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Chapter 1 March 1987
“What?” I yell as I fall from the bed onto the floor landing on my butt. The repercussions of last night’s self-induced coma. It’s my dorm room suite mate. We’re not roommates. Our only connection is the phone built in the wall in between the two rooms. I don’t like her, I’ve given her a name. I call her the klepto from Carmel. She’s a rebel without a cause. The blonde-haired, blue-eyed princess can go into any store and within a matter of minutes rob them blind. The store clerk is too busy following me around to notice she’s the one stealing. Being from a family of old money there’s no reason for her to steal.
“Telephone.” Timidly, she hands me the phone through the box. She’s tried on several occasions to befriend me, but I see no point in it. Her friends are the elite whiners, the ones who’d rather snort coke than smoke a joint, or drink a beer through a bong instead of out of a can. They’re so sneaky and manipulative they can as an old acquaintance used to say, “Piss in your face, tell you it‘s raining and have you believe it. I don’t like loud mouth people who talk so much they bring my buzz down. When I’m high, I’m mellow and laid back.
While I’m on the floor, I reach up. Thinking to myself if it’s my mother this time I’m gonna let her have it. For the last couple of months, she’s called me at 7:00 am. She knows something is going on with me. This makes me wonder how she missed the other signs.
“Hello.” I say.
“Hello Stacey.” Mother says. “What are you doing?”
“I’m sleeping.”
“Why is your neighbor always awake and you’re always asleep when I call?”
Along with the cottonmouth and the dizziness the agitation sets in.
“Because, I just got in.”
Feeling sick to my stomach from overdoing it last night while dancing, I lash out. I wonder what she’d say if she knew, I spent the night smoking pot, tripping on acid and eating mushrooms while dancing in a room full of perverted well to do old men? Who by the way paid a pretty penny for a lap dance and a three- minute erection.
“I’m calling to see how you’re doing.”
“I’m fine.”
“Okay, I’ll talk to you later.”
“Bye Mom, I love you.”
‘I love you too.”
I hang up the phone, and I climb back into bed. The next call is from my friend Stephanie, she calls a little after one. Stephanie is a cool, laid back white girl who like me has had her share of hard knocks. We’re so close she trusts me with her money. She’s how I got introduced to the game. I started going with her so I could collect her money. She was too high to do two things at once, like dancing and maintaining her cash flow. Stephanie and I got along so well because our personalities could totally relate to each other. Both of us were very laid back. We were only uptight when we needed to be, but not usually. We would have survived the hippie generation with ease. She had the looks of a beauty queen, but never high maintenance. It was easy for her to make a thousand dollars in one night. After a while, I began making the same amount of money. At first, I thought it was me riding on her coat tail. Then I realized white men are just as attracted to black women as black men are attracted to white women. Both races are curious about the unknown.
“Hey girl whatcha doing?” The only sentence she ever spoke where she sounded like a black girl. Equally comfortable in our own skin, we never tried to be each other.
“I’m still lying down.”
“You’ve got to be kidding. It’s almost 2:00. What you still doing sleeping?”
“I’m tired as hell. What you doing up?”
“I’m calling to see if you wanna go shopping? I’d like to pick up some new teddies and go for a drink.”
“Okay, do you have any speed?”
“Yeah, I’ve got some Pink Hearts and Black Beauties.”
“Okay, meet me at my room. Don’t forget to bring me some energy.”
“Okay, see yaw in a bit.”
“Alright, later.”
I get up, grab my soap basket and shoes on my way to the shower. Still feeling groggy and slightly stumbling down the hall, the Carmel klepto says, “Are you okay?”
“Yeh, I’m fine. Hey listen, I’m sorry I was so mean to you this morning.”
“No problem.” She says.
After the shower, I take the elevator down the stairs, to stand in front of the all-girls dorm.
While I’m waiting, I smoke a cigarette.
Here comes Stephanie walking down the road, full of energy. I look at her and say “What’s going on with you bitch? Why are you so energetic?” She tells me about the wild night she had with her friend Todd after we parted ways. She calls him her friend; I call him her screwing buddy.
“Did you bring the Pink Hearts and the Black Beauties?”
“Yeah, I brought both, you choose.”
The Black Beauties are too much to go with what’s already going on, so I take one Pink Heart and pop it into my mouth. We walk up to my dorm room. I grab my purse and keys. Slowly, we stroll to the bus stop to start our journey of getting ready for the night.
Chapter 2 Twenty Years Later
I’d like to say I’d pulled it off without a hitch but the art of deception has never been a knack worth claiming. Today my daughter Kristen is graduating from Savannah State University. For six months now I’ve been patiently awaiting the opportunity to break free from living the life of a preacher’s wife. Our twenty-five year anniversary is around the corner but I can’t take it anymore.
The façade of living a double life is destroying me. God has partially delivered me on a path to sanity so I don’t mind living in a manner pleasing to him because I am his child. I’m sure without some form of deliverance I’d be dead instead of crazy.
Crazy, sounds harsh and judgmental but how else can I describe myself if my mind is stuck somewhere between the regrets of the past, the fear of the future and the confusion of the present. In this instance the word crazy serves as both an adjective and a verb. I frequently ask myself am I doing or being. This question allows me to come into direct contact with who I am for the day. If I’m doing then I’m reacting to what’s going on around me. Usually out of character. This means everyone who comes directly in my path will have some experience with my craziness. If I’m being then the thoughts, the flashbacks and the feelings from past experiences are only in my head and no one else can hear or see them.
Regrets come in the form of dreams and flashbacks. Fear of the future is not being able to trust anyone especially men because of what they might do. The present confusion stems from not knowing the difference between sex, rape and making love. In my mind, I have combined all of these experiences as one. I have questions that constantly dictate my thoughts and actions like is non-consensual sex with a husband rape? Or when you lay down with a man only wanting to be cuddled and he has sex is this rape? These are some of the issues creating a rift in my marriage. Another issue is that I have learned how to use sex to control men. The initiation of the sex game grants me power. To say the least, I have discovered when I voluntarily give away sex no one can take it from me.
Chapter
3 Graduation
I hate it when this happens flashbacks and feelings beyond my control. Stepping onto the college campus sends me into an instant panic. The environment causes me to have a meltdown. Thoughts of drugs, dancing, suicide and rape have me paralyzed in rage and fear. To avoid having a panic attack, before I get out of the truck, I write down my feelings so I can remind myself I’m ok today in spite of what has happened in my past. Here is what I write:
I am much stronger now, my life sang in a song. Silent tears never tell secrets. Utterances brand a reaffirmation of power. Fully clothed in bare naked truth. Elated by the lack of exposure. Complacent feet. Spared humiliation and the shame that causes the dash. Looking onward towards what’s to become. Being emotionally drained is better than being emotionally uncovered. The vigor that comes from resting with a clear level head. Placing one foot in front of the other. Doing the next right thing becomes manageable. Betrayal is the equivalent to oppression. White coats and pedicures. God knew exactly what was needed. Anger during moments of revelation produces temporary circumstances. Being steadfast protects truth. Incidentally unprepared experience destroys character and creates imbalance in emotional stability. Fleeting thoughts create awareness that God is omnipotent. Chaos and anger send faint reminders of what could be. Hushed tears, stomach flutters many don’t overcome. Butcher’s knives, sleepless nights, born memories sworn to secrecy. Never to be mentioned again. Why dwell in the past? Unexpected moments of truth, don’t send me your victims, silence is priceless. Who did what? Who knows when? The uncertainty that comes with confusion is no longer relevant. Too much stress creates memory loss. Revelations come and go. Some questions are better left unanswered. Tormented minds never know. Spoken words soothe. Rocks don’t speak. Secrets spawn comfort that protects broken hearts. NO pity parties, NO empathy and NO excuses. Moving on going nowhere. Without prior consent, some moments do become stagnate devoid of warning. SHAME ON YOU THIEF OF TIME.
Once my pen stops moving I feel better but I’m still hoping to swoop in pick up Kristen and swoop out. As soon as the graduation ceremony is over we follow Kristen and her friends back to her house. While Kristen is opening the door, she says to Rod, “I’m sorry Daddy, I’m not ready.” I’m biting my tongue because I’m on edge and I know I’m going to explode. Silently, I count to twenty but still there‘s no relief. As calmly as I can, I say, “Kristen, you knew we were taking you home today. How come you’re not ready?”
“I’m sorry Mom. I got side tracked with finals. I didn’t have time to do everything I needed to and say goodbye to my friends. I brought them home with us, so we could go faster.”
“Kristen you need to be more responsible.”
“I know, I‘m sorry.”
“Rod, you can help her but, I‘m going to watch television.” I fall asleep watching my favorite soap opera. After I wake, I go back to Kristen’s bedroom. I over hear her giggling and saying, “Daddy.” I peek in to see what‘s going on. He’s joking around putting her hairpiece in his hair. I make eye contact with the both of them and say, “I’m going for a walk around the cul-de-sac I’ll be back in fifteen minutes.”
Kristen says, “Since we’re almost finished would you like some company?”
“No, I’ll be back.”
While I’m walking briskly through the neighborhood, I notice another U-Haul truck. As I draw closer to the truck a handsome man approaches me and says, “Excuse me mam, I noticed you have Indiana plates on your truck. Are you from Indiana?”
Leery of the stranger, I say, “Yes, I’m from Indiana.”
He approaches me and extends his hand. “My name is Stanley. My job is transferring me to Indianapolis. I’m curious about Indiana since I’ve never been there.”
“That’s a scary thought, moving to a place where you’ve never been.”
“I’ve always been a risk taker. May I ask your name?”
“Stan my name is Stacey.”
“It’s a pleasure to meet you Stacey.”
“The same to you Stan.”
“Do you live around Indianapolis?”
“Yes, I do. Where will you be working?”
“I work for Shields, Reynolds and White.”
“No way, I work there too.”
“It’s really a small world. Ms., Stacey, I’m not gonna keep you any longer but hopefully, I‘ll see you at work”
“Great. See yaw Stan.”
At Kristen’s, Rod says, “The truck is loaded, and we can leave tonight or wait until morning.”
“I want to leave tonight. I’m starving; can we stop and get something to eat?”
“What do you want?”
I say to Kristen, “Is there a Frisch’s Big Boy here?”
“Yes, down the street before the entrance to the highway.”
Rod pulls into the drive thru and we get our food. We eat while he’s driving.
The drive home is quick. We arrive in Indiana at two o’clock in the morning. Once we pull into the driveway I notice the hallway light. I don’t remember leaving this light on. I have fleeting thoughts of changing my mind about the move because for the first time I notice our three story brick house is one of the nicer ones in the neighborhood. Rod takes great pride in our yard. Once I move, I’ll have to do something about the flowers because neither Rod nor Kristen have a green thumb. Kristen goes to bed.
“Good night Mom, good night Dad”
“Good night.”
I take a shower the trip has made me sweaty. While I’m in the shower, I think of ways to tell Rod I’m moving. Nothing easy comes to mind. I’ll wait until morning.
Chapter 4 The Move
Standing in the mirror longing to be free
Somebody please remove these chains from me.
Standing in the mirror naked looking at the empty shell I’ve become. I can see through my eyes into the depths of my soul. I haven’t gained any weight since college. I still weigh 130 lbs. which is normal for my 5’7 inch frame. I have Rod to thank for this. He was obsessive about me not gaining any weight. I remember the two of us in the kitchen doing sit ups. Just another way for him to control me. It worked because if I gained two pounds I was on a diet. Immediately watching anything that crossed my mouth. I was too afraid of losing him to another woman. I can see all of the single women in his congregation lined up waiting for something to go wrong within our marriage. Post-delivery was the worse. During my pregnancy he encouraged me to eat and to gain weight. “Feed the baby” was his constant quote. In a matter of hours after I dropped her, he went from the doting father to a drill sergeant saying things like “Only a pig wants a pig.” The rage that stirs within me upon remembering this comment gives me the courage needed to tell him I‘m leaving. I held on to the grudge for twenty plus years but I was too afraid to deal with it at that time. Instead of becoming angry, I complied. Now compliance is no longer an option. I need to liberate myself. No time for doubting my decision. I’m leaving. I grab my robe and go downstairs. Nobody’s in the house. I look out the window to see Rod and Kristen unpacking the truck. I contemplate motioning for him to come in so I can tell him before I change my mind. No, I tell myself, I’m making the best decision for me and I don’t need to be in a hurry. I’ll wait until after breakfast. Once the bacon, eggs and French toast are ready, I call for Rod and Kristen.
“Rod, Kristen come and eat.” Rod sits down and pulls his plate towards him.
“Don’t you think you need to wash your hands?”
“Aw yeah I forgot.” He gets up and goes into the bathroom and washes his hands. Kristen sits down at the table and fixes her plate. She waits to eat until after Rod says Grace. After breakfast I clear the dishes while Rod and Kristen finish unloading the truck until it starts raining. Rod finds me in the family room he says, “It started to rain so we had to stop, we’ll finish later.”
“Good, because I need to talk to you.”
“About?”
“Rod, I’m not happy and I’m leaving.”
“What do you mean?”
“I mean for the last five years I haven’t been happy. I feel like there’s more to life than this and I don’t think you’re in love with me.”
“What makes you say that?”
“Because you spend more time with your church folks than you do at home.”
“Wait a minute Stacey you’re confusing me.”
“I don’t know what there’s to be confused about, I’m leaving you.”
“Where are you going?”
“I have my own apartment.”
“Are you having an affair? Do you have a boyfriend? Are you involved with someone else?”
“No, Rod.”
“Where’s your apartment?”
“It’s out west.”
“How are you going to pay for this?”
“Rod, did you forget I work?”
“I really don’t understand this.” Rod sits down on the couch and places his head in his hand.
Chapter 5 The Morning After
I awaken to an empty bed. I stand, stretch, and hearing the muffled conversation in the driveway; look out the window. Rod and Kristen are unloading the truck. Kristen’s bouncing around trying to get her Dad to laugh and he won’t budge. Seeing his pain causes me pain.
Urgh, I run to the bathroom and barely make it in time to deposit the contents from my stomach into the toilet. Stress makes me physically sick. I call my family doctor to make an appointment. In spite of knowing I need to see a psychiatrist, I call Doctor Young to schedule a checkup. Dr. Young is both our doctors, so I feel comfortable talking to Dr. Young about Rod. Three weeks out is the quickest he can see me. Graciously, I accept the appointment, and hop into the shower. .
I’m hoping Rod has not spoken with Kristen about my plans. After the shower, I look out the window, and see the two of them still unloading the truck. I overhear Kristen say, “What’s wrong Dad?” Curious, I stand and listen for a response. He says, “Nothing honey, why do you ask?”
“Dad, you’re my Daddy, and I know something’s wrong.”
“Okay, Kristen I’m tired, and this isn’t how I planned to spend my Saturday.”
“I know I’m sorry Dad.”
“Baby, I’m so proud of you.” Rod leans forward and kisses her on the cheek.
She says, “Dad, with you as my mentor how could I ever go wrong?”
“With your strong will and determination, you could have chosen any route. I thank God you decided to make good choices.”
Somewhere lost in space I spend the next five minutes drifting.
Look at the tinge of darkness above the houses I wonder if this is symbolic of my life without Rod? It’s not time to tell Kristen of my plans. I fix breakfast for my family. I love to cook, and I cannot recall a Saturday morning when I did not prepare breakfast. Rod and Kristen unload the truck until I call them..
“Rod sweetheart, Kristen come and eat.”
They race for the downstairs bathroom to wash their hands.
Kristen approaches me, kisses me on the head, and says, “Good morning Mother.”
“Good morning Doll.” How are you doing this morning?”
“I’m well, what’s with the somber faces? You and Dad both look like you lost your best friends.”
Neither of us responds.
Rod kisses me on the cheek takes a whiff of me and says, “Um you smell good.”
“Thank you”, I respond.
“You’re welcomed.”
We sit at the table and Rod tells Kristen, “Bless the food baby.”
Kristen is a Christian, but she hates when her Dad puts her on the spot to say a prayer. Because she’s obedient, we join hands and she prays. “Dear Jesus, thank you for the food we are about to receive. May it be used for the nourishment of our bodies?” In unison, we all say “Amen.”
The next few minutes are silent each of us enjoying our food. I want to save money by using the U-Haul to move my stuff, but I don’t wish to spoil the moment. I’ll wait for a few days to tell Kristen of my plans.
After breakfast, she jumps up and clears the table. She heads for the kitchen to wash dishes. I tell her, “You and your Dad finish unloading the truck and I’ll wash the dishes.”
“You ready Dad?”
“Wait a few minutes while our food digests.”
On the way to her room she says, “Okay, Dad call me when you’re ready.”
After she leaves, I say, “I’ll wait a couple of days before I tell her what’s going on. But, I could save money using the same U-Haul.”
“Whatever you decide sweetheart, but I still don’t understand why you’re leaving.”
“I know Rod, it’s not you, it’s me.”
Of course he doesn’t understand and our discussion turns into more of a blaming session. He’s blaming himself for what’s going on. So, he says, “Just tell me the problem and I’ll fix it, I promise.”
“Honey, I do believe you’d fix it if you could.”
“I can say this till I’m blue in the face, but it’s not you, it’s me.”
I place my hand on Rod’s to comfort him. He pulls away from me. Looking deeply into my eyes, he says, “Is there another man?” I’m wondering if Rod knows about Stan. There’s no way for him to know, so I say, “Of course not.” Telling Rod about Stan would only complicate the situation. Stan is not the reason I’m leaving. I justify giving another man my telephone number, by telling myself, I’m not attracted to him and he’s a total stranger anyway.
“Kristen,” Rod yells for her to come down to finish unpacking the truck.
I look up at the stairs in response to her making so much noise while coming down. I’m observing her, and I realize she’s a mirror image of me.
Approaching the last step, she says, “Mom I can tell by the bags under your eyes, you’ve been crying and Dad looks like he’s lost his best friend. What’s really the matter?”
Unable to keep our secret any longer, I sit down towards the bottom of the steps, and with my hands, I motion for Kristen to come and sit beside me. “Sometimes when two people are married for so long they grow apart.”
She wait’s a few minutes longer for me to say more. But, I’m waiting for what I’ve said to sink in. I want her to repeat back to me what I‘ve said. She knows, I have problems communicating effectively when I’m stressed hopefully she’ll ask questions. I sense the long pause is making her uncomfortable but still I don’t say anything. Finally, she speaks. “What are you saying?”
“I’m saying, I’m moving away from your Dad, for a while, at least until I decide what I’m going to do.”
The tears are streaming down her face, and she says, “What will we do without you?”
“What do you mean what will we do without you? I’m still your mother, and besides you‘re leaving for Italy next week.”
“I know, poor Dad, what’s he going to do?” Kristen is hysterical who is going to cook for him, wash and iron his clothes? Mom, how could you? How selfish of you, do you have a boyfriend?”
“Kristen, young lady you’re talking to your mother, Don‘t you dare disrespect her. Do I make myself clear?”
“Yes, Daddy.” She runs up the stairs.
I walk towards Rod to be comforted by him. He hugs me, and holds me a few minutes as if I’m the love of his life.
He releases me, and walks out the front door to close the U-Haul. Afterwards, he says, “Stacey when you leave will I ever see you again?”
“Of course, you’ll see me again. We’ll have dinner together, I’ll cook for you at least once a week, and because I really don’t believe in divorce, I’ll make a vow to make love to you whenever you need me too, if you’ll make the same commitment to me. We’ll not commit adultery by sleeping with other people.”
“I’m in total agreement.”
“Don’t look at this as an ending but a new beginning.”
“It’s because of your optimistic attitude I fall in love with you over and over again.”, finally yielding he says, “Can we start now?”
He takes me by the hand and leads me upstairs to our bedroom. “I’m going to let the U-Haul go back, because I’m not going to move until Kristen leaves. I’ll enjoy the remainder of the time we have together.”
“Yes, that’s a good idea.”
In the bedroom, he undresses me, I return the favor.
Laying down, we hear Kristen in her bedroom sobbing uncontrollably.
“Let her get it out, and we’ll talk to her later.”
Chapter 6 New Beginning
Disturbed by the amount of clutter in my head, I’m unable to sleep. I awaken as if being tormented from a bad dream. My roaming eyes scan the room, to locate the VCR reads 5:30. I question my serenity and doubt my sanity. On my knees I say this prayer, “Dear God please help me. I’m tired of being scared. I always have to watch my back. I don’t remember the last time I slept through an entire night without having a bad dream. Will you please remove these flashbacks so I don’t have them anymore? I know through you all things are possible. Please help me Lord. Amen”
After the prayer, I feel nervous and anxious. I’ve never seen God directly answer my request. I fix a cup of tea to settle my nerves while talking to God. “Why can’t I do any better?” In my heart, I know Rod and Kristen deserve a more stable minded wife and mother. I wonder if God will permanently deliver me from these feelings of victimization. Where’s my faith? I hate the word victimization. Being a victim sounds too needy, because my womanhood is in limbo, stranded between neediness and independence. I’m reflecting over my life. How could I have been so deceptive? For twenty years, I’ve camouflaged fitting in wherever necessary. For the roles I’ve played I deserve the art of deception award. I wish I had something to numb my pain. I pinpoint the beginning of deception creating a timeline in my head. Memories of my sophomore year of college are the most prevalent. I had dated Rod for a year when I decided we should see other people. That was the year my insatiable quest for freedom left me longing for more. Hindsight is twenty-twenty. If I could erase those memories my life with Rod and Kristen would be normal. Defying all limits and setting my own boundaries, my sophomore year was when I danced and modeled lingerie. Originally, I became familiar with the industry as a confidant to a good friend. I saw the torment my friend endured while performing private parties for the men of Hinton Motor Company. The parties usually ended with Stephanie being so intoxicated and high that even the drugs and alcohol could not drain the feelings of self-degradation. Originally, I was only there to collect her money. But, when my needs increased the rules of the game changed. Irresponsibility mandated I dance for a few weeks to pay bills and buy food. Frivolously, I spent the semester’s allotment on partying and I needed money to pay my rent until the end of the term. Initially, I had only planned to dance a couple of weeks. Unfortunately, weeks turned into months and months into a lifetime of torment.
When the weekend binges demanded more money. We traveled to Bedford, Indiana so we could model lingerie for extra cash during the week when the bar was closed. So began a vicious cycle the more money I made the more I spent. My spending habits dictated my lifestyle.
Standing in the kitchen waiting for the water to boil for my tea, I catch a case of the ifs. If I would have quit as planned I would not have been raped. If I would not have been raped then the flashbacks would not have resurfaced.
With warm feelings and a smiling spirit I think about my friend Stephanie. I wonder how she is doing. Fifteen years have lapsed since we last spoke. Both of us trying to conceal the memories of our past. I married a minister, and Stephanie married a cop. The last time we spoke she was pregnant with her second child. I had driven to Muncie when her eldest child was a toddler. She was not happy. Stephanie had been through a lot. She watched her mother commit suicide. She thought her father and his new wife didn’t care about her. Stephanie struggled with drugs, depression and trying to pay her way through school. Needless to say she only lasted in college for a year. She never graduated and returned to Muncie in December. Stephanie was a person who would never find true happiness. In my opinion, she was born at a disadvantage. Sometimes life is unfair. Some people do not ask for what they get but they are expected to live productive lives as if…. everything is ok.
While dancing and modeling lingerie, I experimented with drugs like mushrooms and acid. I was sad when my friend returned home. The memory of this night lingers because we did a private party for the men at Hinton Motor Company. Stephanie was so drunk, high and depressed that she cried at the end of the show. The alcohol and drugs were not sufficient medicine to drain the self-degradation. Many of the probably married men left the party feeling guilty.
The wild party nights in Bloomington subjected me to a whole new lifestyle. I lived carefree and vicariously through others. I knew I didn‘t have to share all experiences with my friends. The drugs mandated my attitude adjustment. I’d always heard there’s a price for freedom but now I know. One carefree evening, I took a ride from one of the local drug dealer frat boys. This was one of the first nights I was raped. After the two men drove us to the cornfields and had their way with us in their car, they took us home. We never talked about that night. She was in the back seat and I was in the front so I’m not sure if she was also raped. It could have been worse they could have made us walk from the cornfield or killed us. We knew the one who raped me and that was not my last time seeing him. Once he returned us to our dorms I took a shower in the community bathroom.. This was one of the few nights I took a shower alone. Temporarily stripped of the fear of the unknown. My reason for being afraid was clearly defined. After this incident, I was sick for the week.
I was seeing Rod only as a friend so I never told him. Although Rod was not a pastor, he was not a partier either. We had not slept together because we wanted to make our wedding night special. We often spent the entire night away from one another talking on the telephone. He knew to give me my space when I was hanging out with the girls.
In the kitchen, I hear Rod coming down the stairs. He approaches me from behind. Seeing me cry he says, “What’s wrong honey?”
“I’m sorry I’ve hurt you and Kristen. Someday soon I’ll tell you everything.”
“Now is as good a time as any. We could solve the problem before you leave.”
“I wish there was another way but there isn’t.”
“We could go to counseling.”
“I’ve already planned for us to see a therapist.”
“How can we work on our marriage if we live in two separate houses?”
“We’ll still be married and spend time together.”
“Why waste the money?”
“Rod, please trust and respect me I have to do this for me.”
“You’re wrong there’s no me in we. We’re a couple.”
“A one sided relationship is not a healthy one.”
“This is why we said for better or worse in our vows. Running is never a solution for a problem. We said until death does us part and neither of us are dead or dying are you?”
“No, I’m not dying.”
“Let’s pray.” Rod takes my hand and we pray. After he’s finished I ask, “Would you like to drink some tea with me?”
“No, I’m not up to it. You tell me you’re leaving and then you want me to sit here and drink tea like everything’s ok.”
“Wait a minute honey, don’t do this.”
“Sit down. Rod, do you want me to pretend like I’m happy when I’m not? Maybe, there’s nothing better out there. But, don’t you think I should find out instead of spending the rest of my life with the regret of not knowing? “
“Do you know how many times I’ve been presented with the possibility of a better opportunity but instead I kept my commitment to my family?”
“I’m grateful you did, but I’m not you. It sounds like we could both benefit from this experience. I’m asking you keep an open mind?”
He sits down and I pour him a cup of tea.
“Who knows you might even find your supermodel.”
We both laugh.
Kristen says, “Mom have you changed your mind?”
“No, why?”
“I heard you all laughing, I thought everything was back to normal.”
She pours a cup of tea and joins our conversation.
“Mom, Dad when I was growing up I was happy to have both parents. A lot of my friends did not. I thought you would always be together but no matter what happens, I love both of you.”
“Thank you baby.” Her speech brings tears to my eyes and I hug her.
Chapter 7 Kristen Prepares for Italy
Like so many nights, I’m awakened by a lingering spirit. Accepting this as my wake up call, I yawn, stretch and rise to my feet. I peek over at Rod and notice him sleeping peacefully. I’m trying to be quiet while fumbling in the dark for my towel. Unable to see, I accidentally kick the night stand. “Ouch.” I yell but Rod doesn’t move. After I take my shower I gather the ingredients to prepare a special breakfast for Kristen. Omelets, pancakes, bacon, eggs and sausage. For the omelets, I take out green peppers, eggs and mushrooms. Kristen loves cheese in her omelets but we don’t have any. She won’t eat the omelet without it. I gaze out the kitchen window to see it still dark outside. There’s a full moon without a speckle of sunlight. The darkness paralyzes me. No way am I going out for cheese. We’ll skip the omelets. I attempt to encourage myself to go anyway through affirmations. I tell myself you’re ok now. When fear kicks in I anticipate what will happen next. Instead of leaving now, I wait until daylight. Despite my attempts to be quiet, I wake Rod.
“Are you leaving?”
“Yes, I’m going to get some cheese to make some omelets for breakfast. You know how Kristen is with her cheese. Do you need anything?”
“No, just be careful.”
I sit on the edge of the bed and Rod gives me my good morning kiss.
“Do we have time for a quickie?”
“No, maybe later.”
“Are you leaving today?” I notice the sadness in his eyes while he awaits my response.
“We’ll see how the day goes and what time Kristen leaves.”
“When I was sleeping, I had a dream about making love to you.”
“We will later.”
After noticing his look of sexual frustration, I slip out the door.
When I open the front door, the strong smell of bacon hits me in the face. Rod has started cooking.
“Thank you honey for starting to cook for me. Now, as soon as the omelets are ready we can eat.”
Upon leaving the kitchen Rod bumps into Kristen in the downstairs hallway. “Good morning sweetheart, how does it feel to be an adult?”
“It feels the same. But no matter how old I get, you’ll always be my Daddy.”
“No matter how many babies you have, you’ll always be my baby.”
Rod brushes past Kristen and hurries upstairs. Once he reaches the top, Kristen says, “Daddy, are you ok?”
“No, baby I’m not but this is nothing God and I can’t handle.”
“I know Daddy. This is why I love you so much.”
I feel Kristen’s sadness. She loves her mother but she has always been a “Daddy’s Girl.” No matter what happens, she’ll always have a special bond with her Daddy. Upstairs, Rod closes the bathroom door.
“Good morning Mother.” Kristen has never been a morning person and is still dressed in her pajamas.
“Good morning darlin, how’d you sleep last night?”
“As well as can be expected considering.”
“Considering what?”
“Never mind.”
“Ok sweetheart, I know this isn’t easy but if you need to talk, we’re both here for you.”
“Thanks Mom. I love you.”
She kisses me on the head and says, “What smells good?”
“Your favorite breakfast foods, as soon as your Dad comes down, we can eat.”
I’m about to yell for Rod when I notice his shadow peering around the corner. Again he looks like he’s been crying.
Rod sits down and says Grace, “Dear heavenly father thank you for the food we’re about to receive. May it be used for the nourishment of our bodies? Lord Jesus I come to you asking if you will keep my baby girl safe on her journey into the world. Please keep her safe overseas. Allow her plane to land safely in Italy. Please help her to remember the values we’ve taught her? Also please help my wife to make right decisions for this family. Help her to realize there’s no I in we. Thank you in advance. “Amen.” We say in unison.
The sound of the forks hitting the plates pervade the room. The air in the room is stuffy. Kristen engages in small talk. Rod’s broken spirit is overtaken mine so I don’t feel like talking either. So many women would die to be in my shoes.
Kristen speaks, “I heard the dollar is worth more in Italy than it is here.”
Rod responds with an, “I’m not sure.”
I say, “Honey, you should have gone to the library to do some research. I hope you find out soon or you’ll get ripped off.”
“I know Mom but with finals, and finding the time to say goodbye to my friends, I didn’t have time to do anything else. “
Kristen looks at her father and says, “Daddy please?”
Rod says, “Daddy please what?”
“Will you please research the value of the dollar in Italy?”
“Sure, I’ll go to the library in the next few days and I’ll get back with you. If you haven’t heard from me in three days, call me.” Kristen kisses him on the cheek and says to me, “Thanks for breakfast. I better get ready or I’m gonna miss my plane.”
I say, “You’ve barely eaten anything and your plane doesn’t leave for another four hours.”
“I know but I have a lot to do. Dewayne is riding to the airport with us.”
Before I can speak, Kristen rushes upstairs.
I pour myself another glass of orange juice. Rod appears lost in his emotions. I say to him, “Honey I think we should go out to dinner to celebrate new beginnings. What are your thoughts?”
I wait a few minutes and when there’s no response to get his attention I say, “Earth to Rod.”
“Yes dear.”
‘I’m talking to you. I said we could go out to dinner to celebrate new beginnings for us and Kristen.”
“Sure, whatever makes you happy?” Nothing will ever make me happy.
I clear the table and wash the dishes. Rod runs his food down the garbage disposal. He didn’t eat much either. After he helps me clean the kitchen, he takes a shower upstairs. In the family room I play a Kenny G CD while relaxing in Rod’s recliner. I’m gonna miss this house. Rod has been a blessing and I’ll never be able to afford our lifestyle. I take a nap and lie across the couch.
Chapter 8 Kristen Leaves for Italy
“Mom, mom wake up.” Kristen’s tugging on my shoulder. “It’s time to catch my plane.”
“Wow, how long was I out?” The clock on the bookshelf reads 2:00. “Its 2:00 your plane doesn’t leave until 3:30.”
“Airport staff said we should arrive two hours early.”
“You’re already late so maybe you shouldn’t go.”
“Mom, let’s go.”
“Rod, I’m here honey.” I yell out to assure him I’m ready.
I put on my shoes and run upstairs to grab my purse and cell phone from the charger. I have a missed call from an unrecognizable number. I dial the number and a man answers. “Hello.” It’s Stanley. I didn’t give him my number. How’d he get it? Possibly the phone list at work. The phone rings back. I can’t talk now so I turn off the ringer. Excited and eager for a new adventure this call makes me feel like a school girl in heat. I yell out to verify I’m in the house alone, “Kristen, Rod.” Hearing my voice bounce off the walls confirms I’m alone. I run out the front door. Dewayne startles me when he sticks his head out the window and says, “Hello Mrs. Jones.”
“Hello Dewayne, how are you doing?”
“I’m awight, how are you?”
“I’ve seen better days.”
“Tell me about it.” He says and we both chuckle. I wonder if they’ve slept together. We’ve told her to wait until she’s married but I don’t know if that’s a realistic expectation in today’s society.
Rod says, “I’m gonna take 70 West because I don’t think Kristen will forgive me if she misses her plane.”
The ride to the airport is silent. We’re all sitting on the edge of our seats hoping he makes it in time. Rod finally speaks, “Made it with fifteen minutes to spare.”
“Daddy, will you and Dewayne grab my bags?”
“Sure baby.”
Rod says to me, “You park the car and we’ll see her off.”
“I wanna see her plane leave.”
“I know you do, but we have to carry her luggage. Kristen needs to run ahead, if we wait for you she’ll miss her plane. Let us out here and you park the car. Come in after you find a space.”
Kristen meets me on the driver’s side. “Here Mom just in case.” She leans in the window to hug and kiss me. “Remember everything we taught you, be careful and I’ll see you in a few months. Call us when you land.”
“Okay Mom. I love you with my whole heart.”
“Bye darling. You know you’re my favorite girl and I love you more than anything in this world. Please be careful, make wise decisions and stay away from strange men.”
“Bye Mom.”
“See you later baby.”
We both pretend like we’re not crying. She runs for her plane. I watch until I can no longer see her petite frame. Once she’s out of sight, I drive around the airport parking lot to find a space. Here’s one close to the entrance. This space is a gift from God because he knows I need to see her leave. Out of the car, I sprint to the terminal. I can’t remember the gate number. Stress causes memory lapses. I approach the counter to ask a customer service rep. “Excuse me mam.” She pretends not to hear. I step closer and speak louder, “Excuse me mam.” This time she responds with, “The end of the line is down there.”
“Yes I know but I need to know, “Where is the plane boarding for Italy?” Still she ignores my request. An elderly gentleman at the front of the line says, “Gate 7 Naylor Airlines. They’re boarding gate 7. That’s the flight I’m supposed to take but these people are moving so slowly, I’m not gonna make it.”
“Thank you sir.” I run through the airport like a demon on wheels. Boy am I glad I’m in shape. While I’m gloating in my glory an announcement comes over the intercom, “Gate 7 Naylor Airlines is now boarding for Italy but there will be a twenty- minute delay.”
Thank God for miracles. At the gate, I see Kristen, Rod and Dewayne. Kristen says, “My mother’s a track star. I knew you’d run through hot water for me.”
“You better believe it. I’m always a phone call away.”
“Ok Mom.” She gives me a hug and hesitantly walks towards her father. They’re both crying. She says to him, “Dad I don’t have to leave today. I can wait for a better time. My ticket has a 30 day refundable policy.”
“No sweetheart. Your mother and I will work this out. Don’t lose one night’s sleep.”
“Daddy you’re the best man in the world and I’m blessed to have you as my father.”
Rod grabs Kristen and hugs her. After he releases her, she walks to Dewayne. She hugs Dewayne and kisses him in the mouth. Rod and I exchange glances of shock but neither of us says anything. You’d think she’d take him with her. The three of us watch in stillness as she boards her plane. Before she steps on, she waves one last time. This is our clue to leave.
Chapter 9 The Drive Home
Energetic and enthused I say to Rod and Dewayne, “Last one to the car is a rotten egg.” Rod slows down so I can win. Without warning, Dewayne approaches from behind passing us both and yelling, “I win.”
“Are you hungry Dewayne?”
“Yes, a little bit.”
“You wanna go to dinner with us?”
“Sure Pastor Jones, I need to talk to you anyway.”
I ask Rod, “What are you in the mood to eat?”
“I was hoping you’d make a suggestion.”
I say to Dewayne, “Any ideas?”
“Red Lobster has a special on crab legs.”
“Sounds good to me, how about you Rod?”
“Fine. Do you want to go to the one closest to our house?”
“Yes. That one’s my favorite.”
I spend the next few minutes making small talk with Dewayne. He seems hurt by Kristen’s leaving. At the restaurant I say to the hostess, “Three please for non-smoking.”
We sit in a cozy booth in the back. Once seated, Dewayne speaks, “Pastor Jones, I’m in love with Kristen and I want to marry her.”
“Does Kristen know this?” Rod says.
“I’m not sure.”
“Did you tell her?”
“Kind of sorta.”
“What do you mean kind of sorta? Either you told her or you didn’t.”
‘I told her I love her and want to spend more time with her.”
I interject, “And her response?”
‘She said if I feel the same when she returns we’ll spend more time together since she’s out of school.” He’s looking over the menu.
“Wow.” Rod says. We know Kristen would’ve told us if she understood. “Kristen didn’t understand what you were saying. Son, my advice to you is to tell her how you feel. Be clear or she won’t comprehend. I’m not sure if you should tell her over the telephone or wait until she returns. That’s your call.”
“Okay, Reverend Jones, so what do you think?”
Rod will never think anyone is good enough for his baby. I respond with, “We want Kristen to be happy and we’ll support her decision.” The waitress approaches to take our orders. We order the all you can eat crab legs, with tea and salad. After Rod drops Dewayne off he says to me. “What are your plans for the evening?” I want the night to be really special. “We can spend the night together and I’ll get the U-Haul in the morning. Will you stop at the Victoria Secret around the corner?”
“Sure.”
“Please give me 15 minutes.” I say in the parking lot.
“Not a problem.”
I‘m finished in five minutes. I buy a pink teddy with stockings and a garter. This outfit is going to drive Rod wild. Everything’s on sale. The best $75 I’ve spent in a while.
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