Sample read from They’re Getting Even/I’m Getting Odd

Joy Waldrop

I was having a dream that I was driving down the road and a car was right behind me, tailgating me. I slammed on the brakes to make him back off. In my dream the driver behind me didn’t back off, but instead began to blow his horn furiously at me. Uh-oh, now I did it, I thought. 

 “Do you know what that is?” I heard someone say.

 “What?” I asked, coming out of my dream.

 “That’s my ex-wife dropping off my kids!” Jeff said.

 I sat up in bed, fully awake. What is this all about? Jeff got up to go downstairs and opened the front door. It was six-thirty a.m. on a Saturday morning. I got out of bed to look out my bedroom window facing the alley. I saw a red Nissan Sentra squeal away from my house. I heard the front door open and Jeff letting Erin and Jeremy in the house. Jeff was angry and was yelling at Erin.

 “How did she know where Jody lives?” he demanded.

 “I told her, dad,” she answered weakly. 

I let my body flop backwards and lay on my bed listening to the conversation going on downstairs in my living room. Great, this is just great. What kind of mother would drop her children off at someone’s house and drive away before they were even inside the place? What if I was some kind of pervert? She didn’t know anything about me. I would never send Michael to someone’s house without, at least, knowing who they are or meeting them to see what type of people or person they are. Blair had no reason to worry about her children when they were with me, but she didn’t know this. She was willing to risk the safety of her children to hurt and embarrass Jeff. I remembered the story Jeff told me on our first date about Blair breaking into that woman’s home. She was trying to scare me off, as if she had the other person Jeff dated. I was suddenly filled with rebellion. I would die a slow and painful death before I’d let her control me that way. I was not going away as easily as the rest. No one decided whom I did and did not date, including some nut case of an ex-wife.

Jeff and I had just spent our first night together and our relationship had been consummated. Our lovemaking was comfortable and natural much like the rest of our relationship. I’d fallen asleep that night, in Jeff’s arms, intoxicated with serenity as I replayed the event over and over again in my mind. Jeff told me that Blair was a stupid woman, and that night I whole-heartedly agreed with him. Nobody in her right mind could leave such a wonderful lover. Now, only hours later, I was filled with rage.

 I came downstairs in my bathrobe and walked past Jeff and his children without looking at them. I was in a foul mood and my anger radiated off me in waves as I went into the kitchen and started making coffee. Jeff had already turned on the television for Erin and Jeremy and they were perched on the sofa. He came in the kitchen to speak to me. 

 “Why did she tell Blair where I lived?” I demanded, staring at him with my arms folded in front of me.

 “She gets Erin to find out things for her. She probably put Erin in the car and said, ‘show me where Jody lives.’ Erin does it because she thinks she’s supposed to.”

 “I don’t want Blair coming over here, Jeff,” I said firmly. “I have Michael to think about too, and I don’t want him exposed to any craziness. He’s seen enough.”

I thought about the incident with the rock being thrown through my front door. This new scenario put an entirely new light on that occurrence. My suspicions about Jeff not telling me everything he knew the night my window was broken were renewed.

 “Jeff, do you think Blair threw the rock through my front door?” I asked.

 “I doubt it, Jody. She’s not that crazy.” I stared at him, watching his body language carefully. He had that strange look on his face again and I was not going to ignore it this time. Anyone who did what his ex-wife, whoever she was, had just done would have no problem tossing a rock through my window. I was sure Blair had been the culprit last weekend and Jeff knew it. Every time I mentioned it, he got uncomfortable. Not telling me the truth was a mistake. I don’t like surprises, and Blair seemed to be full of them. However, if I were Jeff, I wouldn’t want the person I was falling in love with to know what Blair was all about either. 

I heard Erin talking in the living room. I left the kitchen with Jeff right behind me, and found Erin sitting on the sofa talking on the telephone. 

 “Who are you talking to?” I asked curtly.

 “My mom,” she answered, cradling her hand over the mouthpiece of the receiver.

 “Get off the phone,” I said, barely containing my fury.

 “I have to go now, mom,” she said sullenly, glaring up at me. She hung up the telephone.

 “You don’t use Jody’s phone unless you ask,” Jeff said, knowing how angry I was and obviously attempting to cover for his ex-wife and daughter’s actions.

 “But Mom said I can call her from Jody’s house anytime I want,” Erin protested.

 “It’s my telephone and I say who can use it and when,” I said staring evenly at Erin. 

She narrowed her eyes at me. The contempt she felt for me was tangible. The feeling was mutual. I was very angry with a six-year-old girl and felt childish about it.

The telephone rang. “Hello,” I said picking it up, looking at Jeff.

 “Put Erin on the phone.” I knew it was Blair. Her voice sounded nasal, her tone rude. She had used the ring-back command on the telephone to call my number. I handed the telephone to Jeff, my eyes blazing with ire. I had not yet had coffee, which was adding to my increasingly unfavorable disposition.

 “Why are you calling here? And why did you drop the kids off this morning? Don’t call here again,” he said as he hung up the telephone.

 It rang again. I picked it up and let it drop back into the cradle with a click. Don’t call here again? Wow, that would stop me in a hurry! He was afraid of her. I couldn’t believe what was happening here and was a becoming frightened. My rebellious attitude of only moments before was now replaced with panic. I felt so strong about my relationship with Jeff the night before, but now I didn’t know what to make of things. I had never experienced anything like this before and being in such unfamiliar territory scared and confused me. 

I couldn’t even look at Erin without wanting to scream at her. She was only six years old, but I suspected that she knew exactly what she was doing. Erin seemed to think that blatant rudeness was a perfectly acceptable form of behavior. She had betrayed me, but worse, she’d also betrayed her father by showing her mother where I lived. Blair was trying to destroy Jeff’s relationship with me and Erin was assisting her. I was feeling contempt for a first-grader and hated myself for it. In my confused state of mind, I failed to realize that the apple doesn’t fall far from the tree. Erin was simply doing what she had been taught by Blair. I needed time alone to think.

 “Jeff, why don’t you take your kids home for the day. I need some time alone.” 

 “Jody.” He said with a pleading look in his eyes. Apparently, he had heard this line before. “Please, don’t do this. Let’s talk about it.” 

 “Jeff, I don’t know what to make of this and I need time to sort things out. Take the kids home and I’ll call you in a while,” I said with less force.

Jeff complied with my wishes. After he left, I sat down on couch, put my head between my knees and took in a deep breath. My heart was pounding from the adrenaline rush that began the minute I opened my eyes that morning.

