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☼ ☼ ☼ ☼ ☼ ☼

School sucked, as usual.  

I shivered in the cold, my bare arms covered in goose bumps, as I slowly made my way back to the trailer park.  I walked on the sunny side of the street, trying to gain what little warmth the sun provided on this bitterly cold day.  Midwinter in Oregon rarely saw the sun, so today was a welcome exception.

I yawned, and wondered if the trailer would be quiet enough for me to get some sleep tonight.  I figured that wasn’t likely,  but my body still craved just one night of peaceful sleep.

I was way past pretending to make an effort at learning anything in school.  By now, my teachers knew that the only reason I even showed up was for the free lunch.  Luckily, they seemed to take pity on me, and they didn’t push me too hard.  As long as I didn’t end up fighting anyone that particular day, they let me come and go as I pleased.

And fuck if I didn’t try everyday not to, but every now and then, some jock decided he needed to try to impress some chick, and they’d come looking for me - the outcast, the misfit, the poor boy with the fucked-up parents - the easy target.

In the beginning, I was exactly that.  But over the years, after getting beat up one too many times, I started fighting back.  And with each fight, I got better and stronger.  First, I’d get in one lick, then two, and then after a while…well, they just stopped fucking with me for the most part.  

I guess it’s more fun to fuck with the guys who don’t fight back.

It was just as well.  I had enough violence in my life.

I walked through the broken gate of the Tall Pines Trailer Park, which, ironically, accomplished the unlikely feat of not having one goddamned living tree in the whole fucking trailer park.  I wasn’t surprised.  I was convinced by now, after having lived there for the last two years, that the Tall Pines Trailer Park was a place where one went to die.  

There wasn’t a whole lot of living going on there, that was for fucking sure.

I walked past Old Lady Ruby’s trailer.  She was the manager, and her trailer was surrounded by planters filled with cheap plastic flowers.  I never understood why she didn’t just plant real flowers, but whatever.  I didn’t understand a lot of what went down in this place. 

Ruby’s old hound dog, Hank, lay in front of her doorstep, and when I passed, he twitched an ear my way, but didn’t even bother to raise his head.

“Hey, Hank…” I waved at him as I walked by.  He looked about as miserable as I felt.

My steps slowed as I approached our trailer. I never knew what would be waiting for me.   

Dad’s car was gone, just like every day.  He worked as much as he could, even though he hated it with every cell in his body.  He was a dockworker, leaving the house every morning before dawn, and usually coming home late at night, drunk and miserable, after getting his fill with his work buddies at the bar.  

I reached our trailer, and hung my head in shame.  It was a white, small, dirty little tin shed with wheels.  The smallest and ugliest in the trailer park, and that was saying something.  It wasn’t a small feat winning the ugliest trailer in this hell-hole.  

I took a deep breath, and opened the door, climbing the little stairs that led inside.  Hank Williams’ voice greeted me, my mother singing along, her whiney squeal butchering the lyrics and melody.  

Which meant she was drunk.

No surprise there.  The half-empty bottle of whiskey stood on the kitchen counter, never far from reach.  She stood in the kitchen, stirring a pot of soup, and I was surprised to see her dressed.   Most days, she didn’t bother changing out of her dirty cotton nightgown.  She had even combed and curled her hair, and from the lipstick-stained cigarette dangling from her fingertips, I could see she had put makeup on.

“What’s the occasion?” I asked, as I plopped down on the end of the couch that wasn’t torn.  Cooking in this house was very rare.  Hell, any food at all in this house was unusual.

“Potato soup!” she replied, not bothering to even look my way.  “I found this recipe in the back of the Family Circle.  Your dad is going to love it,” she slurred.  

“Sounds kinda gross,” I mumbled, as I reached for the remote and turned on the TV.  I put my feet up on the milk crate in front of the sofa and settled in to watch the latest episode of the A-Team.

“Shut your mouth!” she replied.

I sighed, ignoring her.  

An hour later, the front door opened and my father staggered in.  He wasn’t a huge guy, but he had a way of sucking the air out of every room he entered.  

“What’s up, chief?” he slurred.

“Hey.”  I had learned over the years that the few words used with my dad, the better.  If I actually started telling him what was indeed up, he wouldn’t have heard a word.

“Hi, honey!”  Mom came out of their bedroom, her lipstick reapplied, the smell of Aqua Net drifting out behind her.

My father grunted, and walked past her without a glance.  I watched as her shoulders slumped. 

“What’s for dinner?” he growled.

She perked up at his question.

“I thought I would try something new, Dale!  I found this recipe in the back of the…”  her voice trailed off as he walked the few steps to the kitchen area. 

“What the fuck is it?” he asked, as he towered over her pot of soup.  She stopped next to him, her eyes full of hope that she would finally do something to please him?  

What a joke, I thought.

“It’s potato soup!  Doesn’t it smell good?” she asked, smiling at him.

He put his face closer to the pot, inhaling deeply, and then wrinkling his nose disgustedly. 

“Fucking soup, Rosa? Are you fucking kidding me!”  As always, his anger level rocketed from one to ten in a matter of seconds.  “I work all fucking day, and I have to come home to a fucking pot of potato soup?  I told you to make me dinner, goddammit!  I meant a fucking steak, you stupid bitch!”

“Oh, Dale, I’m so s-s-orry,” she stuttered.  “I - I just thought it would be n-nice to try something different, I didn’t mean to —.”

He turned to her, slowly looking her up and down, taking in her outfit, her hair, her makeup.

“You spent all that time getting made up like a hussy and you couldn’t make me a fucking proper dinner, you fucking whore?”  He lashed out, slapping her across the face.  Blood spurted from her nose and she put her hand up to her face to catch the blood.

In a split second, he reached up again, grabbed her perfectly coiffed curls, and pushed her bloody face into the bubbling hot soup.  Her arms flailed at her sides, her blood-smeared hands clawing at him, trying to fight him off, but he was stronger than her, and he held her face down in the soup. 

By now, I had jumped to my feet, and I was yelling for him to stop, begging him.  He ignored me completely, shoving her head even deeper in the soup.

“She’s gonna fucking drown, you asshole!” I yelled louder.  That got through.  He stopped and turned to me, his beady eyes meeting mine, and I shuddered in fear.  He was the most menacing guy I had ever known.  And I knew exactly what that look meant.

He let go of her and she popped up, gasping for breath, her face covered in bloody soup.  

She wiped her face with her hands and turned away.  His body coming towards me blocked my view of her as I backed away from him.

He had taken two steps forward when she sank the knife in his back.

“You fucking bitch!” he growled, turning back to her.  She ran,  locking herself in the bedroom. He chased after her, banging on the locked door, a paring knife still sticking out from between his shoulder blades.  “Get your ass back out here! I’m going to fucking kill you, Rose!”

I ran out the door as fast as I could, the sounds of his yelling and her crying following me as I raced through the trailer park.  

I found my friend Riot sitting on a bucket behind his dad’s trailer, smoking a cigarette.  Riot was my only friend.   He was the same age as me - thirteen - and like me, he preferred to spend as little time with his alcoholic dad as I did.  

We also had the distinct pleasure of hating our given names, so we gave each other new names.  
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