'ﬂ worry,” my landlord said to m: in
his thick Italian accent last Sun-
day, after telling me he was rais-

“When do you want to sell""
askedhim. = ¢

‘‘Tonight if I can," he sald “I’ :

brmgmg people over m ten
minutes.”’

. balked at lnm, he left, and I
ran upstairs to unpack the bags I
had just carried in from a trip to
Maryland that weekend.

-1 told my roommates, ‘we: qmck- :
ly re-evaluated 'our -situation, and:
decided not to stay. s

“It’s not ‘worth $600,’

id, referring to' the: vxbradtly:’:v
wallpaper, the peehng~
floors, and the  chippin

int along the wmdowsxlls and

. were also nice, but most only ha
two, bedrooms.

terested ‘in rentmg ‘to fa
at leas{ to married couples.
oom, bright - yellow and ’  Finally, after looking for abou
dark “brown kitchen, and purple two weeks, we found somethi
I - remembered all the i
Brenda ‘and I spent turning ¢
gl 1ttle apartment mt

It was our ﬁrst apartment and I'
hatedtomo out. :

]jnoleum in the kitchen, two largé
bedrooms and a half-sized ‘room, -
plenty of storage space, and walls

lined m‘, d; | Weg_'mgm ~ W WOULDNT
.~ Then ndl ; Make AN

: T'S LOGALNOW | +
eav;l cen E nglis : 'n'\ T Nms&%(ﬁm

~‘,‘I’m Karen,” I ansWereé “T.
callled a few rrunutes -ago, Sy e BASQD CuMA]'e :
todustocomeover e S ?L ,
“But you're not a family,” sh E ‘ . NYWAY, WU)LD
said.“Well,. \if you live here, ) W
can’t have any visitors.”’
We Justlooked ather,

once in while,” she said, crossing
her arms suspiciously over. her
chest. “Do you have boyfriends?’

- “We do,” both chhelle and

A. Manion to serve on: the US.
“Cotrt: of “Appeals  for the 7th (ir.




