
Selfr
Help

Lorci e
Moore

@
\,\nm*RIrilS

A Tirne Warner ComPanY



- :,- :I-::'i-rse rhis book without a cover you should be aware that this book may have beeniir,r: r:F€q ard reported as "unsold and destroyed,'to the publisher. In such tase neither
:lr r"rElf,r oor the publisher has received any payment for this..stripped book.,,

*-a- s a s ork of fiction. Names, characten, places, and incidents either are the prduct of the
L-::.v's rmagination or are used fictitiously, and any resemblance to actual per.ons, living or
.rac- cvenls, or locales is entirely coincidental.

Sone of rhe stories were previously in Fictioz Intemational, MSS, and story euarterly.

Ebrncr Books Edition
Copyright @ 1985 by M.L. Moore
All rigbts reserved.

This warner Books edition is-published by arrangement with Alfted a Knop! Inc., 201 East
50th Street, NewYork, NY 1fi)20

Warner Books, lnc., 1271 Avenue of the Americas, New york, l{y 10020

Visit our Web sire ar hrrp://wamerbooks.com

@ ATime Wamer Company

Printed in the United States of America

First Wamer Books Printing: September 1995
109876543

Library of Congress Cataloging-in-publication Dara
Moore, lorrie

Self-help / Lonie Moore.
p. c{r

ISBN 0446-67192-4 (trade pbk.)
1. Manners and custome-Fiction. I. Title.

PS3563.06225S4 1995
813'.54-{c20 95-13101

CIP

Cover dcsign by Barbara DeWde

Af,TEhITION SCIIOOIS AT{D CONFORITIIONS
WARNER books are available at quantity
discounts with bulk purchase for eduiational,
business, or sales promotional use. For
information, please write to: SPECIAL SALES
DEPARTMENT, WARNER BOOKS, 1271 AVENUE
OF THE AJVERICAS, NEW YORK, N.Y 1 OO2O



The Kid's Guide
to Divorce



Pr, .r,r" salt on the popcorn because your mom'll say that she

oeeds it because the part where Inger Berman almost dies and the

camera does tricks to elongate her torso sure gets her every time.

Think: Geeze, here she goes again with the Kleenexes.

She will say thanks honey when you come slowly, slowly

around the corner in your slippers and robe, into the living room

with Grandma's old used-to-be-salad-bowl piled high. I made it
myself, remind her, and accidentally drop a few pieces on the

foor. Mittens will bat them around with his paws.

Mmmmm, good to replenish those salts, she'll munch and

smile soggily.

Tell her the school nurse said atter a puberty movie once

that salt is bad for people's hearts.

Phooey, she'll say. It just makes it thump, that's all.

Thump, thump, thump-oh look! She will talk with her mouth

full of popcorn. Cary Grant is getting her out of there. Did you

unplug the popper?

Pretend you don't hear her. W'atch Inger Berman look elon-

gated; wonder what it means.

You'd better check, she'll say.

Groan. Make a liale rrl noise with your tongue on the roof

of your mouth. Run as fast as you can because the next commer-

cial's going to be the end. Unplug the popper. Bring Mittens

back in with you because he is mewing by the refrigerator. He'll
leave hair on your bathrobe. Dump him in your mom's lap'

Hey baby, she'll coo at the cat, scratching his ears. Cuddle

close to your mom and she'll reach around and scratch one of
your ears too, kissing your cheek. Then she'll suddenly lean for-

ward, reaching toward the bowl on the coffee table, carefully so
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as not to disturb the cat. I always think he's going to realize

faster than he does, your mom will say between munches, hand

to hand to mouth. Men can be so dense and frustrating' She will

wink at you.

Eye the tube suspiciously. All the bad guys will let Cary

Grant take Inger Berman away in the black car. There will be a

lot of old-fashioned music. Stand and pull your hathrobe up on the

sides. Hang your tongue out and pretend to dance like a retarded

person at a ball. Roll your eyes. Itr7altz across the living room with

exaggerated side-to-side motions, banging into furniture' Your

mother will pretend not to Pay attention to you' She will finally

say in a flat voice: How wonderful, gee, you really send me'
'!7hen the music is over, she will ask you what you want to

watch now. She'll hand you the TV Gaid'e, Look at it' Say: The

Late, Late Chiller. She'll screw up one of her eyebrows at you'

but say please, please in a soft voice and put your hands together

like a prayer. She will smile back and sigh, okay'

Switch the channel and return to the sofa' Climb under the

blue afghan with your mother. Tell her you like this beginning

cartoon part best where the mummy comes out of the coffin and

roars, CHILLER!! Get uP on one of the arms of the sofa and

do an imitation, your hands like claws, your elbows stiff, your

head slumped to one side. Your mother will tell you to sit back

down. Snuggle back under the blanket with her'
'When she says, I7hich do you like better, the mummy or

the werewolf, tell her the werewolf is scary because he goes out

at night and does things that no one suspects because in the day

he works in a bank and has no hair'
'What about the mummy? she'll ask, Petting Mittens'

Shrug your shoulders. Fold in your lips. Say: The mummy's

just the mummy.

Ifith the point of your tongue, loosen one of the chewed,

pulpy kernels in your molars. Try to swallow it, but get it caught

in your throat and begin to gasp and make horrible retching

noises. It will scare the cat awaY.
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Good god, be careful, your mother will say, thwacking you
on the back. Here, drink this water.

Try groaning roor her, root ker, like a dying cowboy you
saw on a commercial once, but drink the water 

^nyway. 
!7hen

you are no longer choking, your face is less red, and you can
breathe again, ask for a Coke. Your mom will say: I don't think
so; Dr. Amood said your teeth were atrocious.

Tell her Dr. Atwood is for the birds.
What do you mean by that? she will exclaim.
Look straight ahead. Say: I dunno.
The mummy will be knocking down telephone poles, lift-

ing them up, and hurling them around like Lincoln Logs.
\7ow, all wrapped up and no place ro go, your mother will

say.

Cuddle close ro her and let out a hong, how, admiring Neato.
The police will be in the cemetery looking for a monster.

They won't know whether it's the mummy or the werewolf, but
somsone will have been hanging out there leaving little smok-
ing piles of bones and fesh thar even the police dogs get upset
and whine at.

Say something like gross-out, and close your eyes.

Are you sure you want to watch this?
Insist that you are not scared.

There's a rock concert on Channel 7, you know.
Think at out it. Decide to try Channel 7, just for your mom's

sake. Somebody with greasy hair who looks like Uncle Jack will
be saying something boring.

Your mother will agree that he does look like Uncle Jack
A little.

A band with black eyeshadow on will begin playing their
guitars. Stand and bounce up and down like you saw Julie Steio-
man do once.

God, why do they always play them down at their crotches?
your mom will ask.

Don't answer, simply imitate them, throwing your hair back

5r
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and fiddling bizarrely with the crotch of your pajama bottoms.

Your mother will slap you and tell you you're being fresh.

Act hurt. Afiect a slump. Pick up a magazite and pretend

you're reading it. The cat will rejoin you. Look at the pictures

of the food.

Your mom will try to pep you up. She'll say: Look! Pat

Benatar! Let's dance.

Tell her you think Pat Benatar is stupid and cheap. Say

nothing for 6ve whole minutes.
'When the B-52's come on, tell her you think tbey're okay.
Smile sheepishly. Then the two of you will get up and dance

like wild maniacs around the coffee table until you are sweating,

whooping to the oo-ah-oo's, jumping like pogo sticks, acting like
space robots. Do razz-ma-tazz hands like your mom at either side

of your head. During a commercial, ask for an orange soda.

!0'ater or milk, she will say, slightly out of breath, sitting
back down.

Say shit, and when she asks what did you say, sigh: Nothing.
Next is Rod Stewart singing on a roof somewhere. Your

mom will say: He's sort of cute.

Tell her Julie Steinman saw him in a store once and said

he looked really old.
Hmmmm, your mother will say.

Study Rod Stewart carefully. W'onder if you could make

your legs go like that. Plan an imitation for Julie Steinman.
'!7hen the popcorn is all gone, yawn. Say: I'm goiog to bed

now.
Your mother will look disappointed, but she'll say, okay,

honey. She'll turn the TV off. By the way, she'll ask hesitantly
like she always does. How did the last three days go?

kave out the part about the lady and the part about the
beer. Tell her they went all right, that he's got a new silver dart-
board and that you went out to dinner and this guy named Hud-
son told a pretry funny story about peeing in the hamper. Ask for

^7-up.


