light at the bottom of your door is constantly interrupted by moving 

shadows. Someone is coming. 

Your bedroom door opens and the orange light from the staircase pours in right before 

the shadow at the door turns it off. You stare at the shadow approaching you. You can make out 

the outline of her body. Her hair straight, falling flat over her arms; her shoulders slack. Her right 

arm is keeping a big pillow by her body. She is wrapped in a long cardigan. Or is it a small 

blanket? It’s already a million degrees in here, Mom! You sit up to look at her; your weak sleepy 

arm struggles to keep you there. You lean forward, mouth opened, but your throat is dry. 

“Shhh,” your mother whispers as she walks towards you, a hand on your shoulder gently 

putting you back down onto your bed. She is now close enough that you can see her cheekbones 

and imagine her deep hazel eyes in the dark. “Go back to sleep, dear. I’m sorry I woke you.” 

Your mother lies down on the floor next to your bed. She puts down her pillow. The 

sound of the fabric sweeping on the floor ruffles in your ears for a minute. She’s adjusting the 

distance between her and you. Then she finally puts her head down, face turning away. Every 

noise stops. 

You stare at her back, long enough to notice her shoulders shuddering. You want to reach 

out to her, your tiny hand on her back, and comfort her, like you used to do. You want to ask 

why she’s here. But you know what she would say and what she wouldn’t. 
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Go back to sleep, sweetie. Don’t tell your father I’m here. 

So you lie there staring up at the ceiling. The black dot is no longer there, but your 

mother is. She has been sneaking up and sleeping in your room ever since you started fourth 

grade. You know that in the morning, you will wake up with no sign of her ever coming up. It’s 

been like that for a year, and you have never told your father. 

 

The new air-conditioner in your bedroom makes it much colder than it usually is. You 

love it. Its steady humming sound eases you. The dryness makes you feel relaxed after a hot July 

day. No sticky shirt on your body, no sticky hair on your neck. You lie with your belly on the 

carpeted floor that you usually hate so much, eyes glued onto the screen of your sister’s old 

laptop. You have just found a new addiction in your life, thanks to the new friends you have 

made online. Books aren’t enough. You scroll and scroll on the new forums of fanfictions. 

You hear a car’s engine moving closer to your house. Mom must be home. You quickly 

turn off your bedroom’s light then run out to take a peek at the window. A strange silver car is 

parked right outside, headlights on. It doesn’t look like your mother’s. You can’t remember what 

your father’s car looks like but he’s never home on the weekends. Maybe your sister is taking a 

break from her internship. 

The car’s lights turn off and you see two shadows walking out from each side. A man and 

a woman. Your mother. You recognize her thin straightened hair. From afar, you notice her pearl 

necklace and the black boots with super high heels that she always trips on. You never 

understand why she finds the necklace so appealing. But maybe because it was a wedding gift 

from your father. 

You stand there tiptoeing at the window trying to see who the man is, but cannot 

recognize him. He doesn’t look like the same red-haired man she had brought home several time 

this past weeks. Her co-worker, she said. Someone you caught kissing her by the door before 

leaving. But this guy seems to be much taller with very dark hair, like your father’s, but not 

spikey. So you watch him talking to your mother as they walk closer to the door and a stranger’s 

coat falling off her shoulder as she laughs at something he said. You hear their faint 

conversation. Their whispering then giggling break the silence that you were enjoying just 

minutes ago, until they stop as she leans in, fingers running in his hair, her face a breath away 

from his. 

Your toes get tired and drop back down onto the floor. You imagine the mysterious man 

kissing a woman that looks like your mother. Maybe they’re sharing a quick kiss goodbye like 

the last time she did with her red-haired coworker. Maybe they’re sharing a passionate kiss like 

Princess Leia and Han Solo just did on your laptop screen. Your mother now has her hair 

wrapped on the sides of her face, covering her ears. Her clothes become white. Your mother is 

now wearing Princess Leia’s clothes, the mysterious man is her husband, and you are their nine-
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year-old child. You imagine Han Solo’s hands running across her waist to hold her closer. You 

imagine Princess Leia closing her eyes and drowning herself in the kiss; her hands cupping his 

face, or maybe her arms are swung over his shoulders. 

You hear the car doors slam and you close your laptop. After putting it back onto your 

desk, you ran to bed, sliding under covers. Your bedtime has probably passed hours ago and now 

your heart is racing. You hope your mother does not catch you awake. 

Your eyes stay wide open staring at the blank ceiling. You hear Princess Leia’s heels 

clacking against the marble kitchen floor. Clop. Clop. Princess Leia sounds so much like your 

sister now. You hear her opening and closing the cabinets. You hear her pacing back and forth as 

if Luke Skywalker has done something stupid again. You hear her mumbling, maybe calling 

someone to report on a missing case of a lightsaber. And then, you hear her heels disappearing 

into the distance. Princess Leia is in her room. 

You turn to your side to stare at the orange line of light piercing through the edge of your 

door. You wonder why it’s still on. And then, you start hearing a pair of slippers dragging on the 

kitchen floor. The princess is on the move again. You hear her footsteps squeaking the wooden 

stairs leading to your room. You hear her walking closer. Mom must have seen your bedroom’s 

light on before. 

You close your eyes tightly, pull your blanket up to cover half of your face. Princess Leia 

has turned into Darth Vader in quiet steps. You imagine him in his gigantic black outfit. You 

imagine him breathing heavily under the mask. You can hear the Imperial March playing loudly 

in your head, trying to drown out your heart beating. 

The room suddenly fills with light until it becomes dark again. You try not to move. 

Maybe you can put off the scolding for tomorrow morning. Maybe, if Darth Vader sees that you 

have fallen asleep, the battle could be postponed. 

You feel your mother’s warm, her hand on the side of your face, stroking your hair. Then 

you hear fabric ruffling until it stops and silence takes over. Mom’s sleeping up here again. 

 

Your friends are starting to go offline. It’s their bedtime. You look at the clock that your 

sister gave you. 10 p.m. You wonder if your mother’s home yet; your sister has been looking for 

her since this morning when your mother had left you waiting outside of her workplace, and you 

had to ask the lady at the desk to make a call to your sister. You didn’t find it scary at all, 

standing there alone. You find it nice that you got a space of your own that wasn’t your bedroom. 

But your sister was furious. She still is. She makes you feel more scared as you reflect back on 

what happened. 

How could she forget her own child? You remember her yelling at the steering wheel as 

she was driving you home. This isn’t the first time. It was the third time this year. Bet she’s 
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skipping her meetings! The car was going faster than you think it should have. She never fucking 

knows her limit! You remember sitting there playing with your Rubik’s cube. One of your 

mother’s coworkers has given you that long ago, but the cube normally just sits there, or works 

as a fidgeting device for you. You would rather read on your laptop than playing with it, but 

that’s because you don’t know how, and no one has offered to teach you, not even the mathletes 

at school. They say you can never be as intelligent enough to play it. 

Your sister has come home from her summer internship at D.C. She told you all about the 

people she got to meet there and all the websites she got to build. You’re excited for her. You 

have always been. But whenever she talks about what she wants to do for a living, it seems like 

she is speaking in codes. And when she rambles about your mother, she is speaking in codes, 

too. So you zoned out, focused on your useless Rubik’s cube, and wondered what your friends 

had been reading this summer. 

Someone is walking upstairs to your room. You type furiously on the keyboards to say 

goodbye to your friends on the forum, then close the laptop. You feel jealous with some of them 

who live so far away from you where the sun is still out. They don’t have to sleep until hours 

from now. But you like these kids because they never brag about what presents they get from 

their parents like the kids at school do. Your online friends could never spit at you or say you had 

no dad. They never even talk about their parents. You have stopped bringing a book to school 

because you are tired of losing it, or getting it drawn on or ripped by the boys in class who like to 

impress girls with their careless stunts. You only read on screen now. And you only read at 

home, where you can share your ideas with your friends living behind the screen. 

The door opens and you have just slipped into your pajamas. Your mother walks in with 

her face red, eyes swollen and wet. You want to ask why she’s crying. You want to ask if your 

sister has made her cry. But as usual, you know she will avoid answering you. 

Your mother apologizes for forgetting you at her workplace like she usually does after 

she has left you alone somewhere. Then she tucks you to bed like she does every night. Tonight, 

you are Harry Potter, but your mother is still here with you. You fall asleep with the thought of 

waking up with magic spells in the morning. With magic, you can make your dad stay home and 

do all of his business trips online. With magic, you can make the kids at school stop teasing you 

about your family and your lack of intelligence with Rubik’s cube. With magic, you can make all 

of the Han Solos in your mother’s life disappear until there’s only one left, and that will be your 

father. 

 

The warm air from the new heater enhances the food comma you got from the Christmas 

Eve’s dinner. You lay with your back against the cool carpeted floor. You like to massage your 

legs and arms onto the carpet, so you keep doing so until the friction makes it hot. Your eyes 

forget how to blink as they stare at a bug on the ceiling––it’s clearly a bug––trying to remember 

what your dad looks like. You were so excited to see him this year, but of course, your sister has 
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to ruin all of it. Now you can’t even remember what he was wearing. You put all of your focus 

onto the bug to drown out your sister still yelling downstairs. 

You were sent to your room after your sister called out your mother for being careless 

and drinking wine at the table. Everyone else was drinking wine so you still don’t understand 

why she was so furious at your mother. Then, as your sister was raising her voice, you noticed 

your dad and uncle talking as if no one else was at the table. Every year, mom invites her brother 

over for Christmas dinner, and then complains to her best friend on the phone about him getting 

all of dad’s attention. You don’t understand why mom still invites uncle over if she didn’t want 

to. But you love him, he always gives you books, so you never comment on it. 

You wonder why you did not notice that bug on the ceiling before. You wonder if the bug 

was hurt by that. You wonder if the bug wants to be invisible like you were at the dinner table. 

You remember watching your father and uncle having a conversation. You wanted to ask dad to 

give mom more attention. But then you notice one of their hands sliding on the other’s thighs and 

rubbing it underneath the table. You remember that the boys at school wouldn’t even touch each 

other unless they were punching one another. Maybe it’s something kids will grow out of. 

You remember your dad and uncle giggling and sipping on wine glasses so close to each 

other it felt like a scene in one of the stories you’ve read about Harry Potter and Draco Malfoy. 

Your father’s hair is dark and spikey, like Harry’s, and your uncle’s is light brown. You imagine 

Draco could have dyed his hair. You imagine them kissing each other in the boys’ bathroom 

because they don’t want anyone else to know. The other wizards would be furious. You know 

your sister was. She yelled at them, too. She blamed your mother for not doing anything about it, 

and you started to cry. 

Your sister didn’t stop pointing and screaming at your uncle as your dad sent you 

upstairs. You saw tears flowing out of her eyes even though she looked so powerful and strong 

like Queen Daenerys in Games of Thrones. Maybe someone has hurt her dragons. Maybe she’s 

lashing out on your parents because she didn’t know how to explain that she even has a dragon. 

You wanted to tell her she could talk to you. You wanted to tell her they didn’t capture her 

dragons. But your father has already sent you upstairs and asked for you to stay in your room. 

Before leaving the dining table, your father promised that if you had fallen asleep at that 

moment, Santa Claus would come. He promised that your sister was angry because she was 

jealous of you, and that she could not receive presents anymore because she was not a kid. He 

said your sister was trying to delay Santa Claus’ arrival, but he wouldn’t let it. 

You imagine Santa Claus looking at your name on the list. You imagine him riding right 

pass your house, not because your sister was trying to ruin it, but because you have been a 

naughty kid. You couldn’t help your mom. You couldn’t help your sister. The yelling wouldn’t 

stop downstairs even when you open your laptop and dwell into a new story. You try not to listen 

to your sister calling your mother an alcoholic. You try not to hear your dad yelling at her for 

being rude. You try to imagine you are Harry Potter and the Dursley’s are arguing downstairs, 
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ruining your Christmas. You wish you were finally eleven and magical. You wave your hand in 

front of the computer screen. Expecto Patronum. You whisper the spells you remember from the 

book. You wonder how many times you have to chant it to walk into the stories and leave the 

yelling behind. You will only be gone for a couple of days. Your family wouldn’t be too worried. 

You won’t miss out on Christmas day. After all, Santa Claus isn’t coming for you anyway. 


