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As Nyree drove she began thinking that she did not have much to say to Malachi. He had called several times during his voyage requesting that she send money via the currency exchange. During the fourth month of his voyage suddenly his checks were not being directly deposited in their joint checking account per his request. When Nyree questioned him about this, he pretended not to be concerned. | “So what you are telling me is that you’re working every day but not being paid? You’re very calm about that. Friday has one time to come around and I don’t have a paycheck and all hell is going to break out. Somebody would have to cut me a check right then and there. I don’t want to hear we got to call so and so, or we don’t have it now, but wait till Monday. I wouldn’t care if they had to perform a magic trick and pull my money out of their asses so long as I got my money.  I ain’t never heard of any mess like this,” Nyree vented.
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LOVE OF MY LIFE

SHE NEVER FORGOT, SHE NEVER FORGAVE

ACKNOWLEDGEMENTS

To anyone who has ever been through something ... God is able.

“With men this is impossible; but with God all things are possible.” Matthew 19:26

ONE

SIX MONTHS AGO

April 1995

“Biggie, give me one more,” Nyree Shaw sang totally off key as she swerved  her foreign vehicle into the parking lot of the church. “Damn,” she mumbled as she turned down the music, and shoved the remains of her fish dinner from Gowdy’s II Restaurant down her throat. She wished she would cook fish as well as Gowdy’s.  Perhaps it was a blessing that she couldn’t – if she could cook she would probably be as big as a house. After licking Gowdy’s signature sauce off her fingers, she commented, “Lord, you really must be looking out for me because I almost just hit Pastor Anderson’s Lincoln. I don’t know how I didn’t. I need to turn this loud rap music down. Lord, forgive me for cursing on the church grounds. ” Nyree shook her head in disgust as she pressed the down arrow for volume on her remote control. 

If there was one thing that she could say about Pastor Anderson, it was that he kept a sharp car. When his wife was alive, she drove a nice vehicle as well. Part of her felt guilty for playing secular music so loudly in front of the church. What had she been thinking about? The fact of the matter was that she had not been thinking. She was too excited and stressed to think rationally. Two days from now she was going to be doing something that she said that she would never ever ever do- get married.  

A part of Nyree felt a rush of satisfaction blasting that song; it was like she finally did something bold. People were always calling her "Miss Goody-Goody," and honestly, it got old. No, it was stale. One of these days, she was going to stop playing it safe, take some risks, and today felt like as good a day as any to start. Maybe, cranking rap music in a church parking lot might’ve been a bit over the top, but hey, you’ve got to start somewhere, right?

She used to think she was being risky with Malachi Chandler, but these days she was convinced she had him locked down. It wasn’t always that way, though. She’d had serious doubts about him. Especially that day in August, lying on the beach in Jacksonville, when he casually dropped, “I think I killed somebody.”

Wait, what? Nyree’s mind screeched to a halt. “What do you mean, you think you killed someone?” she pressed, her stomach doing flips. In her mind, you either did or you didn’t. Simple.

Malachi just shrugged, like it wasn’t that serious. “I was reppin’ my set. Somebody disrespected me, so I went to my boy’s car, grabbed a gat, and handled it.” His voice was so matter-of-fact it sent chills down her spine.

Nyree had heard enough stories about gang life to know it was messy, but this? This felt too real, too close. Suddenly, the man she thought she had figured out became a puzzle she wasn’t sure she wanted to solve anymore.

“When are we going to come together and unite for a common cause?” Nyree questioned.

“Here you go with the Black history lectures, again. I don’t need to hear it today. I know it by heart. You want me to recite it for you? You know what your problem is, Nyree? You’re stuck up and think you’re better than everyone else!” Malachi was yelling now.  

It was as if he knew he could easily redirect the attention of other people on the beach to take notice of him and Nyree. 

“Well, I guess I am stuck up if I think it’s wrong to take a human life over some colors, stars, and numbers!” Nyree shouted back, not caring who was looking at them. Malachi huffed in frustration.  He knew he wasn’t getting through to her. 

“Nyree, you just don’t get it.  You’ve always had both of your parents around. You don’t know what it’s like to come home and your moms is not there because she is working two jobs, and the only recollection you have of your dad was at your third birthday party. You don’t know what it's like to be at Dunes Bowling Alley and wonder if the guy a couple of lanes down is your dad,” he sighed as he recalled the times he had gone there as a kid. The first thing he would do when he ran through the door was to play one of the arcade games. Then he would go to the counter and see what lanes were available before obtaining his rental shoes. He continued his statement, 

“...Or the skating rink as a kid and see a guy who looks like he could be your father, but you don’t know for sure because it has been years since you have last seen him. You have no idea what it is like to have to lie to the kids in your class about what your dad does for a living. How about even knowing small things about your dad?  Like what’s his favorite color, or favorite food.  Do you know how envious I used to feel when kids would say, ‘I hope my dad doesn’t show up here wearing such and such,’ because I would be embarrassed. Then there I was, wishing my dad would show up at school in a pair of drawers and flip-flops. Yeah, I might be embarrassed, but at least my dad’s coming to the school to check on me. That would show that we had some type of relationship, some connection. You don’t know how it feels to have your moms bring this cool guy around and to hope that she will marry him so you can have a dad. Then just when you start to get used to him... Bam! He’s gone out of your life and then some new ‘Joe’ comes around to replace him. That’s why I got in a gang, Nyree; for the family feeling and stability. Well, as much stability as you can have until one of your homies gets smoked or something. Don’t judge me until you have walked a mile in my shoes. Everybody didn’t have it as good as you did,” Malachi told Nyree.  

Nyree had no idea that Malachi’s childhood had been that bad. But she for sure  was not going to apologize for her childhood. The intensity in his eyes was something she had never seen before. Although he was looking in her direction he was not looking at her; and for that she was glad because she was uncertain of the expression on her face. She did not want to come across as uncaring and on the other hand she did not want to come across as an emotional basket case.  Staring at the crashing waves and listening to the swoosh of the water, Nyree found herself silently thanking God that Malachi’s childhood had not been her own.

There had been times when she felt her parents had been too hard on her and even unfair.  Once she had gone into the bathroom and ran the water in the shower and yelled, “I hate y'all. I wish I had different parents!”  Now she was  thankful that she did not always get her wish?  What if her wish had been granted and she had gotten Malachi’s parents?  

She almost wanted to tell him about her dad’s tough beginnings, to show him she got it. But then she stopped herself. It would sound like one of those, “Oh, you think your life was hard? Let me tell you about mine” conversations, and she hated when people did that to her. It felt so dismissive, like they were competing for the worst sob story instead of just listening.

So, instead, she bit her tongue, keeping her thoughts to herself.  

Two days before my wedding, I’m a hot mess. Now where did that zit even come from? Stress will cause all kinds of mess to come out. I don’t need a big blackhead on my cheek. In less than forty-eight hours I will be saying two little words that have the potential to turn my world upside down.’  

Most little girls dreamed of - marrying the man of her dreams. But at this moment, Nyree Shaw felt the weight of the world was on her shoulders. There were not enough hours in the day to complete all the tasks that needed to be done.

“Where is he? I told him to be here at five-thirty,” Nyree asked herself, hoping that he would pull into the parking lot in his mother’s Buick Regal. ‘It is five-thirty’, Nyree found herself thinking.  After rustling through mounds of paper in her Coach handbag, she finally found her cellular phone and attempted to reach Malachi Chandler at his mother’s home. The phone rang six times before the voicemail picked up. ‘I know this fool didn’t forget about our appointment for marriage counseling with Pastor Anderson tonight?’  

“I can’t go in here alone,” Nyree shouted as she threw her cell phone at the window. “I’ll look like a fool.” This was going to be the first—and most likely the only—counseling session, given Malachi had just rolled back into town a week ago. With him stationed at the naval base in Mayport, Florida, their marriage counseling had been practically impossible to schedule. But here she was, about to face Pastor Anderson solo. Nyree checked her Movado timepiece—5:45.

She slammed the car door harder than necessary, trying to mentally prepare herself for whatever was about to go down

The walk from her car to the church door was barely ten feet, but it felt like a damn marathon. The hawk as she likes to refer to the wind was ruthless, smacking her, pushing her back, even whipping her hair into her face like it had a vendetta. I’m not gonna cry, she told herself. I want to cry so bad, but I’m not doing it. I got this. Despite the myriad of emotions raging inside her, she forced herself to hold her head high as she stepped through the church doors and headed upstairs to Pastor Anderson’s study.

This is so embarrassing, she thought, fighting to tame her wild hair. I probably look like a damn peacock right now. She tried to fix her hair but didn’t have a mirror, so she wasn’t sure if she was fixing it or making it worse. She knocked on the door, then again. Nothing. Relief washed over her. Maybe this saves me from total humiliation. But just as she spun on her heel  to leave, she heard that familiar voice.

"Come on in, Sister Shaw."

Damn. She was really hoping he wouldn’t be here. But of course he was. Pastor Anderson was nearly 80, but he was one of the most reliable people she knew. If he said he’d do something, you could bet he’d show up every time. He’d even come to check on her at the hospital after a minor fender bender with a cop last year, despite her insistence she was fine. Baby delivered? Pastor’s there. Death in the family? He’s already by your side. Crisis of any kind? Pastor Anderson was front and center. Why she thought today would be any different was beyond her.

The counseling session barely lasted ten minutes. Malachi never showed. How unoriginal. 

On the 30-minute drive home, Nyree’s anger boiled over, and she cursed him under her breath the entire way. Every mile, every red light, every beat of silence—her resentment grew. How did I get here?

“Kyle, can you believe that douche bag stood me up for counseling? No one has ever stood me up. I can’t believe he didn’t show up for counseling,” Nyree yelled into her cell phone as she drove home. 

“Well, if you marry him then just know that he is going to be irresponsible. You might not want to hear this but he’s not the one for you,” Kyle warned her.

Nyree barely registered Kyle’s voice in the background. I’m not letting in any negative energy, she told herself. The session with Pastor Anderson had left her with a question that gnawed at her: Do you love him? That simple question should’ve been easy to answer, especially with her wedding just two days away. But now, it was lingering, making her doubt. Malachi was smooth, knew all the right words, made her feel like royalty. But love? That was a whole different level. Sure, he was unlike any man she’d ever been with. Why was that word “love” tripping her up?

Malachi was all about the small, intimate gestures. He’d come over, run her a hot bubble bath, and then gently bathe her. His hands? Soft and deliberate, like he knew exactly how to touch her to make her melt. And the candles—he loved setting the mood. He’d buy the scented ones that you could massage into your skin from nicolebradleycandles.com. Malachi would  light them all over her place, turning her apartment into a sensual oasis.
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One Sweetest Day, when he was "low on funds" as he liked to say, he’d picked up steaks and potatoes from the grocery store and whipped up dinner for her. When Nyree told her friend Sasha Sinclair about it, expecting her to swoon over the romantic effort, Sasha wasn’t impressed.

"Girl, you act like he really did something," Sasha had said, her tone dripping with sarcasm.

Nyree’s eyebrow shot up. "Excuse me?"

"You’re excused. Let me keep it real with you," Sasha continued, relentless. "Aris and Antoine claim they’re your friends, but they don’t want to hurt your feelings. So they’re staying quiet. But, girl, we all think Malachi is a straight-up bum. You’re hyping up this man for using your pots, pans, and gas to cook you dinner? Like, okay, he bought the food, but that’s bare minimum. No job, no money, no future plans. Do you hear me?"

Sasha’s words hit like a slap. Nyree felt herself shrink, like a tiny speck on a page. Sasha had a special talent for raining on someone’s parade, and her signature line, Do you hear me? always added that final sting to Nyree’s already battered confidence. But here’s the thing—Malachi was different.

When he spent the night, he’d wake up early, clean her place, and serve her breakfast in bed. Not just any breakfast either—he’d make her Mickey Mouse pancakes with Alaga syrup, her favorite. And when she was stressed, he’d massage her feet, his strong hands kneading away her tension. He gave the best pedicures and, to top it off, could perm her hair better than any stylist. Some might call it a little too soft, too feminine, but there was nothing soft about Malachi when it came to the things that mattered.

Those moments—the tender touches, the care he poured into making her feel special—were exactly why she wanted to be Mrs. Chandler. To be committed to him, flaws and all, until death do them part.

Still trying to recall if she had enough data to justify wanting to marry him. Her mind kept bringing memories to the forefront. What about the first time she had agreed to see him? That brought a smile to her face. She even laughed. They had met a year before he came to her apartment. Her sorority sister insisted she attend a fish fry. She remembered the day vividly. “I really don’t want to go to the fish fry,” Nyree had stated.  

“Oh, Girl, come on.  It’ll be fun.  I promise. You might meet somebody,” Aris said in her most convincing voice.  

Nyree knew where this conversation was going. If she knew Aris, she knew that Aris was up to something.  “I’m not interested in meeting anyone. In case you have not been listening to me, I like being single, unattached.”  

Aris was not taking ‘no’ for an answer. “Okay, Girl, whatever.  I’ll pick you up in about an hour.”  She hung up before Nyree could protest.  

Aris had introduced Nyree to Malachi. The two had a couple of good laughs, but Nyree was not interested in him. He was not her type. She was not sure what it was about him that she did not like, but she knew that he was not the one for her. There was nothing about him that screamed, “He’s the one,” or better yet whispered that he could be the one. The gold around his neck, the oversized diamond stud in his right ear, the name-brand clothing, and his fresh, new Michael Jordan gym shoes made her do a double-take. He looked as if he had just stepped out of Mocha Apparel which was located at Eleventh Avenue and Broadway. Malachi looked like he was trying very hard to impress someone and with all her money she was not easily impressed. However, she had to give him credit for shopping at Mocha Apparel. “Simple goes a long way,” she had heard someone say before. She was not sure if she would say that was her philosophy, but found it to be applicable in this instance, he had overdone it. He was doing too much. She couldn’t quite put her finger on it, but something about his appearance was overdone. Maybe it was all of the jewelry. 

Someone had given Malachi her telephone number; and if she were a betting woman, she would say, without a doubt, that it was Aris. Without fail every time she was home from school for a break he would call her without fail. Each time he called she would make an excuse about why she could not see him. When she moved into her townhome he managed to get her phone number from her mother.   Ordinarily, that would not have been an easy feat. Nyree imagined her mother had given the telephone number to Malachi for spiteful reasons.  Nyree figured that this was Margo Shaw’s way of letting Nyree know that even though Nyree was grown Margo was still the mother and always got the last word, as they had been at each other’s throats earlier in the day. Her father had commented that the reason that they did not get along with one another was because they were too much alike. Nyree had given her dad the evil eye when he said that she refused to believe that she was anything like her overbearing mother.

Reminiscing about the conversation that she and Malachi had that day, she had to chuckle.  

“My car is sick. I want to see you, but it’s not running. None of my boys are home. I can catch the bus to your place,” he suggested. 

“Hold on a second,” Nyree said while pressing the mute button on the telephone and holding onto the counter in her kitchen so that she would not fall over from laughter. After regaining her composure, she returned to the line and said in her most serious voice, “Brother, are you serious?” 

He was serious and told her that he would do anything to be in her presence. If that meant catching the bus and walking half a block to see her, then that’s what he would have to do. Nyree hadn’t taken him seriously when he said it. Dudes are always trying to run game and be impressive. That’s what she had chalked Malachi’s spiel up to. When she heard the doorbell ring, she got up slowly as she clutched a piece of tissue,  and walked to the front door. 

“Hey,” Nyree greeted Malachi with a folded tissue up to her nose, red- and -black bandana on her head and an Indiana University gray –and- red sweat suit. She tried to read his facial expression to see if he was turned off by what he saw. It was his great idea to come to her place and since she was both sick with a cold and bored, she had no intentions of trying to comb her hair or put on any make-up to try to impress him.  

He smiled and said, “Hi,” as he made his way to the living room area. He was dressed neatly. His clothes hung off him just right. She could tell that they had come from Mocha Apparel. She wondered if the store had ever considered him as being their poster boy. He exuded such confidence. He walked with all the confidence in the world and he smelled so good. Nyree was hating herself for paying so much attention to him. When she took his coat to hang it up, she noticed that he was thinner than she remembered. His goose- down Carolina jacket made him appear to be larger than he was. If only she could remove a layer of clothing and look thinner. She wished that was her problem.  Her issue was that she liked to eat. Food provided her comfort. She celebrated milestones and accomplishments by going out to dinner. To tell the truth, when she was in any type of emotional crisis, happy or sad, she picked up a fork and put food in her mouth. Some people were addicted to drugs, nicotine, and other vices. She had an unhealthy obsession with food, and it was reflected in what she called her yo-yo weight. ‘I hope he ain’t on that shit– that crack, or what if he has a disease, no I’m not going to even go there with it. He is awfully skinny and that’s the truth. Grandma Lula could fatten him up. I’m tripping.  It’s not like he’s going to be my man,’ she thought to herself.  “Well, come on in and make yourself comfortable,” she said with a sniff and a cough. “You have to excuse me; I have a little bit of a cold.”  

Malachi looked at her and asked, “Do you have some cold medicine?”  Nyree shook her head to indicate that she did not have any. “Well, what about some chicken noodle soup, some lemon juice and some garlic?”

Nyree raised her eyebrow because she was not sure why he was asking about the contents of her cupboard. “I have soup, lemon juice and garlic,” she responded.

“Good, if you show me to your bathroom I can wash my hands, and if you don’t mind I’ll make you some soup. You’ll most definitely feel better.”

“Are you serious?” Nyree questioned him because never in her entire life had a man other than her father and brother offered to take care of her when she was sick. This was a first, an unexpected first. A man other than her daddy taking care of her was something that she could get used to.  

Malachi flashed a smile and said, “Yeah,” while shrugging his shoulders to indicate that it was no big deal.

Nyree sat at the breakfast bar and watched Malachi go to work in the kitchen. He even served her. As she began to eat, he began questioning her about what type of cold medicine she used.  He grabbed his coat and announced, “I’ll be back in a minute.” Nyree smiled at the sight of him leaving all bundled up to brace the cold December night air. She did not know what he was up to, but he was certainly making her question what it was that she did not like about him. He was a brave soul to go out in that weather.  

Fifteen minutes later a very cold Malachi returned with a huge brown paper bag from Beach Pharmacy. It was filled with products that would ensure a speedy recovery.  

“Doctor Malachi is in the house,” his baritone voice announced, “I order you to lay here on the couch and let me take care of the rest.”

“Okay,” Nyree said, not sure if she should give this man free reign of her home, but how much damage could he do, she wondered. She was breaking one of her rules which was not to let a man have free reign of her house. 

Nyree knew that when men are allowed to wander about the house, they begin to snoop and ask questions. They become too comfortable, in her opinion, and she didn’t like that. When they started asking all those questions and snooping she was quick to remind them that she pays the bills at her residence and she does not have to answer any questions. The few men that she had allowed  to visit  her town home resented her bringing up the issue of paying bills. She surmised that they felt resentment because they could not afford to pay bills at her residence. If that was the case, then it only confirmed for her the reason why they had no business snooping around and asking questions such as “What is this?” “Where did you get this from?”  “Who is this guy in the picture?”

Malachi poured her medicine on a spoon and ordered her to open her mouth. Then he opened up a jar of Vicks Vapor Rub and rubbed it on her chest, which caused her to feel some feelings that she had not felt in a long time. She watched his facial expression and from what she could tell, touching her chest had not caused his expression to change. 

“Not trying to be funny or anything but I have to ask you a question,” Nyree began and continued without his approval. “Are you gay?”

Malachi rubbed his eyes with his forearm and asked, “What?”

“Are you gay? I don’t know how you can rub on my chest and not so much as crack a smile,” Nyree teased him.

“I’m a gentleman. I don’t take advantage of the sick but to answer your question I’m not gay. I like what I see,” he said with a smile.

“Why don’t you take a swallow of this? You’ll feel better,” Malachi told Nyree.

Nyree protested, “Are you serious? You want me to swallow some Vicks Vapor Rub?”  

Malachi looked puzzled at her protest. “Yeah, my grandma, when she was alive, used to make us swallow it all the time. It will knock the cold out of you.”

“Uh... I don’t think you’re supposed to eat it. I think you are supposed to apply it externally.  That’s why they call it vapor rub.”

“Naw, you can swallow it. I’m telling you when I was a kid we used to swallow it all the time and nothing bad ever happened to us.”

“I’m going to pass on it.”

“All right, suit yourself. Do you have a blanket that I can put over you?”

“It’s one in that closet over there.” She pointed and watched him walk to the hall closet and retrieve a red, black, and green plaid blanket. He draped it over her body ever so gently and they talked for hours like two old friends. Nyree was amazed at how comfortable she felt talking to him. When her eyes became heavy, she told him that she was sleepy and offered to drive him home.  

He told her that he could not allow her to drive as the medication had probably begun to take effect and he did not want her to get into an accident.  “I’ll call my brother and see if he will come and pick me up.” When he told Nyree he was unable to contact his brother he grabbed his coat and stated that he would walk home.  

“I can’t let you walk home. It’s a good thirty- minute drive from here to your house. You’ll catch your death if you walk home in this cold December weather. I’m going to get in my bed and you can sleep on the couch.”

“I’d rather sleep in the bed with you. I’ll keep my hands to myself,” Malachi said with a smile.

“Keep it up and your ass will be walking home,” Nyree said and tossed him a blanket and pillow. I can’t believe I’m doing this.  She broke another rule which was allowing a man to spend the night on the first date, in this case the first encounter because this could hardly be called a date. Nyree tried to convince herself that it was not really a rule violation since he was sleeping in the guest room and there was no intimacy going on. As sleep overpowered her she told herself this would not become a habit.  

Damn, am I lying to myself? Because for real, for real this is how it starts. Dude spends the night once. Then the next thing you know when you look up he has a shirt in your closet, a pair of sneakers in the hallway closet, deodorant and a razor in the medicine cabinet, and pants and underwear in what was once deemed a spare drawer. When you’re not paying attention, he’s asking you when are you going to buy some more of his favorite snacks. Next he’ll be scrolling through the caller ID as if he’s paying your Ameritech phone bill; and if he has the access code to your voicemail, he will try to check the messages. Nope. No, this is a one-time thing, Nyree promised herself. She liked flying solo and she did not need the drama that men brought with them when they entered your life. Her life was rather boring and drama-free and she had to admit that she rather liked it like that. 
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The drive from the church seemed like it took forever, even though she did sixty miles per hour the entire way home on the city streets of Gary. When she opened the door to her parents’ house, she threw her purse, which fell on her mother’s white sofa. If her mother had seen Nyree’s purse land on her sofa, she would have had a fit.  She would have asked Nyree, “What is your problem? Do you know how much it costs to have that white sofa cleaned?” Nyree would have snarled at her and told her mother to stop acting like a tightwad. 

“It’s Daddy’s money. He has enough to get the sofa cleaned every day of the year, if he wants to,” is what Nyree would have told her mother. Nyree hated when her mother asked her about money and if Nyree knew how much things cost. These conversations irritated Nyree.  

Her mother was always talking about the value of a dollar, but her mother spent money like it was going out of style. Her mother had gotten so out of control with her spending that her father had to give her mother a monthly allowance. “The nerve of him! It’s not like we don’t have it,” her mother had whined to Nyree about the allowance.  

Her father responded that they were wealthy because he made good investments and did not squander money.  

Nyree ran to the kitchen and snatched the cordless phone off the wall mount and placed it to her ear. The line was free. She hurriedly scrolled through the caller ID monitor to see if Malachi had attempted to call; he had not and this infuriated her even more.  ‘Sorry ass.  It’s over.  It is definitely over. There will be no wedding on Friday evening.  He can’t make it to marriage counseling- this is bad. This is very bad.  No telephone calls- no explanation- nothing. I’ve got to stop cussing. Well, it’s not really bad unless you say it, right?’  When the telephone rang her thoughts were interrupted.

“Nyree?  Hi, what’s wrong?” Malachi asked casually.

“What’s wrong? You did not show up for marriage counseling at five-thirty. It is seven-thirty! Where the hell have you been? You know what?  Forget it; I don’t even want to hear it.  There’s not going to be a WEDDING,” Nyree yelled and then regretted having done so. If her mother heard this, she would probably lose her mind and tell Nyree that she did not have fifteen thousand dollars to throw away. 

On the other hand, she imagined her mother saying, “Good. I never did like that no-good... Never mind that, we will just cancel the church and use the Dunes Pavilion to throw you an ‘I’m- glad -I -didn’t -marry -Malachi –party’.”

“Baby, baby, calm down. Listen, I’m sorry. My mother had me out running errands with her and we lost track of time.  I had no way to get in touch with you. You know you never keep your cell phone on.  I’m on my way over there,” Malachi made the bold justification and then, just as quickly, hung up the phone.  

His head was throbbing. He wanted to take two Tylenol, chase them with a shot of his favorite drink Hennessy, pass the hell out and wake up to a trouble-free life.  He was having a “Murphy’s Law” type of day. If anything could go wrong, it definitely did.  Like was this the day that karma showed up? He tried to remember what class in high school talked about probability. It didn’t matter because he hadn’t been paying attention.But... what was the probability of a man cheating on his fiancée with two different women? What were the odds of those two women who, by the way, don’t know each other, calling him on the same day and informing him that they were pregnant with his child? Then to add fuel to the fire, his fiancée called the wedding off two days before the wedding because he did not make it to counseling. Life was definitely life-ing. It was beating the hell out of him. If he were keeping score it would be: Life:5, Malachi:-5. Yeah, life was showing out.
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TWO
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Ninety Minutes Ago

Malachi and his cousin Frank sat on the couch while playing a video game in the game room of Frank’s house. He is slacking off. I wonder why he is not as competitive as usual, Frank found 

himself thinking. “Hey, man, what’s up with you? Are you excited about the wedding?” 

Clearly deliberating in thought, Malachi shrugged his shoulders and responded, “Man, same ole same ole. I’m just ready for this thang to be over.” 

This certainly was not the answer that Frank was expecting to hear from a man who was about to embark on a lifelong commitment. He remembered how anxious and happy he was when he married Lynn. That had been three years ago and the joy was still there. He would smile just at the mentioning of her name. That enthusiasm was missing from Malachi and that worried him. “Dude, you look different- stressed- is everything all right? Tell me you’re not having second thoughts.”  

Malachi let out a sigh and fixed his eyes on the portrait of Frank and Lynn on the wall. He envied his cousin, he had a beautiful wife, home and everything seemed to be going well for him.  Frank used to be “Mr. Playa Playa” but when he met Lynn he settled down and turned his life around for the better. Frank was even going to church regularly. He said that he was saved and had found Jesus. Malachi often marveled at how Frank had changed his life. Frank had been in a gang in junior high school and most of high school. Frank was the person who had given Malachi his first joint. He even gave Malachi lessons on how to roll a joint and how to smoke it.  Frank had taught Malachi how to steal from the local corner store without getting caught; and when they were short on money they would take the stolen merchandise and sell it to classmates at school or kids in the neighborhood. Malachi watched to see if he would catch Frank slipping back into his worldly ways. Secretly, Malachi hoped that he would be able to catch Frank doing something wrong so that he could shout to the world, “See, Frank is just like me. He ain't all of that. Trying to be holy and walking around doing the same stuff I’m doing,” but he never caught Frank doing anything wrong. It bothered him that Frank went from being on the bottom rung of the ladder and was now on top with everyone giving him kudos, while Malachi received nothing.  Although he waited and watched, Malachi could honestly say that he never caught Frank reverting to his old lifestyle. Malachi wondered if he would ever make a transformation like Frank did. In his heart he wanted to be the type of man that Frank was, but he was too engulfed in his flesh and found it difficult to let the fast life go. 

By all accounts Malachi was what you would call a lucky man. He had snagged a rich, beautiful college graduate. Nyree, as the old people would say, “came from money” but she never made a big deal about it. Not once had she asked how Malachi intended to keep her living in the manner in which she was accustomed to living. Nyree worked hard at a job where she didn’t have to work. She said she wanted to make it on her own and not use her family’s name.  Malachi had chuckled at that statement. He was different from her. Once he remarked, “If my last name had been Shaw, I would be right there in the company boardroom running things.”  Nyree was different. Perhaps that is what had drawn him to her in the first place- she was different from any woman he had ever known. All of the women he knew were out there trying to get something for nothing and trying to see what man was going to take care of them financially. Sometimes he felt that Nyree was too good to be true and that he was not good enough for her. 

“Man, I don’t know. Did you ever cheat on Lynn- I mean, before you got married?” Floored by the question, Frank responded, “No.  Lynn was - and is - my heart. The day I met her I knew she was the one and that I wanted to be with her for life. Never had a need or a want to cheat.”  Who in their right mind would want to cheat on Nyree? Frank thought. He was really hoping that this was a random question and that a confession was not going to follow.  Malachi listened intently to Frank and shook his head in agreement, when his cell phone began to ring. Malachi’s heart started beating rapidly when he looked at his phone. The number belonged to this chick named Terri that he had broken off with about a month ago. “Wait a minute. Let me take this call. Hello. Yeah.  Um-humph.  Whatever. I told you it ain’t mine. Do not call me with this crap anymore. Yeah, I’m still getting married, why?  Bye...” 

After hanging up he turned to his cousin and said, “Frank, man, I got myself in an ill situation. I had been messing with this girl and she called me last week saying that she needed to talk to me. I told her no, we could not talk because that’s how she likes to lure you into doing something. You know what I mean?  I decided to be real with her. So, I tell her that I’m getting married to Nyree. She turns around and tells me that she is three months pregnant and it’s mine. Bad thing about it is it could be, but my boy Stevenson got up with her a couple of times so it might not be mine, but right now I’m her target. She’s in the Navy too but not on my ship. Anyways, she’s threatening to have her ship’s chief talk to my ship’s chief and to have me take a blood test and consequently pay child support. I don’t know if she’s just pulling my leg or if this is something that can be really done. All I know is that I love Nyree and I can’t lose her over no bullshit, over some chick that don’t mean anything to me.” Frank gently patted Malachi on the back and encouraged him to talk to Nyree about the situation. 

“You can’t start a marriage off based on a lie. Dude, it’s six o’clock. What is she going to say about you not going to counseling?” Frank wanted to say more, but decided against it as he had been the one to cause a minor riff in the couple’s relationship when they first started dating.  Frank had accidentally slipped up and mentioned that he and Malachi had gone to a card party given by Shonta who was Malachi’s ex-girlfriend one night. It just so happened that the night they went to the card party Malachi had feigned having the flu. Malachi told Nyree that he was not feeling well and was going to bed early that night. When Nyree heard that Malachi had lied about being sick, Frank wished that he had a magic wand
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