My baby girt is licking the glass bottom half of the ;

sticky slurps, like she wants a taste of the hot day outside. She's get-
ting it all smeary but I cant seem to make myself care. That's the
whole story of my life, anyhow: the “fuck you” of other peoples messes.

Through the punched-out window screen, I can see her brother and
sister riding their bikes, looking like sick, sad birds, circling the gravel
cul-de-sac out in front of the trailer. I love them dearly but they're
ugly kids, pale and lumpish from a low-income, high-carbohydrate diet.

Half an hour ago, I stuffed my son into his sisters outgrown Pocahontas
t-shirt and shoved both kids outside in the nick of time before their
dad woke up, hung over and mean. Now, I need to get this mess
cleaned up before they want back in. Not that they'd be all that upset
by my split lip or the blood lake soaking into the landlord' ugly carpet
but they would definitely be sad about the broken-handled knife stick-
ing out of their dead father's eye socket. They gave me that steak

knife set for Christmas. :
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The velvet painting that got yanked down off the wall over the couch " —
has a howling wolf and a mentally ili-looking Indian chief on it and now,
of course, from about the shoulders up, my husband Donnie's body. The
acrylic velvet looks pretty leak-proof and I remember to lift with my

tug him more info the middle of it.

rent a carpet shampoo machine so we can
get the deposit back when we leave here.

The baby stops slobbering and flops onto her butt with a sound like a
huge, dropped amphibian. It feels like she weighs an extra five pounds
in pee when I pick her up and set her on the face of the velvet Indian,
but there$ no time to change her now. Her tiny,

glint briefly blue in the light of a Jeopardy

very red.

“Good girl,” I tell her. “Yum, yum®.













Ah, shit. Just as I feared, the kids are waddfing, sweaty-faced up the
cinder block steps, whining for macaroni, Kodlaid and Mario Kart. They
bang open the screen door like yelling “shit” and maybe they are yell-
ing “shit” in horror at what theg see on the living room floor: their
baby sister in her spongy Pampdt and blood soaked onesie, razor-
grinning up at them. ;

“Shit!” Their baby sister is beating them to the extra-special treat
lying in tatters like ripped up Christmas wrapping paper, all over the
living room carpet.













