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Izzy put the twins to bed in the cribs that
were supposed to have been exchanged for beds six months ago when
they turned three. Because for ages, Harris had been saying
we’ll shop once I get a handle on this deadline, but he
never did get a handle. And they didn’t shop. His deadlines left
him staring in bafflement at the latest underestimated job-hour
projection scope on his computer screen.

Izzy ran water in the bathtub. She was not,
dammit
,
going to let him slither out of his promise to help her buy the
cribs. She tested the water with her toe. Reese opened the bathroom
door to complain that he couldn’t straighten out his legs in his
cage, which is what the twins had taken 
to
calling their cribs.

“Heave out the teddy bears if you want more
room,” Izzy said, shivering
.
She eased into the tub. She expected one or both of her sons to
return, but she must have already put them to bed enough times
tonight, because neither one did. She closed her eyes to the
flumping sound of plush toys

hitting window glass. Her lower back was kinked tight, and she
tried using a rubber duck as a massage tool, but it was too
beaky.

Relax, she told herself, you’ve
been waiting all day for this, but it wasn’t happening. She
scrubbed a splotch of yellow wall paint off her hand.

When she felt waterlogged, she pulled herself
out of the tub, dried off with a possibly clean towel, and used it
to wipe the full-length mirror.

From the neck down, she was surprisingly
fine. 
Aside
from the intriguing earth-colored line where sweat now ran from her
navel to her pubic area, pregnancy with twins had added nothing
except a pleasing fullness to her breasts. She’d lost her life-long
baby fat. The little pad under her chin had resolved into a clean
line. Apparently, she was still pretty.

Were her eyes really askew? She closed one.
If something didn’t change, she’d begin to resemble a Picasso
portrait of a dis-arranged woman, with both eyes where her left ear
used to be. She conjured from memory. She hadn’t had the chance to
look at an actual Picasso in a thousand years. The back view, she
had to say, wasn’t bad. Her butt 
was firmer than it used to
be.

What was wrong with her?

And why had Harris gone skittish on sex?
She’d had her tubes tied right after the twins were born. Their
sporadic lovemaking dripped with unnecessary spermicide, but he
insisted on it. You’d think he’d been the only one walloped by the
pregnancy. In fact the sight of twin embryos, like grapes with
urgently swimming arms and legs on the video monitor, had made Izzy
feel something like frostbite.


But they learned to deal. At least they
tried.

Now Izzy sat in the hall wrapped in her
stained terrycloth robe and listened to the boys sleep. Harris was
a good provider. He always paid the bills on time, even though he
seriously undercharged his clients. He would never, as Izzy’s last
live-in boyfriend had done, sell off her stereo equipment to obtain
money for reefer. Harris didn’t actually know what pot smelled
like. His apartment had been right above Izzy’s, in a ten-story
brick building by a train station. A few days after Bobby, well,
vanished, with her Sony MHC and two hundred dollars in cash in the
middle of the night, Harris lugged her sagging, reefer-burned 
sofa
down to the lobby and off to the nearest city dump in a U-Haul. He
insisted on paying for the dump, because he was Harris.
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