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SHE DRINKS
A monologue in rhyme

(Based on a true story)

By JANE CAFARELLA

The present: ROBYN, 32, tells a bartender why she drinks. After every “she drinks”, she sculls a shot.

The Mothers’ Club sent home a note
Please come along
We need your vote
They wrote
To raise some money
For the school

But when my mother went to the meeting
She got a rather frosty greeting
Her dress was drab; her hair was flat
But worse than that, they said
She drinks.

The tennis club appealed for doubles
Please come along 
Forget your troubles
They wrote
For the weekly competition
At the club

But when my mother went to play
They simply laughed and looked away
Her serve was bad, her dress a joke
But worse than that, they said
She drinks

The Rotary Club sent an invitation
Please come along
For a presentation
They wrote
About the poor

But father went without my mother
And made some strange excuse or other
Her mood was blue her eye was black
But worse than that, he said
She drinks

My mother’s friend came around to call
I haven’t seen your mum
at all, she said

But when my mother tried to reply
My father gave her a black eye
She’s a fat and useless ugly bitch, he said 
Then he locks her in the bedroom,
And he drinks.

My mother took me on her knee 
I’m sorry that there is no tea,
she said.
Again. 

Your father said he’d leave housekeeping
Under the sugar bowl while we were sleeping
He’ll come back, he just forgot
Just wait a while, I know it’s hot  
 I’ll go next door,” she said,
For drinks.

The teacher gave us all a form
for parent teacher night, as was the norm
But my mother has to many bruises
Inflicted when my father chooses
I’m not surprised she didn’t come, they said
She drinks.

The Parish Priest sent home a note
We haven’t seen your wife
He wrote
At confession or
For Sunday mass
What’s wrong?


But father didn’t say he hit her
When he was jealous, angry and bitter
He told him she was sick
Because she drinks.

The neighbors sensed something wasn’t right
There’s something  wrong
There’s been no sight 
Of your wife
For weeks.

But father merely smiled and said
She’s feeling poorly and in bed
They nodded and said, we understand
She drinks.

I waited for her outside her door
Till 10, then 12, 
then half past four
But no one came to tell me why
She didn’t come. So, I began to cry

Dad came back and said: She’s missing
He wept and consoled me with hugs and kissing
Don’t speak to 
The policeman,
he said.

The newspapers ran a front-page story
With all the details – grim and gory
How he took the blankets from the bed
And covered up her bloody head
And put her in his taxi, 
In the boot.

That was many years ago
He served his time, they let him go
And here I sit, her only daughter
Recalling how he bashed and fought her
And how I couldn’t save her.

So, I drink.
She sculls her drink.
Blackout
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