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around here who think because a lady is tough and doesn’t have a husband that she must
be a lesbian.

News flash, morons: I have a son, who I do not like very much, but still, I have him.
He was a screamer when he was a baby, and he’s a whiner now, so you can understand
why I appreciate the peace and quiet of the night shift.

You know who else are bad whiners? Teachers. It’s true. Just wait until your first
all-staff meeting, when you get up super-early in the morning for the privilege of having
teachers ignore you. They sit by themselves and say tight little sarcastic things to one
another and generally act like you're a leper who does not exist.

You know what | mean.

The meeting itself is one big bitch-fest. Mainly what the teachers bitch about is
us. How their chalkboards look like they've been wiped down with a hot mayonnaise
sandwich. How there are hocker-icicles on their ceilings. The women are the worst in
these meetings. Some lady with cat hair all over her Christmas sweater will raise her hand
and tell the Principal about the microscopic piece of fuzz that has been in the corner of
her room for three weeks now, and don't we have somebody to pick that up? Don’t we
pay that somebody to make our rooms totally sanitary and perfect?

Must be nice to have such high standards, I think. Especially if it’s always someone
else who has to hit those standards. Must. Be. Nice.

[ learned a long time ago not to pay attention at those meetings. | look around; 1
make up my own games. Like the one where I try to guess which teacher might be my
son’s daddy.

My kid, he doesn’t look like any of the men, but he whines like all of them. So it’s
impossible to tell.

Every time my kid calls me, it’s bitch, bitch, bitch—how did he turn out that way?
I’ll take some of the blame, I guess, but not all of it. I wasn’t the world’s best mother,
but he wasn't the easiest kid, either. I know, because I listened to other mothers talk
while their children played polite little games in the sandbox. O, little Timmy is having
problems learning his colors. Oh, little Susie won't stop wetting her Pull-Ups at night, ooh,
ooh, what should I do?

Must be nice to deal with such tiny problems. Hey, Supermom, while you're
worrying about little Susie Wetpants, my kid's showing her his wiener behind the swings.
Then he’s off to shove cigarette butts up his nose.

Do you smoke? Do not smoke in the school. That is maybe the one unforgivable
sin. Well, one of two, I guess, along with the Endust trick. Hector can noodle Lupe in
the high jump pit, but if he catches you smoking on school grounds he will shitcan you
in a second.

It wasn't always so cutthroat around here. It’s not like there was a “golden age of
custodial services” or anything, but the job used to be better. Over the years, though,
the kids got more disrespectful, the teachers got whinier, but it was all so gradual that I
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hardly noticed—until Hector came and everything went right to hell.

All of a sudden, seniority meant nothing, and [ started getting the shittiest
assignments. All of a sudden, I was supposed to ignore all of my experience, and clean
the school Ais way, follow Ais protocols.

That was three years ago. I thought about quitting. Instead, I switched to nights and
figured out a few pranks, and I was able to hang on. Until now.

Excuse me. I'm fine—just a frog in my throat.

Moving on!

Up here is Mr. Fredline’s room. This moron tried to marry me when I was pregnant.
He thought, with his giant man-ego, that he was the only one to ever sleep with me.

[ was in my mid-twenties then. I'd gotten a little baby-crazy, and for that I blame
the midget suit of armor. | kept having a dream where I would open up the visor and
find a litcle boy inside. A boy with sandy blonde hair, living inside the suit. For weeks |
was tempted to peek inside, even though I knew it was crazy, and one day I couldn’t help
myself. I opened the visor, saw the sloppy welding job on the inside of the helmet, and
cried my stupid eyes out. Shortly after that I started pushing my cart around the hallways
in the evening, looking into classrooms to see who was staying late.

Listen, I was not always built like a hand bell, skinny on top and wide on the
bottom. I used to be built like a stick. Which is still not very attractive, but then, most
men, when offered a poke with no strings attached? When flattered that someone, even
this stick woman, wants them? Bingo. Score one for Rosie.

When [ started showing, one teacher quit and left town. Two or three others
wouldn’t meet my eyes, and got in the habit of leaving the building right after the final
bell. Stupid Mr. Fredline proposed. Now my son is twenty-eight and he calls me every
few months for money. I tell him no and he whines and I tell him stop it, that no one
likes a whiner. Then I send him money anyway.

[ don't think Christopher Meloni would approve of me sending money to my whiny
son. Christopher Meloni would give me that icy look where he presses his lips tight. He
probably has no idea how nice he looks when he makes that face. Well, Iim sorry, | tell
imaginary Meloni, and then enjoy him looking at me that way.

Sorry, sorry, sorry—what a cheap word. No one means it anymore, including me. I
didn't mean it when Hector caught me with the Endust, and the Principal didn’t mean it
when he said he had to let me go. But I feel sorry now. I'm not sure for what, or to who,
but sorry is what I feel right before I fall asleep every morning to dream the same, stupid
recurring dream. It’s about my last day of work.

In the dream, I show up to work, pack my stuff, and leave right away. [ mean, it’s
my last shift, right? What can they do—re-fire me? But the Principal stops me on
the front steps. “It isn’t going to be the same around here without you, Rosie,” he says,
moronically. “We're sure going to miss you.”

“Funny,” I say. “That’s not the impression I got when you were firing me.”
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He looks sheepish. “T've been thinking,” he says. “Maybe we could just, you know,
change your job title. Do you want to teach a class or something?”

lgo, Hm. ..

He clutches his hands in hope.

“One condition,” I say. “I get to pick the kids. No boys who can’t hit the toilet. No
teacher’s kids. And no other fricking whiners, either.”

The Principal pufts his cheeks out dramatically and runs a hand over his balding
head, which means I am driving a hard bargain but he is thinking about it.

What I don't tell him is that I would pick the D students, the ones who try but still
suck at everything. | would take these kids and break them down to nothing, Marine-
style, by opening their eyes to all the crap ahead of them in life. Then I would build
them back up. Look, I would say, it’s not so bad. You can be alone without being lonely.
You can play good pranks on the deserving dumbasses of the world. There is also TN'T.
Forever there will be TNT and your favorite shows will never leave you. Forever there
will be teachers and bosses who will give you crap but I am here to tell you that there is
some crap of your own you can give back.

[ will pass around outlines with a few examples of crap you can give. Then we will
brainstorm more examples as a group. Our pledge of allegiance will be to each other.
Someone will pull out a boom box and we will put black construction paper over the
windows so the kids can dance without worrying who will see.

The Principal knows none of this when he throws up his hands and says, “Well,
this’'ll probably cost me my job, but . . . okay! You got a deal, Rosie.”

Everyone who has been slowly gathering behind him shakes their heads in disbelief.
Their mouths fall right open, they can't believe it. Lupe punches Hector in the arm and
says something sharp in Spanish. Whe the hell does she think she is? the teachers ask each
other. Wheres her fancy diploma? Who is she to make ber own deal? Who is she to pick her
own students?

Must be nice, they say to each other. Muuuust be nice. Must. Be. Nice.

37



