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In the shower I spit strings of blood onto my feet, but after drying myself off I brush 
it out of my teeth and get to the closest Best Buy because a mother sacrifices for her 
boy. While I shiver in the dark waiting in line I can see Cody’s face when he finds out 
what I’ve brought him home for Christmas, exactly what he told me about in the 
newspaper coupons. It’ll be worth it to have stood out here with these ghouls, my 
numb nose dripping warmth onto my lips. I wipe the back of my hand against my 
face and then rub it off on my church fun fair sweatshirt sleeves and then I close my 
hands around the cash I’ve saved this month. A gift isn’t conditional, but Cody will 
know I mean it when I tell him to fix himself this time. He’ll know I have standards 
at least, unlike these others around me, this jackass in the black North Face coat for 
example.  

What are these people doing here? Not Christmas shopping, that’s for damn sure. 
You don’t buy gifts with the people you’re buying them for, and their kids are all over 
the place. What’s the point of wrapping paper if they see their presents a month 
ahead of time? These parents. Or these idiots behind me. This hipster creep hugging 
himself in his flannel shirt. What is he, a buck twenty soaking wet? Skinny piece of 
shit with sunglasses on in the dark and then Linda’s watch on my wrist reads 4:52. 
Doors open at five and this hipster whispers to his other pals. They’re here to 
buy Game of Thrones DVDs on sale. X-Files even though it got cancelled twenty years 
ago. Stupid Castle. Stupid Big Bang Theory for five dollars a season. One of them wants 
something called a sound bar. What they need is shampoo and deodorant and a 
girlfriend who’s not a thief. They’re too selfish to know a mother’s pride.  

I bet if you asked, Cody would know I was out here for him even though I didn’t 
get to talk to him yesterday or the day before. But he would know I’m out here 
freezing, just for him. And he would know his father is at home sleeping next to 
some student from the community college who hasn’t been around long enough to 
realize what a jerk he really is, that whatever thing she’s doing won’t be enough to 
erase the regret of sleeping with her fat bald professor even if it gets her an A. That 
cheat would never sacrifice. He wouldn’t lift a finger like me, out here shivering while 
the North Face dad’s little pig-tailed blond daughter points at me and gossips with 
her blond sister in their puffy pink coats. These girls could have been such 
sweethearts if they weren’t so spoiled.  

And I’ll start with Cody by not spoiling him anymore, even though I’m buying this 
gizmo for him. Because this is different. It’s a Christmas gift. And since I don’t know 
how to hook it to the TV, we’ll figure it out together. I bet Cody will know how, but 
I’ll make him get a C average before he can take the thing home with him. Until then 
it’ll stay at my place. Then maybe he can dump that rat piece of shit girlfriend and get 
his job back at the nice County Market on Duncan Road and stay with me a few days 
around Christmas even.  

It’s a nice thought interrupted by a few freeloaders in the parking lot gathering 
near the front of the line, ghouls who look to cut in front of us when the doors open. 
Some woman with a headband stretched over her ears huffs and puffs and points to 
where the line begins, shouting at them to get to the back. And then something 
happens ahead that I can’t see and everyone rolls back, the crowd pinning the little 



 

 

girl into me. Her dad trips and loses his balance, propping himself up against us, and 
then someone ahead bellows that he will kill the next person who pushes his damn 
son. Everyone quiets. Then the little girl shrieks at me and there it is on her head, 
streaked through that pretty hair. Her dad looks down and gasps and gazes at me with 
his beady drone eyes.  

He screams the Lord’s name and I reach up to wipe my runny nose again and then 
I see the red on my hand smeared across my sweatshirt all over the cross logo for the 
church I used to take communion from every Sunday. The dad tells his daughter that 
he’ll clean her off when they get inside, pushing her away from him, glancing at me 
over his shoulder. Then the line surges to the doors when they open, and the little 
girls and their dad get sucked under when the hipsters shove me from behind, and my 
shoe rips off when someone pins my ankle down. I reach for a belt or anything to 
keep me up but it’s all too fast and the crowd overtakes me and then there’s no way 
to move. There’s no way to breathe. I would smell my own blood on the sidewalk if 
my nose wasn’t numb.  


