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Thursday, April 5
Blogs suck. I totally mean that. I’m sick of blogs, which all say the same freakin’ thing. And they’re all called the same freakin’ thing: Marla’s Musings and Whitney’s World and Brianna’s Blah Blah Blog.
IS THERE NO ORIGINALITY IN THIS WHOLE STUPID UNIVERSE?
That’s why I picked up this unused 1980 Strawberry Shortcake diary at my favorite Goodwill—the one right down the street from my apartment. Because there’s no way I’m going to put my entire life on the computer for everyone to see in a stupid, unoriginal blah blah blog. Also, a vintage diary was exactly what I wished for, and I always get what I wish for when I’m thrift store shopping, which I do a lot.
Like, one time, I wanted a black beaded ‘50s sweater, so I went to the thrift store, and there it was, in my size and everything, for only three bucks.
Sometimes I think I’m psychic. Or maybe psycho.
Ha ha. Just kidding.
Maybe.
If I could LIVE at the thrift store, sitting there, amidst the musty-smelling bric-a-brac, I totally would. I wouldn’t sleep on an old crusty mattress or anything like that, but I’d live in the store, just to be at one with my own personal universe.
You, my new/old diary, was just lying there, at my sweet Goodwill, under a big pile of Grisham and King and Steele hardback books, with your cheesy picture of Strawberry Shortcake and the totally annoying phrase “Life is Delicious!” on the cover.
Life. Is. Delicious.
WRONG. WRONG. WRONG.
Life—like blogging—which is supposed to be ABOUT life—sucks.
LIFE.
SUCKS.
So I’m going to write about it.
My sucky, blog-free life.
Not sure where to start.
OK.
How about here?
My name is Enid Barker and I have been alive for twenty-eight years.
Yes, Enid is a horrible name for a woman under the age of 87. “Enid” is more for old ladies and non-Americanized Asian people, who seem to enjoy naming their kids stuff from ye olden days of yore like “Enid” and “Beverly” and “Shirley,” eschewing “Tiffany” and “Heather” and “Courtney” because, I dunno, they don’t sell modern baby-name dictionaries in Taipei.
Yes, indeedy, I share with Asian girls the fact that I could never get one of those mass-produced personalized miniature white metal California license plates off the toy store rack.
There’s an Emma license plate. There’s Emily. There’s even freakin’ Esmerelda.
Thank you, Native Hispanic Peoples. And Imperialistic Smallpox-Bearing White People Who Saw the Disney Version of “Hunchback of Notre Dame.”
But NO Enid.
Boo freakin’ hoo.
Barker—my horrid last name—is even worse than Enid, especially if you (I) were ugly all the way from elementary school through high school and boys would sneer and say stuff like, “Hey, Barker, go back to the dog kennel!”
Then they’d…
bark.
Woof! Woof!
SO ORIGINAL!
And what would I do? I’d growl like a freakin’ pit bull and they’d back off.
Mostly.
Enid Barker. I am she. She is me.
Enid. Eeeeeee-nidddddddd.
I have nine tattoos. None of them is a tramp stamp. Tramp stamps are for unoriginal people.
None of them is barbed wire or Japanese lettering or butterflies.
UN. OR. IGINAL.
I have eleven piercings, mostly in my ears, but also one in each nostril. I usually wear tiny studs in them because I can’t get into the angry snorty bull look, even though that’s how I feel most of the time.
I have two rats, Goody and Sally, who are named after Goodwill and Salvation Army, my two favorite places to shop.
I live alone, except for my rats, in a one-bedroom apartment in a small city that is so insignificant that I don’t even want to write its name.
I live in California. That’s all you need to know, my Dear Diary. You live in California, too, pretending Life is Delicious.
I collect stuff.
I LOVE, LOVE, LOVE me some stuff. Lots and lots of stuff. Especially when I can get it for cheap—like fifty cents or a dollar. I have Roseville pottery and Fenton hobnail glass and Melmac plates and old plastic purses and velvet hats and other cool things, mostly from the ‘50s. The ‘50s is my favorite era. If I were an Enid in the ‘50s, I wouldn’t be such a freakshow, with my bodacious curves and wavy black hair and red lipstick and pencil skirts and seamed stockings.
Although, the tattoos might be a problem. I don’t think anybody except sailors and carnies had tattoos in the ‘50s.
I have Jayne Mansfield on one leg and Marilyn Monroe on the other.
THEY BE MY BIG ASS BITCHES! GO, MY SIZE 14 HOMEGIRLS!
I work at Hot Topic at the mall. I hate malls. I hate working at Hot Topic, but I can’t get a job anywhere else because of my tattoos and piercings.
I have Bettie Page on my right arm and leopard spots on the back of my neck angling down to my left shoulder (they count as one tattoo). I totally dig leopard print and I have a ‘60s leopard coat and matching hat and purse somewhere. I’m not sure exactly where, because I keep everything in cardboard storage boxes until I can move to a bigger place, which I’m hoping won’t be never.
I didn’t finish college, which is another reason why I can’t get a decent job. I’m thinking about going back to college, but I can’t get motivated right now. I’m three classes away from my A.A.
My Grandma Nana, who raised me because my egg-and-sperm donors bailed, says I am too negative to ever get anything done, which is kind of a negative thing to say, don’t you think?
Tomorrow I will write something a little more positive. Or maybe not. It’s hard to be positive when your life is one big suck-fest.
Life
Is
Malicious.
Friday, April 6
It’s me again. Enid. If I had my way, I’d change my name to Angelina or Lindsay or Britney or something slightly more normal. Even Harmony or Sunshine or other hippie-type name would be better than Enid.
Enid sounds like Aphid. An annoying little bug.
And, speaking of names, what to call this diary? “Dear Diary” is ridiculous.
Strawberry? Shortcake? Short? Cake?
Cake.
I’m going to call you “Cake,” because cake is good. In fact, it’s DELICIOUS.
Yesterday I said I would write something positive, so there you go.
Cake.
Is.
Delicious.
Strawberry shortcake is not my favorite, however. No offense. I mostly enjoy chocolate. With icing. Not that sugary crap, but the whipped-crème type. And filling. Bavarian. Mmmmm. Yes, indeedy, cake, my dear Cake, is one of the few really awesome things about life.
That is quite the positive statement, isn’t it?
SEE? I told you I’d be positive.
Now I can go about my regularly scheduled programming, which involves bitching about everything, including my job.
So, Cake, Cakester, Cake-ilicious, my new best bud, here’s the deal with my job.
I work at Hot Topic, which is supposed to be this cool place for people to go and get stuff like rock T-shirts and body jewelry and studded belts. When it first opened, it was sort of an OK store—I even shopped there for clearance stuff when I wasn’t hitting the thrift stores—but now there are lots of little kids who keep coming in who should really be going to Limited Too next door.
I mean, you have to wonder if the last living Ramones (RIP Joey, DeeDee and Johnny) are freaking out because these stupid trendy blonde junior high school chicks are wearing Ramones’ T-shirts, but couldn’t tell you any of their songs, except maybe the ones that are background music in those dumbass TV commercials.
Or, I guess it’s possible that the last living Ramones and their families are just happy to get the royalties.
I don’t know. Whatever. I’m no communist. Capitalism is fine. I like money. I wish I had more.
It just seems as if Hot Topic has become a supermarket for posers.
A supermarket OF posers.
I still try to be nice to everybody, but it’s kind of hard. I’m one of the oldest people working there. But at least I don’t live with my Grandma Nana anymore.
Piece of work, my Grandma Nana. She calls herself a “pistol,” but she’s more like an AK47. I’ll tell you about her another time. This particular entry—HAH! I don’t have to call it a “POST” because this is a REAL journal and NOT a stupid BLOG—is supposed to be about my fucked up job.
Yes. I said “fucked up.” Does that bother you, Cake?
Are you berry shocked?
I try to watch my language in public, because I don’t want to slip up at work because I really need this fucked up job, but I guess if I just write it down and don’t say it out loud, then it’s not really cursing, is it?
Fuck.
Fuck.
Fuck.
FUCKED up job.
Fucked UP job.
Fucked up JOB.
And now I will tell you why it is so fucked up. I mean, besides the 12-year-old poser customers who have all the money in the world to buy $50 sweatshirts with pre-made rips and frayed edges, while I’m desperately going through racks at the Goodwill, hoping to find a 99-cent tag on a blouse that might be my size but probably won’t fit across my gigantic hooters.
No, there is more to my fucked up job than the customers. There are, in fact, CO-WORKERS.
Cowork-ers.
Cow-orkers. If there were any cows, I’m sure Pierre, my fellow Hot Topic employee, would ork them. He’d ork them to DEATH.
First of all, let me just say that, as we are (sort of) on the topic of originality as it relates to my line of work, I am totally aware that I AM NOT THE ONLY PERSON AROUND WITH TATTOOS.
Wait just a moment. Patience, please. It seems as if I have strayed, but I promise that this line of conversation—monosation, since it’s just me talking—will relate to Pierre, my cow-orking fuckery fuckup.
I also realize that I’m not the only one who likes vintage pinup girls. Just because I have Bettie Page on my arm and I style my hair like hers and wear black eyeliner and red lipstick does not mean that I am part of some Bettie Page Clone Club or some shit like that.
Oh, sorry, Cake. I said “shit.”
Let me repeat it.
SHIT.
Anyway, like I said, there’s this guy, Pierre, who I work with. I have a feeling that his real name is Peter and he just calls himself Pierre to sound all cool and stuff, but, OK, his name might really be Pierre, since his last name is French-sounding, too. Or maybe French Canadian, which isn’t exactly French, but French Lite.
So.
Pierre.
Pierre is this short, skinny, red-headed dude who wears knit caps and girls’ slim cut jeans and Misfits’ T-shirts and big, wide studded belts around his nonexistent little butt.
Pierre dresses “emo,” but he’s more “Imo,” which, in case you haven’t visited your dairy case recently, is IMITATION sour cream.
That’s Pierre. Not a real human being, but a crappy, tasteless, low-fat imitation of one.
Pierre is a total,
complete,
über
ASSHOLE.
He is SUCH an asshole, that I am sure his flatulence, which mostly comes out of his mouth, is making the hole in the ozone much bigger; hence, we should probably do something drastic to Pierre, like put him wherever we put fluorocarbons.
In a can of Aquanet.
Then in a landfill, never to be seen again, except when the Apes take over the Planet, like in that movie with Charlton Heston.
Last week, Pierre and I were doing a stock check, which I don’t really mind doing, because then I get to be in the back and away from the Limited Too girls, and he says to me
“Why do all the fat chicks like Bettie Page?”
OK, now you know I am NOT THIN. I have admitted this to you, Cake. I am a BIG girl.
But it’s not as if I’m so fat that I can’t FUCKING WALK DOWN AN AISLE WITHOUT TURNING SIDEWAYS.
Nor do I
HAVE TO BE CRANED OUT OF MY HOUSE EVERY MORNING.
And I am most certainly
ABLE TO WEAR CLOTHES THAT DO NOT HAVE ELASTIC WAISTBANDS.
Plus there’s the added fact that
RICHARD SIMMONS HAS NOT PAID A PERSONAL (AND TEARFUL) VISIT TO MY BEDSIDE.
And, as far as I have seen
NOBODY GIVES ME A DIRTY LOOK IF I ORDER A BIG MAC AND FRIES.
Also, what the hell was he talking about? Fat chicks = Bettie Page Lovers?
As if we have some sort of spiritual connection. Hell, a lot of people admire (or I should say “admired,” since she’s dead now) Bettie Page. Her image is on tons of stuff in Hot Topic. (Note: I got my B.P. tattoo before I started working there.)
(And before she croaked.)
Anyway, like I said, what the hell was he talking about?
So I asked him, “What the hell are you talking about?”
Note to Cake: The word “hell” is technically NOT cursing, because it is a place. The bible tells us so. Tra la.
He says to me, “I dunno, man, it seems like all the fat chicks wear their hair like that (points his long skinny, nail-chewed finger at my black bangs) and have Bettie Page tattoos.”
Cake, I did NOT know what part of that remark to address first. Hmmm. Should it be “fat chicks” or “hair like that” or “Bettie Page tattoos”?
Instead, I just grabbed his crotch and said, “Why do French guys have such small cocks?”
His eyes got really wide and he ran off.
I thought he was going to tattle on me, but he just went outside for a smoke, which made me crack up a little. You know…
“Do you smoke after sex?”
Heh.
But, what could he say to our boss, the great and powerful, but mostly useless Zoё? That I was sexually harassing him after he created a hostile work environment for me?
WAS IT TIME FOR ME TO CALL SUPER-ATTORNEY GLORIA ALLRED?
Nah. He was just a jerk and I was just a mouthy person he shouldn’t mess with is all. Nobody at work would dream of doing anything to me. I always showed up on time, was nice to customers, and never created any problems.
Besides, how embarrassing would that be for him to admit that a FAT CHICK touched his wee-wee?
Ǖber
Asshole.
Saturday, April 7
I get two days off! NO HOT TOPIC! YAY! The mall is closed tomorrow because it’s Easter Sunday, not that it means anything to me, religiously speaking, but I’ll go to Grandma Nana’s for an Easter egg hunt, which she always puts on for my little cousins, who I can’t really stand, but I pretend to.
And maybe The Woman Who Calls Herself My Mother will be there, too.
Meh.
Whatever.
Meh AND whatever.
SO.
I went thrifting today.
I GOT THE COOLEST COAT.
I know you want to hear the story, Cake, since it came from the Goodwill that you came from.
I was wandering around the “Colectibles” section—yes, some idiot who works there left an “l” off the sign. I may not be a college graduate, but I do know how to spell, which is more than I can say for most people nowadays.
Wait. Is “nowadays” the right way to spell it? No spellchecker in a 1980 Strawberry Shortcake diary.
Ha.
Anyway, I was wandering around the area where they have plates and coffee mugs and tchochkes from Pier One that people got as bridal shower presents but didn’t like, so they donated them to Goodwill. But I couldn’t find anything Enid-friendly, e.g. authentic vintage, so I headed over to the clothes and wished myself something cool, preferably in my size.
Remember, I’m psychic.
Sometimes, I can find really awesome vintage clothes, usually not in my size, but I buy them anyway, because I love the fabrics and the metal zippers and the rhinestone buttons. I know it’s weird, Cake, but I also love that musty storage odor.
Smell is supposed to be the most important of the senses. Different scents remind us of portions of our lives that we’d forgotten about; or that we wish for; or that give us comfort.
Some people like cucumber-melon or raspberry-vanilla or cinnamon-spice. Well, I guess my comfort smell is “musty storage.” Bottle ‘er up and spray it on!
Ssssssssnnnnnniiiiiiiiiiiiffffffffffffffffffffffffff.
Today, I found something so perfectly beautiful that I totally fell in love.
It was a coat.
But not just any coat.
It was a 1940s PERSIAN LAMB coat.
Curly genuine fur.
Gray. Or would that be “grey”? Spelled with an “e” makes it look more elegant.
With a mink collar.
Price: $7.
That’s SEVEN DOLLARS.
The dumbshits at Goodwill must have thought it was a faux fur, but, dammit, I KNOW MY PERSIAN LAMB. I saw the sleeve sticking out of the rack, where it was jammed between an early ‘90s metallic trench coat and a modern Charlotte Russe denim duster that would have fit someone the size of a Bratz Doll.
This, my dear Cake, was a treasure.
PERSIAN LAMB.
And, can you believe it, it was MY SIZE.
A vintage coat that FIT ME. It was practically MADE for ME. Sure, the initials that had long-ego been embroidered on the burgundy satin lining were M.C.B, but I decided that stood for “MY COAT, BIATCH!” Which, of course, made it truly mine, mine all mine.
I put it on and it looked fab over my robin’s egg blue ‘40s summer dress (embroidered collar!), but it was probably about 80 degrees in the store—the air conditioning wasn’t working and it was warm outside, which made it nearly unbearable inside, so I just cradled it in my arms, and walked around all proud of myself, occasionally rubbing the fur as if it were one of my pet rats.
I swear, Cake, you could practically see puffy pink animated hearts leaping off my head like I was a freakin’ anime character.
Your little Enid was so happy-happy-happy that she didn’t want to leave Goodwill. Not ever.
And besides, if I could find a treasure as good as a 1940s gray Persian lamb, full-length, satin-lined coat with a mink collar and big ol’ original buttons, then maybe there was another treasure awaiting me somewhere in the store.
I moved away from the racks of clothing and went back to the collectibles’ section, which was in the back of the store. Some of the collectibles—or, “colectibles” according to Mr. Dumbshit Goodwill Employee—weren’t very. They were mostly the aforementioned bridal discards or junky items that were chipped and scratched and broken.
But, heavens to mergatroid, and yes, yes, indeedy-doo, I’d missed something on my first stroll through that section of the store. It was the second-most fantastic find of the day.
A 1962 World’s Fair brass statuette, featuring the Space Needle!
Only fifty cents!
I gently patted my beautiful Persian lamb coat and set it down on a beat-up old armchair off to the side of the collectibles’ table, and stood there reverently holding the statuette in my two perfectly manicured (I do them myself) and tattooed (rose on one, daisy on the other) hands, admiring my find.
I must have stood there for quite a while, since, when I turned to go
MY COAT
WAS GONE.
A wave of panic rose inside of me. Where’d my coat go?
WHERE THE MOTHERFUCKING HELL WAS SHE?
I looked around. I saw The Blonde Lady leaving the store with a big plastic bag, the curly fur of the Persian lamb peeking out of it.
I quickly ran over to the counter, slammed down a buck, told the cashier I didn’t want my change and ran outside.
The Blonde Lady got into her Hummer.
A GODAWFUL GAS-SUCKING, ARNOLD SCHWARZENEGGER-LOVING, MOTHERFUCKING HUMMER.
How I hate Hummers.
I got into my ’78 Gremlin—shut up, Cake, at least I HAVE a car—and followed her, one hand on the steering wheel, the other clenching and unclenching my precious 1962 World’s Fair Space Needle statuette.
Her hair was Loreal #33 honey blonde and she wore a pink velour sweatsuit—a bigger, taller, bustier (fake!) version of the Limited Too girls. She probably had a couple of them at home, playing with their Malibu Barbie Dream Houses and making Barbie the OC Housewife have an affair with Alan the cabana boy-toy, because her husband, Ken, pays no attention to her because he’s having an affair with Midge, who used to be a man.
Whatever!
She had MY COAT.
She STOLE her from me.
The Blonde Lady drove along in her hideous gas-waster for about five miles. Then ten. Then fifteen. I kept following in my Gremlin, which is a very reliable and economical car. She pulled into the rear parking lot of an antiques shopping mall, with all its quaint little antiques ‘n’ collectibles’ stores lined up in a quaint little row, begging to rip off quaint little people and their quaint little pocketbooks.
She was a freakin’ ANTIQUES dealer, looking for bargains at the Goodwill—my Goodwill—to sell at her store for a price that was way more than she paid.
The Blonde Lady WAS NOT SOMEONE WHO APPRECIATED STUFF.
YOUR ENID APPRECIATES STUFF.
Yes, yes I do. I love it and kiss it and make it mine, mine all mine.
THE BLONDE LADY WAS SOMEONE WHO CARES MORE ABOUT MONEY THAN VINTAGE.
I don’t like people like that. Especially when they STEAL.
Wasn’t that a commandment?
THOU SHALT NOT STEAL, YOU HUMMER-DRIVING FATHERFUCKER!
The Blonde Lady got out of her car, carrying MY coat over her arm and a cup of Starbucks’ flaming hot over-caffeinated soy latte stomach acid-inducer in her hand. In the other hand were her Hummer keys which, annoyingly, had about 37 sparkly/photo/slogan/souvenir key chains attached to them.
I hate that. I mean, how annoying is it for someone to have 37 key chains for one set of keys? This is not adorable. Nobody admires your key chain collection. It’s obnoxious. And noisy. And probably hazardous. I wondered if her Hummer was all scratched up near the door handle.
I got out of the Gremlin, clutching my statuette, as if I’d just been awarded the booby prize.
“HEY!” I yelled.
“Ye-essss?” she hissed.
She knew EXACTLY what she had done. I could totally see it on her Botoxed/brow-lifted face, with its surprised-looking eyebrows and wrinkle-free forehead. The Blonde Lady had snatched the coat away from me, knowing that I’d already mixed my scent with its scent and that it was mine and not hers.
But she’d taken it anyway.
Thief.
I was angry, oh, so angry, but I torqued down the pitch of my voice, trying to regain control. I prefer being in control. Hysterics are not my style.
Quiet intimidation is.
“I believe you have something of mine,” I said civilly, but firmly, very much like one of my favorite pinups in a ‘50s film, in which Jayne Mansfield’s man is stolen away from her and she demands his return.
The Blonde Lady snorted.
SNORTED.
I mean, an actual nasal farty sound.
“Gnnnggghhhhttt,” she snorted.
I did not know that people who’d had that much botulism injected into their faces were capable of snorting.
“You set it down on that chair,” she said. “I picked it up. Finders, keepers.”
“What?” I said, incredulously.
Because that’s what I was. Incredulous. Except, if the dumbshits at Goodwill had to spell it, it’d be “increduous.”
“If you want to come into my shop and buy it, it’ll be $150,” she said. “But maybe I’ll give you a ten percent discount.”
“What?”
I’d lost most of my vocabulary at that point.
Which meant I had to do something else.
I hit her with the statuette. And then I hit her again.
She went down pretty fast. I guess all those Pilates classes don’t do anything to strengthen the skull.
I kept hitting until she made this weird gurgling noise and, finally, stopped breathing.
There was blood everywhere, which I kind of expected, since I knew a bit about head wounds.
What? You ask, if you could ask, which, being a diary, you can’t.
Yeah, I got hit a lot as a kid. That’s how I know. Little cut on the forehead could cause a gusher.
This, however, was a big, big, BIG cut.
Funny thing, though, the statuette didn’t break. I guess it was a good fifty-cent investment.
Sunday, April 8
My Dearest Cake,
I’m tired and I need a drink, except I don’t consume alcohol, and I won’t be able to fall asleep for a while, so I thought I might as well do another diary entry.
If I were a computer person, which you know by now I am not, I’d be blahhhhhhhhhhhggggggging. But I like writing by hand. I have excellent penmanship, if I may say so.
Pen Man Ship.
Hey, divide it up and it’s three separate words. Cool! I never noticed that before.
Anyway, it was the same sucky Easter it always is, except worse, because The Woman Who Calls Herself My Mother really DID show up this time.
But, first, Cake, you need to know the background.
It’s the story of how little Enid got here and why she needs a ginormous do-over—as in, I want to do over my entire life, starting from conception. Please? Can I, huh? Can I? Can I?
Look at you, sitting there with your big puffy strawberry-flavored head, thinking Life is Delicious.
It’s not.
Life is simply a means to an end.
Oh, that reminds me… I was watching the news last night, and according to The News Guy Who Tans Way Too Much And Is Overdue For a Melanoma, the lady who took my coat was, “39-year-old Portia Rudell, local businesswoman and mother of three.” That totally cracked me up: “Rudell.” She WAS pretty rude. Offering me a ten percent discount on MY OWN COAT!
CHA!
The detectives interviewed by the TV reporter said they have no clues and the parking lot security cameras didn’t pick up anything because—get THIS—they weren’t hooked up. They were totally FAKE cameras. Apparently, The Blond Lady—Portia Rudell (heh!)—owned the property, but was too cheap to get a real surveillance system—just had the disconnected cameras on the roof of the shopping center. I didn’t even notice them. I only wanted my coat back.
I can be very single-minded at times.
After the little incident with the Space Needle, I dragged her sorry ass over to the dumpsters, picked up my Persian lambykin, which, thanks to the plastic Goodwill bag, was remarkably free of blood, and went home. Of course, I have to figure out if I can dye my blue dress black, since it got pretty stained.
Tra la.
My guess is that, because she wasn’t robbed—her purse was found inside her Hummer—the cops were probably looking pretty closely at the husband. Or ex-husband. Whatever she has. Had. That kind of woman always has one or two extra exes.
I really wanted to wear the new coat to Easter Sunday at Grandma Nana’s, but, again, it was too warm out. I settled for a black-and-white polka dot short-sleeved blouse and a black pencil skirt and pothole fishnets and my pink kitty-head Tredairs. Those are totally the coolest shoes I own. They’re black leather Maryjanes, but the toe area is covered by a pink kitty face in front and a pink leather tail in back. So cute, but they were NOT CHEAP. $130. Had to save up for a while for those.
I looked, I MUST SAY, pretty hot.
Danny, the guy who lives across the hall, even complimented me.
Actually, he said, “N-nice sh-shoes,” but I think he’s just too shy to say anything else. That’s practically the only thing he’s ever said to me, except, a couple of times, “I g-g-g-ot your m-m-mail by accident.”
You’ve probably figured out that he has this little stutter, which is kind of precious, if a speech impediment on a grown man can be considered precious and I’m not sure that it can.
I fed my rats, Goody and Sally—they’re about six months old and are getting HUGE—then went out the door, which is where I saw Danny and he made the comment about the shoes. I thanked him, locked up and walked to the parking lot, which is only a few paces from my apartment.
It’s not the nicest building, but it’s not the worst. There’s foliage all around, which is pretty well taken care of. We’ve got rose bushes and gazanias and some other stuff I never bothered to learn the names of, but they look nice. The place needs a paint job, but the security door works and our mailboxes have never been broken into. There are only fifteen units in the building and mine’s closest to the front, so I hear people go out and come in at all hours, which doesn’t really bother me. I like the activity.
I hopped into the Gremlin and drove to Grandma Nana’s, wishing the whole time that my Former Uterus wouldn’t be there. In fact, I wished EVERYONE wouldn’t be there—aunts, uncles, little cousins—everyone except Grandma Nana, who, even though she’s a pain in the ass, at least has supported me somewhat throughout the years. And I’m named after her. We’re both
Enid Mary-Elizabeth Barker.
And here, for you, Cake, is the True Story of Little Enid.
Me.
My Story.
Once upon a time, twenty-nine years ago, a 16-year-old girl named “Dorita” (I AM NOT KIDDING; HER NAME IS ALMOST THE SAME AS THAT YUMMY SNACK FOOD) met a guy named “Who Knows” (ALSO NOT KIDDING—SHE DID NOT KNOW THE NAME OF THE OTHER HALF OF MY DNA) and had sex with him in the bleachers of her high school stadium.
He was cute, she was cute. Yep, that’s her excuse. That’s what she told me. I am here, on this earth, because two people thought, “WHY NOT? LET’S SCREW SO WE CAN CREATE A PERSON NEITHER OF US CARES ABOUT!”
Nice, huh?
Dorita, Mother of the Year, told me this darling little bedtime story—the sperm donor, the bleachers, the promiscuity—when I was TEN YEARS OLD.
Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/4474 to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you appreciate their work!