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DEAD RECKONING 4:

The Sapling Grows


"God, it's windy out there," Sophia exclaimed as she closed my door.


From my place on the armchair, I twisted my body and looked outside the window next to the door to see if she was right.  Leaves whirled around like mad dancers.  The sky was blacker than gray, darkened like a storm without rain or lightning.  One might expect a tornado to break out at any second.


"Didn't you bring a jacket?" I said.


"Nah, it's not cold enough," she replied.


I shrugged.  I didn't want her to get sick or anything, but if she didn't want to wear a jacket, there wasn't much I could do about it.  I'm not her mother.


"So what're we gonna do tonight?"


"I don't know.  I thought we'd just hang out here tonight.  Watch a movie or something."


"Hmph, ok."


I thought I heard a slight tone of disgust in her reply, but I let it go.  I thought I was just being paranoid.  

"Got anything in mind?" she said.


"For a movie?  Umm, let me see."  I stood up and walked over to my collection of tapes on the shelf next to the TV.  I wanted to choose something that I hadn't seen for a while and that both of us would enjoy.  I'd just watched Armageddon and The Fifth Element a couple of days ago.  Good Will Hunting, maybe, but that was kind of long and it didn't really have anybody in it that I liked.  The Wedding Singer?  Excellent.  Adam Sandler for me, romance for her.


"How about Wedding Singer?"


"That's fine."


I popped the tape into the VCR and the tape started automatically.  I went to sit down on the floor in front of the couch so I could lean back against it.  Sophia came over and sat down in the space between my legs.  I wrapped my arms around her waist and she nestled herself into me.


This was my favorite position to be in.  We looked like a picturesque couple.  And this was how we always watched movies at home together.  I couldn't be any more in heaven, holding the most important person in the world, the truest beauty I could ever imagine, so close to me, knowing that she was here for me.  This makes everything in my life, everything that I've suffered through, all worthwhile.  Her beautiful soft body in my arms.  Inhaling her sweet tangy perfume wafting across my nose.  I don't see how I could be any closer to bliss.  It almost made me wish I didn't have to say what I said next.

"Sophia, I need to ask you a question."
"Yeah."

"…What happened at the eighth grade barbecue?"

She twisted her body and turned to face me.  "Who told you about that?"

"Jo."

She scoffed, "I didn't even need to ask that," and turned back to the TV.

"It was a couple days ago, when we were playing poker, and you walked in on us."

"Oh yeah.  I should have realized that."

Neither of us said anything as the trailers for movies already forgotten played on.  I waited because I thought she was going to say something, something about what I asked her.  She kept quiet though, unwilling to volunteer any information.  I didn't want to break the silence, but it looked like I had to.


"So what happened?"


"Oh, it's nothing."


"Jo didn't make it sound like nothing."


"What did he say about it?"


"Well, you know how he was talking about how you need to keep a close eye on your woman."


"Yeah."


"He said something about how when you and him were at the eighth grade barbecue, when you two were still going out."


"Oh, that."


"He said I had a 'right to know'," I added.  I really didn't think I did, but it couldn't have hurt to put that in there.


"Sounds like something he'd say.  It's actually how we broke up too.  They were having the barbecue at Newhard Park.  Jo was off with his friends, drinking or smoking bowls or something, I don't remember.  I was chilling with some guys and girls I knew.  And I'm bored as hell.  And this one guy offers me a ride home.  So I say ‘sure, why not'.  So we're in his car, his brother's driving it, and he asks if I wanna go see a movie with him.  So I say 'sure, what the hell', you know?


"So anyway, somewhere along the line, Jo finds out about it, probably after he's done being high.  He hears I went off with some guy, and of course, you can guess how Jo reacts."


"Hm, yeah," I said with full understanding.


"He says he can't trust me or something.  I really wasn't paying attention to him anymore.  So now he starts calling me every night, twice or three times, just to see where I'm going, what I'm doing.  I take this for about a week, then I just say, fuck it, we're breaking up if you're gonna act like this.  He acts like nothing's happened and he keeps calling me, but slowly he gets the idea.  We still hang out, you know.  But we're just friends."  She paused.  "So that's my story," she said, turning to look at me again.  "You satisfied?"


That's not so bad, I thought, I thought she was doing something really bad, like getting wasted and having sex with strange guys.  "Yeah, I thought it was something really bad."


"Nah, the relationship was on the way out anyway, so…"


"Yeah."


The explanation satisfied me.  Now that I knew what the ‘big deal' really was.  I'd gotten all worked up for practically nothing.  It didn't change my opinion of Sophia at all.  She leaned back into me, snuggling her head into my shoulder, and I held her closer as The Wedding Singer began.
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