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I didn't take up a lot of space
when I was little. Actually, I took up so little space that I was
the sixth of ten newborns that got laid out around milepost
thirty-five one cold Thursday evening—that's the milepost halfway
between two towns nobody's ever heard of on the way to nowhere in
particular, on the side of the lousiest dirt road in the whole
damned state. Technically, the base of milepost thirty-five is a
mudhole, but it was the kind of nondescript, shallow mudhole you
could float nickels on, which sort of reinforced that special
“nobody-gives-a-shit” quality that made the spot famous.

The “shit” part of that
equation is important—the two towns that nobody's ever heard of
were big on organic farming, so if there had been any rich deposits
of shit someone would've come looking for it, and they'd have
stumbled over us before we were properly dead. Would've been bad
luck for our kinfolk what dumped us there, but just fine for us, as
we were cold and wet and froze before the bag lady found us.

Bag lady. Well, that's one way
to put it. She preferred us calling her “Mama” or “Priestess,” and
the people that run things down the road in the big city are like
to call her “Senator,” but when she found us she was dressed up
like a pile of old laundry and smelled like a urinal—I know this
'cause she kept the habit up every Thursday night for all my
years—so everyone thought she was a bag lady, or a lady dressed in
a bag, or maybe a forest troll. She said she did it to keep in
touch with the real heart of our hometown.

There aren't really trolls out
there, we just worked overtime to make it seem like there were. A
kid's gotta do something to keep himself amused, right?

Anyhow, she called me “Sextus,”
and before you get any ideas, it's a Latin thing. She wanted us to
grow up educated, and since I was the sixth in line that night I
got called “Sextus” and then, when she stuck me in school,
“Sexton,” which is almost as bad. I took the teasing as a
motivation.

She had this thing about
chickens. When she got us home from being dumped she sliced one
open and let it bleed all over us, then scrub us down. I never
believed it actually brought us back from the dead till I saw her
do the same trick with a puppy she found in the road once. Ten of
us was too much for one woman with a full-time elected office to
think about, so most of my mudpit-siblings she shipped out to
places I never heard of till I got some geography classes done. A
few of us she kept around, though. Me and Remus and Pina and
Antonia. Made the house nice and full.
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