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Realists, Be Warned

      My life is perfect. Though I've only just turned 8, everything around me is just like I like it. I've got two houses,
clothes on my back, a place to learn, and food on the table. At Mom's, anyway. My dad tries when he can, but I
don't blame him; he's a busy man. My mom has a cool car, her friend Isaac calls it a “Lambo” but I don't know why.
My dad says he doesn't need a car, that “his legs are his wheels,” so he walks everywhere. They both have jobs, but
I'm not really sure what they do yet. I know my mom makes a lot of money, and my dad just got his third job in two
weeks. That's a record! I'm so proud of him. I think it's so cool how he goes from one to the other so quickly. I like
staying at my mom's more because her house is just so big, but don't tell Dad though; I don't want to hurt his
feelings. 
      My parents both want me to go to college, so I have this money jar I keep around now. They told me it's a
“fund” and that I “can't use any of it until I graduate,” whatever that means. I know it's very important, so I keep it
with me no matter if I'm at Mom's or with Dad for the weekend. I only got it a few weeks ago, and there's already a
whole $137.26 in there! Don't tell them, but I snuck and counted it. 
      Mom and Dad don't talk much anymore, at least when I'm around. I guess they want to keep their love secret.
My mom keeps telling me that she's with Isaac now, but she can't trick me. I know my parents still love each other,
they have to. Otherwise, how could they love me? 
      A couple weeks ago, mom told me I was going to stay with Dad for a little while because she was going on a
trip to Paris with Isaac. I asked how come I couldn't go, and she said that it was “a grown-ups trip, no kids
allowed.” I hate grown-ups trips! I didn't complain too much though. When she dropped me off at Dad's, she didn't
get out of the car, but she did wave goodbye to me. My dad did this kind of awkward smile he does when my mom's
around, and then took me inside. While I was there I mostly just played with my Avengers action figures. Dad didn't
bother me much at all really, so I just let him have his space. Don't tell him, but when he was watching TV in the
living room, I walked by and saw a pink slip sitting next to his beer bottle pile in the corner. I've seen that enough
times to know he’d just beat his new record. Four jobs in two weeks? So cool! 
      When my mom came back to get me, the first thing she noticed when I got in the car was that the money jar in
my hands was almost empty. I've never seen her run to my dad so fast! She slammed open the front door, screaming
my dad's name at the top of her lungs. I didn't hear everything they said but I got things like “how could you…,”
“you’re crazy if you think I’d ever…,” “never coming back!” My mom came out crying, telling me that she's sorry
that my dad “would do such a thing,” but I had no idea what she was talking about. My dad didn't do anything. He
made me breakfast and lunch, let me play with my toys, and just let me have fun by myself mostly. The only problem
was when dinner time came. Mom always made dinner around 7, so that's what I'm used to. But by that time, Dad
was usually just getting home from looking for another job and when he didn't find one, he found another beer bottle
in the fridge. I wonder what tastes so good in there because he seems to love it. I guess I know what to get him for
his birthday! Anyway, he was always acting weird around that time, talking to himself, and laughing at nothing, so I
left him alone. I would walk to the 7-Eleven all by myself, and use my fund money to get whatever I wanted. Don't
tell them yet, but the day before mom came to get me I bought a magic kid that I think could really help them show
their love! 
      When we got back home, my mom went straight to her room with Isaac. I heard her yelling to him, probably
talking about what just happened. I just went to my room and pulled out my new magic kit. I'm not really sure how
magic works, but I've always wanted to try it. I wasn't worried about the money I took from the jar. With a little
help from the magic, I'm sure Mom and Dad will figure out how to put it back, together. 


