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Frank 
by Rose Hunter 

One morning I emerged from the bedroom, bleary-eyed, to find my mother, ripping 
up the tiles in my kitchen. In the main room was a stack of new tiles. I screamed at 
her to get out, and then to tell me, also, how she had gotten in, but when I was 
halfway through one of those sentences I saw the broken lock and the security chain 
hanging in two pieces. What she had done, she disclosed, was drag the building 
super up here with a bolt cutter. I ran down the stairs and out onto the street and 
back in the front door of the apartment complex to get to the front office since this 
was usually quicker than waiting for the elevators, particularly between eight and 
nine in the morning. Why had he followed her instructions? Hadn’t he tried 
knocking? I gave the super strict instructions to fix me up with a new lock and chain, 
pronto, and stressed that in the future if he or anyone else saw my mother trying to 
enter my apartment they should call the police rather than aiding and abetting her. 
Having made myself understood, I raced back outside and up the stairs. My mother 
had hauled out boxes of my writing and was going through them, throwing out 
anything she didn’t like. It was also evident I would have to physically remove her 
from the apartment before the super could start on the new lock. For a reason I can’t 
at this moment recall, I had to do it this way around; it wasn’t possible for any work 
to be done with her still in there, and not only that, somehow I had to 
simultaneously keep her out and be present inside the apartment while this work 
went on. These were the required conditions, which were, clearly, a difficulty. I 
reminded the super of my history with my violent ex-husband Frank and how that 
was one of the main reasons I moved into this building: because of the security. But 
not only does he not stop this woman, he brings her bolt cutters... I went into this 
again. ‘But she’s your mother,’ the super said. ‘I thought, you know, immediate 
family, that was probably okay.’ ‘Fool!’ I screamed, enraged. What was his problem? 
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Didn’t he know that these were precisely the people capable of doing us the most 
damage? 

 


