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 Lynn
Louphanousinphone threw a lamp at Kanh. It shattered against the
wall, raining glass shards down over her husband, who cowered and
bellowed his excuses. Lynn wasn't listening. She didn't want to
hear anything he had to say.

She just grabbed him by the shoulder and pulled
him to the front door. He wailed and tried to pull away from her.
"Lynn! I'm telling you what happened, it wasn't what it looked
like. We'd been drinking, and things just sort of
happened-"

"I don't want to hear it!" Lynn yelled. Then
she switched to Laotian, the language of her birth. When she was
worked up, she always found it easier to speak in the tumbling
syllables of the Lao language. "My father was right about you!
You're a real shit and a perpetual loser, and I hope you're happy
with her!"

Lynn shoved Kanh out the front door and slammed
it shut. She took a deep breath. She had been so focused on the
fight with Kanh, and on getting him to leave the house, that she
hadn't really given any thought to what she'd do next. She had this
big empty house all to herself -- her daughter was away at summer
camp, thankfully, so she didn't need to see any of this -- and Lynn
had nothing to do with it all. There were photos and mementos
everywhere, like she had come to a museum devoted to the marriage
that was crumbling in full view of the the neighborhood
outside.

Of course Lynn knew her daughter would find out
eventually. Lynn choked back a sob at the thought of telling her
daughter about this. Even if Lynn accepted Kanh's excuses and took
him back, the neighbors all knew and would make sure her daughter
found out.

There was no way to avoid that because another,
similar argument had broken out in Lynn's neighbor's house. That's
because she had worked with a man named Lucky -- who was so dirty
and crude that Lynn hated every moment she spent with him -- to
discover the truth about their respective spouses: They were having
an affair.

Lucky's wife was Luandra, which was
a slutty name, Lynn thought. What an
adulterous whorish name; only slutty trailer-trash would have a
name like that. She didn't know why her
neighbor Henry Hall had let Luandra live in his home for so long,
and with her disgustingly trashy neighbor Lucky too.

Anyway, the whole neighborhood knew. Lynn's
daughter would surely find out from Henry's son Robert, possibly
through a phone call to the summer camp. She might already know
what happened, a thought that filled Lynn with fear. She didn't
want to see her daughter's sad, shocked, resigned expression. She
wanted to see nothing but joy and relief when she finally picked
her up after a week at camp.
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