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As a family scrambles to prepare Thanksgiving dinner,
they discover that the greatest blessing of all is just being
together and being alive.
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 Note to readers: This short story is directly
connected to both of my full length novels, Crush and Bright.
Whether you have read the two novels or not, I hope you enjoy this
short story and get to know the characters.
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Walter
Yarbro

 


We three
are slobs. Who do you know that is not a slob? Even though the baby
isn’t due for another month, give or take, we know we’ll have her
beat. No amount of poopy nappies or spit-up formula or baby food
left to cement on her high chair tray will compete with the messes
her parents make. The three of us adults are in no danger of
winning any kind of best housekeeping awards
from Ladies’ Home Journal orWoman’s Day or Better Homes & Gardens.

With myself,
it’s pill caddies, opened and scattered (a habit that can no longer
be cheerfully ignored once the girl arrives), or sticky cough syrup
bottles with carpet hair stuck to them, along with albuterol and
xopenex wrappers and nebulizer supplies thrown about near my bed.
My bed…my station, my office, my place of feeling crap and awaiting
the dissipation of the daily migraine or the sudden, potent brawl
with nausea.

With my husband
Monty, it’s his habit of flinging his dingy socks, T-shirts and
shorts down onto the back bathroom floor. It’s so embarrassing,
even to him. He just hasn’t had the chance to retrain himself now
that we have a lady present, and a second little lady on the way.
We never allow Natalie into our back bathroom. We didn’t bring our
closest friend and soul sister out here to be our housekeeper. But
she’s an eye-opener too. If there’s one thing that woman hates to
do, it’s dishes. Cooking? Fine. Sweeping and mopping? Very well.
Doing dishes? She gets grossed out by cold, dirty water and can’t
stand the heat of clean, hot, fresh, scaldy water. She says it’s
nothing to do with her delicate condition. She hates doing dishes
and always has. So Monty and I do them; every evening.

My stepma,
Helena, will not be with us this Thanksgiving.

I love her. I
even miss her at times. I never spoke of it often before, but that
woman could make me laugh harder than I’ve ever laughed. She could
be a stand-up comedian. Her exterior had always been prim and
proper, refined and ladylike, but you didn’t know the riotous
comedy she created. Every now and then, she had the ability to make
all of us howl with glee, and we’d forget how difficult our lives
were, living with her. Monty’s always been a bit sad about Helena
having to go stay upstate. He both loved and loathed her. Once, he
set free the loudest ripper you ever heard. He asked me, “Wawa, is
anyone around?”

I’ll never be
rid of my childhood nickname. Wawa. Wa…Wa… Sounds like the adults
in the world of Charles M. Schulz. “Wa, wa, wa, wa, wa, wa,
waaaaa!” Mahalo, sweet Gilda Radner! I loved your comic genius, but
thanks to you and Barbara Walters, I have a nickname that only a
mother could love…and a husband…and several sisters, biological and
adopted…

To Monty’s
query, I replied, “What do you mean?” and my obnoxious jester
husband lifted one butt cheek off the couch and farted loud enough
to wake the dead—just as she was coming around a corner into the
living room. She was obviously in a good mood at the time, because
she and Monty mostly fought like alley cats when she lived with
us.

She made
a serious sounding, “AHEM!” in her throat, relishing the anxious
frown on Monty’s face. “Sir, you’ve committed a serious noise
ordinance violation.” She sniffed the air. “Not to mention a class
two smell-ony! Smells like you oughter go sit on the pot
and do number
two right now!”
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