REVISED SCENE WITH PARENTS IN THE LIVING ROOM
Orah Zamir
	My mother is vacuuming the living room and muttering to herself. The living room is half the length of the house. It has windows on the front side although there really is no front side because a highway was built there; it cut off our street. There is a fireplace on one wall of the living room. Next to the fireplace is a door with glass panes that leads to the porch. We always use that entrance. As you enter the house from the porch, one of the doors to the kitchen is on your right. Next to that, the sofa is along the inside wall next to the kitchen, which is the same length as the living room. A coffee table is in front of the sofa, and there is an end table with a lamp on either side of the sofa. A carpet covers most of the floor. In the corner of the outside wall is the TV. This is my father's domain. He has lived for TV since we got one in 1949. His life is on the sofa, aimed at the TV. He is somehow able to watch TV, read the newspaper and nap at the same time. That is what he is doing now. Many years later, my stepmother told me he still did that. It was a bonding moment for us. 
	Now me cringes as I listen to my mother spewing out words at me. “You're useless. You never help me. I have to do everything myself.”  My father hears. He slams down the newspaper and yells, “Why don't you ever help your mother?” The now me flinches. Young me just stands there thinking, why don't you? 
A question in my mind (now me) is where did narcissistic mothers come from? They suddenly appeared in the world at the same time? Why now? I have a theory that it is about the oppression of women by Patriarchal culture. The martyrs are getting burned out, and the system is breaking down.
I watch my mother slamming the vacuum cleaner down on the rug. I watch me stand there, head hung down. I am not crying. I have no more tears to shed. I  turn and go into the kitchen to get some of tonight’s dessert out of the fridge.
	


