

[image: ]




[image: ]



[image: ]


[image: ]

Dirty Diana soaks her feet in bleach. She puts Clorox in a bucket of hot water and soaks them during Craig Ferguson.

They itch, she says. The fuckers itch.

She’s a pediatrician nurse and she says it’s okay. Nurses know science and medicine and how to kill a fungus. I never get funguses so I don’t got no worries about that. Once I got a cold but it went away cause I drank a thing of Tabasco sauce.

Dirty Diana’s one hand always twitches after she puts her feet in the water. I couldn’t tell you what her other hand is doing. It’s like that hand is always hiding something.

About the bleach she says, It’s cheaper than the sprays. The sprays and those phony powders.

She says it’s okay that there was a dead bird in the kitchen too. It was black and it had a eye like a ninja. This was like a year ago. It just appeared next to the stove like the kitchen imagined it. Sometimes the refrigerator hums like it’s thinking. I have a feeling that it dreams. If it has a nightmare it could poison all your food.

Sometimes I worry that the refrigerator will start talking to me when no one’s around. Wiggins, it’ll say. I know what you’re up to, you bad little boy. You fucking gangbanging thug.

I’m not no gangbanger but the refrigerator prolly thinks I am.

Dirty Diana’s my mom and we got the same weird eyes.

She’ll say, They gave us hazel eyes and little pygmy bladders, Wiggins.

She’s short but she ain’t no pygmy. Pygmies are nigger midgets and we ain’t no niggers, we’re white as paper.

And about Dirty Diana’s bladder:

Sometimes I can hear her on the toilet. She don’t go for a long time and sometimes she cries and turns on the shower to hide the emotions of it, but I don’t have those problems. Once I pissed longer than a TV commercial. It was a advertisement about Ford Truck Toughness and I outpissed it. Sometimes I piss the bed, specially when I’m rolling. Oxycotton can make you lazy, I’ll admit it. I’ve pissed the bed and slept in it like a derelict. When you’re rolling you’ll let yourself get away with just about anything.

Dirty Diana’s eyes are smaller than mine cause she don’t hardly sleep. Most of the time it’s like she can barely keep them open. Sometimes she’ll close them when she’s sitting at the kitchen table and they’ll start swimming around all weird under her eyelids.

I notice eyes a lot. Like the lady who drove my school bus, Ms. Herbert. Her eyes are scrunched and blue. Or the man down the hall with his little dog that looks like a rat with upside-down teeth. The man’s name is Prisby Pound and his eyes are green and they look like someone pushed them too far into his head with their thumbs. His TV’s always on the Home Shopping channel. When he turns it off it’s like he’s dead. Or like you’d open his door and there would just be black space with maybe a huge floating rock. No floors or walls or nothing.

I like drawing eyes and I like studying one and then the other one. Most people got a good and a bad eye. Or a big eye and a small eye. Or a mean eye and a nice eye.

Animals too.

About that bird in my kitchen:

It looked like someone busted it open and flinged it at the stove. You could see its heart and stomach meats. It was next to the stove for a few days and the bugs were all over it. It was scientific to watch. Flies and ants and a little white worm wiggling into its heart. Eventually Dirty Diana picked it up with salad tongs and dropped it in the trash. Then I took the trash down and put it in the dumpster.

You’re a good man, Wiggins, she said when I came back.

She was smoking and eating a purple popsicle.

My little garbage man, she said.

But Dirty Diana don’t know that before I put the bird in the dumpster I pulled its head off. It was easier than I thought, but I’m strong for my skinniness.

When I got back to the apartment I plopped the birdhead in the toilet and watched it float for a while. I kept waiting for that ninja eye to tell me something.

What? I said to it. What?

But it didn’t say shit so I flushed it.

My hands smelled like deadness and I kept smelling them for the rest of the night.

Dirty Diana cleaned the bird smears with the same bleach she uses to soak her feet.

Fucking crow in my kitchen, she said, down on her hands and knees, scrubbing.

How poetic, she said.

I’m pretty sure it flew in through her bedroom window cause she always forgets to close it and it don’t got no screen. We’ve been infested with mosquitoes all summer. She says that that’s why she sleeps on the couch now. There’s a shape in it like her body.

Fucking mosquitoes divebombing in my ears, she’ll say. After two shifts of whining kids that’s the last thing I need.

Her room looks like it got scrambled by thieves. It smells like cigarettes and her armpits. She used to read romance novels and they’re scattered on the floor. She don’t read no more, though. She mostly watches Craig Ferguson and smokes weed and claws at her hairy little troll feet.

The only thing she keeps on a hanger is her white nurse’s uniform. She’s got two of them. She washes them in the sink and hangs them on a hook on the other side of the bathroom door. You can hear them dripping on the floor all night. I imagine a animal bleeding and a puddle of blood. The floor’s always soaked in the morning.

When she wakes up, her face looks like it got punched.

Sometimes I’ll watch her sleep.

Diana, I’ll whisper. Hey, Diana.

I try and imagine being pulled out of her at the hospital. Did she reach between her legs and yank me out with her own hands or did they have to use those huge hospital tools you hear about? Like a hook or a shovel?

Sometimes I imagine myself in a pickle jar, floating in science juice. Barely alive with see-through skin. My heart like a little white raisin.

I think something happened to me when I was born. Like maybe I got bit by a spider or I slept too close to the microwave.

From my room I can hear Dirty Diana scratching her troll feet to Craig Ferguson. She’s in love with him.

His accent, she says. I just love his accent.

I think the bleach only makes the itching worse but she’s the nurse and she knows about sanitation. Once she made me wash my hair with this brown stuff.

It’s for lice, she said. Boys get lice and you’re a boy.

It smelled like go-cart fuel and burnt behind my ears.

When the scratching stops I know she’s asleep and that’s when I sneak out to feed the Frog.

Good night, Mom, I whisper. Time to feed the Frog.

We keep the Frog in Orange’s basement. Orange lives in the yellow condos, on the other side of Piano Road. He’s got a upstairs and a basement, but it’s only him and his dad living there now. His mom disappeared six months ago. Nobody knows where she is. She worked at the library and had to have one of her breasts removed and lost all her hair and had to wear a cancer wig.

Once I asked Orange where he thought she was.

Who cares, he said. Fucking one-titted freak.

There are stacks of newspapers all over their house. Newspapers and TV Guides and books about alien abduction. Orange’s dad was a mailman but something happened to his nervous system and now he’s in a wheelchair and can’t go up or down stairs, which is cool cause he’ll never find the Frog.

Hey, Mr. Merlo, I’ll say.

He’ll say hey back but he’s not all there. He’s obese and he’s usually rolling. He mostly watches NASCAR and that reality show with Flava Flav and all his ghetto bitches. I like that one, he’ll say. The one with the big butt and the teeth.

There’s some woods behind the yellow condos and these men live in them and light bomb fires. At night you can see the trees glowing. Orange says the men are part monster.

I’m like, What kind of monster?
Warlock, he’ll say. They got warlock in ’em.

But Bounce says they’re just men and she’s a registered genius in the state of Illinois.

I’ll say, I ain’t never going in them woods.
Orange’ll be like, If you do you ain’t coming back.
And Bounce’ll go, They’re just men roasting marshmallows. And then she’ll give us hellified tittie twisters.

Bounce is stronger than most boys. Last week she beat up Kenny Lockwood and he’s got a mustache.

Orange tripped him first but Bounce still beat his ass and she called him a punk-ass-bitch when she was doing it. Right in front of the Dumas Public Library.

She took one of his shoes as a souvenir. It was a gray New Balance, size seven, more old than new. She always takes a shoe after she wins a fight. Her closet is full of them.

Look at him limping home, she’ll say. Just look at him.

What she’ll do is grab two fingers with one hand and the other two with her other one and pull the fingers apart so the meat tears. She says she learnt that from watching cage matches on the Internet.

The weak spots are your friends, she’ll say.

Kenny Lockwood mostly stays in his house now.

We feed the Frog Chex cereal and Flintstones chewable vitamins with extra C. She’s got a couch and a toilet and a sink and a mini refrigerator and two pillows and a coloring book and crayons and when her underwears get dirty I wash them in the washer-dryer unit. We got a thing of Tide and a thing of Snuggle fabric softener. The washer-dryer unit vibrates a lot and if you press up against it you can get your nut off. I only do that when the Frog is asleep. You can’t get your nut off in front of a little kid. That’s how your soul gets a hole in it. That’s what I think even though Bounce says we don’t got souls.

She’ll say, There ain’t shit inside us but blood and water. Bones and blood and water. She says a soul is something made up by priests and greeting card companies.

She reads a lot and I trust her about most things, but not about souls. I imagine a soul is a little perfect crystal egg floating in your chest. Somewhere deeper than where they put your heart. Somewhere so deep inside that the doctors can’t find it with all their machines and microcameras.

Most of the time the Frog plays this video game called The Children and the Wolves. She’s really good at it even though she’s not four yet. Bounce bought the game for her.

Thematically pertinent, she said when Orange was hooking up the PlayStation 3.
Orange went, What’s pertinent?

And she was like, It’s the most pertinent word of the day, chucklehead.

In the game there’s a bunch of dirty children and a bunch of wolves and they battle each other. There’s a forest and the dirty children have to climb the trees before the wolves get them. There’s a magic white shewolf who howls at dawn and her howlsong is so powerful it shakes the treetops and some of the dirty children fall to the ground like loaves of bread and then the wolves eat them. If the wolves don’t eat they get weak and stupid and then the dirty children climb down from the trees and beat them with rocks and poke them with sticks and eat the wolves. The dirty children also got birds and they can eat them too but they’re sposed to resist temptation and wait for their eggs to pop out of the birds’ butt-holes and then they get to make wolfmeat omelets.

I only unlock the Frog when she has to go to the bathroom and she stares at me the whole time she’s going, even when she wipes. She’s got big space alien eyes and blond hair. One of her baby teeth fell out last week so I put a quarter under her pillow.

That’s from the Tooth Fairy, I told her.
No it’s not, she said.
I was like, Who’s it from then?
You, she said.
I said, So pretend I’m the Tooth Fairy.
Okay, she said.

So now she calls me Toofairy.

She holds the quarter all the time, except when she plays the video game. When she plays the video game she keeps the quarter in her mouth.

She don’t talk much but when she does she says poemish things.

Once she said, There’s a dog on the water.

And another time she said, My hair is video.

We took her from the dance studio over by Home Depot. She was coming out of ballerina class. She was dressed like a toy on a birthday cake. She had regular clothes in her Transformers backpack. We were in Bounce’s parents’ Lexus and Orange and me coaxed her with a ice cream sandwich and a panda bear plushie. We coaxed her like a cat in the snow.

You can have it, Orange told her.

Here, kitty-kitty, I said.

Take it, Orange said, handing her the plushie. It’s for you.

She walked right over and got in the car like we were taking her to Chuck E. Cheese.

Bounce was playing the Aristocats CD and the Frog knew all the words. She didn’t even want the ice cream sandwich but Bounce made her hold it anyway.

Hold it, she told her. If you drop it you’ll be sorry.

That was back in May and it’s July now. It’s been over a hundred degrees lately. You don’t never stop sweating. Sometimes I go chill over at the bowling alley with Orange just to be in the air conditioning. He’s got a private business arrangement with the guy who sprays the shoes down. Sometimes the manager comes out and tells us to fuck off. His name is Glen and he’s got so many acne scars it looks like his face got mangled.

He’ll be like, You’re not gonna bowl then beat it.
We’re gonna bowl, Orange’ll say.
Glen’ll be like, Then pay for a frigging lane and bowl. Mercury Lanes ain’t a cantina, it’s a bowling alley.

At night it gets so hot you can smell the fish rotting in the river.

Smells like prostitution, Mr. Merlo says, opening the patio doors. Prostitution and dead puppies.

I think the heat is keeping me from becoming a man. Like it’s killing my hormone makers. But I’m not waiting around. I do mannish things anyway. And the thing is that I ain’t afraid of nothing. I’d cut myself with my knife just as soon as I’d cut someone else. My knife is deadly sharp and good for stabbing. Bounce gave it to me for my thirteenth birthday. My birthday is April 8th and I’m a Aries, which means I’m a battering ram. I ain’t never stabbed nobody, but I’ve dreamt about it. Like Mexican gangbangers chasing me in the mall.

Get the gringo! they scream.

Get that nasty white bitch!

But then I whirl on them and go at their necks.

Sometimes I’ll stab the couch and work it around. The couch or the side of my mattress.

We don’t wait for the world, Bounce says. The world has to catch up to us.

The Frog sleeps on the cement floor cause it’s cooler than the couch. Even though she’s little she sweats like a man. Sometimes when I come down to the basement she’s sleeping on the floor like that. Like she fell a hundred feet and got stuck that way.

When I lock the bike chain on her leg she makes a clicking sound with her mouth. It’s gotten so I can’t tell if it’s the lock or her mouth making the sound. She can only move about two feet in any direction, just far enough to reach the couch. The bike chain is connected to a hot-water pipe, so she leans up against it a lot.

I keep the key to the bike chain on a shoelace I wear around my neck.

What’s that for? Dirty Diana asked the other night.

Her and her girl Miggy was smoking weed and watching Skinemax. Miggy works at the hospital with her. I was doing push-ups with my shirt off. I can do thirty-five without stopping. My goal is to do a thousand and have huge purple veins.

About the key I was like, It’s just a key I found. It’s for good luck.

Dirty Diana said, You’re gonna need plenty of that, crumbum.

At night I take the shoelace from around my neck and sleep with the key in my fist.
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