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Stained
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So you like babies?

11

notebook is open on the grimy table. It’s 
cold in this kitchen. There is no sun here. 
Only the smell of damp. I tear a page from 
my notebook, and wedge the folded paper 
under one leg of the table to keep it still. 
I’m waiting.

Crystal doesn’t have to tell me how 
diffi cult it was in the fi rst few weeks when 
Ricardo had colic, crying for hours every 
evening before he fell exhausted to sleep. 
Martha, my foster mother, and I heard him 
from our side of the wall. Poor little bugger, 
screeching his lungs raw.

Crystal sighs, as if this interview on 
pregnancy and motherhood is now hard to 
bear. She gets up and mixes the formula 
with boiling water from the kettle. She 
reads aloud instructions from the label on 
the tin of Promil milk powder.

‘Six scoops Promil to two hundred 
millilitres water. Put some of this practical 
stuff into your project, Grace. Help girls 
who have babies.’

Crystal absent-mindedly hands the 
baby his bottle. I snatch it away from his 
grubby, gripping hands and his open mouth 
like a baby bird’s, and Ricardo wails.

‘Hey, Crystal, it’s too hot!’ Plain common 
sense warns me the baby will burn.

‘Ooooh, sorry little son,’ Crystal says. 
‘Good thing Grace is here. I’m not thinking 
straight.’

She coos over Ricardo, distracts him with 
a yellow plastic spoon, making it fl y around 
in front of him like a budgie on the loose. 
His smile stretches into dimples, a family 
trait shared by Crystal and Shardonnay. 
He extends his chubby arms and squeals 
as she lets him grab one of her fi ngers. He 
keeps smiling and she says, ‘See, Grace? 
It’s not so bad.’

Ricardo looks at me and I pull my mouth 
skew and he laughs.

‘He’s the cutest thing,’ I croon, and fall 
right in love with Ricardo. Right then and 


