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To my mother, father, and my twin sister, Laura

Man, I just had the weirdest dream, back on the bus there . . . There was this book I read, well, it was my dream so I guess I wrote it or something. But man, it was bizarre . . . it was like the premise for this whole book was that every thought you have creates its own reality, you know? It’s like every choice or decision you make . . . the thing you chose not to do fractions off and becomes its own reality . . . I mean, it’s like . . . you know in The Wizard of Oz where Dorothy meets the Scarecrow and they do that little dance at the crossroads and they think about going down all these different roads and end up going in that one direction? All those other directions, just because you thought about them, became separate realities. I mean, they just went on from there and lived their lives, entirely different movies, but we’ll never see it because we’re trapped in this one reality restriction type thing.
—Richard Linklater, Slacker

Catface
PART I 
ROOM FOR RENT
The disability payments were being cut down since, according to their doctor, I was getting better. I had been without work for months and needed money so I decided to share my place and split the cost. My place was small. They called it a “studio apartment,” which meant it had only one room. The kitchen was set off in the corner and my little bed sat over against the opposite wall. It was a cozy arrangement.
My first roommate was a guy named Thurber. He breathed very heavily through his nose and when he spoke the words came out in high-pitched squeaks. Thurber moved quickly with jerks and twists like spasms and for a while I thought he was diseased. He had dark circles under his eyes. Before he moved in I had placed two small green plants on the windowsill but once Thurber saw those he pitched them out the window. “Damn plants!” he yelled after them. Later on I 
brought in a larger banana plant and he screamed at me, “Get that fucking plant out of here!”
Thurber had answered my ad for roommate-wanted by showing up at my door with his bags. I am a somewhat meek person and I let him stay even though I was suspicious of his shifty appearance. Thurber said he was a good cook and would prepare fine meals for me. I said, great, I like good food as much as the next guy. As it turned out Thurber hardly ever cooked and when he did he made a chaotic mess which sat there for days until I cleaned it up myself. Thurber’s taste in food was always too hot for my palate and his dishes usually looked nothing like whatever he said they were supposed to be. “This is Lemon Chicken,” he once said. But the food in question looked more like baked beans, or maybe some kind of Sloppy Joe.
Thurber snored loudly, too, and this was finally why he had to leave. “Thurber,” I said, “you snore like a pig and I can’t sleep. Perhaps you should find somewhere else to go.”
“I don’t snore,” replied Thurber, but he left the next afternoon. As he packed up his stuff he casually slipped several pieces of my clothing into his bag. He also took a brand-new toothbrush of mine and a large lamp. I was standing right there watching him.
 
My next roommate was a woman named Cynthia who claimed to have some children whom she kept at her 
sister’s house. I never saw them. Cynthia read three or four magazines a day and it wasn’t until a few weeks of living with her that I learned about her hooking business. When I was gone she would take men into our place and give them head for ten to twenty dollars apiece. According to her she never had real sex with them and I’m inclined to believe this because I have been in whorehouses before and they have a certain electricity to them. It’s in the air. I never felt this electric feeling when I walked into my home. A man who lived next door told me about all the male visitors and so that night I said to Cynthia, “What’s going on here?”
She said, “Oh, I just give them blow jobs for money.”
 
After Cynthia, Clyde moved in and he stayed for only three days. He had a large duffel bag full of clothes but he never changed outfits once since I knew him. He liked his blue jeans and T-shirt, I guess. Two guys with toothpicks in their mouths showed up on Clyde’s third day and they stood in the doorway staring at Clyde for quite some time before one said, “Let’s go, Clyde.”
 
Jimmy moved in next and he was a real card. He told jokes to me all the time and some of them were very funny. I remember one in particular about a rabbit working in a gas station which had me laughing off and on for hours.
“You should be a comedian Jimmy,” I once said.
“That’s what they all say,” he said.
As far as I could tell, Jimmy helped out a man who took bets on college sporting events. I’m not nosy and I don’t pry into the lives of other people. Jimmy had simply told me that he was “in sports management.”
I appreciated Jimmy’s sense of humor a lot and then one day Jimmy did something which made me appreciate him even more. He brought in a small orange tent and set it up right inside the apartment. He put his blankets and pillow in there and said, “See, this way I have my own room.”
 
Jimmy and his tent had been in the apartment for nearly two months when we heard a loud knock on the door.
“It’s me, Thurber,” said the voice behind the door. It was high-pitched, whining even.
“Come on in, Thurber,” I said, but I did not get up to open the door for him.
Thurber rattled the handle a little bit and then whacked the door with his hand. It was locked. I still didn’t get up and so after a while he went away.
Jimmy said, “I know some friends who could kick that guy’s ass.”
“That would be nice,” I said.
A few days later Thurber came into our apartment. He let himself in with a set of keys he had kept from before. His lip was fat and purple and both his eyes were black.
“I need to wash up,” he said.
Thurber limped over to the sink and splashed water all over the place. “A group of men kicked my ass for no reason,” he said.
“If you had keys,” I said, “why didn’t you let yourself in earlier?”
“I never even met those fuckers before in my life.” Thurber was covered in water, pink from his own blood. He looked terrible. His hair was greasy and his clothing was matted with dirt.
“You look terrible,” I said.
Thurber spied a group of potted plants by the window and lunged at them. His skinny arm knocked them over and the dirt spilled onto the carpet.
“Why is there a tent in here?” he asked me.
Jimmy answered him from inside. “It’s my tent, asshole,” he said.
Thurber looked down at the tent which had just spoken to him.
“You’re kidding me,” he said.
“No, I’m not,” said Jimmy’s voice. “And those were my friends who kicked your ass. I asked them to do it.”
Thurber was amazed. He stumbled around and stuttered a bit and then walked out the door. He left drops of water all over the place and a putrid smell which 
lingered in the air for a while. The plants lay overturned on the carpet.
 
“Keep me posted on any developments with this Thurber fruitcake,” said Jimmy one day as he packed his bag.
“I’m going away for a while so I won’t be around,” he said.
“Okay, fine,” I said, and then that day I found myself a pet dog. I didn’t know how long Jimmy would be away and so I wanted some company. I have always wanted a dog.
The dog I found had only three legs. He was missing a front one so he hopped forward on one paw. Like most three-legged dogs this dog managed quite well for himself and I didn’t feel sorry for him at all. While Jimmy was gone the dog and I went out for frequent walks and once I got a citation for not having a leash on my pet.
“I’m really sorry about this officer,” I said. “It will never happen again.” And I meant that. I want no trouble with the law. I used a piece of rope instead of a leash though.
 
Once when the dog and I returned from a walk we found Thurber sitting inside the apartment with a man we all knew as “Catface.” Catface was a guy who had some sort of medical problem which made his face very shiny 
and flat. His eyes were only little slits. His nose was small and flattened and his ears were tiny and crumpled up. I had once thought that Catface was the victim of a bad accident with fire but then someone told me that this was not the case. He was born like that.
“Hello, Thurber,” I said, “Hello, Catface.” We all called him Catface. There was no hiding it.
Thurber, I noticed, had been eating my food. It was in a bowl next to where he sat. The funny thing about it was he had chosen some food I had intended to feed to the dog.
“You’ve eaten the dog’s food,” I said.
Thurber said, “Your dog only has three legs.”
“I know that,” I said.
“Where’s the guy who lives in the tent?” asked Thurber.
I hadn’t noticed this before but now I saw that stupid Thurber had dismantled Jimmy’s tent and scattered it all over the floor.
“Oh, you shouldn’t have done that,” I said. I looked at Catface to see if he too had been part of the destruction.
“If he had been inside that thing he would have been in a lot of trouble,” said Thurber. “Catface would have tore him apart.”
Catface nodded in agreement.
“Listen,” I said, “I wish you two hadn’t come in here and messed up Jimmy’s stuff. Now we have to clean it up before he gets back.”
“Where is he?” asked Thurber.
“I don’t know,” I answered.
Thurber and Catface decided to leave. On the way out Catface patted my dog.
“How are you, Catface?” I asked. I hadn’t seen him in a while. In fact, I had never spoken to him before, but I think he knew who I was.
“I’m doing okay,” said Catface.
 
When Jimmy returned a few days later he didn’t notice what Thurber and Catface had done because I had cleaned up the mess. He laid his stuff down on a chair and said to me, “I’d like you to meet my friend Robyn.”
In walked this woman with straight red hair and a large ring through the tip of her nose.
“That’s a nice ring,” I said.
Robyn said, “Thank you.”
I introduced Jimmy and Robyn to the dog and Jimmy told a joke about a three-legged dog who ran a Laundromat. After he was done and we all chuckled Jimmy said, “Robyn and I are going to step out for a while.”
 
They didn’t get back until it was almost morning and the dog barked loudly when they walked in. Robyn made a hissing sound through her teeth which shut him up right away.
It wasn’t until late in the afternoon that Jimmy and 
Robyn crawled out of the tent. Robyn was completely naked and I saw that she had several tattoos, including one of a wicked snake which coiled up her thigh. Again the dog barked at them and again Robyn hissed. I found my piece of rope and took the dog for a walk so as to give Jimmy and Robyn some time to themselves.
We wandered around for hours and didn’t get back until after dark. Inside the apartment I discovered that Robyn and Jimmy had lit about a hundred candles. The candles were melting and wax was dripping everywhere. I could feel the heat.
“This is something else,” I said.
Jimmy and Robyn were sitting on my bed. “I heard about what that fuckface Thurber did to my tent,” said Jimmy.
“I haven’t seen him since that,” I said.
“Robyn has placed a hex on him,” said Jimmy. “His life will never be the same.”
 
I was not let in on the specifics of Robyn’s hex. I knew only that it involved many candles and would eventually make Thurber very miserable.
“Is it working?” I asked Robyn after a few days had passed.
“Oh, yes,” she said, and then she muttered something about how “all sheep do cometh yonder.”
“Do you worship Satan?” I asked her.
“No, I do not,” she said.
Jimmy and Robyn decided to go out one afternoon and I was instructed to keep the candles burning. They had been gone only about ten minutes when Thurber burst in. He looked worse than I had ever seen him. He was sweaty and his teeth were black.
“And what is going on here?” he yelled.
“Hello, Thurber,” I said.
“What is this voodoo bullshit? Huh?”
“Jimmy’s friend Robyn is interested in this,” I said. The dog growled at Thurber. I had never seen someone so close to death. Thurber’s skin was a pale green. He had lost weight and his ratty clothes were falling off of him.
Thurber began knocking the candles over with wild sweeps of his thin arms. I was worried he would start a fire. He soon became winded though and had to stop.
“Jimmy will be upset about this,” I said.
Thurber coughed and collapsed onto the floor. I went over to his smelly body and saw that he was still breathing. I dragged him out the door, down the stairs, and onto the street where I left him lying.
At some point Thurber must have gotten up and left because Jimmy and Robyn did not see him on their way in. They did however see the waxy mess he had left behind when he knocked over the candles. Robyn exclaimed, “He hath come.”

That night Robyn spent several hours smearing paint and makeup all over Jimmy’s body. When she was done Jimmy looked like an animal of the jungle.
“Go forth,” she said to Jimmy. “Seek ye the lamb.”
Jimmy walked out the door naked, covered in the paint of many colors.
“What is a person going to think when they see that?” I asked.
Robyn placed a finger over her lip and said, “Shhh . . .”
 
We waited up for Jimmy but dawn came and he did not return. Robyn let the candles die out.
“My work is done here,” she said to me.
“Where is Jimmy?” I asked.
“He shall never return.”
Robyn searched in her bag and produced a piece of fruit. It was dark, as if it had been ripe too long.
“Here,” she said, holding the fruit out to me. “Eat of this and ye shall transcend.”
It was a strange fruit, long and wrinkled. On its skin there were tiny hairs. I ate it and it tasted good.
 
I went walking with the dog in the early morning. The air was cold and I had to face away from the sun as it rose up. It was too bright. We limped along, me and the 
three-legged dog. I was feeling better. On the empty street I came across Catface. He too was wandering around.
“Hello Catface,” I said.
“I understand you are looking for a roommate,” said Catface.
“Yes I am,” I said.
PART II
MUTANTS
I took my three-legged dog for a walk in the park today. He is a happy dog in spite of his lack of a front leg. He gets along just fine. When we go out, someone usually comes up to me and wants to know how it happened. I don’t know the real answer but often I come up with some good tales about how a bear nipped it off in the woods or how when he was a puppy he got too close to a bandsaw. The truth is I got him this way. He was limping around outside my place and I took him in. I was lonely at the time (I still am) and I figured I needed a pet.
So today I was walking with him and this woman approached me with very wide eyes. She said, “Hey, you’ve got a dog with only three legs.”
I said, “That’s right.”
The woman kept looking at me from different angles, like she wasn’t sure if I was really there, as if maybe 
I was a mirage or an illusion. She said, “I too have a dog.”
“With three legs?” I inquired.
“No,” she said, “she’s got all four.”
Just then a chubby little hound waddled up to us with her tail wagging and her tongue hanging out. “This is Esmerelda,” said the woman.
“Nice name,” I said.
We watched together as Esmerelda and my three-legged dog frolicked about on the grass. That Esmerelda sure was a flirt!
Then I turned to the lady and asked, “Is your dog fixed?” By that I meant had the dog been given an operation so that it could no longer reproduce.
The woman said, “Oh, no. Of course not. Do you believe in that?”
“Oh, I don’t know,” I said. I didn’t know. Perhaps we should leave our dogs alone, let them breed as they please.
The dogs were getting along famously. They licked and bit and clawed and chomped at each other’s faces.
“This is nice that they are playing,” I said.
“Yes,” said the woman. I then got a close look at her. I wouldn’t mind being with her, I thought. She had a soft face with a kind of European look to it, possibly Polish. Her eyes were sad and she had brown curly hair. She was no looker, to be sure, but I would have all the same.
She then asked me, “Do you know a lot about dogs?”
“Well, I know a little bit,” I said, “about as much as anyone else.”
“Esmerelda has had some puppies,” she said. “Would you like to see them?”
I said, “Yes, I would.” Puppies!
The woman led me back to her small apartment. It looked out over an enormous parking lot. She said the lights from the lot shined in her windows at night so that the whole place sort of glowed.
“Must be hard to sleep,” I ventured.
“Yes, it is,” she said, after giving it some thought.
She took me to a little back room where the puppies were strewn about on the floor. It was dark in there because she had hung a bedsheet over the window. Esmerelda wandered in and lay down among the squirming mass. Tiny whimpers rose into the air, little sniffles and cries of recognition. My dog stood cautiously behind us in the doorway.
“How about turning on a light?” I said. I couldn’t see the little critters. They only appeared to be lumps of fur.
Before she flicked on the light switch the woman said to me, “Now, I think there might be something wrong with them . . .”
What an understatement that was. The little pups were mutants! Deformed! They crawled about on mere nubs instead of legs. Several were missing limbs altogether. Three of them were attached at the sides—three-way Siamese twins.
I stood there dumbfounded. What a collection of misfits!
“These puppies are deformed,” I finally said. One of them had no eyes. Where the sockets should have been there was just skin, flat and covered with fur. What strange creature had Esmerelda come across?
The woman looked at me, worried. “I know they are wrong,” she said, “I know most puppies don’t come out like that. I already knew that.”
My dog began a low growl from behind us. “Grrrrrrr,” he said. Esmerelda just lay among them, a proud mother.
“Well,” I said, “I don’t know what to tell you. I don’t think some of them will survive.” One forlorn pup had squirmed his way into a corner of the room. He was equipped with a set of four furry fins instead of legs. Flippers, maybe, like those of a sea tortoise.
The low grrrrrrr sound from behind us continued. I decided to step aside so that my dog could examine the mutants himself. He growled louder but ventured forth into the bodies all the same.
“Your dog,” said the woman, “is abnormal also.” She looked at me for some sort of confirmation, as if knowledge of this fact shared would ease her soul.
And I said, “Yes, this is true.”
I reached out and took her hand, soft and clammy, into mine. She gripped me tight. My dog wandered among the whimpering pups, sniffing at them, on occasion giving one a gentle lick. I moved closer to the woman. I still didn’t know her name. I put my arm 
around her and felt her bony shoulders. A nice warmth arose from them.
“Do you want to go into the other room?” I asked.
She nodded and we left the dogs to their sniffing and their strange little grunts and squeaks. We went into her bedroom and there I removed her clothing, half expecting to find some gross scar or hidden limb beneath it all. She was normal, though, with white skin and funny ribs which stuck out, making her look more slender than she really was. I sucked on her nipple and she let out a little moan, high-pitched, surprised, and excited.
PART III 
CATFACE AND THE LITTLE DOGS
I had been living with Catface for a few weeks now. He kept strange hours, preferring to sleep during the day and leaving me alone at night. I’m not sure what he did with himself while he was away. He was employed part-time down at one of the warehouses, as a security guard, I believe. I had taken to visiting my woman friend Christine in the daytime, while he slept. Christine lived by herself with that room full of mutant puppies. Each morning I would make my way over there with my three-legged dog and we would tend to the little creatures. They needed constant care and supervision. Some of the more able pups had grown feisty and they were 
giving the others trouble, shutting them out from Esmerelda’s milking breasts and nipping at their helpless nubs in a cruel mockery of puppy play. I suggested separating them but Christine would not have it. “They are a family,” she said.
 
One day I returned to the apartment and Catface was singing in his sleep. It was a song about a cottontail rabbit named Squeak. I had at first assumed that Catface was awake as he sung this tune but when I moved closer I saw that his little cat eyes were shut. He wore an impish grin and his voice was pitched in a high falsetto, like a girl’s. This is how the ditty went:
“Oh, I am a cottontail rabbit named Squeak
and I hop and play all day.
Everywhere I go
the kids are sure to follow
because Squeak is here to stay!”

What a songbird that Catface was! I had never seen him so animated. He swung his round head from side to side in joyful exuberance as he chirped away. I took his singing as a sign that he had grown comfortable here and I was pleased about that.
When Catface woke up it was dark. He rubbed his little slits-for-eyes and gazed about the room.
“How’s Squeak?” I asked him.
“What?” he said.
I began to sing his little song: “Oh, I am a cottontail rabbit named Squeak and I hop and play all day . . .”
Catface seemed confused. “What the hell is that?” he asked.
Was he really unaware of his own childish banter? Perhaps he was embarrassed. I decided to let it drop. I said, “Oh, it’s nothing.”
“Okay, fine,” said Catface. He rose up from his bed, fully clothed, as was his habit. He did occasionally change his outfits but never before he went to sleep. He even kept his socks on. That night he was wearing what is known as “double denim”—blue jeans and a blue-jean shirt. He was a stylish person.
Catface stretched out his long arms and he said, “My family is coming to town.”
“Oh, really?” I said. I didn’t know Catface had any relatives at all, much less a whole family.
“They are coming through town on business,” he said. “They’ll be here for a few days.”
“Excellent,” I said. “Can I meet them?”
“Yes, you may,” said Catface.
I wanted to ask him if they too possessed catfaces, but I felt it would be inappropriate. I would find out soon enough.

Esmerelda was growing weary of the constant nipping and tugging from her puppies. One day she got up and walked away from them, causing a great deal of commotion in the puppy room. They yipped and barked until we went in there ourselves with bottles of milk in hand. Christine had named the puppies after the Greek gods. I couldn’t keep them all straight. There was Hermes with the furry flippers and there was Adonis with no eyes. There was Aphrodite with a cyclops eye and Athena with the nubs for legs. The three-way Siamese twins were simply called “The Weird Sisters” after the three witches in the play by Shakespeare called MacBeth.
The little mutants were growing larger and soon they would have to do without their mother’s milk. “What plans do you have for these puppies?” I asked Christine.
She said, “I believe God has delivered them to me. I have accepted it as my mission to care for them all.”
What a notion! This woman was going to live out her life with a dozen mutant dogs. I had, in more private moments, envisioned a happy future for Christine and myself. A small house in the country, perhaps, with that frisky Esmerelda and my three-legged dog, and maybe one or two of the mutants. But the whole lot of them? I began to question my fanciful dreams.
 
When I got home that day Catface was at it again with his singing. I said to myself, “I’ve got to get some proof 
of this.” So I went down to my neighbor’s place and borrowed his small tape recorder. I taped Catface singing, “Oh, I am Squeak the cottontail. Won’t you come and play with me?” He sang it over and over.
That night, when Catface woke up, I said to him, “Boy, do I have something for you.”
I played the tape for him and he said, “What the fuck is that?”
I said, “It’s you singing.”
“No, it’s not,” he said.
“Don’t you remember this song?” I asked him. I turned up the volume on the tape player. It sounded ridiculous, like a psychotic young child.
Catface said, “Is this your idea of a joke?”
I gave up and turned off the tape player. “It’s not a joke,” I said. “It’s you.” I went downstairs to return the tape player to my neighbor, but I kept the tape for myself.
 
When I got back upstairs Christine and Esmerelda were in the apartment. Christine was sobbing and Catface had his hand on her shoulder in a comforting gesture. Christine looked up at me and she said, “The puppies are gone. Someone has taken them.”
“That’s awful,” I said. “Why would someone do that?”
“I wish you had told me they were special puppies,” said Catface. “I just wish I had known about that.”
“I’m sorry,” I said. “I thought I’d told you.”
“Well, you didn’t.”
It occurred to me then that Catface and Christine had never met. I said, “Catface, this is Christine.”
“I know that,” said Catface.
Christine wiped her eyes with a hanky which Catface had given her. She said, “And you didn’t tell me that Gerard had a catface.”
I looked at Catface. “Your name is Gerard?” I asked.
“Yes, it is,” he said.
We all sat down together and tried to think of what to do about the missing puppies. Catface and Christine seemed unusually comfortable with one another. At several points he boldly took her frail hands in his. I wondered if they were forming some kind of allegiance against me because I had not informed them of each other’s mutation secrets.
 
We filed a police report and posted notices all over the neighborhood. They said, in big block letters, “WHO STOLE THE PUPPIES?” The intruder had left Christine’s apartment a mess. He had rifled through everything, but the only objects he ended up stealing were the puppies, all twelve of them. I imagined this must have been quite a caper. Christine’s clothes were scattered about everywhere and, in a particularly eerie touch, the houseplants had been uprooted and flung against the walls.
“Do you suppose Thurber is back in town?” I asked Catface.
“I think it is possible,” he said.
 
That night Catface, Christine, and I took a bus out to the fairgrounds to see Catface’s family. It turned out they were working for a traveling carnival. Catface said only that they “worked in the show,” so I couldn’t be sure what that meant. As we walked onto the fairgrounds Christine and Catface held hands and I tried to ignore that.
The carnival was lit up in a spectacular display of lighting technology. The rides soared toward the heavens glistening with robust colors and magical sounds. There were shouts and screams coming from all directions and the wind carried with it a distinct odor of sugar and flaming beef. I hadn’t been to such an event since I was a small child and I must confess I was struck with awe.
Catface took it all in stride, however, and he led us calmly through the masses. He seemed suddenly at home in this land of glitz and grandeur. We walked by the Pickled Punk Show, a tent which claimed to have the bodies of freak babies preserved in jars. “There’s no real flesh in there,” said Catface. “It’s just photographs. They outlawed the jars years ago.”
Christine said, “I see.”
For a dollar we could have entered a tent where a 
man stuffed a python down his throat. There was a man who could hammer six-inch nails into the nostrils of his nose. There was a fire-eater and a sword-swallower and, of course, there was a fat lady. Catface led us past them all. “It’s all real,” he said.
We entered a small red tent pitched behind the hubbub and commotion. Catface went in first and he was greeted with cries of, “Gerard! Hooray, it’s Gerard!” I followed Christine and watched as a whole family of them mobbed around my friend Catface. Yes, they had catfaces, too. There was the big papa, sitting in his chair, shiny flat face and all. There was the mama, plump as well, with her hair done up in a bun so that you could see her little crumpled ears. “How nice that they found each other,” I thought. The kids, four of them, dashed about with enormous grins on their little catfaces. They leapt upon their big brother and showered him with love. “Gerard is here! Gerard is here!” they cried out. Of course they did not call him “Catface” as I had foolishly expected.
Catface introduced Christine and me to his jovial family and we all sat down for some tea. Mama Catface poured the potent brew and it tasted like nothing I had ever drunk before. “This is delicious,” I said.
“Why, thank you,” she said.
It turned out that Catface’s family ran this show. Far from being freaks on display, as I had crassly hypothesized, they were the Big Bosses. The freaks had to answer to them! “Oh, we started out as performers,” 
said Papa Catface, “but a little business sense changed that in a hurry.” He chuckled and the children gathered about him at his feet.
Catface asked, “Where’s Maria?”
His mother answered, “Oh, she’s out and about. She’ll be back soon.”
Mama Catface turned to Christine and me and she said, “Maria is Gerard’s twin sister.”
A twin sister! My God, the secrets old Catface had kept from me. And he had been upset over my not telling him about Christine’s puppies. “I’d like to meet Maria,” I said.
“Oh, she’d like you,” said Mama Catface, and I was glad to hear that.
Then a normal-faced young man walked in and he went over to whisper something in Papa Catface’s ear. Papa Catface nodded and said, “Send him in.”
The young man left and Papa Catface said to us, “Someone has come with a business proposition.”
There was a bustling about outside. I heard the familiar yips of young canines and then that horrible high-pitched whine of a voice which could only come from the man we all knew as Thurber. He burst into the tent with a bulging burlap sack slung over his shoulder. His skinny body was covered in dust and grime.
“Get away from me!” he was saying, “I don’t need your Goddamn help!”
Thurber plunked the squirming sack down on the 
floor. He looked up and saw big Papa Catface first, then Catface, and then me.
“Hello, Thurber,” I said.
“What the hell are you doing here?” he said to me.
Christine rushed forward and opened up Thurber’s sack. The little puppies came spilling out, squealing with delight and joy. She said, “Oh, my little darlings,” and they jumped upon her, licking at her face.
Catface stood up and walked toward Thurber.
“Well, hello, Catface,” said Thurber.
“My name is Gerard,” said Catface.
“What’s going on here?” said Thurber. His dirty face was filled with anger and confusion.
“You stole these puppies,” said Catface.
“I did not,” said Thurber. “I bought them off a merchant on the street.”
Catface said, “Get out,” and Thurber stood there for a moment trying to think of something else to say. His weasel-like eyes darted around the room. I could see him trying to take it all in. Poor Thurber. He must have thought he’d hit upon a gold mine with those mutant puppies, and now this.
Finally Thurber said, “Forget it,” and he left the tent.
Catface knelt down and he nestled his face into the mass of puppy bodies. They licked at him and he said, “Oh, what lovely creatures.”
We all sat and watched as Catface let the puppies 
crawl over him. He laughed like a child and spoke to them in a crazy little voice. “Oh, what nice puppies,” he chirped. “Oh, what wonderful little puppies.” That voice! It was Squeak the rabbit! But I did not tell him so.
The Catfaces invited us to stay for dinner, a scrumptious feast of rice and beans. We ate it up as the mutant pups played around our feet. When the meal began to wind down Catface took Christine by the hand and he said, “Let’s go for a walk.”
I was left alone with the family of catfaces and in the awkward silence which followed the woman known as Maria walked in. She had shiny golden hair and a face just like a cat.
Mama Catface introduced us. She said, “Maria, I’d like you to meet a friend of Gerard’s.” We shook hands.
Then Maria smiled at me and she said, “Would you like to come with me and see the fairgrounds?”
And I said, “Yes, I would.”
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