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I have been bruised to silence, but found a way to rise and walk on.
Irma Grovell
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1.

Naomi stood behind the curtain listening. His rattle was deep ac-
companied with groaning. She didn’t need to look. He was alive. 
She rushed into the kitchen wearing her oversized T-shirt and felt the 
worn-down linoleum under her bare feet. She hadn’t heard the alarm 
go off and now she was in a hurry to cook breakfast. Naomi stirred 
the oats into the boiling water and waited till the water started to 
cook again. She already knew that Hunter’s porridge would turn 
cold. She changed her standing position. Oh hurry up. 

‘Good morning mom. I had a dream and I want to talk to you about 
it,’ said Gloria as she walked into the kitchen wearing her too short 
pyjama and with her hair braids sticking out in different directions.

‘Not now Gloria.’
‘I’ll still tell you a bit.’ She rubbed her eyes as she spoke: ‘I dreamt 

about a man holding my hand and walking down the street with me 
as a little girl. He was a tall man. Mom, please give me a description 
of my father?’

Here we go again. Her voice sounded vulnerable, but I’m sticking to 
my decision. 

‘Mom, why don’t you answer me?’
‘Gloria step aside or go sit down. Stop pacing.’

She felt her daughter’s eyes on her but kept hers on what she was do-
ing.

Naomi turned away from the stove to fetch some bowls, but Gloria 
blocked her way. Naomi stood still. ‘I’m in a hurry. Let me pass.’ She 
looked into her daughter’s grey eyes that were upturned on the out-
side of her face. She had sleeping dents on one of her cheeks in her 
young brown face. Gloria wouldn’t move.
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Naomi was the first to break the eye contact. She walked back to the 
stove and turned it off. Her porridge smelled burnt.  She carried the 
pot outside and with a firm swing she threw the porridge in the old 
oil drum that served as a dustbin. Back in the kitchen she held the 
pot under the water tap and turned it on. She then put it down with 
intensity on the sink, shortly looked at her daughter, saw her jump 
and left the kitchen. 
Out of breath she climbed into the bus. Luckily she had reached in 
time and there were still free seats. Sitting on the bus on her way to 
work in housekeeping at the Concorde hotel down on Palm Beach, 
Naomi often had time to think about her life and her daughter’s. She 
imagined living in an apartment while both studying. Gloria Social 
Cultural Work, but what would she study? She didn’t know yet. Once 
she wanted to study nursing, but she thought that it wouldn’t suit her 
nowadays. She was older now and would have to study something 
else. She had been waiting patiently till she and her daughter passed 
their exams to start their future in the Netherlands. She had taken 
the opportunity to go to evening class to pick up on her missed 
chance years ago at secondary school. She often felt shy because she 
struggled to keep up with the other students. It was eighteen years 
ago she left school without a diploma. Thoughts came up like; your 
own fault, stupid, naïve, loser. As the years passed, the thoughts got 
less, but they never left her. She stimulated her daughter to do her 
schoolwork.
Their lives were going to be without Hunter. She had had enough of 
him and his dirty ways, his grumbling, his discontent and threats. 
Thinking of him, anger crept up on her; she couldn’t easily get rid of 
it. Silently she had accepted too much from him, she couldn’t take it 
anymore. His mood swings were now more frequent than when she 
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was a child. She tasted bitterness. Still, she had a guilty feeling she 
couldn’t explain.
She remembered coming home a short while ago and hearing noise 
coming from the house. She walked into the garden and stood listen-
ing by the tree. What was happening here? Hunter was busy cursing 
Gloria who was wording him back.

‘You little brazen hussy.’
‘Look at yourself.’
‘Do your work.’
‘I’m not your servant.’
‘Come here and let me slam your big mouth shut.’
‘No.’

Naomi felt her heart beating wildly in her chest as she listened.
‘Come here, you little monkey.’
‘I’ll tell mom you call me names.’
‘You’re a brainless brat.’
‘Just like you.’
‘You’re a rotten little monster.’
‘And you’re a big one.’
‘Pick up the broom and sweep.’
‘I don’t follow orders.’
‘Come here and I’ll show you how.’
‘No. You’re not nice.’
‘Leave. You have nothing here.’
‘Not without my mother.’
‘Fuck off.’

Naomi jumped, oh my Lord.
‘Mom buys all the food. You don’t give her a cent and you don’t care 

about us.’
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‘Shut up, you little terror.’
‘You use her as your slave.’
‘What,’ he shouted louder.
‘Slave driver!’ 
When I put my hands on you, you wouldn’t be able to sit for days.’ 

He sounded enraged. 
She saw Gloria running her way. A big stone passed and hit the fence.

‘Stay put!’
‘No. All you can do is beat and curse. You don’t know how to give 

anything else.’
All she could do was catch her sweaty daughter and hold her tight 
against her. She could feel Gloria’s heart pounding as if it wanted to 
jump out of her body. Now she knew what happened when she was 
away to work. She remained standing with her daughter beside her. 
Her head was hot and she had the feeling that flames were escaping 
through her ears. Hunter came around the corner with a stone in his 
hand. She couldn’t see the reaction on his face because of the shadow 
from his hat, but his body jerked to a halt. Naomi made sure that he 
saw her standing there beside her child. That he knew she had heard 
them and that she had seen the first stone flying through the air which 
he had thrown. He dropped the other stone from his hand and si-
lently disappeared around the house.
She left the house with Gloria. It was her fault her daughter had to go 
through this. Why hadn’t she moved out years ago? Why did she stay 
here? She felt tightness in her chest. They   took a silent long walk, 
which cooled down the heat in her head. The sun shone on them 
merciless as they walked through the streets and small paths. Naomi 
felt as if they were without shelter. They reached a Kwihi tree that 
casted shadow from his old cracked up branches full of little green 
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leaves. She leaned up against the tree trunk to catch her breath, while 
Gloria sat on a stone. Naomi asked: ‘Gloria, does this happen often?’

‘Just the past few weeks. I couldn’t take it anymore how he was 
bossing me around. When I had done what he asked, he still grum-
bled. He made me furious.’
Naomi was silent. My child was suffering because I hadn’t protected 
her enough. Gloria was smarter than she ever was. Years later Hunter 
was still active in upsetting their lives. That time laid behind her and 
now she has to protect her child. 

‘I’ll organize something where you can go after school en where 
you can do your homework in peace. Gloria, all I’m asking you to do 
is your utmost to pass your exams and then we’ll be out of here. That 
I promise you.’
Gloria nodded.

Shortly after she had overheard the confusion between her daughter 
and Hunter, Gloria found him one day after school lying on the floor 
of the sitting room. Angeli who was her school friend from youth 
and her neighbour had called an ambulance. He was transferred to 
hospital. 
Hours later Naomi came home and heard the whole story. Coma? 
How did he get in a coma? Now she had to go and visit him. Who 
said that? She didn’t have to do anything. She really didn’t feel to go 
back through the city for him. No, she wasn’t going back. Lost time. 
Why should she visit him? He was in a coma. Why should she care? 
She didn’t care if he stayed and lived in the hospital. If it was the 
other way around he wouldn’t care one bit about her. She felt nau-
seous and inhaled deeply. 
After she had something to eat she walked to the bus stop and took 
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the bus going to the hospital. When she reached the ward she was 
shown to, she heard him yelling at someone. Oh no, here he also had 
no manners. The nurse, who had just left his room, stood a moment 
at his door with closed eyes. Naomi also stood quiet and by his next 
shout the young nurse opened her eyes and saw her standing there.

‘My father,’ said Naomi calmly.
The nurse nodded and said: ‘He’d just woken up from a coma. He 
shouted when I came back with medicine that the doctor had pre-
scribed. Just one moment please I’ll get the doctor.’
The nurse came back with a man wearing a doctor’s uniform. ‘de 
Groot’, he said while giving Naomi a hand. ‘Your father is in my care. 
When he came in, the lab took some blood and tested it. Your father 
is a diabetic. Did you know that? Does he have medicine?’’

‘I don’t know anything about that sir,’ Naomi said with raised eye-
brows.

‘I think we could tell you more about the state of his body after 
we’ve checked him over. He would have to cooperate.’
They entered the room where Hunter laid; he was just pulling a nee-
dle out of his arm. Loose cords were hanging from machines that he 
probably had already removed from his body.

‘What are you doing?’ the nurse called out as she approached the 
bed.

Are you blind?’ he grunted.
Dr de Groot stepped forward. ‘Mr Richards, we have to find out 

why you were brought into hospital while you were in a coma.’
‘You can wait till hell freezes over. Just stay away from me.’ He got 

the needle out and started waving around him.
Naomi stood by the door quietly looking at him.
He didn’t look up. ‘You so-called studied to be doctors, but God 
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damn you, folks are dying. I’m going home and I don’t want your 
hogwash in my body.’

What a load of rubbish. I can count his ribs. The bones in his face 
are showing through his skin. He’s looking terrible and still he doesn’t 
want to be checked.

She said: ‘You didn’t go into a coma just like that. There must be 
something that caused it.’

‘Did you come here to drag me through the mud?’, he asked roughly.
‘I wouldn’t want to get my shoes dirty. Thank you very much,’ she 

threw back at him.
She said nothing more and just looked on.

‘I’m going home,’ he said harshly.
‘You’re taking a risk going home without further research and med-

icine. Have you realized that you most probably were in a coma be-
cause you’re a diabetic? Let us do some research to prevent more 
damage,’ said the doctor.

‘No way,’ he shouted. ‘No research. No medicine. I’m certainly not 
staying in this house of death to be poisoned by you lot.’ He lifted his 
upper body and swung his long legs out of bed. He sat buttoning up 
his shirt. Unstable he got up on his swollen feet, holding on to the 
bed. He searched the floor looking for his shoes, which stood to-
gether in a corner. ‘Where are my shoes?’ The nurse and the physi-
cian looked at each other. Naomi could see the shoes. Was he blind? 

‘I’m sorry you won’t let us check your eyes and body and that you 
chose to go home untreated.’

‘I don’t care what you think or say. You don’t know what you’re do-
ing and you kill people who come in here for something small. I 
rather die at home with none of your poison in my body. Where are 
my shoes?’ He sat on the bed.


