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What Momma Draws on
Windows

by Tawnysha Greene

Momma's favorite book is Revelation and during Bible studies at
night with her red marker, she draws on the sliding glass door, the
same story each time—the antichrist, the four horsemen, beast with
seven heads, ten horns.

She draws a map of the world, points to the king of the north, the
east, fighting the lion, says this is happening now, in the news. She
sketches the seven churches, the lamb that speaks like a dragon, the
woman clothed with sun.

Before bed, we pray with Momma, so that if the rapture comes, we'll
be saved, She says, God only takes the children who are blameless,
pure. The rest burn in a lake of fire, and when we dream, the lake's
water is black.

One night, Grandma comes over and after dinner, Momma gets the
Bibles and I let Grandma borrow mine, show her the highlighted
verses, the pictures of dragons I've drawn in the margins like the
ones Momma makes on the sliding glass door.

Grandma doesn't listen to Momma, plays games with us when she
isn't looking, sits at attention when Momma turns around. It makes
us laugh and Momma gets mad, takes our Bibles, sends us to bed.

Momma and Grandma talk late and we don't say the sinner's prayer
before bed, don't ask for God to make us clean. By morning,
Grandma's gone and Momma's still asleep and we play in our room
until mid-day.
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We go to Momma's room to wake her up, but we can't find her. Her
clothes are in her bed under the blankets, laid out like she was
sleeping, her watch on her pillow. We pull the covers off and find
her socks at the bottom of the bed, underwear inside pajamas.

We run outside to find out who is gone, who else left behind, and we
find Momma outside the door. She had been watching us through
the windows. She is wearing her own clothes. Her Bible is in her
hand. The Rapture never came.

Every night after that, we are serious during Momma's Bible
studies, sit away from Grandma and in the mornings, we get out of
bed, sneak down the hall to see if Momma's still there.

She is and we open the sliding glass door, watch the sun rise over
the trees. We pray to God, kneeling in the cold, look to heaven for
the people Momma draws on the windows, for the angels, the
woman of the sun, twelve stars around her head, the moon at her
feet.



