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RESNA

Every day I find some way to do my job and hers. I'm never gifted with just one moment where I can check out and take a vacation from the long checklist she still hasn’t managed to master. She’s like a new intern trying desperately to impress some bigwig to grant her a job, but we both know she’s a fraud. She’ll never be able to live up to the title of mother, and I’m tired of watching her try.

My thoughts race as I maneuver the car into my younger brothers’ school parking lot so I can watch their soccer practice come to an end. I always make sure to park in the same area and then wait for it. That little gesture that lets me know they’re aware of me.  It’s not the over-exuberant wave in my direction or any annoying repetitive glances toward me.  Instead, they touch the visor of their baseball caps, then brush imaginary dust from their left shoulders. In return, I lower the passenger-seat sun visor and wait.

It’s a system we developed years ago to reassure them I'm not going to leave them stranded. It’s a shame they have to worry about something like that, but our childhood has been anything but normal.

"Shouldn't you be honking the horn and motioning them to get a fire under their behinds? C'mon already. We don't have time for this," Silena pouts as she strums her ruby-red fingernails on the armrest.

"You say that every time we pick them up."

"And I mean it every time we have to pick them up.  Listen, this scene is getting old. It's only two miles to your house; can't they ride their bikes after school or something?"

I watch as my little brothers, Keyan and Kalix, begin to gather their soccer equipment and say their good-byes. "It's actually four miles, and the sooner they get home, the sooner they can get their homework done before dinner."

I'm never surprised at how Silena expects everyone to be as independent as she is. She can hardly sit still as she removes the sunglasses covering her blue eyes and lets them rest on top of her platinum-blonde hair. "What's your mom cooking tonight anyway?"

"Cooking? I doubt she even realizes what time it is."

"I can't say I pity you, because my mom isn't much of a homemaker either.  She is always coming and going and trying her best to make a name for herself with the community ladies she's dying to impress. Well, that and trying to keep my grandmother from thinking she isn't capable of following in her footsteps."

"G-Ma is a tough act to follow, huh?"

"Yeah. She’s practically raising me with my father gone all the time. We never know when he’ll be home from his military call of duty."

Who would have thought we’d have anything in common? I always picture Silena living in some big, grand house with servants and family running around. Man, I would give anything to have my grandparents living with me, but it’s not in my cards. "There's no grandparents to help with these boys. It's just me, so I keep a close watch when my dad isn't around."

"Okay. Well, help them move a little quicker before our boss begins looking for us. Sneaking out of work to pick up some juveniles is not my idea of fun."

We hurry the twins into the car and take the quickest route to my house. If we are lucky, we can get back to work in under twenty minutes just like yesterday. I silently pray all of the traffic lights stay green as we pass the busyness of downtown and inch closer to my quiet neighborhood. 

The dead-end street is peaceful as an autumn breeze tosses multicolored leaves across the pavement. When I enter my driveway, I see my mother backing her car out of the garage. I flash my high-beam headlights, which causes her to stop her car short and throw up her arms.  Then she throws her door open and comes barreling out of her car, her face is so distorted you’d think I just rear-ended her.

"Resna, what are you doing?"

"I'm dropping the boys off." I look in the rearview mirror and see Keyan and Kalix with their heads together playing a small electronic game. "Hey, you two? Go get your homework done."

They hurry out of my car like little soldiers because they know I won’t treat them to a few of their favorite comic books if they make me tell them something more than once.

"Resna, there was no need for you to leave your job today. I told you I'd pick the boys up from soccer practice. You can't risk messing up in your internship to chase after your siblings."

"That's what I've been trying to tell her," Silena mumbles under her breath.

"It's not a problem. We were in the area." 

Silena sighs heavily the moment the lie comes out of my mouth and begins to search the radio stations for something more to her liking. She enjoys classical concertos, while I like almost anything with a strong bass and catchy lyrics. I don't like dragging a classmate into my home affairs, but as interns, we are pretty much tied at the hip every day.

My mom continues to lecture with the same speech I've been hearing since high school. "Listen, I'm grateful for your helpfulness, but you need to stop being so overly concerned about the boys and focus your attention on your studies. Everything is under control here."

I get out of the car and check the back seat for items the boys may have left behind. Kalix's practice scrimmage vest is on the floor. I pick it up and toss it in my mother's direction. "Think fast, your boy may need this."

The crumpled up vest
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