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The facts: On Sunday, August 12, this year of our Lord, Eunice tried to kill 
me with her papa's Civil War sword and Olivia-Ann cut up all over the place 
with a fourteen-inch hog knife. It began six months ago when I married 
Marge. That was the first thing I did wrong. We were married in Mobile after 
an acquaintance of only four days. We were both sixteen and she was 
visiting my cousin Georgia. Now that I've had plenty of time to think it over, I 
can't for the life of me figure how I fell for the likes of her. She has no looks, 
no body, and no brains whatsoever. But Marge is a natural blonde and 
maybe that's the answer. Well, we were married going on three months 
when Marge ups and gets pregnant; the second thing I did wrong. Then 
she starts hollering that she's got to go home to Mama-only she hasn't got 
no mama, just these two aunts, Eunice and Olivia-Ann. So she makes me 
quit my perfectly swell position clerking at the Cash'n' Carry and move here 
to Admiral's Mill which is nothing but a damn gap in the road any way you 
care to consider it.  
Eunice and Olivia-Ann had seen us coming and were waiting in the hall, I 
swear I wish you could get a look at these two. Honest, you'd die! Eunice is 
this big old fat thing with a behind that must weigh a tenth of a ton. She 
troops around the house,  
rain or shine, in this real old-fashioned nighty, calls it a kimono, but it isn't 
anything in  
this world but a dirty flannel nighty.  


