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Life becomes very frustrating and confusing at times!
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It Wasn’t My Fault, Believe Me!

––––––––
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“My marriage sadly ended after thirty-one years, and it was not my fault. I can say that again and again and again. “It was not my fault! Not even a little!”

My name is Bob Wilkins and I am not an egotistical bastard that thinks that they are perfect in every way. I am a realist, and know that my wife, Erica, and I did face challenges as a married couple, BUT we always seemed to work through them. We always managed to talk things out in a rational manner. We always compromised and that is what kept us together.

Tracy Whitehead is the one that came between us. She is the one that I blame. She is the woman who came into our lives and changed everything—every little thing about how we thought, about how we viewed life and about how we respected one another and what we thought about everyone and everything in our house and in this country.

Tracy Whitehead is exactly what her name claims. She is a racist and a White Supremist. I don’t know how or why my wife fell for all of her lies and half-truths. I am still puzzled after six months.

My wife Erica and I were happily married and happily a couple for over thirty years. We have two kids, a boy Tony and a girl Niki. They were both great kids. We both loved them and we did many things together over the years. We were a model couple and a model family. We laughed and we travelled to Disneyland and to the mountains and to Yellowstone having great family times. We did homework and worked mowing lawns and planting gardens and played baseball and softball and tennis and football and badminton and monopoly and card games all together. We enjoyed each other’s company and all built great American lives together. That is what made our lives great. That is what made America great, doing things together and enjoying each other’s company.

We lived in the suburbs of Cincinnati and the kids went to very good schools. They played many sports and got good grades and both went off to prestigious Universities. When they graduated, they both got good jobs. Tony works in San Francisco and Niki got a good job in Chicago.

Things started to change three years ago when Tony came out and told us that he had a special friend who was a boy. His name is Darwin. I watched Erica’s face when he came through the door with his new special friend and announced their relationship.

Her smile, her ever-present smile, vanished. Her warm, comforting eyes lost their glow. They became blank and empty and hard. A woman known for her vibrant down-to-earth wit and charm became silent and cold.

She had nothing to say to anyone. She fell silent for the rest of the afternoon. When they left she dramatically fell onto the couch and cried as she called out, “Why, Oh Why Oh Why Oh Why! Why is this happening to me? What did I do wrong to create a son who,” and she stopped mid-sentence.

“Who likes other men,” I finished her sentence.

“Did you really have to say that!” she shouted at me.

“It’s the truth that we have to admit and accept,” I told her.

“We don’t have to accept it yet. Maybe it’s only a phase, Bob,” she replied hopefully.

“He’s twenty-five years old and never had a girlfriend. The writing has been on the wall for years. I was not at all surprised by his announcement,” I stated.

“How can you say that? He has had many girlfriends,” Erica argued.

“He’s had many girls who were his friends, but they all had boyfriends. He went to all of their weddings,” I reminded her.

“It sounds as if you have given up on him,” she blurted out.

“I have never seen him happier. He seems to enjoy Darwin’s company,” I told her.

She grunted and squirmed, “AHHHHH! I do not want to think about the two of them together.”

“Let me remind you that they are happy,” I consoled her.

“What about my happiness. They stole my happiness. I will never be happy again in my life,” she announced.

“I’m sure,” I started.

But she quickly interrupted me, “No! That’s it. I will never be happy again in my life.” As she finished, she turned her back to me and buried her head in four pillows as she moaned, “I will never be happy again, Never, ever.”

Niki left for Chicago six months later. After both kids were out of the house for a year and a half, everything fell apart. Erica drifted away from me, and she did not seem to want to know anything about the kids. “I do not want to know about them. You always make it sound as if they are having so much fun, and here I sit miserable each and every day,” she told me countless times.

It was as if some part of her life had been stolen and a massive hole was left in her heart.  I tried. I tried and I tried and I tried to fill that gaping void, but nothing that I did seemed to work out.

We went on a variety of vacations to Hawaii and to England and France. She did not smile in any of the photos that were taken. It was as if she refused to have a good time with me.

I tried to take her to places that she loved, New York and San Francisco.

“You must be really trying to kill me,” she barked as I mentioned San Francisco. “I am trying to forget the greatest disappointments in my life and here you are throwing them right back into my face!” 

Erica was very invested in the family when the kids were growing up. She worked for the IRS for over twenty-five years and was a great wife and mother. But that chapter in her life seemed to be totally gone.

With the kids gone. With them out of the house and out of her life she needed to find something to do. Unfortunately, Tracy Whitehead blasted into our lives and unfortunately filled that empty space with guns, fear and hate.
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Tracy

Erica changed as soon as she met Tracy who moved into the neighbourhood six months ago. She bought the house three doors up the street and came a calling as soon as she moved in. 

I remember that day. It was a stormy and rainy June Saturday evening. An extremely loud fist hammered and bashed on our front door. 

“Who or what is being so noisy?” I called out as I made my way to the front door. Erica followed right behind me. As soon as I opened the door lightening flashed and thunder crashed and lit up the figure standing on our porch. 

“Hello, I’m Tracy,” a demonic voice blurted out that was followed by a ghastly and hideous cackle. Her eyes glowed red as the wind twisted her hair to make it look like she had horns.

My immediate reaction was to say, “we don’t want and we certainly don’t need what you are selling!”

Erica reacted differently. “Hello Tracy,” she said meekly. “What are you doing out on such a wild and blustery night?”

“I’m new to the neighbourhood and a friend told me to knock on your door and introduce myself. She told me that Erica was my type of person,” the voice squawked.

I was about to say, “we are not interested in witches and black magic,” when Erica enthusiastically grabbed her arm and pulled her into the house.

I think Erica was under Tracy’s hypnotic power as soon as I opened the door. She floated into the house and the two of them did not stop talking for the next three hours.

Tracy was two years older than Erica and was divorced. I never met her husband, but Tracy told Erica that he was one mean and horrible man. 

“I hate that man with all of my heart and all of my soul,” she continually told me or Erica or anyone else who was listening to her anti-male rant.

“What a pig of a man he was, a real insult to the human race,” she repeated on many occasions. “I know nothing that men are good for!”

She never gave particulars of what he exactly did to be given the name and reputation of being mean and horrible and pig. I asked her once to give me some examples of cruel and mean and horrible behaviour, “so I would never fall into being classed an insult to the human race.”

She declined to say anything except that, “I don’t want to be forced to remember the mountain of bad times that filled my past life.”

I did not want to force her into anything, so I never asked her for specific incidents again. I did ask Erica, but she repeated Tracy’s line, “She hates to remember the mountain of bad times that she was forced to endure.”

How does a thirty-year-old relationship fall apart in six months?

I wondered if I had given Erica a mountain of bad times that she was forced to endure? 

I asked myself that question many times as well as numerous others. Wasn’t Erica happy? She looked happy. Wasn’t Erica satisfied with her life? She looked satisfied. What more could I have done to keep us together?

In the end I could do nothing right. In the end I became an insult to the human race in Erica’s eyes.
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