Emily and Veronica
By Chantal Bellehumeur

   It was a nice autumn afternoon; warm for September.  On her way home from picking up a few essentials at the grocery store, Emily Jacobson decided that she was going to take her eight month old daughter Nadia to the park while her husband William Mancini was still at work.   

  After putting her purchased food items away and changing Nadia’s diaper, Emily prepared some snacks to bring along.  She then put her daughter back in her stroller and headed towards the nearby park.  It was located right behind an elementary school on her street.  A couple dozen children could faintly be seen and heard playing in the paved fenced-in yard.  Emily figured it was a gym glass. 

   Emily reached a busy street corner and stopped.  When the streetlight turned green, she crossed the street and got closer to the school.  The sound of the kids playing grew louder with each step she took, and suddenly a whistle was heard.  Emily saw a fit woman, who she presumed was the teacher, motion with her right hand for somebody to come to her.  Emily felt like she should not be paying attention to what was going on in the yard so she continued her walk while trying to ignore the scene taking place on her left.  Emily’s curiosity got the best of her though.  She turned her heard just in time to see a slim black haired boy be banished from whatever game the kids were playing.  He walked to the school’s brownish brick wall, kicking a rock along the way, and sat down on the cracked pavement with his arms crossed looking really upset.  

    Emily soon left the sidewalk, turning left to walk along the narrow paved path that led to the park.

   A maroon ball suddenly went flying across Emily’s path.  “Sorry!” she heard a girl shout.  Emily stopped pushing Nadia’s stroller and went to get the ball.  She tossed it back across the metal fence towards the group of kids that had been playing with it.  A small boy caught the ball.  “Thank you!” some of the children said before running off.

   As Emily watched the kids resume their game of dodge ball, she remembered how much fun she had as a child.  She realised how much she missed the days when her only responsibilities were schoolwork and keeping her bedroom clean.  She laughed to herself at the thought that, at the time, she could not wait to be an adult.  Emily and her best friend Katy had often played house and thought that adults were lucky because they never had any homework and could do what they wanted.  She did not understand her parents when they told her to cherish her youth.  Now she did and sometimes wished she could go back to those days.    

  Having arrived at the park, Emily parked Nadia’s stroller close to a wooden bench.  She noticed that her daughter had fallen asleep so she sat down to read.  She always carried a book with her.  She now opened a girly novel she had borrowed from the library over the weekend.  

   Nadia did not nap for long; she never did.  Emily gave her daughter a few vegetable crackers and munched on a few herself.  She then took out some sand toys from underneath Nadia’s stroller; a small pink bucket, two matching shovels, and five moulds in the shapes of various sea creatures.  

   Emily sat in the sandy area of the park with Nadia and began to dig a hole with one of the small shovels.  Once she reached an area that was not completely dry, she picked up one of the moulds.  “Let’s make a sea horse,” she told Nadia.  Emily filled the dark purple mould with moist sand from the hole and quickly flipped it upside down.  Nadia broke her mother’s creation right away.  “No sea horse?  How about an octopus then?” Emily asked. The baby did not seem to care, but Emily filled the light blue mould anyways.      

   Nadia took some of the refined rocks in her small right hand and was about to put it in her mouth but Emily stopped her.  

   An older woman commented on the fact that the baby should not be playing in the dirty sand, adding that cats sometimes used the playground as a litter box, but Emily ignored her.  She recognised the judgemental woman, who had given her a lecture this summer because Nadia had not been wearing a hat.  It’s not that Emily had not put one on her daughter’s head on that hot sunny day, but rather that she could not get the baby to keep it on and had eventually given up on picking the headwear from the ground and putting it back on Nadia’s head.  The woman had not accepted Emily’s explanation and had called her irresponsible.

   Now, Emily could hear the old woman saying that she would never let her grandkids be babysat by her.  Emily almost felt like answering that she would never want to look after the brats, but kept her mouth shut.  There was no point in starting an argument.  She let the woman dictate her reasons as to why she believed Emily was an unfit caregiver, not really paying much attention.  She really didn’t care what this woman thought about her. 

    A petite redhead in her early thirties suddenly walked towards them.  Looking directly at Emily, she shouted out “are you still free to baby-sit my twins tomorrow?”  Emily looked confused so the woman gave her a little wink that indicated that she wanted Emily to play along.  “I called your references and all of them only had positive things to say.  All the kids seem to adore you!  Not that I am surprised.  I have seen you with your daughter and think you are an excellent mother.”   

   The old woman stopped her rant and snubbed both Emily and the redhead.  “Come on boys!  Time to go back home!” she shouted.  Three pudgy kids followed their grandmother out of the park.  The youngest, who looked around five years old, was hiding something behind his back.  “I have something to show you granny,” he said.  The old woman turned around and bent slightly down to see what the boy was hiding in his closed right hand.  “This is my new pet spider,” the boy proudly said as he extended his hand towards his grandmother’s face.  This made the old woman scream.  The girls could not help but laugh.

   “Hi.  I’m Veronica Myers,” the redhead pleasantly said as she extended her right hand to Emily.  “I’m Emily.”  The girls shook hands.  “This is my daughter Nadia.”  Veronica smiled at the baby.  “Hi Cutie.”  Nadia just stared at Veronica with her blue eyes for a couple of seconds and went back to playing with the sand.  

[bookmark: _GoBack]   Veronica returned her own focus on Emily.  “Those are my twins Cloe and Melody over there.  They’re one and a half years old.”  Emily looked at the two identical freckled girls in pigtails patiently waiting in separate baby swings.  “I also have a twelve year old son,” Veronica continued.  “I had Michael young and used to get the same kind of comments as you.  I remember how frustrating it was.”  

   After a brief moment of silence, Veronica continued talking.  “Things didn’t work out between Michael’s father and I.  We split when Michael was about four, so I was a single parent for a while,” Veronica continued.  “Are you still with Nadia’s father?”  Emily told Veronica that her and William had actually just gotten married in July.  After Veronica gave her congratulations, Emily briefed her on the wedding they spontaneously had during a Mediterranean cruise.  “Wow!  Sounds lovely,” Veronica commented.  “Scott and I got married outdoors.  We had a medieval themed wedding complete with a horse carriage rather than a limo and even bought masks for all our guests.  We celebrated our two year wedding anniversary this July.”  Emily was about to ask Veronica a question but was interrupted.

“Mommy! One the girls yelled over a school bell.”  “Coming Cloe!” Veronica answered.  

    “Care to join me?” Veronica asked Emily pointing towards her daughters.  Emily felt that she had just made a new friend.  At least, she hopped she did.  As much a she loved Nadia, she sometimes found the days with her long since she could not converse with her.  She missed being around other adults, and recently started feeling alone.  None of her other friends had any children and none of them could relate to what she was living.  She had been longing to share parenting stories with somebody other than her husband or her own parents or in laws.  To Emily, Veronica already seemed like somebody that was easy to talk to and who would not pass any judgements about her being a young mom.  

   Emily had given birth to Nadia at the age of nineteen but looked much younger.  People often thought that her and Nadia were sisters.  When they found out that Emily and Nadia were in fact mother and daughter rather than siblings, Emily often got dirty looks or was subjected to negative comments.  She was getting really fed up, but bottled up her feelings as best as she could to avoid scenes that would only make people judge her more.  

   Emily picked Nadia up and started walking towards the swing set with Veronica.  She placed her daughter in one of the free baby swings and pushed it lightly.  Veronica introduced Cloe and Melody to Emily.  They both shyly said hello at the exact same time, but seemed much more interested in the baby.  

  Veronica gave her daughters a few light pushes, and then harder ones.  She eventually lifted Cloe’s swing up high and ran underneath it.  She then did the same with Melody.  Both girls laughed.  “Again!” they shouted.

   Veronica repeated her action a few times and then told her laughing daughters that she had no strength left.  She left the swings alone until they were almost motionless.  The twins began to focus on Nadia again.  She was really enjoying her swing ride.  “More,” Cloe finally asked once her swing had completely stopped moving.  “More what?”  Veronica responded.  “More please,” Melody said emphasising the word her sister had forgotten.  Emily gave a little laugh.  “They sometimes finish each other’s sentences,” Veronica informed Emily as she resumed pushing both of her daughter’s swings.

    Several children had started entering the park.  They dropped their backpacks as well as their lunch bags on the ground and ran for the play structures.  

   Emily and Veronica resumed their previous conversation about their weddings.  Emily wanted to know if Veronica and Scott’s wedding had been expensive, confessing that she would have liked to have a big wedding of her own if her and William would of had the money.  Veronica answered that the money spent on that single day was high.  “The planning and organisation involved was long and stressful,” she admitted.  “I don’t regret any of it, but would have been just as content with a simple wedding like yours.”  

   The two women moved on to talking about their husbands, who sometimes drove them nuts.  Emily was happy to discover that she wasn’t alone in needing space from her significant other at times.  Her own parents had gotten a divorce mainly because her father had often been away, so it was hard to talk to her mother about needing time away from William.  None of Emily’s friends lived with their boyfriends yet, so they did not understand Emily’s need to be away from her husband from time to time.  They often questioned if the relationship was going well when she commented on needing a girl’s night or just time to herself.  

   Emily and Veronica both admitted that sometimes they got frustrated with their husbands and had arguments, but would not trade them for anyone else in the world. 

   They started talking about their children.  Emily wanted to know if it had been hard to take care of two babies at the same time.  “Well, Scott and I were lucky that the girls adopted the same sleeping pattern, but they were also hungry at the same time and that was really annoying.  When Scott was home, he would feed one while I fed the other.  Sometimes Michael would help.  He loves his sisters.  But, when I was alone with the babies it was a nightmare.  I would start feeding one while the other cried.  I was really happy when Cloe and Melody were capable of holding their own bottles.”        

   Older kids wearing matching navy blue and white uniforms passed by.  They were clearly coming from the nearby high school.

   Two pre-teen boys arrived on bicycles.  “Hey mom.  Is it okay if I go to Jeremy’s,” one of the blond haired boys asked.  “Yes, but be home for dinner,” Veronica answered.  “Okay.  What are we eating?”  “The most important question of the day,” Veronica told Emily before answering her son.  “Macaroni and cheese?” she suggested  “Yes!!! You’re the best!” the boy said before taking off with his friend.  

   “I don’t get public appraisals like that from Michael often these days,” Veronica said laughing.  “My son won’t let me kiss or hug him when other people aside from family members are around, and god forbid I should tell him I love him in front of his friends!” Veronica said still laughing.  Emily did not know what to say.  She didn’t want to ever go through that with Nadia, although she imagined it was unavoidable. 

   “It took a while to get used to,” Veronica went on,  “but I know he doesn’t mean anything by it.  I remember doing the same thing to my parents when I started becoming independent and I love them both so I don’t take it personally.  I know Michael loves me.  He tells me every morning before leaving for school, when he gets home, and again before bed.  He’s a great kid.”  Emily smiled at that.    

   Veronica went on to sharing the words Michael had written inside a hand made card she received for Mother’s Day this year; to the best mom I ever had, she had read.  Michael had then explained that he surely had other mothers in past lives but that Veronica was the best.  “That was deep,” Emily thought out loud.  Veronica agreed.  

    “He’s really into the supernatural lately.  The house we lived in before moving into this neighbourhood had a bad history.”  Veronica told Emily that the previous owners had been murdered, and that Michael believed the house was haunted by their spirits.  “I guess I kind of believed it too.  You might think I am crazy for saying this, but sometimes I could hear the voice of a little girl at night.  Michael claims he saw her ghost and started having problems sleeping.  That’s actually one of the reasons we moved.”  Emily was a little freaked out now, yet wanted to know more.

   “There isn’t much more to the story,” Veronica said.  “I love watching horror movies and I scare myself sometimes.  I throw Halloween parties every year and told people the house we lived in was haunted.  Michael has a big imagination.  He started telling Scott and I some stories about the ghost of a little girl.  He became afraid of the dark and started being very jumpy at sounds so we thought it best to move.  We just bought a brand new house in the area, and Michael is back to his normal self.  He still talks about the ghost sometimes, but it’s more to scare his friends when they want to hear a freaky story.”  Emily remembered sharing ghost stories with her best friend Katy.   She also remembered playing Ouija board and mentioned it to Veronica.

   Veronica told Emily she had bad experiences playing with a Ouija board but then started to laugh.  “I’m sorry.  I just remembered the script my sister and I started writing.”  Emily was curious now.  She listened as Veronica told her that she had taken acting classes when she was a teenager and wanted to make a movie.  “France and I sat down and wrote part of the script for a horror movie.  We called it Ouija.  It was about an evil ghost that four teenage girls contacted using a Ouija board.”  “Sounds good,” Emily said.  “Did you ever finish it?” “No.  I am afraid the only things I’ve been writing are my diary entries.  Some people might find them entertaining,” she joked.

   Veronica told Emily about her short acting history and that she was an artist.  “My paintings are sold at this studio,” she told Emily as she handed her a business card.  Emily was impressed.  “I think Michael might follow in my footsteps.  He is very creative.  He loves to draw and is very good at it.  He started being interested in acting.  Last year, his class did a film project and the teacher organized a red carpet gala for the viewing of all the movies.  Michael won an award for best actor.  He then asked me for an agent.”          

   Emily wanted to know if Michael got his wish.  “Scott and I wanted to support Michael so we went to an agency that casted extras,” Veronica answered.  “We turned it into a family affair.  All of us were in a commercial and a couple of movies that were shot this summer.”  Veronica went on to saying that people really loved Michael on and off set.  

   “Michael can be very entertaining without wanting to be,” Veronica started.  She then shared how her son started talking in computer slang, verbalising the letters BRB rather than saying be right back or OMG to signify Oh my God!  He also said LOL rather than actually laughing.  “He once left me a phone message and at the end of it he said happy face.”  Emily laughed at that.

   The women continued to push their daughters on the swings while children ran and screamed around them.

   “How do you tell them apart?”  Emily randomly asked.  She almost had to yell to be heard.  “I mean, aside from the fact that they are wearing different outfits at the moment.”  “If you look closely, Cloe’s face is actually a bit rounder.   Melody’s is more oval.  Plus their freckles are different.  Cloe also has a small beauty park on the right side of her neck.  Come see.”  Veronica stopped the swings and told Emily to look for herself.  Cloe and Melody didn’t look too pleased but Veronica told them that she would push them again in a minute.  

   Emily moved around to Cloe’s right side and saw the mark Veronica was referring too.  She then briefly analysed both of the girls faces.  “I think I could manage to figure out who is who the next time I see them,” Emily said, in hopes that there would be a next time.  She felt that it had been really great to be able to converse with another adult while taking care of Nadia; especially one who could relate to her and also share fun stories.  

   Veronica opened up her big purse and pulled out a piece of white paper as well as a pen.  She scribbled something down and handed the paper to Emily.  Emily saw that it had a phone number and an address.  “If ever you want to hang out with the kids or need a bit of time to yourself just give me a call.”  Emily thanked Veronica and asked if she had something she could write her own contact information on.  Veronica handed her another piece of white paper as well as her pen.

   Emily began to write.  “If you need any clothes for Nadia, I have tons that don’t fit the girls anymore.  I was going to donate it to a thrift store but if you want them they’re all yours,” Veronica announced.  Emily was very thankful.  Nadia grew out of all her outfits so fast and baby clothing was not cheap.          

    “I should get going,” Veronica said apologetically.  “You know.  I would love to have you and your husband, and Nadia of course, over for dinner at some point.  Maybe the weather will stay warm and we can have a barbeque in the yard.”  “That would be nice,” Emily replied as Veronica was lifting Cloe out of her swing. 

    Emily already looked forward to spending more time with Veronica and her daughters.  She also thought it would be nice for her and William to socialise with other parents too.  She knew that William’s friends were slowly distancing themselves from him the same way her own friends were doing it to her without really meaning to; their lives had simply changed.

   “Oh! We have a dog,” Veronica announced as she was getting Melody out of her swing.  Cloe was silently waiting by her mother’s side.  “You’re not allergic or afraid of dogs are you?”  “No,” Emily answered.  “Great!  So I’ll give you a call when Scott and I are free and we can get together.  I’ll let you take a look at the piles of clothes too at the same time.  I probably have toys and other baby stuff I no longer need.  Knock on wood.”  “Sounds like a good plan to me,” Emily said. “Let me know what you want us to bring.”

   The women wished each other a good evening and Veronica left with her daughters.  When Veronica was far away in the distance, Emily saw Michael zoom by on his bike.  She saw him stop when he reached Veronica and the twins.  Michael got off of his bike, letting it drop to the ground, and gave each of his sisters a hug.  He looked around before giving his mother some affection.  Emily laughed.  

   “I guess we should go home too,” Emily told Nadia.  She realised that she had not left anything out for dinner.  Inspired by Veronica’s simple meal plan she said “Macaroni and cheese for us too.”  She then laughed by herself again.  “I wonder what that old lady would have to say about my food choice.”   
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