The shoes were several sizes too small, but Carl could somehow force them on with his toes folded a little. He tapped against the wall, carefully at first and then gaining intensity. There was a small stripe of duct tape he had put on especially for this purpose, behind his bedside table.  [What purpose? This sentence, and the one before it, kind of bug me. Is the duct tape there for him to knock on it? Or what is the purpose? I read on, but you never explained, and so, the duct tape, and the purpose, made no sense….] He pulled to the side and peeled back the tape enough to expose a little bit of scratched-up wall, returned to brown after years and years of repetition. 

It had been there ever since his father had forgotten to pay the bill that fateful day when he was eight years old. Ever since, he had ceased to attend Miss Rodger’s Dance Academy—a fact that was still agonizing, more than seven years later.  [This is an incomplete sentence. I know, that as a writers, we have this whole freedom to use incomplete sentences when ever the hell we feel like it, but this sentence makes me mad. XD fix it. Also “ever since” sounds strange, and you use it in the previous sentence, and it sounds weirder there.]
He tapped once, twice. He tapped in syncopated rhythms and wished he could turn- could do more in such an awkward position, eventually giving up. [This construction is weird. I really want to jam an “and” after “position”, not to mention that “giving” is in the present tense, which really freaks everything out.]
And so he lay on his back on his floor with his legs in the air, like a dead beetle. 

Babcia rapped twice on his door. “Carl! Onions!” 

His Babcia was an angry, shrivelled little woman with a penchant for ratty shawls and rosary beads. She was always cooking something—she probably cooked in her sleep. 

Carl sat up, slowly. He was the only one he knew who could cut up onions without crying- his father and Babcia simply preferred not showing weakness, however onion related, and his mother simply preferred not to ruin her eyeliner. 

He wrestled the shoes off of his feet and folded them [who folds shoes?] back into the little box, right shoe on top, left on bottom, taps facing down. Astaire’s Choice: Quality Dancing, Quality Shoes.  Carl traced his finger longingly across the picture of a top hat printed on the top of the box and shoved it back under the bed.  [Well, the tap-purpose thing makes more sense now (Carl’s such a cutie) but it still frustraites me earlier. One doesn’t quickly associet tap with tap dancing  especially on walls and what not. I think of knocking. So. Yeah. ]
Babcia was standing by the sink, looking out of the window. Her rosary beads were wrapped around her fingers, held to her lips- which were moving up and down, up and down. He couldn’t make out what she was saying. It was probably Polish.  

“Where are the onions, Babcia?”

She tapped a plastic cutting board in the space of counter above the dishwasher. “Diced, please. None of this slicing nonsense that you usually do.” 

He nodded and pulled a knife from its slit in the block. The onion was still bearing many of the dried, papery layers around its outside, which he stood and peeled, carefully, listening to Babcia reciting witting limericks, or cursing the damned, or  whatever she chose to do when she knew no one could understand her. [hahaha, I already love Babcia. That’s a great line, Samichan]
Carl put the onion back on the block and held the knife poised above the center. He pushed down, carefully, letting the two hemispheres fall away, flat side up. He flipped them both over and cut in the center—exactly the center--until all that was left were a bunch of little rainbow-shapes, scattered across the boards.  [Have you ever tried to cut/peal an onion? I do this regularly, as I need diced onions for curry. So you know, it’s incredibly hard to peal the skin off unless you cut it down the center first. That’s how I do it at least, because then you can grab the husk. I’m kind of a waster, I throw away the very top layer as well, because it usually looks nasty and I worry about it. ]
“Diced, Carl. Diced.” 

He nodded and grouped them together with his fingers, setting the blade faster, coming towards his palm. 

He missed. The blade slipped, cutting into his hand and making a diagonal stripe across his palm.  Blood began to flow from his fingers, staining the onions red, juice stinging his gash. 

He bit his lip. 

Babcia glanced over once and then went back to the window, before realized what had happened. Her eyes went wide. “What have you done?” 

“I cut myself, babcia.” [Should Babcia be capitalized? It’s working as a pronoun, so pro’lly. Kind of like Mother. You capitalize it so long as it is not “his mother” or “my mother”. If it is just Mother, you capitalize it.]
She waved her hands. “Do not tell me useless things. I can see that. What did you do?”

“I missed.” 

She sighed and pulled paper towels from the little roll standing on its end in front of the sink. With the palm of her hand, she turned the tap on and waited until the white had a little saturated spot in the middle of it, and then folded it into a ball. 

This she pressed into Carl’s hand. Red seeped into it immediately, soaking it, causing more saturated spots, until the towel hung limp. 

Babcia tsked. [I love your verbage of what is more than likely an Onomatopoeia, because there really is nothing else it could be.]
“We will go to the doctor, I am thinking.” 

Carl looked down at the bloody paper towel he was clutching. “I agree.” She pulled car keys from a pocket in her apron.  “You can drive, Babcia?”

“Why would you think I could not, hmm?” 

Carl chose not to answer with the obvious, You’re nearly blind and are four-foot-ten. [Hahah, Babcia is my height! *feels horrendously short* Thanks, Samichan. I wub you too :p]
She shoved her feet back into her slippers and opened the door into the garage. [I’m being psychotically picky. “into” sounds strange. Think about it “opened the door into the garage” It makes sense but then it also does, and something like “which led to” would make more sense. But again, I’m being psychotic. I suggest you ignore this. Mayhaps. ] Carl pulled another sheet from the paper towel roll and followed her, realizing with considerable horror that she had taken his mother’s car, the one with the vanity license plate and the neon pin-up girl next to it. [I don’t like this because, if he is still in the kitchen grabbing a towel, how did he realize he took Mother’s car? That could be the only car, but you didn’t say that, and you didn’t say he had come to the garage yet either. I know, it’s all assumption and nonsense, but it bugs me.] This was also the car with the dashboard hula dancer and fuzzy dice. It was the epitome of tack. [I like your use of some strange form of tacky. But it’s your own creation, and though most people will get it, it also, in a way, doesn’t work. Tacky is not the same thing as tack. You tack something to a board, and something  looks tacky. In a perfect world, you could get away with this. I think your publishing company editor would agree with me…Although “epitome” and “tacky” do not go together, so I know why you did that. So, do what you want.]
2 SEXY 4U. 

Carl’s hand started to burn. Babcia pressed her rosary beads to her mouth, only half-visible above the passenger side windows. She turned the keys into the ignition with one hand, and the hula girl began dance. The fuzzy dice began to vibrate. 

By the time he sat down in the car, she was humming impatiently. “You cut off your hand and are slow? How are you going to get job, hmm?” [Hahahah, I love Babcia]
Carl remained silent as she pulled out of the driveway. It occurred to him, as the back wheels shoved violently into the curb on the other side of the road, that she could not see through the rearview mirrors. [Your commas are correct, it is a whatchamehoosit that you could take out, but the “that” gets all freaked out with a comma in front of it, so kill them. It’s the same thing. ]
He kept his head down. It was bad enough to be trapped by rhinestone- encrusted seatbelts inside 2 SEXY 4U; worse to be trapped with his grandmother. [Is 2 sexy 4u the name of the car? Probably, but I think it should be clarified a bit more rather than just stating the name and hoping your audience understands.]
“And if you have that fool Irish name…I said to your mother, ‘Give him a nice name. Name him Nikolas.’ But no. You are Carrrl Malllloy, because that is what your father wanted.” 

“I like the name Nikolas.” 

She took her hands of the wheel to gesture. “Exactly. It is a nice boy name. Many girls will want to marry you with nice boy name.” 

“Babcia, squirrel!” 

Babcia spun the wheel completely around, and both of them- or rather, just Carl- waited, horrified, for the car to stop screeching and come to a halt. It did, and then she pushed her foot on the gas as far as it would go. Carl’s torso jolted forward.

It was at this point he came to the conclusion he might have a higher chance of survival were he to stay home and risk bacterial infection. [I love these witty sentences of yours like this. I think these will be the trademark Sam Karas writing.]
The squirrel had not fared so well, either. Carl glanced into the passenger rearview mirror to see that what remained was a tail, twitching. 

Babcia strained her neck to see over the dashboard. “You will marry a Polish girl, hmm?” 

“Yes, Babcia.” 

“Good. I cannot be too sure, especially now that there are foreigners creeping around…”

“You’re technically a foreigner, Babcia. You’re not a citizen.” 

She pressed her foot flat against the pedal. The car growled. “Europe is not foreign, but Asia…that is foreign, hmm?” 

“You’re talking about the transfer student?” 

“Yes. Riff-raff.” 

Carl looked at her reflection in the rearview mirror. [Do-tell, how does one do that? As far as I know, if I’m in a car, I can only see the driver if I turn my head towards them.] She was frowning. “Why does everyone know about her but me?” 

Babcia swerved into the clinic driveway and parked diagonally, spread over three handicapped spaces. The dancing hula girl flew off the dashboard and landed on Carl’s foot. “Maybe you are too slow to notice. Just like too slow to get in car, and too slow to run in baseball…”
          “I hate baseball, Babcia.” 

“And your father loves it so much. You break his heart, but- ha!- I don’t care. He’s not my son, hmm? But there is hope for you.”

Carl stumbled over the curb and dropped the paper towel on the ground. She cackled. “Or am I wrong?” 

He picked the paper up off of the sidewalk and carried it between two fingers to the trashcan. A small child, coming out of the sliding doors with a Dora the Explorer balloon and a cast on her arm, began to shriek. [I think you should say more about the child, because I’m left wondering, did she shriek about the blood, or at Carl? XD]
Carl sighed. 

