ONE

Two men and a truck are all it takes to finish us. The last of our fur-
niture disappears out the front door and into the dark cavern of the
bailiff’s trailer. It’s my bed, the one I shared with Nick for almost twenty
years, a queen-sized mattress now in the hands of two burly men with
tattoos and ponytails. They curse for the fifth time on this early-May
morning and push the pillow-topped Tempur-Pedic slab into the last
remaining space while Emma and I watch from the porch.

Mattresses are so stable when they’re horizontal, much less so when
you tip them on end. They flop and bend; they want to cutl in on them-
selves. Maybe that’s a metaphor I should remember. Maybe mattresses
are like marriages. Or husbands.

Emma shudders as she watches the truck’s rear doors slam shut,
severing us from everything we own. “It’s really gone, isn’t it?” she says.
I don’t know whether she’s talking about our stuff, the house, or the
world outside. In any case, she’s right. Sixteen years old is old enough
to know.

“Yeah. All gone to shit.” I pull her close and sip the last of my instant
coffee, cold now. No microwave to heat it up. I could probably put the
mug in the oven. By some miracle, the gas is still on, but I don’t know
whether it will be tomorrow.

No money changes hands before the men drive off. This move isn’t
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on me; it’s on the bank. Or the IRS. Or the credit card companies. Any-
way on someone, somewhere, who still has a pot to piss in.

They even took our kitchen pots and pans, a full set of All-Clad stain-
less. “Restaurant quality,” Nick had said when he brought the box home
on our last anniversary. “Nothing but the best for my girl.” One of the
moving men hefted a paella pan and made a comment when he thought
I couldn’t hear. The boxes with the All-Clad went into the truck’s cab.

We should hit the road soon, Emma and I, to get a start before the
crowds turn our local Safeway into a kind of organized human zoo. If
the past two weeks are anything to go by, the lines will already stretch
a block by noon. The pushing and shoving and crying of I was here first
will have started by eight in the morning. While I get two backpacks
from the hall closet, I run through a list of where we might head next.

The front seat of my Mazda roadster would have been all right, un-
comfortable as it sounds. Cramped and sticky, but all right. Someone
came for it a week ago, minutes after our mobile phones made their last
calls and texts. So the car won’t do. With gas at twenty bucks a gallon—
and that was last week when the pumps were still flowing—the Mazda
wasn’t really a car anymore, only a couple of leather seats on wheels, a
static jumble of metal and wires that wasn’t going anywhere. It was a car
in name but not in function, like a clock with all the right parts that no
longer tells time. Which is fine, I guess, since I have no idea where there
is to go.

One of those last calls I made was to our local YMCA. We’d been
members since Emma was born so she could use the pool. Sixteen years
of seventy-five dollars a month should have been worth something—a
cot or a yoga mat in the corner of the Pilates room. Use of the showers
and towels, the same ones Beatrice, the massage therapist, used to drape
carefully over my limbs when she worked on me.

Nobody answered the Y’s phone, so I tried Emma’s high school.
Then the local shelter. Then the zoo as a last resort.

The zoo.



FEMLANDIA

It sounds worse than it is. There were a few rooms there, emergency
pit stops for veterinarians who needed to monitor the primate house.
They had beds and bathrooms and functional kitchenettes. And that
holy of holies—air-conditioning.

Again, no answer.

Robert picked up on his cell, though. He sounded tired when he told
me they were down to a skeleton operation, enough to oversee the ani-
mal transfers to another state before the feed ran out and the prize
fauna resorted to cannibalism.

“How’s Bunny?” I asked.

“He’s okay. All the primates are confused but okay. Look, Miranda,
I’m up to my ears here in paperwork.”

At least you still have a job, 1 thought.

“Any chance I can have one of the spare rooms next week? Just for a
few nights. They’re coming for the furniture on Wednesday.” I hated
the desperation in my voice. I hated it more because I already knew the
answer.

“Miranda, we might not be here next week.”

And he was right. The zoos, like the schools and the YMCAs and
the shelters and everything else that depended on public funding, were
on what the bastards in Washington were calling “temporary hiatus.”
They still are.

This isn’t the way I expected to spend my forty-first birthday, won-
dering what Emma and I will do from one day to the next, coming
inches closer to painting a sign that says W/ work for food.

When I think of last year, of Nick bringing me breakfast in bed and
showering me with two dozen yellow roses, I die a little on the inside.
The flowers were a teaser; my real present wasn’t the roses or the new
KitchenAid stand mixer in ruby red or the iPhone XX. No, Nick went
all out for the big four-oh and bought me a Porsche cabriolet.

“You deserve it, Miranda,” he told me after he led me out the back

door. What he didn’t tell me was that he’d siphoned the last of our
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liquid cash to make the down payment. Plus, Nick did a few other
shitty things behind my back, like remortgaging the house. T'wice.

I don’t know how many days it will be before the bank takes the
house and we end up on the road, me and my gal.

Nick took a different road, one that ended on the last day of April
when he set off for the North Carolina Smokies in his car, texted me an
“I’'m so sorry, babe,” and drove the Maserati coupe off the side of a
mountain. It couldn’t have been fun for him, but I have a hard time
feeling sympathy for a man who saw an easy way out and took it, leaving
us with no car, no furniture, and no cash. I went to identify the body
when I still had the Porsche, scraping together the last of my crappy
severance pay to fill its tank with gasoline. There was barely enough for
the trip out and back after the gas prices tripled. Airfare would have been
more affordable—if we were talking about airfare a year ago or my bank
account a few months back, but we’re not. We’re talking about now.

When I got to Asheville, I had to sign a form releasing Nick’s car to
the insurance company. The good news was that his Maserati was paid
off. The bad news is that we’re still waiting for the insurance to pay up.

L'n 50 sorry, babe.

As if that could fix things. As if that could undo the damage.

“Fucking men,” I say, staring out into the street as the truck drives
away with my life inside of it.

“Fucking men,” Emma says.

I don’t bother correcting her. Sometimes you need a little trash
mouth. Sometimes the situation calls for it.

I could kill every single one of them, starting with Nick, continuing
with Robert, and ending with the tattooed assholes who stole my kitchen
pots.



