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“I’m telling you, Tarcia, there is something evil at work here.”

“What are you talking about, Lasonji?”

“Can’t you feel it?”

“Uh, no, I don’t feel shit.”

“Well, I can. It’s like an omnipresence and it’s weighing down the very air we breathe.” She walks around the living room picking up my various knickknacks and dusting them off. I love my cousin dearly, but sometimes she gets on my last nerve. She is two years older than I am, but we are still thick as thieves. So when she called and said she needed a place to crash, I didn’t hesitate to open my humble abode to her.

“Girl, I done told you I ain’t having any of that backwoods mumbo jumbo in my house.”

“I ain’t brought anything to your house, heifer; this shit was already here when I got here.”

“So you say. Just don’t start practicing that shit up in here or I’ll have to ship your ass straight back to Louisiana.”

“Now see, that’s some cold shit. I’m trying to help your foolish ass and you got threats.”

“Not threats, promises. The first chicken bone I see lying around in a jar with dirt on it, I’m packing your shit and putting you the hell out.”

Lasonji gives me a look and I cannot help but feel a tiny bit nervous. I don’t want to piss her off, but I refuse to go back to living in fear of the simplest things that she would construe as evil or vengeful spirits. I moved away from Louisiana when I was fifteen and it took me a long time to get that superstitious horseshit out my mind.

“All I’m saying, Tarcia, it’s some strange shit going on here and you would be a fool not to keep an open mind and hear me out.”

“Girl, I ain’t trying to hurt your feelings or anything but I don’t believe in that crap.” Lasonji bites her nails as her eyes dart from one corner of the room to the other. I can feel panic emanating from her skin, causing goosebumps to appear on my arms. This is just the type of shit I was worried about when I told her she could stay with me until she gets herself together.

“One day you will learn to be careful about the things that slip out your mouth.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?”

“If you don’t know about something, you should keep your mouth shut, or you may bring unwanted events into your life.”

“What did I say?”

“You know exactly what you said and I’m not about to repeat it.”

“Okay, whatever.” I pick up a magazine off the coffee table, pretending to read it. I flip through the pages, but the images don’t register. My mind skips back to those years spent in New Orleans when we had to sprinkle salt over our shoulders to keep the devil from riding our backs. I could almost feel the prickly points of its claws on the base of my neck. This type of shit chased me and Momma from home thirteen years ago. I feel like a teenage girl instead of a grown woman.

“Tarcia?”

Lasonji’s family has been practicing Voodoo ever since we were children. Mom and I were real careful about what we said around them as a result. As a child, they had me scared to voice my opinion, but I refuse to cow down in my own home.

“Tarcia!”

Even though I was still young, I felt relieved to be away from those old wives’ tales and the strict religious taboos we were forced to follow. It was harder on Momma because she had spent her entire life in Louisiana and old habits were hard to break. But she did the best she knew how to make a normal life for us in our new home, until the day she was run over by a bus on her way to work.

“Are you listening to me?”

“Huh?” I had blanked out and didn’t even know it.

“I’m not asking you to believe in Voodoo, but how do you explain all the shit that keeps happening to you?”

I don’t have an immediate answer, but I am unwilling to accept the paranormal as the reason.

“What, cat got your tongue?”

“I was just thinking; that’s all.”

“Oh, okay. Think on, my sista.”

When Lasonji goes into the kitchen, I can hear her making a cup of coffee. Even though I want one as well, I don’t want her messing with anything that I have to swallow. I chuckle at my foolishness and go into the kitchen to fix my own coffee.

“I would have fixed you one too, if I had known you wanted some.”

“That’s alright, girl. I like to do it myself. Most people make it too weak for me anyway. I want my spoon to stand up in the cup by itself.”

“Oh, you like it strong, huh?”

“Yeah, the thicker the better.” We sit at the table in an uncomfortable silence. I glance through the mail, which I had brought in with me earlier, while Lasonji watches the news. I had all but forgotten our conversation of a few minutes before.
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“Girl, look at this; those rent-a-cops are using guns on folks like they asked for this shit to happen.” Lasonji is watching the evacuation of the flooded lowlands of the Big Easy.

“Damn, this doesn’t make any sense. I heard on the news this morning that black folks were taking advantage of the situation by looting.”

“That is not looting; it’s called survival. Tarcia, you have to see it to believe it. What else did they expect us to do when our own government left us to die?”

“If it was a bunch of white people in those areas, they would have been flown out a week before the storm hit.”

“I know that’s right. I’ll admit there may be a few folks wading down the street with TVs, but for the most part, people are trying to get something to barter with for food and water.”

“Yeah. It didn’t have to come to this.” I could feel her pain.

“You would not believe the conditions we were forced to stay in. I was fortunate, but my heart hurts ’cause those people are my family.” Pointing at the TV with one hand, Lasonji covers her heart with the other.

“I know that’s right. They wait till folks are dying, then they want to talk and ask folks to be understanding.”

“So folks take matters into their own hands and now they wanna shoot them and shit. Ain’t that a bitch?”

“I don’t mean to sound racist but it’s a double standard. Had it been a white person looting the explanation would be different; they would have said they found a box of cornflakes floating down the street.”

“With a gallon of milk, eggs, and some fresh fruit for dessert, and that would be okay.”

“Right. What’s the damn difference? They knew those levees were not going to hold and they did nothing to help us.”

“It’s almost like they wanted everyone to die.”

“Naw, girl, not everyone,” Lasonji says. “Just the poor black folks who couldn’t afford to get out. They forget that it was those same poor black folks who built that city. Don’t you find it odd that most of those white communities were hardly affected by the hurricane? It’s almost like they planted a bomb and blew up the levees.”

“I never thought of it that way. But now that you mention it, that idea fits this destruction better than a natural disaster. It didn’t have to be this bad; I blame that damn Bush. He could have made all the difference in the world.”

“You ain’t even lied. If he had only cared enough about the black folks it would have made a world of a difference.”

“I was so glad when you called me and told me you made it out. I just hope the rest of the family was as lucky.”

“Yeah, me too. We tried to stick together, but it was impossible. They were yanking children from their parents’ arms and putting them on buses. This mess is going to take years to clean up.” Lasonji shakes her head sadly.

“Damn, it’s going to take a whole lot of time and money. Look at that house, the only thing left is the roof.”

“Girl, that’s my street, or it used to be.” Our eyes are glued to the grim pictures showing the devastation.

“You know what I think?”

“What?”

“The blacks who do manage to make it out are not going to be able to afford to come back and whitey will come in and rebuild, making it too expensive for us to live there anymore.”

“I know. That’s why a lot of the old-timers tried to hang on.”

Lasonji arrived in Atlanta earlier that day with a few suitcases, a cosmetic case, and a few dollars in her purse. Fortunately for her, she was able to pack her important papers such as her birth certificate and insurance policies. Others weren’t so lucky.

“Now, that’s what you call some evil shit,” I say, pointing at the television. Lasonji looks at me as if I have lost my happy, loving mind.

“I’m going to pretend that I didn’t just hear you say that.”

“What?”

“Girl, are you trying to compare your life to what happened in New Orleans?”

“I’m not comparing it; I am saying that bad things happen all the time and it’s not Voodoo.”

“Tarcia, you may not be trying to piss me off, but you are.”

“Why? ’Cause I refuse to accept that my life is being controlled by evil forces and hexes?”

“You know what, this apartment is too small to be trippin’. We will just agree to disagree. Okay?”

“Okay.”

“Besides, Momma always said, ‘You make your own bed; you betta know when to lie on it and when to get the hell up.’” I wait for her to say something else but she doesn’t. Lasonji takes her cup of coffee, goes to her room, and shuts the door.

“What the hell is that supposed to mean?” I mumble to myself.

All of a sudden, the milk curdles in my coffee. I use my spoon to try to mix it up, but large clumps of milk float to the top. Spooked, I pour the rest of the coffee down the drain and wash away the clumps of milk that cling to the sink. Trying not to read more into the incident than is really there, I rinse my cup and leave it to dry on the drain board. I just bought that milk yesterday, didn’t I?

Opening the refrigerator, I check the date on the milk, but I still have a week left before the expiration date. I shake the carton and it sounds okay, but for some reason I am afraid to open it.

“Girl, stop trippin’.” I walk back to the sink with the milk and pour out a small amount. It looks and smells like milk.

Now, that’s weird. Shrugging my shoulders, I put the milk back and return to my room to read a book.
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Alone at last, I take a quick shower and wrap my hair. It has been a long, emotional day and I cannot wait to get into bed. Foregoing my usual facial mask, I wash my face and put on my favorite nightgown. It is old as dirt, way too short, and has so many holes in it I should’ve been ashamed to wear it. It is more like a security blanket to me. It was the last thing Momma ever purchased for me. I also have on my trusty wool socks that come up to my knees.

Looking at my reflection, I can’t help but laugh. As much as I hate sleeping alone, it is nice to let it all hang out every once in a while. I wouldn’t dare dress like this if my boyfriend Kentee was spending the night. He likes to see me in thongs, teddies, or naked as the day I was born with my hair hanging freely about my shoulders, so he can play in it while we make love.

I don’t mind his playing in my hair so much when we’re caught up in the moment, but the morning after it’s a bitch to tame. He likes to curl up behind me breathing on my neck and by morning my hair is a sweaty, tangled mess. Sometimes, when he’s riding me from behind, he holds on to my hair like reins, slapping my ass. He also has a tendency to sleep on my hair, holding me hostage until he rolls over. I tried to explain to him how much trouble I go through the next day, but he insisted he didn’t want to sleep next to Aunt Jemima.

My vain self would wake up an extra half hour early just to bump the knots out of my hair and to put on some fresh makeup. Yes, it was a pain in the ass, but I love Kentee so much, it’s a small sacrifice to make.

We have been together for almost three years and although our relationship is rocky right now, I have no doubt we will get it together soon. Sooner or later he’ll realize I am the only woman for him. Until then, I’ll patiently bide my time. Turning away from the mirror, I get in bed and switch on the lamp.

His side of the bed looks so empty. When Kentee first bought a house, I thought we would live in it happily ever after. We even got married, but that didn’t last long. Kentee came home one day mad as hell. He said Leah tricked him into believing that she had divorced him when in fact she hadn’t, making our marriage null and void. He moved out shortly afterward because he said he didn’t want to live with me in sin. Any other man would have said to hell with that, but Kentee isn’t just any old man. Unfortunately, he had to sell his house because he could not afford to pay the mortgage, child support, and rent at his new apartment. So now I’m living in a two-bedroom apartment instead of a four-bedroom house.

Over the course of the last two years, I’ve nearly forgotten my own treachery. Nobody, not even Kentee, knew that I lied about being pregnant so he would marry me, and I intend to keep it that way. Soon, we will get over our rough spots and we will be back together again like it was in the beginning. Satisfied, I turn my attention to the book I have clutched to my chest, losing myself in a fictional world more interesting than my own life. I know I’m using this book as a crutch so I won’t have to deal with the fact that I’ve lost my job but I make a promise to myself to start looking for another one…tomorrow.

I wake with a start, feeling more scared than I’ve ever felt in my life. My heart is beating very fast and I am cold as ice. Pulling the covers up to my neck, I try to calm down as my eyes adjust to the darkness.

“When did I turn out the light?”

Oh great, now I am talking to myself and expecting answers. I have to go to the bathroom, but I am afraid to leave my bed. I lie there until I can’t stand it anymore. Rushing from the bed, I run into the adjoining bathroom. In my haste, I bang my toe on the edge of the footboard.

“Shit, piss, and corruption.” I hop to the toilet grabbing my toe with one hand and swatting away tears with the other. Rocking back and forth, I try to rub the pain away. I’m still frightened, but I need to look at my toe to make sure the nail isn’t bleeding. I hobble to the sink and turn on the light, but I can’t make my eyes open. I imagine something or someone is staring back at me.

“Oh, Lawd, this is getting ridiculous.” Peeping, I look at my toe first and a deep sigh escapes my lips. Slowly raising my eyes, I force myself to look in the mirror. “What were you expecting, a shrunken head or something?” My eyes are open so wide, it would be comical if I wasn’t so scared. Still cold as the inside of a freezer, I am relieved to find myself alone.

Briefly, I think about crawling in bed with Lasonji like I used to do with Momma when I’d had a bad dream, but I quickly dismiss the thought. She would never let me forget it and it would open the door for more of her Voodoo shit. Nope, I will have to deal with this paranoia myself. Turning out the light, I run back to bed, this time mindful of the footboard.

I can’t get warm. I light a cigarette, inhaling deeply. Smoking usually calms me but so far it’s not working. I can’t shake the feeling that I’m being watched.

It has to be all that talk of Voodoo and the whispers of the past that has me spooked. There is no other excuse for it. I try to remember what my dream was about, but I can’t fathom what could possibly make me shake like this. I close my eyes to paint a picture of tranquility, but the canvas remains black and surreal. One thing is crystal clear; there will be no more sleeping tonight, that’s for damn sure.

I roll over to look at the clock. It is after three in the morning and I’m wide awake. I wonder what Kentee is into. Before I can talk myself out of it, I dial his cell. If I can engage him in some phone sex, I know I will fall back to sleep. And, if he decides to come over, that will be even better.

“Shit.” I hang up the phone. Why the hell are his calls going directly to voice mail? The jealous bitch in me is also awake. He only turns his phone off when he’s getting busy and doesn’t want to be disturbed. I try to block these unwanted thoughts from my head to no avail. Now, I’m mad, scared, and horny. Not a good place to be alone. I can’t do anything about being scared, but I could ease the horniness.

I pull out my trusty rabbit and turn it on high. I put it between my legs and rest it on my clit to allow it to lubricate my pussy. Moaning softly, I close my eyes and pretend my lover is not operated by Energizer batteries. I use my free right hand to gently massage my left breast. My nipple is hard as a pebble, but this isn’t enough. I pinch my nipple while moving my hips in a circular motion, pushing the rabbit between my vaginal lips. I push my nipple into my mouth, sucking gently at first and harder as the intensity of my climax builds. My clit is twitching as the walls of my pussy start to quiver. My nipple slides out as I suck my index finger, pretending it is Kentee’s dick. I push the rabbit in farther, but something is still missing.

I stick my wet finger in my ass. It is tight at first, but slowly my probing finger slides inside. I’m on the verge, but I’m not ready for it to be over. I turn the vibrator to the lowest setting and lie still. My pussy clenches it freeing my hands to wander. My clit is still twitching, but not as fast. My breathing is quick and shallow. I push my finger in deeper. My asshole closes, trapping my finger inside as I rub my thumb against my clit. This feeling is so intense I have to kick the rabbit back into high gear to keep up with my own growing demands.

I don’t even bother to stifle the moans that bubble out of my mouth as I match pace with my mechanical lover. My knees begin to tremble as my clit pushes against my thumb and my ass sucks my finger in deeper. I put in another finger just as I start to cum. The vibrator is warm and sticky. I cry out in relief as I turn it off. A smile replaces my earlier frown, erasing away the fear and my chills. Sleep claims me once again.
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Kentee and I are having a romantic dinner at Copeland’s in Buckhead. I’m sippin’ my second Smoking Iced Tea and he is nursing a Heineken. We stare into each other’s eyes and if I didn’t know better, I would swear he is about to cry.

“Baby, I love you so much.”

“I love you too.”

“I know things have been rough for the past few months, but I promise I am going to make things right between us ’cause I can’t stand the thought of losing you.”

“I’m not going anywhere, sweetheart.” I place my hand on his cheek and he grabs it, kissing each of my fingers. Inside, I am melting. Kentee doesn’t show this side of himself often and I want nothing to spoil the moment.

The waiter comes to ask if we need anything further and we both wave him away without taking our eyes off each other.

“Now that I am working again, we can start saving up for another house and this time, we won’t let anyone else get in the way.” These are the words I had been waiting to hear for the past three years as we played at being in a relationship.

“Now that my divorce is final, I don’t see why we can’t just start the rest of our lives right now. What do you say?”

What does he expect me to say? Of course I’m going to say yes—I have invested too much time in this relationship to let it go now that he is finally starting to act right.

As much as I want to scream out my answer, I have to go to the bathroom first. The sexy black velvet jumpsuit I’m wearing takes some time to get out of and I have already waited too long as it is.

“Hold that thought, baby, I have to visit the little girls’ room.” I bolt from the table, nearly colliding with our waiter who appears to be hovering nearby.

I rush to the bathroom, grabbing at my zipper as soon as the door closes behind me. I’m bent over and hopping from foot to foot, trying not to wet myself in the process. Whoever made these outfits really should have put a zipper in between the legs for quick access in case of emergency. Finally free, I plop down on the toilet without bothering to cover the seat. Ahhh…but my relief is short lived as I feel the warm piss run down my legs instead of in the toilet…

“What the hell?”

My eyes pop open. I’m not in Copelands. I’m still in bed and to make matters worse, I’ve just pissed on myself. I jump out of the bed, shaking my head in disgust, as I snatch my wet clothes off and throw them in the tub. I grab the sheets and toss them in as well.

“Shit.” I don’t know what is worse, finding out that the dinner with Kentee was only a dream or peeing in the bed. Is this an omen or sign from God that I’m pissing my life away with Kentee?

“Crap. It’s just crap. I don’t believe in mumbo jumbo.” Turning on the shower I step into the stall, I try to forget both the dream and my mistake, but the dream sticks with me as I get dressed.

“I think a cup of coffee and a smoke will do me good right about now.” I grab a cigarette off my nightstand and go to the kitchen to put the water on, but Lasonji has beaten me to the kitchen.

“Good morning, cuz.”

“What’s so good about it?”

“My, my, my. Aren’t we grouchy this morning?”

“Shut up, Lasonji, you know I don’t like to talk before I’ve had my coffee.”

“Excuse me…,” she mutters something else under her breath.

“What did you just call me?”

“I didn’t say anything. I was just clearing my throat.”

I roll my eyes at her, pretending I didn’t hear her call me a bitch. I’m not used to her being in my house and I’m not adjusting fast enough. I go to retrieve my paper but it isn’t outside, which adds to my frustration.

“Shit.” I slam the door and start fixing my coffee. Lasonji looks up at me, but doesn’t comment on my obvious bad mood. She continues to sip from her cup and read the—.

“Is that my paper?”

“Huh? Oh, yeah, I guess it is.” She pushes the paper toward me with a shrug.

“How many times do I have to tell you to leave my damn paper alone until I finish with it.” I slam my cup on the table, pushing the paper back toward her.

“What are you talking about? You have never said anything to me about touching your damn paper. I just got here yesterday. The last time I saw you, you were reading a magazine, not the damn paper.”

“Uh…well, I’ll forgive you this time, but please don’t ever touch my paper until I finish with it.” That was Kentee I told to leave my paper alone, not Lasonji. Damn, should I apologize? Hell to the naw!

“Girl, get a grip. Your ass is trippin’ about a fifty-cent paper. Let me get my purse. I’ll pay you for the damn paper.”

“It ain’t about the paper, Lasonji. It’s about respecting my wishes, damn it.” I smack the table for emphasis.

“Geez, it ain’t that serious.”

“To me, it is.”

“Fine, I won’t touch your damn paper no mo’. Is there anything else that’s off limits to me?”

I’m being silly and I know it, but I’m not in the mood, and her back talk isn’t making it any easier.

“Not at the moment, but if I think of anything, you will be the first to know.” I give her my best fake plastic smile as she stalks off to her room.

“I’m not the one who peed in your coffee,” she quips as she slams her bedroom door. Relieved that she has left me alone, it takes me a few moments to realize what she just said to me, causing me to stop drinking in mid-swallow.

“Pee?” I lower my cup, expecting to see large clumps of milk in my coffee again, but I don’t. I swallow, but for some reason, the coffee has a bitter aftertaste that I didn’t notice before. Rising from my chair, I pour the remains in the sink. The hairs on the back of my neck are standing up as I throw the milk and the remaining coffee in the trash.

“Enough of this shit, I’ll pick up some more at the store later when I go out.”








Tarcia



Grabbing my paper, I start to go to my room to sulk. Lasonji has her television turned up very loud. Suppressing the urge to tell her to turn that shit down, I am struck with a blinding vision of clarity.

Why am I mad at her? She didn’t do anything. I pause outside her door. Hesitating, I knock twice, but she doesn’t answer. I knock a third time and she turns down the television.

“I’m sorry.” I wait outside the door, unsure whether she is going to accept my apology. She makes me wait for a few more seconds before she opens her door. I raise my arms for a hug, but she ignores me and sits on her bed. I take this as an invitation to come in. She doesn’t say anything and for a minute I don’t either.

“So what are your plans for today?”

She keeps changing channels as if she doesn’t hear me.

“I said I was sorry.”

“And that’s supposed to make it okay?”

“What do you want from me? Do I have to get on my knees and kiss your feet?” I sit down on the foot of her bed staring at her feet.

“Ain’t nobody asked you to kiss my feet, but I’m kinda liking that on-your-knees part.” Unsure whether she is joking, I toy with the idea for a hot second before deciding it isn’t worth the effort. I get up to leave with a big knot in my throat.

“Just kidding,” she says. Relieved, I sink back down.

“I am sorry. I’ve been depressed since I lost my job and I lashed out at you.”

“So are you ready to talk about why you lost your job?”

I shrug my shoulders, unsure where and how to begin and how much of the story I am ready to tell. I stare at the television as I think about why I’d lost the job I’d been working for the past five years.

“I got into a fight,” I mumble.

“A fight? You mean like fisticuffs?”

“It was a verbal fight, but if my supervisor hadn’t been there, I would have snatched the hair right off that heifer’s head.”

“You got into a fight with another woman? Why?”

“That bitch ain’t no woman.”

“Huh? You ain’t making sense.”

“I got into a fight with my co-worker. It had been brewing from day one, and one day I lost it.”

“Humph. You don’t let anybody come between you and your money.”

“I know. It was stupid, now that I think about it, but at the time I wasn’t thinking. I was reacting.”

“And they fired you on the spot? What about the other girl?”

“They didn’t fire me right away. We were both sent home and told that they would notify us of their decision.”

“And?”

“They sent me a letter the day before yesterday telling me I was terminated.”

“That’s cold; they didn’t even tell you to your face.”

“Yeah, that’s what I was thinking. I worked for them for five years and they let me go just like that.”

“Who was she?”

“My boyfriend Kentee’s ex-wife.”

“Oh, this keeps on getting better and better. You worked with Kentee’s ex?”

“I was there first. She should have left when she found out who I was.”

“Why would she do that? In case you don’t know, the job market is tough. What does Kentee have to say about this?”

“I haven’t told him yet.”

“Why, you mad at him too?” I am getting annoyed. Lasonji’s tone is condescending, so I get defensive.

“No, I ain’t mad at him; it ain’t his fault. It’s that bitch’s fault.” I jump up and pace around the room. Walking from one corner of the room to the other, I feel the walls closing in on me.

“Sit down, girl. Let’s talk about this like adults ’cause you can’t go around with all this anger pent up inside.” Lasonji leaves the room and comes back with two coffee mugs. I eye the cups suspiciously since I’d just thrown away all the coffee.

“What’s this?”

“Mint tea. It cleanses the spirit and gives clarity to your thoughts.”

“Oh, Lawd, here we go.”

“What? Wait, you’re just trying to change the subject. Take the damn tea, girl.” I take the cup, but I don’t sip it until I see her drinking hers.

“Mmm, this isn’t bad.” I can’t remember the last time I drank anything warm other than coffee.

“Stop stalling and get back to the story.”

“She started working there while I was on my honeymoon. I didn’t know who she was at the time, but I didn’t like her ass right from the beginning.”

“Why is that?”

“’Cause she’s one of them high-yella girls that acts like her shit smells like peppermint.”

“Umph.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?”

“Oh, nothing, I was just clearing my throat.”

“Yeah, whateva. Anyway, it was clear from the first day she didn’t like me and I didn’t like her. My boss started giving her all the assignments I used to do and before I knew it, she was transferred into my department and I was out.”

“Out? What does that mean?”

“Originally they hired her as a floater. She went from desk to desk. I worked in word processing. She got my job and I got hers.”

“Did they cut your salary?”

“No.”

“So at least you had a job. Did it ever occur to you that she might have been better at it than you were?”

“Whose side are you on?”

“I ain’t on anybody’s side. I don’t know this chick from Adam.”

“Well, I must have been doing something right, or they wouldn’t have kept me so long.”

“True dat.”

I drain my cup with a few fast swallows, causing my mouth to tingle.

“You got any more of this tea?”

“Oh, you like it, huh?”

“It’s alright. I’m just thirsty.” She leaves the room and I look in the bottom of the cup to make sure there isn’t anything floating in there that doesn’t belong. The bottom of the cup is clear, so I follow her into the kitchen to watch her make it. Lasonji is just putting the tea back as I enter the room.

The tea did not come in a box. She had it wrapped in plastic wrapper with no name on it. All of a sudden, I don’t want any more tea.

“Uh, I changed my mind. I think I will have a glass of water.”

“Suit yourself.” Lasonji pours water into her cup once again, ignoring me. She wraps plastic wrap around the other cup—for later, I guess—and sits down at the table. I get a glass from the dishwasher and fill it with ice and water from the refrigerator, then I sit across from her.

“At first, I was mad about the transfer and I admit it showed in my performance and on my face. It wasn’t until my former supervisor sat me down for a long talk that I had an attitude adjustment.”

“What did she say to you?”

“Basically that I had two choices: quit or get over it.”

“Damn, straight to the point. I like that.”

“Yeah, she was. It was something I needed to hear. So I let it go and I started to enjoy my job. I realized I was burnt out in my old job and moving around was better for me.”

“How so?”

“I don’t deal with women all that well, but I had to while working in those close quarters. Floating around was like being my own boss. When I finished my work, they didn’t care if I read a book or did crossword puzzles as long as I was at my desk and answered the phones.”

“Sounds like the bitch did you a favor. Does this bitch have a name?”

She is really pissing me off.

“Her name is Leah.” Just saying her name grates on my nerves. Refilling my water glass, I quickly drain it and fill it again. I wait for another smart comment and when it doesn’t come, I continue.

“When I accepted my position, I was happy. Leah stayed out of my way and I stayed out of hers.”

“So what happened?”

I shift in my seat. I don’t want to tell the rest of the story, but I have come too far to stop. “I did my job and got in a lot of extra reading on the side. I was loving it.”

“Stop being evasive and answer the question. You know what I’m talking about.”

“With Leah?”

“Yes, with Leah. Who else were we talking about?” What’s up with all this sarcasm?

“She was in the break room talking all this noise about Kentee and it pissed me off.”

“What was she saying? Did she say they were still talking or something?”

“No, she’s old news to him, he loves me.”

“Oh yeah, that’s right. I forgot.”

“Why do you do that?”

“Do what?”

“Say shit like that. You sound like you are judging me.”

“Fool, you betta stop trippin’. I’m just trying to wrap my mind around what you are telling me.”

“She brought in this cake to celebrate her divorce and had the nerve to offer me a piece.”

“Huh?”

“Huh what?”

“That made you mad? I would’ve thought that would have made you happy because that would mean you and Kentee could get married, right?”

“It was the way she said it that pissed me off. I guess it’s something you had to hear for yourself to really understand. I mean, why in the hell would I take a piece of cake from her when I don’t even like her ass?”

“Well, I don’t see it as a reason to get into a fight with somebody. You could have just said, ‘no thanks’ and walked away.”

“I guess I didn’t explain that well. Let me back up. When Kentee and I got married, he told me Leah divorced him while he was in jail. I believed him, but she lied.”

“How do you know she lied? Did she tell you that?”

“Hell no, she didn’t tell me that, Kentee did.” Lasonji gets up and begins pulling food out of the refrigerator.

“See, that’s your problem. Want some breakfast?”

“No, I don’t want any breakfast. I wanna know why you think I’m the one with the problem. I thought you wanted to hear what happened.”

“I heard. The problem is I don’t think you heard yourself.”

“What’s that supposed to mean? How come you just can’t speak in plain English so I can understand what you’re trying to say?”

She bangs down the frying pan she is holding and whirls around to face me. Rushing forward, she gets all up in my face, causing me to recoil away from her.

“Stop me if I am wrong. You develop this hate relationship with a woman you don’t even know based on what some negro done told you. You gave him every benefit of the doubt and never once did you consider there might be two sides to this story. But because the nigga was laying the pipe you believed him.”

This bitch has gone too far now. I don’t have to stand here and take this shit; I’m going to my room. Fuck her and the white horse that she rode up in here on. I get up to leave.

“Oh, so you done talking now that I called you out?”

“You are not my mother and I don’t appreciate your getting all up in my face.”

“I ain’t trying to be your mother. I’m trying to talk some sense into you.”

“Why you jumping all over my man? You don’t even know him and you putting him down.”

“Putting him down? When? What did I say to put him down?”

“Well…you called him a negro.”

“Oh, my bad. With a name like Kentee, I assumed he was black.” Turning again, she puts some bacon in the pan to fry. Damn, she really didn’t put Kentee down. It was just me getting all defensive again. I am really trippin’. I was ready to beat her down simply because I thought she wouldn’t approve of him. Maybe if things were better between Kentee and me, I wouldn’t have reacted the same way, but he has me on an emotional roller coaster and I can’t get off. But she still didn’t have to get all up in my face and shit. That wasn’t right and if I would have hit her ass we would have been up in here tearing shit up.

“Tarcia, this is what I heard you say, so please stop me if I am wrong ’cause I’d sure hate to jump to the wrong conclusion, especially since you lost your job behind this shit.” There is the sarcastic voice again, I hate that shit.

“You got involved with a man you later found out was married. He told you he was divorced and you were pregnant, so you got married. You later found out he was never divorced and you blamed Leah for deceiving you. Am I getting it right so far?”

“Uh…” I ain’t about to admit that I wasn’t pregnant to begin with ’cause her ass would really start trippin’ on me.

“I thought so. Then Leah comes to work at your job and you get a case of the ass with her ’cause she’s married to him and you’re not. Sounds like Kentee’s the root of this evil to me.”

“How can you say that? You don’t even know Kentee. Hell you siding with that bitch instead of your own flesh and blood. What’s up with that?”

Lasonji turns off the flames and calmly puts the food back. She places the used dishes in the dishwasher and when she is done she turns to me. Her breathing is heavy and her eyes hold a warning that I am treading on dangerous grounds.

“I’m going out. I don’t like the vibes I am feeling from you right now and I don’t trust myself around you. I want you to really think about what I said, but more importantly, I want you to think about what I didn’t say. When you are ready to discuss it, let me know. Until then, this subject is closed. I will not ruin our relationship over some bullshit.”

“You…you can’t talk to me like that. Hell, you are living in my house. You owe me!”

“Owe you? Bitch, please. I’m thirty years old and you’re my family. I also love you, but that does not make me a fool. I know bullshit when I hear it and I will not compromise my beliefs because you’re stuck on stupid.”

“Who the hell are you calling stupid.” I jump up ready to fight, cousin or not. “No one calls me stupid. That’s what started the fight between me and Leah.”

“Oh, so now you wanna hit me? Why, ’cause I didn’t co-sign your story? Things happen for a reason. I’m here because a force greater than me pulled me. I’m not a charity case because I can afford a hotel, but I’m not fighting my Karma.”

“Karma! Karma? What the hell does this have to do with Karma? You survived a fucking hurricane and lost everything, that’s why you are here.”

“I didn’t lose everything. I’m alive and that means more to me than some material possessions. Plus, come Monday morning, I’m gonna have me a job. Can you say the same?” She showed me the back of her ass as she sashayed out the room, slamming the door to her bedroom again. This is not going at all like I planned. We should be having a big old slumber party and all we are doing is fighting. I don’t really believe that she can cast a spell on me that would make me walk in front of a Mack truck or anything, but there is no sense tempting my fate when my life is already in the toilet. The slamming of the front door startles me. I didn’t hear Lasonji leaving her room so I’m curious as to where she’s going but it immediately reopens. She struts back into the room and I’m ready to kiss and make up.

“One quick question and I’m out. Does he do you like you do you?”

I don’t immediately catch where she is coming from, but when I do, I am mortified. She must have heard me going at it last night. I don’t even bother to answer. In fact, I can’t because I’m so embarrassed.

“I thought so.” She spins around and goes back out the door.

“Well, I’ll be damned.”








Tarcia



Lasonji was right about one thing; she will have a job come Monday morning and I, on the other hand, still have to find one. She got a job at MARTA as a bus driver, over the phone, without even having to go through the interview process. Lasonji has been driving buses since graduating from high school and Georgia always has a need for them. Our city is growing by leaps and bounds and traffic is a nightmare. People are opting to take public transportation to avoid gridlock and the high price of gas.

Reality has cold-cocked me. It isn’t Lasonji who needs me, it’s the other way around. Unless Kentee steps up to the plate to help me out, I’m going to start feeling the pinch of unemployment sooner than later. The bottom line is I need a job with a quickness because I hate depending on folks.
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