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 I pulled into the trailer park, not expecting my life to be changed completely. 

Even though my parents had kids at a young age they were able to get their lives together 

and make a decent living. We were never ahead, but never did we experience hunger. As 

I was driving looking at the trailer park I suddenly had to slam on my brakes as a flock of 

ducks went in the middle of the road. I have never seen ducks like these. They had spots 

of black, brown, and white. A few of them even had Royal Blue spots. I was always 

infatuated by ducks. They slowly waddled out of the way and on the other side of them 

was the trailer where my ex-boyfriend, Sam would be living for the next six months. My 

mouth dropped open and I stared at the trailer as I parked, wondering if I was in the right 

place. 

 The panels on the outside of the trailer were falling off, toys were all over the 

yard, and the screen door swung open and closed in the wind. I parked and called Sam, 

and sure enough this was where he was staying. He came outside and helped me bring 

my bag and pillow inside. I knew he was struggling to get used to his new home so I 

didn’t want him to go through this alone. He yanked the door open as if it was glued shut. 

As we walked in I immediately smelled cigarettes, the smell of mold, and something 

rotting. Three little boys no older than ten ran by me hitting each other with toy swords 

and throwing little Legos all over the place. As I shut the back door behind me, I saw 

food smeared in a hand print down the door. The washer and dryer had cookies and a half 

eaten sandwich laying on top of it. As Sam walked me through the kitchen into the living 

room, I saw his aunt, Jenny, and his uncle, Chris, sitting on the couch, each smoking a 

cigarette. Jenny had crazy hair that always made me think of Einstein. She had dark 

circles under her eyes, raggedy clothes, and her smile was a dark yellow. Chris shared the 

same smile and dark circles under his eyes. He was taller and skinnier than her though. 

Jenny ashed on the carpet, stood up and introduced her and her husband. She walked with 

Sam and I to his room telling me about herself and her family, “I know my house isn’t 

the best but it is what we have. It’s a hard world now. My boys are great though! They 

sure don’t give you a manual on how to be a mother, but I try my hardest.” When we got 

to his room, I noticed the door was off the hinges and resting up against the wall next to 

the door frame. She left to go cook a Spaghetti O’s dinner for the boys, and I went to use 

the restroom. Sam followed me with the door that was from his room and blocked the 

doorway into the restroom. None of the rooms had doors on them, because the boys 

would break the doors off the hinges when they would wrestle with each other. When I 

turned and faced the restroom I saw gnats flying everywhere, the toilet seat was off the 

hinge, grime filled the sink, the toilet was almost completely black, and the bath tub 

looked as if it had never been cleaned before. I quickly decided not to use the restroom 

and Sam and I headed back to his room. Was I being rude? This is still someone else’s 

house; just because I didn’t grow up like this doesn’t mean I can’t put up with it. Being 

here for less than an hour already made me appreciate what I have. 

 His room was obviously the boys’ room. There were toys everywhere, spaghetti 

splattered on the walls and windows, holes filled the walls, cookies were smashed in the 
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carpet, and a single full sized bed laid in the middle of the floor with one pillow and one 

sleeping bag as a blanket. Sam and I laid down to go to bed. As I plugged my phone in 

the light gleamed on the wall and carpet, I saw movement in the crack against the wall. 

So I looked closer and I saw maggots crawling. Sam just looked at me and said, “I know 

it sucks being here. The kids run wild and do whatever they want, my uncle always 

complains about money and is too drunk to work, and my aunt just gave up. She doesn’t 

clean or take care of herself or the house anymore.” I didn’t say anything. I just laid 

awake all night thinking of how badly I wanted to leave. 

 In the morning, I was completely exhausted and had to get ready for work. The 

boys slept on the couch and were up bright and early chasing each other. Jenny and Chris 

were fighting over money for cigarettes and alcohol. Little did I know, this was a daily 

fight that Jenny lost every time. Chris would slur, “Why can’t I get alcohol? I just want 

some beer. Is that too hard to ask for? I let you buy more toys for those damn kids! I 

should be able to get beer.” Jenny would reply innocently, “That is for the kids! Food is 

more important than getting your stupid beer for your alcohol problems. We just need to 

get one pack of cigarettes and save the rest of the money for other things this month.” 

Within fifteen minutes she was on her way to go to the gas station to feed his addiction. 

He was already drunk and stumbling through the house yelling at the kids and Sam, 

“Clean up these toys. You kids need to go play outside or something and Sam, your 

gonna have to get a damn job or something and start paying for some things around 

here.” I left for work a half an hour early so I didn’t have to be there for his drunken 

rampage. After work, I decided to bring three pizzas back with me to thank them for 

letting me stay with them. When I set the pizzas down the three boys all stared from far 

away, and when I told them I brought it for them without hesitation they got up and ran 

over like wild animals, taking piece after piece and running back to the couch to eat it. I 

couldn’t believe how hungry they seemed. This was the first time I got an idea of what 

their parents were putting them through. I never even got a thank you from anybody.  

 A couple months went by of seeing the same disgusting house, hearing the same 

arguments, and the horrible smell of the house was something I never got used to. After a 

while the only happiness I could find was when I would take trips to the pond and see the 

ducks. They just swam around and quacked. Eventually they got used to me and didn’t 

fly away from me anymore. Sometimes I would feed them. It was almost as if they kept 

me sane in this crazy life I was living now. Then one day when I was leaving for work I 

saw that one of the ducks got hit by a car. Its lifeless body laid there in the road for 

weeks. It was the prettiest duck in the trailer park. It was the one that had the royal blue 

spotting. It was also the friendliest duck that was always the first to get the bread I would 

feed them. I felt my sanity leave me. As if this house could get any worse, this was a 

turning point. I started to notice this house get darker and darker. Sam became frustrated 

every day, so we constantly fought. The boys would cry more and more from the 

arguments as they grew worse. Jenny became more and more neglectful, and Chris’s 

alcoholism got worse daily. Soon Jenny started taking the boy’s toys and selling them to 

other mothers in the trailer park to buy cigarettes and alcohol. The oldest boy even ran to 

Jenny crying asking, “Mom, my toys are missing! Where are they?” and she would shove 

him away and say, “They probably got stolen, that’s why you don’t leave your toys 

outside.” Chris would get meaner with his need for booze. One night he and Jenny had 

been arguing because he was slurring in front of the kids and he hit her. Sam ran over to 
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protect his aunt, and I never saw Chris even start an argument if Sam was there. Their 

only source of income was when Jenny and Chris would work for Sam’s dad. He owned 

an ambulance company and let them help. I even noticed they didn’t work as much as 

they used to. They were making no money, and the boys went from being fed twice a day 

to once a day. The depression in the house got so bad I couldn’t take it anymore. I felt the 

weight on my shoulders now, and I noticed a change in Sam. He could never treat me 

right anymore. I ended things with Sam and I never heard from him or his family again. I 

wish I could give you a happy ending but I am just as clueless as you are. 

 How could two parents sit there and choose alcohol and cigarettes over their three 

children? The boys relied on their parents for life and in return they gave them nothing. 

After this experience I didn’t want to help anyone in need. If this is what people in need 

are like then I have no desire to volunteer or help anyone. Taking a service learning class 

has been difficult for me because I have to do community service. The boys deserve help, 

not the parents. They are where they belong. They have done terrible things in their life 

that make them untrustworthy. How many other people that “need” help do this to their 

families? 


