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Polly, where the
world did they get that name? Why couldn’t I be named something
like Jennifer or Beyoncé, maybe even plain ole Tiffany. Naw, my
stupid momma had to name me after her stupid ole dead parrot,
Polly. Have you ever heard of such a thing?

I’m sitting up here, perched in this attic
window like a dang parrot myself, and I’m complaining about my
name? Ha, now that’s funny. The rain is pouring down like the world
is coming to an end. It’s been raining nonstop for the past three
days. I’m not going to school today, no way. If I had to stay
inside the whole weekend cause of this rain, then I’m definitely
not going to even think about making that walk in the rain to
Fairley High. Mama don’t care anyway. She too busy laying up with
her new man.

It’s like that up in here. Every time she
meets someone new, she brings ‘em home and for however long it
lasts before he walks out, she wants me to play a disappearing act
like I’m a daggone magician or something. I’m her only child, the
only one she pushed out from between her legs, legs that she’s
probably spread more than mustard spread on a hotdog bun.

Looking around this attic, I guess it ain’t
so bad. I mean, it’s not much up here. I have an air mattress up
here, the one Mama bought about three years ago. I got my cellphone
and a laptop, but up in this attic the Wi-Fi reception isn’t that
good. Sitting by this window I can sometimes pick up a good signal.
Anyway, it’s not like my phone rings off the hook. I don’t have any
friends, at least not any that I call real friends. Never have had
any ride or die friends. I pretty much stay to myself. And the
girls I do deal with at school, I wouldn’t consider to be friends.
We talk, maybe eat lunch together, and share a class or two, but
once that bell rings, I’m out. Plus, Mama doesn’t like me having
company. It might interfere with what she has going on.

I have to sneak inside my own house whenever
Mama and I’m-the-next-dude-smashing-your-mama are hanging out. She
says she don’t want them to know she has a fourteen year old kid.
Says I’m too much of a problem and most of the dudes she deals with
don’t want children under their feet. If she wouldn’t mess around
with men young enough to be her kid, then she wouldn’t have that
problem. It’s not my fault she waited until she was thirty to have
me. Anyway, having a kid at thirty, what’s wrong with that? To my
mama, everything was wrong with that.

That woman never lets me forget that I was a
mistake. She never wanted kids. Well if she never wanted kids why
didn’t she just abort me? Or she should have made sure she was
swallowing those birth control pills like candy or something.
Talkin’ about they didn’t work.

Yeah. right. I may have just turned fourteen
years old, but even I know that she lying about that. She just
thought my daddy was gone stick around. She thought she had found
her a good one, and she did, for a minute at least.

Speaking of my daddy, I miss that dude. He’s
been out of my life since I was seven years old but I’ll never
forget him. He was so cool. He used to be an over the road truck
driver and before that he was in the Air Force. I might just join
the Air Force when I graduate. I don’t know. Anything would be
better than having to stay holed up in this attic while Mama is
downstairs getting her groove on.

Like I was saying, my daddy was the coolest
guy around. Whenever he came home from being on the road, he would
bring me a bag of lollipops. Cherry lollipops at that. My favorite.
That wasn’t all he would bring. He would bring me Barbie dolls and
we always went out for pizza when he came home. Those were fun
times that I play over and over in my head. Everything was so great
back then but like Mama is known to do, she had to go and mess
things up.

One day, I heard them arguing. Daddy said
Mama had been fooling around with Mr. Jones. Mr. Jones was the man
who cut our yard. Daddy hired him because he was gone so much and
when he came home he didn’t want to be bothered with cutting grass
and trimming hedges. Guess Mr. Jones did more than trim the hedges
in the yard. Haha, that’s something else that’s funny. But, no it’s
not really funny, I’m just saying that.

Anyway, I think Daddy was right because I
remember seeing Mama and Mr. Jones in the kitchen one afternoon. I
watched from around the corner as she poured him a cold glass of
lemonade. That lemonade looked so good. But she wouldn’t let me
taste a drop. Even back then I had to stay out of sight whenever
anyone other than me and her was in the house. I take that back, I
had to stay out of sight and away from around her even when it was
just the two of us inside. She would fix me some food, tell me to
come eat, and I would sit in the kitchen and eat by myself. She
took me to the store with her cause one thing she wouldn’t do was
leave me home alone. I had to be ten years old before she started
doing that.

Like I was saying, I watched as she poured
Mr. Jones a nice cold glass of lemonade. I was going to sneak in
the kitchen and get me some of that lemonade when Mama laid down
for a nap. She took a nap everyday right after her favorite soap
opera went off. That’s when I would sneak in the kitchen and fix me
a sandwich and get myself something to drink.

Mr. Jones put the glass up to his big black
and pink lips and made a slurping sound. He told Mama how good that
lemonade was. Mama was smiling and grinning like she did when Daddy
talked sweet to her.

Next thing I know, Mr. Jones walked up on my
mama and started rubbing his hands all up and down her back and her
big booty. Mama didn’t even try to stop Mr. Jones. If daddy saw
this, I know he would be soooo mad. But he didn’t cause he was on
the road doing what he do.

Mr. Jones started kissing Mama and then they
started making grunting noises. Mama wrapped her arms around Mr.
Jones’ neck and he picked her up and sat her up on the kitchen
counter. What was Mama and Mr. Jones doing? I watched for a long
time until my seven year old eyes couldn’t take anymore. Plus, I
didn’t want to get caught either. Mama would have taken that big
black belt she kept in the closet to my backside.

Daddy didn’t like for her to spank me, and
when he was at home, she treated me real nice. Let me get back to
the story. Daddy came home and he and Mama got into an argument
about Mr. Jones. Daddy was furious. I’ve never seen him so mad. I
still wonder to this day how daddy found out about Mama and Mr.
Jones.

Mama and Daddy yelled and screamed at each
other. I bet all the neighbors could hear them. Mama all of a
sudden told him, “Get out. Get out of here, James. And don’t you
ever come back,” she screamed.

I couldn’t believe Mama was telling my daddy
to leave. Why couldn’t she go? Me and daddy would be just fine
without her. Only just don’t let daddy leave.

“I’ll leave all right,” Daddy told her. “But
I’m taking Polly with me,” he screamed back.

Good for you, Daddy. We’re going to get our
own house and we won’t have to worry about Mama hitting on me or
kissing on Mr. Jones.

“You’re not taking her anywhere. She’s not
your kid anyway, so get out. Get out of here!”

Not his kid? What was Mama talking about? How
could I not be his kid when he was my daddy? This was too much for
my seven-year old brain to comprehend.

“I want a D test,” Daddy told her. At the
time I didn’t know what a D test was. But I’m fourteen years old
and now I know what daddy said was that he wanted a DNA test. He
left the house that day and I didn’t see daddy for a long time. I
just remember that he came home one day and I had just gotten home
from school. He had all of his bags packed and was hauling them off
to his blue SUV. I loved riding in that SUV.

“Daddy, where we going?” I asked him. I just
knew that me and him were about to move and leave Mama’s old mean
self behind.

Daddy sat me down on the green sofa in the
den. He told me that he was going away and that I couldn’t go with
him. I asked him how long he would be gone this time. Daddy told me
that this time he would be gone for a very very long time. He told
me to be a big girl and remember that he always loved me. He kissed
me on my forehead and then he pulled out my favorite treat while
Mama stood with in the doorway watching, one hand on her hip and
her mouth stuck out.

He gave me a big old bag of red lollipops. I
couldn’t have been happier. I was going to miss my daddy, but those
lollipops would sure make up for it until he got back home.

I ran to the door and watched Daddy put his
last bag of luggage in the SUV. He turned and looked at me before
he got into the car. I could have sworn it looked like Daddy was
crying, but I guess it must have been something in his eye cause
kids at school said boys don’t cry so I know men don’t cry.

I never saw Daddy again. I kept asking Mama
when he was going to come home. I guess Mama got tired of me asking
and one day she up and said, “That ain’t your daddy. Never was. And
he ain’t never coming back. Good riddance to his trifling tail. I
wish he hadda taken you with him. You ask too many questions. Now
take your little behind to your room, and don’t come out until I
say so.”
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