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“Cut it out, Gigi!” Mavis spoke from behind closed teeth.

“l haven’t!” Gigi leaned over the table toward Seneca. “le
don’t have much, but soap we do have.”

“] said I’d wash them, didn’t I? Is it okay to open the bottle,
Maips?”

“Not just okay; it’s an order. We got to celebrate Pallas, don’t
we?”

“And her voice.”

“And her appetite. Look at her.”

had :
tw&once}killed Pallas’ appetite. For the eight months Earlos

loved ( or seemed to) her, food was a nuisance, an excuse to drink
i A

Cokes or a reason to go out. The pounds she had struggled with since
elementary school melted away. Carlos never commented on her
weight, but the fact that from the first when she was a butterball he
liked her anyway, chose her, made love to her had sealed her

confidence in him. §s-hhliis behavior when she was thin intensified the I,"‘ .

¥+

sense-ef betrayal thatweuld-nevergoaway. The awful-thing-that

forced her to hide in a lake had displaced for a while u{rh‘a-t had d;'iuen
her there. She had not been able even to whisper it in the darkness of

a candlelit room. Her voice had returned but the words to say her
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shame weould never come.
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/

The melted cheese covering the crepe—tnrtilla-lﬁas smoeoth; the
pieces of chicken had real flavor, like meat; the pale, almost white
butter dripping from early corn was nothing like what she was
accustomed to; it had a creamy, sweetish taste. There was a warm

sugary sauce poured over the bread pudding. And glass after glass of

wine. The fear, the fight, the tears, the bickering-+all disappeared.
A /

Gigi found her station and danced the radio over to the open back
door for better reception. Then she danced back to the tabls.:l and
poured herself more wine. Seon-they-altwere, Even Mavis. First
apart, imagining partners. Then partnered, imagining each other.

They slept deep as death that night. Gigi and Seneca in one
bedroom. Mavis alone in another. So it was Pallas, asleep on the sofa
in the office/study, who heard the knocking.

The girl was wearing white silk shoes and a cotton
sundress. She carried a piece of wedding cake on a brand new china
plate. And her smile was dézzling.

“1’'m married now,” she said. ‘Where is she? Or was it a he?”
Later that night, Mavis said, “WWe should have given her one of

those dolls. Something.”







“She’s crazy,” said Gigi. | know everything about her. K.D. told
me everything about her and she’s the whole nuthouse. Boy is he in
trouble.”

“Why’d she come hert;?”

“Long story.” Mavis rubbed the bloody scratches on her arm.
“Came here years back. Connie delivered her baby for her. She didn’t
want it, though.”

“So where is it?”

“With Merle and Pearl | think.”

“u’hO?”

7 yo Ay 1

"‘_i_t__l_:lieti." : , f

“Don’t/she know that?”

“| told you she’s the whole house of nuts.”
o

“She left. | don’t know what she knows. She wouldn’t even look

atit.”

;Magbe it wasn’t his. I(.D.’s;/_ Maybe she was stepping out on

him.”
“So0? So what ifit wasn’t his? It was hers.”
“| don’t understand.” |

“l do. In a way.” Mavis sighed. “I’ll make us some coffee.”
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“Not for me. I’m going back to bed.”

“She was really mad. You think she’ll get back all right?”

“St. Seneca. Please.”

“She was screaming,”

“So were we.” |

“Yeah but we didn’t call her names.”

“How do you know what to call a psycho who’s got nothing
better to do on her wedding night but hunt down a dead baby?”

“Sélrrg?”

“Sorry my ass, She just wants to hang on to that asshole she
married.”

“Didn’t you say you were going to bed?”

“l am. Come on seneca.”

,“Should we tell Connie?’

“What for? | don’t want that girl anywhere near Connie.”

“She bit me./ Look. Teeth mark's-:’5 :

“What do you want, a rabies shot? Come m}. Hég, Pallas.
Lighten up.”

Pallas stared. “l don’t want to sleep down here by myseif.”

J
"Who said you-did? That was your idea.”
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'l‘Theg’re no more beds up ihere.“

__ﬂu“fl told you. The others are stored in the cellar. I’ll put one up
tomorrow. You can sleep with me tonight,” said Mavis. “Don’t worry.
She won’t be back.” She locked the back dnbl};nd picked-up-the lamp.
“By the way what’s your name? Last name | ﬁean.”

“Truelove.”
“No kidding. And your mother named you Pallas?”
“No. My father.”

“What’s her name?”

“Divine.”

7

“0o0o0o0. I love it. Gigi! You hear that? Her name’s Divine

Truelove.”
“It is not! That’s my mother’s name.”
“She a stripper?”
“An artist.”
“They all are, honey.”

/

“Don’t tease her. She’s had a.long day.”
/

“0Okay, okay, okay. Goodnight...Divine.” :
“Don’t pay her any attention./ She has a small mind.”

“Is every day like this here?”
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“No, no. This is the most peaceful place on earth.”

“You’ll take me to call my father tomorrow?” \
I

W,

“0f course. First thing.” Theg were in front of Mavis’ dnnr But
she didn’t open it. Instead she stoud stock still. “ Hear that? They’re
happy,” she said. “I knew it. They love that baby. Absolutely love it.”

She turned to Pallas. “They like you too. They think you’re divine.”




