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Jo stood amidst a mountain of dusty boxes,
her small frame dwarfed by the cavernous,
peeling room of their new home. Helen, her
mother, tossed a single, grimy duffel bag onto
the floor with a sigh, barely glancing at the vast
emptiness around them. The air was thick with

the scent of damp wood and forgotten dreams.
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The only light in the entire house flickered
feebly from a lone, exposed bulb hanging
precariously from the ceiling, casting long,
dancing shadows. Jo discovered the only other
'working' amenity: a chipped, stained toilet in a
tiny, windowless room. Helen, meanwhile, was
already rummaging through a box, not for

essentials, but for a hidden bottle.
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A loud knock echoed through the empty
house, and Peter, Helen's boyfriend, sauntered
in, his presence immediately filling the space
with an unsettling energy. Helen's face lit up
with a superficial smile, her attention instantly
consumed by his arrival. Jo retreated further into

the shadows, feeling invisible.
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Jo sat on an overturned crate, slowly eating
a dry cracker, while Helen and Peter laughed
loudly over their drinks in the dim light. Peter
gestured dismissively towards Jo, his voice a
harsh rumble. "Still moping, kid?" he sneered,
and Helen merely chuckled, not bothering to

intervene.
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Helen, swaying slightly, held out a half-
empty glass to Jo, her eyes glinting. "Come on,
Jo, just a little sip!" she coaxed, a false cheer in
her voice. Jo shook her head firmly, her gaze
steady, and Helen shrugged, taking a long swig

herself before turning back to Peter.
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Seeking refuge, Jo found a small, broken
window overlooking a patch of overgrown
weeds and a distant, glittering streetlight. She
pressed her face against the cool, dusty pane,
Imagining a world beyond the cracked walls. A
tiny, defiant sprout pushed through a crack in

the pavement below, catching her eye.
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Later that evening, amidst the clinking of
bottles and their boisterous laughter, Peter
dramatically knelt before Helen, pulling out a
cheap, sparkling ring. Helen gasped with
exaggerated delight, throwing her arms around
him. The moment felt hollow, a performance for

an audience of none.
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Jo, hidden in the next room, heard Peter's
proposal and Helen's ecstatic acceptance. A cold
knot formed in her stomach, tightening with a
sense of dread for what this might mean for her
already fragile life. The idea of a 'taste of honey'
felt more distant than ever, replaced by a bitter

aftertaste.
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As the night deepened, Jo lay on a
makeshift bed, staring at the lone, flickering
bulb. She closed her eyes, picturing the tiny
sprout she had seen earlier, pushing through
concrete. A quiet determination began to bloom
within her, a small, resilient spark of hope for

something more.
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The next morning, Jo rose before Helen and
Peter, her eyes clear. She looked around the
broken house, then at her own reflection in a
shard of mirror. She knew she had to find her
own path, her own true sweetness, far away
from the chaos that surrounded her. This was

her silent, unbreakable promise.
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