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JERILYN

CHAPTER 1

I needed to land this job. I smoothed out my secondhand designer suit and adjusted the safety pin holding the waistline together. The button was hanging from a thread at the time of purchase, much like I was. I just never got around to fixing it.

My eleven-year-old son, DeMarcus, was off his meds again, so he was running around the house wound up like an out-of-control spinning top, pickin’ at his little sisters who had a different daddy than him.

DeMarcus’ daddy didn’t believe in ADHD. He said DeMarcus didn’t have nothin’ a good butt whuppin’ couldn’t cure. So as usual, I was left with the side effects after his once-a-month, weeklong court ordered visitation with his father, his live-in girlfriend, and her two delinquent teenagers.

My two younger children, fraternal twins, dove into their pop-up tent. They knew he wouldn’t follow them in there. His fear of tight spaces kept them safe. He stomped his feet at their disappearance and started turning around in a circle.

Last time, he spun himself nauseous and threw up on my used, brand new sofa.

I approached him gingerly. Yelling and screaming at him only escalated the problem. I gently stopped him. “DeMarcus, please don’t do this.”

He snatched away from me, like how dare I touch him, and he addressed me like he was in charge. “Jerilyn, you see I’m spinnin’!”

His flagrant lack of disrespect stunned me, but I was walking a thin line and had to weigh my words and put my foot down at the same time.

“Please don’t call me that. I’m your mother and you gonna respect me.”

He kept spinning, singing “La, la, la” trying to drown me out.

I was mentally and physically beat. I didn’t know how much longer I’d be able to handle him off his meds. He was stocky and growing every day; we already met eye-to-eye at five-foot-five.

I often wondered if this was a ploy by his father, Antoine, to eventually gain full custody of him, knowing that one day DeMarcus would go bonkers and there wouldn’t be anything I could do about it. Just another battle for me in my long list of trials and tribulations.

Of course, he would then be able to claim DeMarcus for social services. It was all about him getting that paper.

I approached DeMarcus. “I have something for you.” I placed the pills and a glass of water in DeMarcus’ hands. He threw the pills to the ground and shoved the water back at me.

“My daddy says I don’t need that stuff. It’s poison.” When he was like this, I’d learned to give him water, along with other light-colored drinks in a paper cup so the damage to the floor, sometimes the wall, was minimal. I had cleaned the carpet until it was raw from his rants and ended up ripping it up in spots. Probably will cost me my security deposit in the long run. I picked up the pills and trashed them.

Now he was flying like an airplane, arms outstretched wide like eagle’s wings. I repeated the process, holding a tight grip on my internal fury, because I wanted to scream.

“Please take your medication. If not, you’ll have to sleep in the dark tonight.”

He stopped and blinked a few times. “So? I’m not afraid of the dark no more. Daddy says that’s for sissies. I’m no sissy.”

I wasn’t prepared for that comeback. The fear of the dark was my number one threat that usually worked with him, and now Antoine had taken it away from me. I shook my head and turned on my heels into the kitchen while DeMarcus found the remote and flipped mindlessly through the cable stations – over eight hundred channels. We only had cable because my last boyfriend spliced it from the outside, tapping into my neighbor’s connection upstairs and then hooked ours up to a “hot” box. I figured I’d ride that train until it stopped.

I crushed the pills finely and put them into some lemonade, his favorite drink this month. I observed him from the kitchen as he settled on a rap music channel, something else he’d picked up from his daddy.

I asked the Lord for strength while returning to the combination living room, dining room and handed him a cup of lemonade. “DeMarcus, here’s some lemonade for you, your favorite.”

He was in a zone and reached for the cup and drank it down at once; he licked his lips and scrunched up his face. “Tastes funny.”

I chose not to comment and trashed his cup while he recited Lil Wayne lyrics like he wrote them. My two daughters, age seven, were engrossed in putting puzzles together. Me and their daddy dated for three months and they were the result of one night of no protection. We broke up before they arrived. He was now married and in the service. We got a check every month and that was about it. They were fiercely protective of each other and created an inner circle of just the two of them.

DeMarcus made them that way.

I loved my son so much. He was a smart, funny guy. Usually helpful too. But that was after consistent use of his prescribed meds. He needed them every day and it took a while to get him back on track. By then, though, he was back with his dad, and the vicious cycle would start again. His stupid-ass father refused to get with the program because of some backwoods mentality that Black folks don’t need medication and they don’t get ADHD. It’s just another ploy by the white man to keep us down. First cocaine, then heroin, now Rit’lin. Same shit, according to Antoine.

But apparently weed did not fit into this category, and Antoine used it liberally.

This windmill effect of my son being on and off of his medication caused him to be placed in Special Ed classes. My son should have been in the sixth grade but he was in the fifth. I tried to explain all of this to Antoine, but it was a waste of time. The boy’s a little slow, that’s all.

I contemplated letting DeMarcus stay there for a month with no meds. Then perhaps Antoine would see exactly what I was talking about. I always erased those insane thoughts. Among other things, my biggest fear was that my son would be dead after Antoine tried to beat a cure into him.

No, there had to be a better way. Once I got myself together, I planned to talk with legal aid about my rights and doing what’s best for my son.

DeMarcus and I resembled each other. We were both caramel colored, with coarse, thick hair. I loc’d my hair three years ago, which was the best thing I could have ever done. It was low maintenance and easy to style. We both had the same full lips and opal eyes. His nose was broad like his father’s; mine was narrower. I wanted to loc his hair too but again, his sperm donor objected, saying we weren’t Jamaicans. Just thinking about Antoine’s ignorant ass made me question my own decision-making process, especially with men.

I really didn’t think I looked all that remarkable, but I knew how to fix myself up for a night on the town; or in this case, for a job interview.

Lord, if I had only kept my legs closed instead of being wooed by Antoine’s big dreams and broken promises. At the time, I was twenty-four and still into the club scene. That was my weekend fix. And that’s where I met Antoine. I knew he was from the streets but I didn’t know how deep the streets were in him. He had so much promise – he was gonna quit hustlin’ and get a real job; he was gonna get his G.E.D.; he was gonna be a businessman. It didn’t help that he was six-foot-two of toned muscles, had smooth skin the color of deep chestnut, with chocolate eyes and a goatee. He had swag and an easy way about him. In our early days of dating, he’d make me laugh out loud with his keen sense of humor. But shit changed up real quick when I realized I was the one doing all the giving. And boy, did I pay for my generosity.



CHAPTER 2

He and his boy, Kinnard, wanted to open up a used car business. Naturally, they didn’t have the capital to pull it off. At the time, I was working full-time as a secretary for an insurance company. It was my first job after I got my Associates Degree in office management. I was there four years and would probably still be there if my old boss, Mr. Shaunessey, didn’t die of a sudden heart attack. His wife promptly sold the business, and I was out of a job.

Antoine and Kinnard worked at Ben’s Liquor Store and also sold weed on the side. Somehow, they managed to save up three thousand dollars but didn’t have a lick of credit.

My dumb-ass cosigned a loan for them to get a fleet of starter vehicles. Six months into the business, unbeknownst to me, these fools torched the lot to collect the insurance money.

The only problem with that was the druggie they hired to do their dirty deed couldn’t keep his mouth shut and every time they turned around he wanted money – big money. So he blabbed! Needless to say, there was no payout of insurance money. The loan for the vehicles became payable, and it was a hot mess. Antoine and Kinnard took a plea deal and did minimal jail time. I was left holding the bag, looking like boo-boo the fool! I didn’t know I could hate anyone until I had to file bankruptcy.

 With all of the stress I was under, I had lost track of my cycle and next thing you know, here comes DeMarcus. By the time DeMarcus was born, me and Antoine were more than on the outs. After all he put me through, that nut actually thought I was going to be sitting at home waiting for his release. Hell to the no! When he found out I was pregnant, he told me wasn’t nothing going to keep him away from his son; he wasn’t going to be an absentee father like his dad was. Well, he was already following in his father’s footsteps by taking up residence in prison, so his words meant little to nothing to me. But sure ‘nuff when he got released, he showed up a few days later demanding visitation rights. His sister helped him file paperwork to make it legal, and I haven’t been able to shake him ever since.

Antoine did not pay child support. That was one deal we made that he followed through on. Instead, he would buy all of DeMarcus’ clothes and must-have gadgets. I don’t know how, but the boy’s closet stayed packed with the latest gear. It seemed every other month, my son came home with a new pair of designer sneakers. DeMarcus had an X-Box, a Playstation, and an iPhone – all supposedly purchased by Antoine working at the cut-rate liquor store part-time.

I glanced at the clock and cursed under my breath. I couldn’t afford to be late for this interview. Where was she?

No sooner did I have that thought, I was opening to the knock on the door, letting her in.



CHAPTER 3

I went to hug her, but she dodged my affection. “Thank God! I didn’t think you were coming.”

“Did I have a choice?” My sister, Carmella, marched in, still dressed in her hospital scrubs, having worked a double shift as a nurse’s assistant at the Washington DC Veterans Medical Center.

Carmella closely resembled our father, with light skin and a spattering of freckles on both cheeks. Her hair was long and thin, as was her frame. The joke was since I was older, I stole her curves and she got the leftovers. If I could, I’d gladly give her an extra portion of breasts and hips. She took our daddy’s height, at a little over five-eight, and also his temperament.

My sister was so pretty to me, but right now, she was a teapot about to go off!

She took one look at DeMarcus rocking back and forth on the couch and freaked out.

“Oh hell naw! Is this boy off his meds?”

I tried to remain calm, while the hairs on the back of my neck began to rise. I breathed deeply, suddenly aware of the nerve endings under my skin. I willed them to be still and within seconds, the feeling was gone.

I spoke soft but sternly. “Can you lower your voice? I don’t want him to hear you.”

“What? I don’t give a rat’s ass about what he hears. Is this boy off his meds or not!?” She was still loud, hands on hips, clearly distressed.

I tried to overlook her attitude. I checked my bag, making sure I had an extra copy of my resume handy, tissues and my compact.

“He was with his daddy and you know how that goes.”

She cocked her neck. “I know how that goes? I don’t know shit! I never understood why you hooked up with his triflin’ ass in the first place. And you know I can’t watch this boy like this, I swear!” And she continued talking aloud to herself as my eyes followed her and she went down the hall to the bathroom opening and closing the vanity cabinet, then the medicine cabinet; then she came to the kitchen on some scavenger hunt, looking for God knows what.

I finally asked, exasperated, “What’re you looking for?”

“Some Nyquil.”

“You sick?”

“It’s for that boy! His ass needs to go to sleep! I knew I should-a just told you ‘no’. This is just ridiculous! I ain’t even getting paid! Look at him, rockin’ like he is in some damn battery operated rocking chair about to blast off! This just ain’t right, Jerilyn!” She was fuming.

I glanced at my watch, not sure at this point how I was going to arrive on time. I was almost in tears. If she left, I was up the creek, and it seemed I’d been up there most of my life.

School had just ended and there was always this awkward week of finding daycare between summer break and the beginning of camp. It wasn’t so much of a problem right now because I didn’t have a job.

I grabbed my purse. “Look, I took care of him, okay. He’ll calm down soon. Charisse and Courtney are in the tent, probably asleep, and you know I don’t have nobody else to call.”

“Why don’t you call your mama next time? Maybe she can watch these kids. Oh yeah, that’s right. They don’t have childcare in prison.”

OEBPS/images/f5.jpg





OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
Gleled

AN URBAN DRAMEDY

JC GARDNER





