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It’s a matter of heartstrings, soul-ties and
wishful thinking.

Four shorts stories and a long tale of
fortitude through difficult relationships.

 


LESSON BETWEEN THE LINES: A woman
ruminates on the lessons learned from an ex lover.

THE BATTLE IS NOT BETWEEN US: A
woman confronts whom she thinks is the person having an affair with
her husband.

NO REGRETS: A rejected wife and
mother of eight finally take a stand to put an end to the
mistreatment she receives from an ex-husband.

THE COOKING CLASS: Franklin
Henderson finds his true love behind the recipes in a cooking
class.

BETRAYAL: A young mother, thrown
out of her home by her husband and her child taken away finds out
love can heal a broken heart
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Lessons Between the Lines

 


Well, there I was twenty-one years of age, first
time moving away from home, first apartment, first time not having
to share a bedroom with a sibling, and into a first relationship.
What a mind blowing rush. Thomas was not the cutest guy or the
smartest, but at that time in life he was the nicest. Buff as any
hard working longshoreman, he reminded me of Simpson, from Ashford
& Simpson, probably why I fell for him. I was going through a
love for hairy faces phase. Come to think of it, maybe it wasn't
him, but the hair on his face that took my breath away. Five years
later it was the anger and sadness as he stood on the other side of
the neonatal bed while we watched the life seep away from our
newborn son that made me want to take his breath away. I hated
Thomas.

The months of stress and regret over our dead
relationship had taken its toll by causing me to go into early
labor. My heart ached at the knowledge that I was the cause of this
child losing his fight with life and being disconnected from the
life supports. I looked into Thomas' face and I wanted to reach
over that little glass crib, grab him by the throat and have him
take the place of my child. A child he hadn't even wanted. From my
heart I deemed him useless and worthless and undeserving of life.
From my eyes I saw the tears roll down his face and my heart
softened. This is when I realized I had become a grownup. This is
when I learned an adult forgives and goes on. This is when I
learned that being a grownup has nothing to do with being in love.
Love has no intelligence; no rational thought...it thrives on
emotions. Love is a raw, blinding, burning rush of feelings that
consume you. If you relax and let it flow you can come out whole or
you can fight it and get consumed.

You know, even though the relationship with
Thomas turned out to be one of the worst experiences in my life, he
was also the best instructor in my life. He taught me the
strategies of life when he taught me the game of chess. Pay
attention, have fun, but keep yourself covered. He taught me the
ends and outs of man/woman relationship through pool. I learned you
have to take the knocks and sideswipes, and you may come out a
winner. He taught me it isn't necessary to have a store bought
Christmas tree. You could go into the woods grab a tree, cut half
the top off to fit in the house and the presents would still look
great under it. I learned it’s not what you get in life, but how
you use it. He taught me it is so much easier to forgive a person
than to hold onto grief and anger. I learned how to deal with life
and go on. I also learned that when the end comes and the ‘adult’
in you has kicked in, you can just walk away and never look
back.
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No Regrets

 


“Israel, can I ride with you to Port
Arthur? I want to put in an application for employment.”

O’Shay’s youngest but much taller baby brother,
Israel, straightened from his position under the hood and wiped the
oil from his hands to the leg of his jeans. He studied her
carefully.

“Why are you lyin’ O’Shay? You know you
just wanna go see James.”

“I’m not lying, okay I’m, but it’s not
what you think. So don’t ask because if I tell you I’ll have to
kill you.”

“Don’t get all puffed up and irritated I
was just asking. I know and you know why you’re lyin’. I’m leaving
at six thirty in the morning so don’t have me waiting for
you.”

“I’ll be ready and standing right
here.”

O’Shay backed to the garage door and turned to
leave before Israel could enact his habit of reneging and change
his mind.

“What are you doing with the kids?” he
asked. “Don’t bring them here, Mom has a cold.”

“I know. I have a neighbor keeping them.
“

“That neighbor must be some good friend.
That’s a lot of damn little children to keep.”

“What are you trying to say? My kids are
well behaved.”

“True. Just too damn many. Eight little
nappy-headed kids less than six years old could make you go crazy.”
He turned back to work under the hood of the car and yet she still
heard his muffled comment. “I would have run off just like that
sorry bastard James Earl Maxwell.”

“Naw, you wouldn’t have. You’re nothing
like that measly bastard.”

Israel’s head hit the underside of the hood when
he straightened in surprise.

“Sorry, I didn’t mean for you to hear
that.”

“Not a problem. I understand. I’ll see you
in the morning. Oh, and my kids aren’t nappy headed.” O’Shay
laughed to show she wasn’t taking the comments seriously and walked
out the door. She sauntered slowly down the sidewalk barely
registering the smooth cool breeze or the soft sounds of the birds
singing the last songs of the day. Her thoughts were so filled with
mentally ticking the list of plans she had for kicking the ass of
that sorry bastard James Earl Maxwell and getting back her
$15,000.00. In her mind her triumph was met just as she landed on
the last step to the door of her home, a mere five houses from her
mother’s. She walked straight through the living room to the back
door. Stopping at the screen she stopped to watch the mêlée
outside. Four little girls and four little boys ages four and five
ran around the well equipped play area enjoying their last few
outside minutes. In her mind she saw two sets of quadruplets. In
the medical mind they were four sets of identical twins. How she
had the unfortunate fate of having so many babies one year apart,
born on exactly the same date and being married and divorced from
James within three years was something she questioned God about on
a daily basis. How she kept it together she had no idea. Lately her
main focus had been on beating James to within an inch of his life
for stealing money out of her bank account. Stepping through the
door she was immediately pounced upon and hugged by the very people
that kept her going. Finally disentangling herself she flopped into
the chair next to her best friend and neighbor.

“So the plan is on?” Jackie
asked.

“Yep,”

O’Shay never turned to look in Jackie’s
directions. She just watched the children play from behind her
sunglasses.

“You sure you wanna do this?”

“Yep, it’s not even about the money
anymore. I can always replace the money. I’m just tired of him fu…
messin’ with me. James made it plain he doesn’t want me. I got
these papers in the mail this morning saying he has terminated his
parental rights. What the hell kind of man disowns his children so
totally? He doesn’t pay child support and then he steals my money.
Hell naw. The plan is in full force. Yesterday was his pay day and
I know he doesn’t trust the banks, I can guarantee you the fool has
all of my money in his pockets. Probably makes him look like a big
spender when he’s flashing it to the little idiots on the streets.
I know what time his break is and I know what door he comes out of
at work. I’m going to roll up on him, kick his ass like a sick
puppy, and take whatever is in his pockets.”

“You sure you can do it?”

“Without a doubt, I’m an eight degree
black belt holder. I guess he doesn’t remember that. I shouldn’t
have accepted his little punches when he was here but the playing
is over.”

“Your hands are a lethal
weapon.”

“Yeah, lethal only to him.”

O’Shay gave a few hard punches to the air. The
quick pumps making whooshing noises in her ear.

They both laughed. After a few minutes of
sitting in silence watching the children play, Jackie took a sip of
her drink before looking at her friend from the corner of her
eye.

“Don’t get me wrong girl but, how in the
world did you end up having so many babies at once for James and
they be so cute? Are you sure they are all for him?”

“You’re so stupid.” She hit Jackie on the
shoulder. “As of yesterday, they are officially ‘only mine’. I know
it’s just funny a Black woman having quadruplets and then two sets?
I used to think it was only a white thing to have so many babies at
once and then without drugs and a year apart. Makes me shiver just
thinking about it and then for James to deny them…I could smash his
face in right now.”

“Your daddy is white maybe that’s where
the multiple 'thing' comes from.”

“My name is the only thing that comes from
my daddy. You are really feeling funny tonight, huh? Wait until
you’re here alone with them tomorrow. Funny won’t be the word and
I’ll be the only one laughing.” She turned and called to the
children. “Come on kids let’s go in. Let’s show Aunt Jackie what a
sleep-over is really like.”


 


 


*****

 


The next morning O’Shay sat in Israel’s car
reviewing her plan. She had her fingerless gloves in her bag along
with the heavy rings to put on her fingers. She was going to go all
out thug on James. While putting the children to bed the night
before she looked into their smiling faces and had almost changed
her mind about her plans.

She had exercised and worked out in the basement
and really contemplated on whether or not she was doing the right
thing. She worried about the possibilities of getting arrested and
had just about changed her mind when James called. His unrepentant
laughter at the text she had sent berating him for the termination
petition and his callous dismissal of children he had professed to
love had burned all bridges of return. She would have no regrets.
Domestic violence wasn’t her thing, but she’d had enough. He’d run
out on her for, thank God another woman, because she knew she would
have lost it sooner if he would have turned out to be one of those
down’ low brothers, especially when he had left her with so many
children.

James had taken the car, sold the SUV she used
for transportation and then he’d had the balls to go into her
savings and take out fifteen thousand dollars. Everything else she
dealt with mentally and legally, but this…he must have forgotten
who he was dealing with. During their last face to face argument
she promised….more like threatened him with the fact she wouldn’t
take another strike at her womanhood or her finances lying down.
She was tired of his stupidity and then he just turned right around
and emptied the account.

Her emotions had been trampled on since the
birth of the boys. James was always whining about what his stupid
friends were saying and when she gave birth to the girls, he was
constantly calling her some kind of freak. Instead of seeing the
children as a blessing, James complained about being a side-show
family for a carnival. He hated the stares they got, the questions,
but never complained about the monies made from the small
advertising pictures or commercials the little freaks brought
in.

“You know, O’Shay.” Israel’s voice broke
through her reverie. “If you do something to that fool you are the
one that’s going to get into trouble.”

“What are you talking about?”

“You can’t pull anything over on me. I’m
your brother. I know when you’re about to hurt somebody. How many
times have you saved me on the streets when we were younger? I know
the things James has done to you and I understand your anger. Hell
you’re a better man than I am because I would have beat the hell
out of him the second time he made me pregnant with so many
babies…ow, dang you didn’t have to hit me.” Israel quickly
corrected the small swerve of the car before rubbing his shoulder.
“I’m just tryin’ to lighten the atmosphere.”

“If you could just hear the things he says
about them. You would slap him in the mouth. The fool just
terminated his parental rights to them. He doesn’t want to be their
father, idiot. They’re beautiful children.”

“The best I’ve seen for their age which is
why you need to rethink what you’re planning. Do you want to get
arrested? What will happen to the children? I’m the last person you
want raising your kids. I have a hard time with the discipline and
anyway the courts would probably laugh at a single man becoming
parent to a tribe.”

“Don’t I know it? Anyway it’s not just
about the kids. James went into my account last week and stole
$15,000.00. I want it back.”

“Call the police.”

“Did. They considered it a joint account.
Stupid me, I had changed the others and forgot about that one. I
let him get away with selling the SUV because the law made him give
me half the selling price, but I’ve had it. It was his payday
yesterday and he keeps his money in his pocket. The fool always
keeps his money in his pocket. I want my money. If I can’t get it
all I’ll take whatever I can get.”

“I know I can’t change your mind,” Israel,
spared a couple of quick glances from the traffic to examine
O’Shay’s face. “Just don’t hurt him so bad you end up in prison. If
at all possible, talk first.”

O’Shay fingered the rings within her pocket as
she contemplated the idea of taking his advice.

“I will. Don’t worry. No one knows where
I’m going and no one knows your car. I’ll park it out of sight and
wait for James.”

“I’m serious, Shay. Try to talk first.”
Israel, arriving at his destination, put the car in
park.

“I will. Now, get out and go do whatever
you have to do. I’ll be back to pick you up, I promise.”

After leaving Israel, O’Shay pulled into the
parking lot of the furniture making business and parked Israel’s
car in the midst of six to seven other vehicles. Pulling her bag
from the backseat she opened it and slid her hands into the soft
leather of the fingerless gloves. From the pocket of her jeans she
pulled out the eight bulky rings and pushed them onto her fingers
as she scanned the parking lot. There were no windows from the
building to the back of the lot and as usual no one was loitering
around. Getting out of the car she walked to where James’ car was
parked and waited for him to come out. The wait wasn’t long. As
soon as James saw her he angrily rushed towards her
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