We left our bikes at the base of the mountain.
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We left our bikes at the base of the mountain. We were running away. We would not come back for our matching pink and yellow bicycles, with their perfectly white banana seats and new streamers. We unpacked our brown bags and ate. Crumbly store-bought cookies, peanut-butter-and-chocolate-icing sandwiches, and two grape Nehis. It would not be enough. We knew that when we made it to the top of the mountain, we would have to decided where to go next. My sister said we could be child prostitutes. We could do it on our own, we'd seen a movie once and Jodie Foster was a child prostitute and we knew the pitfalls.
This mountain was one we knew well, and we could cut open the cacti that grew there to heal our burns. We could cook cacti, we knew how to start a campfire. We'd make it to the top, the very top, and then watch the sunset over all the houses. All pink and golden, running like the eggs our step-mother made for us that morning. She called us wonder twins and allowed us to watch a cartoon together. She sprayed her perfume in front of us and let us walk through it, so that the scent clung to our hair and collars. White Linen. It smelled ladylike. Sometimes we snuck it from her room and sprayed our pillows. She would stay with us or not stay with us. If she did, she would not be the same. When our Dad came home that night and found us all curled up in their bed, eating taffy, he said the sheets looked slutty after we'd been in them. 
We were the only girls he kept. But not this time. We'd climb to the very top of the mountain and then we would know what to do.
So we climbed up there without saying anything. He probably didn't think we could ever do it but we did. It wasn't even time for the sun to set when we finally made it to the top. My sister held her jaw, like a badge. It was red and swollen now from where he'd socked it. I was thinking we couldn't leave her down there in that house with him. But I knew what my sister was thinking, that we couldn't leave him ever. We watched the sun fall down. 
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