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      I’M TURNING FORTY IN A month and I asked for two things…no party and no fix ups.  I thought that wasn’t too much to ask.  Unfortunately, my grandmother thought that list was for everyone except her.

      I love my grandmother, she’s a hoot and a half.  She’s not like the average grandmother, who bakes cookies and cupcakes, although she makes a killer pound cake.  And she’s definitely not the prim and proper grandmother you find sitting on the porch in a rocking chair knitting and petting her miniature poodle.

      No, my grandmother, who prefers to be called Nana, is more like your best girlfriend or that wild sorority sister that’s always up for a good time.  Have you heard the term, Ladies Who Lunch?  You know, those little old ladies who wear St. John knit suits, and go to lunch, and spend their afternoons talking about their children and grandchildren.  Or, they meet at the park for play dates with their little dogs.  My Nana isn’t one of them

      Instead of lunch, Nana and her crew meet twice a week for poker and dominos.  I tried to hang with them once, and I don’t remember a thing about that evening after my last sip of punch.  The following morning I woke up with a headache the size of the Grand Canyon.  Once my eyes were able to focus, I swore I would never ask to be invited to her crew’s girls' night.  I have to admit though, before I lost track of time, I was having a good time.  Those little ladies really know how to party.  Not to mention all the knowledge and wisdom they passed on to me.  Too bad none of them forewarned me about the punch.

      So when Nana asked me what I wanted to do for my birthday, I made it perfectly clear I didn’t want a party.  I love her, but I know if I had agreed to a party, she would have thrown me a party that resembled an episode of the Bachelorette.

      So, this year I‘m taking my birthday plans into my own hands, because it’s the only way I can guarantee I get what I want.  I have it all planned.  Dinner at Chez Marcel with my parents, my brother and Nana.  Hopefully, the good food and conversation will help me forget that I don’t have a nice guy in my life.
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      NANA CALLED AND ASKED ME  to chauffeur her on some errands today.  I went over to her house and I was a little nervous when she didn’t answer the doorbell, or the phone.  I fished my emergency key out of my bag, unlocked the door and walked inside.

      “Nana…” I called out, but there was no answer so I called again.  “Nana…”  I searched the first floor and found her bag sitting on the counter, but no Nana.  I went out to the backyard and didn’t see her.  I went back inside and went upstairs and called out again, “Nana…”  I continued down the hall to her bedroom, but didn’t see her.  I went back downstairs and looked around again.

      Nana still lives in the large house she shared with my grandpops.  I thought when he died, she would sell it and move into something smaller.  But she said, “This is where my memories and history are.  Besides, every family needs a base and this is the Wade Family base.”  That’s a bunch of crap.  Nana is staying here because she knows a condo or senior citizen complex wouldn’t put up with some of her escapades.

      I reached into my bag, grabbed my phone, and pressed her number again.  This time the call went straight to voice mail.  I was headed to the garage when I heard a strange sound.  It was sort of like a sick cat moaning.  I went into the family room and found Nana on the sofa being attacked.  I started hitting the man on the back with my bag, screaming, “GET OFF MY NANA! GET OFF MY NANA! GET OFF MY NANA!”

      The man jumped up and my eyes traveled up to his.  Oh my God!  He was huge.  I picked up my phone and dialed 9-1-1.  Before I could press the Call Button, Nana jumped up.  “What are you doing Roxie!”

      “I’m calling the police.”

      “What?  Are you insane?”

      “He was attacking you.”

      “No he wasn’t.”  She started adjusting her clothes and then it occurred to me what was going on.

      “OH MY GOD!…OH MY GOD!…OH MY GOD!”

      I made a beeline to the backyard shaking my head, pacing, and pounding my eyes.  “My eyes…my eyes…my eyes…”

      “Sugar Cube…” She ran out behind me.  I couldn’t look at her.  “Are you okay?”

      Am I okay?  You have got to be kidding.  I just caught my grandmother in a compromising position with… “Who was that?” I pointed towards the house.

      “Who?”  She raked her fingers through her hair.

      “Him…that man…who…”

      I know Nana isn’t like normal grandmothers.  I don’t expect to find fresh baked cookies or pie on the counter when I come over.  Although she does make a killer pound cake.  Man, is it incredible.  It’s loaded with real butter, vanilla, and a hint of cinnamon.  And when she tops it off with a scoop of her homemade vanilla ice cream......  It’s like being transported to sugar heaven. But I digress.

      I look at her and realize, it could have been worse.

      “How about a slice of pound cake?”  She turned around and started back into the house like everything was fine, but it wasn’t.  Couldn’t she see that I was traumatized?

      “Irene Leona Wade, you heard me.”

      “Excuse me?”  She turned around and gave me the laser eye.

      Oh, crap.  I stood my ground, swallowed hard, and prayed I would still be alive at the end of this encounter, enjoying a slice of pound cake and a glass of milk.  “I said, who is that man?”

      “That man, is my boyfriend.”

      “Your what!”

      “My boyfriend.”  She continued walking.

      “Don’t walk away from me.”  She ignored me.  “Nana…”  I followed behind her into the house, and there he was.  The giant black man I just saw on top of my Nana.  I looked him up and down as I passed him on my way to the laundry room.  I have to admit, she has good taste.  The giant was well over six feet tall, not too muscular but solid, with beautiful mocha skin.  She probably met him at the gym.

      I peeped around the door and watched them.  He had his hands around her waist, pulled her close and she had her hands splayed on his pecs.

      “I’m sorry, Reni, I didn’t mean to cause a problem.”  He smiled.

      A nickname.  Nicknames are reserved for family, close friends and…oh my God…my Nana has a boyfriend!

      “That’s okay, Sugar.”  She smiled.  “I’ll call you when Roxie and I get back.”   He kissed her.  “Bye.”

      “Bye.”  He picked up a slice of cake and walked out the back door.

      “Put the towels in the washer while you’re out there, and then come in here and get a slice of cake.”

      I did as she said.  I walked into the kitchen and stood on the other side of the counter.  She pushed the plate with the cake on it to me.  “Thank you.”  I sat down.

      She poured a glass of milk and placed it on the counter in front of me.  I couldn’t look at Nana because I still had the image of her and her boyfriend in my mind.

      “Are we going talk about what happened?”

      I shook my head.  “As far as I’m concerned, we never ever have to talk about it.”

      “Okay.  I’ll finish getting dressed and…”

      “How long have you been seeing the giant?”

      She turned around, walked over, and sat on the stool next to me.  “Jesse.  His name is Jesse, and we’ve been seeing each other a while.”

      “What’s a while?”

      “Almost six months.”

      “What!”

      “Honestly, Roxie, you’re acting like a sacrificial virgin.”

      “Excuse me if I sound like a prude, but it isn’t every day I walk in and catch my grandmother being felt up.”

      “Watch your tone young lady.”

      “Sorry, but Nana…”

      “Roxie, Jesse and I weren’t doing anything we should be ashamed of.”

      “How old is he?”

      She smiled.  “He’s about ten years younger than me.”

      I started choking and patted my chest.  “What did you say?”

      “He’s sixty three.”

      “What the crap, Nana?” Not only did she have a boyfriend, he was much younger, making her a cougar!

      Nana is seventy six years young with a body better than mine.  She runs three miles a day, does Zumba, yoga, and a little weight training.  To be honest, I’m surprised she’s not dating in my age pool.

      My Nana is from the era when women got married very young.  Heck, she was just a teenager when she became a wife.  She married my grandpops at sixteen, and had my mother at eighteen.  Grandpops was slightly older and a lot more settled.  And my mom did the same thing and married my dad when she was twenty.  However, I think I may have had something to do with their quick wedding.  My parents barely made it to the altar or the Vegas Justice of the Peace before my mom spit me out.

      I was twelve when I realized the likelihood of my mother getting pregnant on her wedding night wasn’t possible.  Then she started saying I was premature.  I gotta give her credit, she’s been rocking that premature story for so long, even I’m starting to believe it.  But let’s be honest, most preemies don’t come out weighing almost ten pounds.

      I’m not sure which one is more insane, Nana or my mom.  But I have to admit, I can’t wait to see the look on my mother’s face when she hears Nana’s got a boyfriend.

    

  

OEBPS/images/the-fix-up-for-vellum.jpg
TRACY REED





