
And now, for a moment of weakness from 
Lizabelle! Lizabelle, can tell us how you’re 
feeling in this incredible moment?

Frankly, John, I feel terrible. The 
gathering stormclouds have a wrinkled 
ballsacky look to them. My salad came 
without bacon, croutons, or Parmesan. 
Did you know that when a herd of pigs 
 catches a disease, the only way to deal 
with it is to dig a huge hole, put the pigs 
in, and burn them? Alive? There’s just 
no other sanitary option. A pig in a pit 
squealing in agony and terror, that’s how 
I feel in this moment. I never thought I’d 
say this, but I miss my caged-rat days. 

There’s no wind in my sails today, 
John, that’s for sure. My daughter’s 
class did an activity where they had to 

list the five things that are most import-
ant to them, and her teacher called me 
because she answered ‘sleep’ to all five. 
I told that teacher to fuck right off, yes 
I did. My girl’s got the right idea. The 
point of the activity, by the way, is to 
make the kids imagine what life would 
be like without each of their five prior-
ities. The conclusion they’re supposed 
to come to is that their relationships are 
most important. Can you imagine how 
we would have turned out if that’s what 
we’d been taught, John? I might still be 
married, ha-ha.

The seedless watermelon was invent-
ed more than fifty years ago and if that 
wasn’t the last handful of dirt on the 
grave of fun, I don’t know what was. God 
gives you a fruit you can play with and 

you take the game out of it? It’s infuriat-
ing. Never mind how long I believed that 
the watermelon growing inside me was 
the source of my belly fat. Not that I’m 
against genetically modified foods gen-
erally, you understand. Last week, if you 
can believe it, I bought a pineapple with 
the taut, nubile skin of a plum. 

If you must know, I’ve been lying 
around the house masturbating all day, 
and no matter how many times I do it, 
I never get off. I’ve sort of given up on 
the idea of satsifaction, but ringing the 
devil’s doorbell used to give me that lit-
tle dopamine hit I so crave. You can al-
ways blame your antidepressants, but the 
truth is that once I’d jilled it on every sur-
face all the excitement went out. There 
I was, on my back on the kitchen table 
like an expensive present, imagining my 
ex-husband walking through the door, 
and the next thing I know, it just didn’t 
cut the mustard anymore. I even got up 
on a ladder and lay above the cabinets. I 
ended up having to buy all new shelving, 
spices, and a back brace.

Thinking too much about anything 
reduces it to nonsense. The exception to 
that is the crisp insistence of the phone. 
No matter how well you prepare your-
self, you always jump when it rings; it’s 
always unexpected, even when it’s a ma-
chine pretending to be the IRS. So I joined 
a service called Tiffany All Grown Up and 
I get calls every day now. I sell charms to 
ladies, and buy charms from ladies, and if 
it’s not as good as your dad bringing you 
a clog charm from Sweden, it’s close. We 
all know it’s a pyramid scheme; we’re not 
stupid. It may be a scam, but it’s ours. 

Anyway, as I was saying, I ran into 
Zooey Deschanel at Whole Foods. She 

was wearing a sparkly black dress and 
black tights, pushing a cart of pantry 
staples including olive paste and a sack 
of lemons. It was an outfit my daugh-
ter would thumb her nose at. She did 
not look good. Of course I went up to 
her —we met once before, at a PTA meet-
ing—and you best believe I told her that 
lemons are thirteen cents cheaper by the 
pound at Pathmark, and just as large. The 
way she looked at me made me feel even 
hungrier. I wanted to cannibalize her. 
When the urge passed I was still stand-
ing there, and she was still looking at me, 
and then she said, “Thanks,” and depart-
ed in the direction of the produce aisle. 

I crept behind her, stalkerishly I know, 
but I wanted to see someone take my ad-
vice. Living with a teenager can do that 
to you. I crouched behind a barrel of nuts 
and poured a mindless scoop of almonds 
into the churner. I regretted it immedi-
ately; the sound of the pulverizing nuts 
obliterated the conversation she was hav-
ing with the green-aproned salesperson, 
the content of which I can only assume 
concerned the inordinate price of the 
yellow jewels. Whatever he was saying 
wasn’t making her happy; I’ve worn that 
expression before, dealing with a difficult 
retailer, but in the end they have all the 
power. Then the two turned and looked 
straight at me, and I ducked but not in 
time. I saw her plucky mouth form the 
words “Call the police” and I got myself 
out of there in a jiffy. 

In a way, John, I’m No Face. I’m al-
ways stuffing my sweet colon with crap 
and it’s never enough, so I regurgitate 
gold. My daughter says that’s a tired ref-
erence but I can’t come up with a better 
one, and I still haven’t bought a replace-
ment tin of Hungarian paprika. †
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