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Slaw

Elementary school teachers were afraid of the beautiful boys whose mothers
ironed their jeans every morning. It was hard to tear your eyes away from the perfect
crease running the length of their thickening thighs. The boys scraped away shy hairs
above full upper lips with razor blades then slapped their fathers aftershave across
soft cheeks. They stank like my mother’ expired spice drawer because they hadit yet
learned moderation. '

To pull rank they humped boys from behind against chain-link fences, position
ing them like lttle blocks of cheese against the grater. Boys who objected were shredded
longer, faster, harder, until there was nothing left but a pile of devastation. Schoolyard
supervisors in parkas turned away. Children on the jungle gym watched, confused.

Cornered between rows of old books in the library, they flashed their teeth at me
like they were doing me a favor, perfect rows between pink mortar gums. They grasped
me with cold fingers, stiff as frozen wash on the line. “Don' touch me;” I snapped. They
searched their peripheries for the librarian as their egos bled out into the dirty carpet
with old slush and sidewalk salt. The recess bell rang, I ran fast as fire on a gasoline strip
and made for the door.

In the schoolyard, they appeared in silence and circled. Lazy flakes fell through
still air, forming thick blankets on our eyelashes. The boys didn't touch me, but their
scratch-cut voices detailed girls they raped in reverie. I balled my fists tight in mittens,
certain it was my blood seeping through purls, not sweat. I was ready to swing like my
brother taught. They told me how ugly I was until my face leaked. They told me how
ugly T was every school day for a year. Now, most of my friends left the phone on the
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cradle when they thought of me, social death by association- In my harrowed mind,
even my shadow had left me.

The Erench speaking teacher broke her No English rule during class and told me
in front of the boys how beautiful I was, how far in life I'd go. Her words were water and
light. Inside,  tender bud spiraled. I crushed it between my fingers to quell the bloom
before they could.

My chin hit the top of the desk when they pulled my chair out from under me.
My teeth punctured my tongue, the taste of blood filling my mouth. When I looked

up to find the culprits, they had scattered. I collected splayed legs into my arms and
anchored my bruising tailbone to the puce and cream checkered linoleum. Three rows
up, Isaw one of the boys fingering a classmate under her desk. He pumped his middle
finger inside of her while she held the crotch of her pink underwear to the side with her
thumb. They both eyed the homeroom teacher who read a newspaper at her desk and

dipped her finger into a canister of instant coffee, depositing the brown granules onto
her tongue--dip and lick, dip and lick.

On presentation day, two boys stood at the classroom podium and presented on
:{ uflme:s. ‘m response, my teacher sat quieter than the festering dead, whose bodies
rate ever so slightly as they decompose. The brackish sweat at her temples showed

= :he tx:;w }:;r responsibiliy to stop my effigy but she anticipated their backlash to
berspplied oy Herk ablandnnmenl felt violent. I rose from my desk, reduced to
y their quick, licing words, . i

bt ust couldit burn tgm e gree temperature and soaked my pillowcase,
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