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From Birdbrain 

       I hate birds.  Every time something bad happens or is about to happen there’s a 

goddamn bird somewhere around. 

      The day I met my father he brought me a parakeet.  Why he thought a twelve-

year-old girl would want a parakeet, I don’t know.  I guess I didn’t like birds even 

then.  I know he was trying to be nice.  When I feel generous I tell myself that he was 

giving me a living emblem of his love or some such bullshit.  Other times I think he was 

putting a mojo on me.  And Mommy.  Since it turned out that she was so allergic to 

the damn thing that we had to get rid of it.  Which was just as well, cause I was 

either gonna let it starve or fatten it up and serve it to him when he came 

back.  That’s if I could have kept it alive for another twelve years.  

      As it turns out. 

    Later on in the story 

 When I get home, before I even turn on the light, I smell my mother’s perfume.  It’s 

a kind of light breezy smell, as if she’s free, white and twenty-one.  I remember when 

our perfume of choice was Dial Spring Breeze or Secret Powder Fresh.  I turn on the 

light and there she is.  Sitting on my white leather couch in her own red suit, except 

hers has a waist.  She’s got a bottle of gin between her legs, a glass in her left hand 

and a tissue that looked better in the box in her right. 

      “Mommy!  What’s wrong?  What’s the matter?”  I drop my pocketbook and go 

running over. 

      My mother looks up at me with such hope and trust that I pray to God I can 

make whatever it is all right.  Her eyes pool over and fresh tears cruise down her 

pretty face.   

“What?  What?  Tell me.”  Her hands are cool.  As if she’s been sitting here 

too long and is numb.  Her back shudders with the convulsions of trying to hold back 

tears, trying for control.  Petite and cute as my mother is, she is not a dainty 

crier.  She looks at me and opens her mouth to speak but instead it sounds as if the 

church balcony has collapsed and the choir is falling on the congregation. 

      I climb on my knees on the couch and wrap my arms around her, cradling her 

head to my breast.  Not that breast, the other breast.  Finally I can make out a 

couple of words. 

  

 


