
A SHELL FOR SOUND : Chapter 2

Each day around 1 pm, they�d all go to lunch sometime together other times they�d break up into one or two party teams.  It was a kinder place to work, later she�d find out, and their unique personalities flared amongst them well.  Spending the day lent itself to weekend stuff, places to meet, functions to share attending like clubs, home parties, or movies and each of them made her a somewhat part of their small immediate families, she was in a soft place but for some reason it wasn�t it.  These acts of kindness hadn't surmounted into everything she wanted or needed.  The �it� she needed was to be completely happy.  She noticed the way Senqua was talking around her children and child support suddenly, bitter with the new marriage her ex-husband had sprung on her over the last week.  The children were in the wedding, they were buying a big beautiful new home, and she was no longer, with her gambling problem, a prospect for his future.  Their mornings began with her grumpy mood and ended with a tired disappointed snare, always about coming back into this place.  Celeste was herself, blazing with excitement, tales or neighborhood action, the police, the corner happenings, and which club was best for her to take her too later. Her boyfriends were there but she wasn�t feeling any of them for real, and it messed with her. She spent more time hiding from a couple of them on the street or out for the evening then it was worth to have ever dated them in the first place.  And when one of her girlfriends at home ended up with one of them, she was madder and in more pain than a woman with a hundred pound weight fallen on her foot.  It was strange and at her young age, ridiculous living. 

But Mrs. K. she always seemed content with things, herself, her husband, and life itself.  Her children were grown and together, she and he traveled and did mostly everything.  From where she sat, he was this really good person and she was his really good wife.  She was happy.  Milioni couldn�t help wondering if the rock on her finger, the expensive clothes, car, and upscale house had as much to do with her feelings about life as he.  Because of her, somewhere soon after she�d fallen for the notion of another, better, mechanism for survival, marriage.  

So with marriage, security, and happiness in mind I sought in each place I started hanging out at for the perfect prospect, a masculine, single, employed, and ready for a woman man.  According to Celeste I just had to look good, and accentuate the three A�s: appeal, approachable, and have an attitude. Since I had my own place and money, I was already on the right track.  And so I listened to her suggestions, I got smarter, street smart that is, bought cloths that made me hot looking, or so I thought, to wear out, although I kept my comfy things in the dresser drawer I bought.  It was more likable to have on jeans or sweat pants to me.  I learned how to wear make-up better so I looked nicer like the women in the music videos I often saw or in the hip magazines which also gave me ideas for my hair and perfumes to buy, because smelling good was also significant.  But the most important issue to her was the conversation.  She emphasized having something to say without coming across as stupid, nasty, or not hip enough.  Instead I needed to be defined, pointed, feminine, flirty, and fun.  That is how it�d always been and the girls who had all this going on for them were never ever single women.  So she insisted. 

 It was a Friday night, the ensuing weekend made it okay to hang out at the corner theater opposite the mall after shopping for something anything to soothe her boredom.  It ragged her brain to find things to do besides eat and punch her cell for facebook or entertainment news, or the weather which she never found time to watch on television.   This time she was having dinner then the bar, her spot for finding chit chat and making herself accessible to the opposite sex.  Man and women seemed to roam in and out all night, it was close to home and safe, she knew the bar tenders now since she�d moved in down the street.  The zipper back sleek pants she worn with a semi tight button down vest with short sleeves cinched her mood and shown her bust well she honed in on looking at herself in the wall mirror as a shadow still in the blue lights surrounded the ceiling.  It mattered and worked, she had three approaches in two hours and wasn�t able to rid of the second, he watched, came over, left and came back offering his number and a walk to the café up the street so he could hear everything she said.  The crowd had grown along with the noise; so she obliged this average looking, 5 foot 9, medium built man.  

The alarm to the sporty �for real� jeep flickered as she matched it with his key ring motion.  She got in with a pending crush, smiling, from the sense of solidity it offered her.  He was young with money she guessed he was actually the paralegal he bragged on being.  There was no perfume smells inside, just cherry from the inscent, dirtless and manicured, he was looking better along the four block drive and sounding smarter. She wasn�t exactly feeling coffee and neither was he. Instead of the café he offered her a bigger brush with night life.  The park festival was still alive, onsite bands, food, and free seating to sit down anywhere along it path.  I  had never come, always under time constraints, so it felt like a fine thing to do and a token to befriend the city more.  Mil knew she hadn�t found her place nor understanding of it all and if he was eager to show her something about this city, she was bright enough to pay attention to him, and anything else there.    It was a long night, the hours turned slowly in her head despite the lateness upon them.  As vendors shut down, they followed the crowd to the street a silent suggestion that it was time to leave.  The barbeque speck he smeared off her face with his fingers, smirking as he reached for her hand to continue back to the car for which they'd forgo again unwilling to part.  Instead, they window toured the art store, the admired the bright lighted tattoo parlor, than the café unsure and not ready to leave each others side; she smitten with his humor plus willingness to beee and he with her laugh, in fact, he said exactly that. "This could work", she thought out loud having not noticed the word trickling from her mouth until after they were well into the night air.  

He turned to face the street seeking the block ahead, �there�s this other place I know a few more blocks.�  He stood thinking.  �I ahh probably should have taken you there, that is if you trust me? With all the blushing and fun she�d forgotten he�d been picked up or was it really she at the bar.  She remembered as it flashed before her stopping to stare into his face.  The �what ifs� she could hear inside her head, �this is fine, perfect and cozy,� she says quick not willing to go further with Jamelle.   As she regretted the small outburst about them working out he managed to not mention.  His adding no stress, was an appropriate relief from her slip; it was a slip!  So for the rest of the evening she listened and spoke less, careful but assured that he would be good for futures that something she measured pounding three flights of steps to her apartment to elongate the moment. Then again taking her shower, and again with eyes still wide open lying in her bed almost all night.  

After more dates, and eight weeks on a Tuesday, I think it was four o�clock when I realized I�d talked with Peeda for the third time today; it was the umphteenth time we�d spoken since she left the area and moved down south.  Jamelle had taken up an hour and her life thrills all the others.  Her friends managed to hook her up with a place to stay and helped her get a job quick so unlike me, she didn�t have the luxury of staying anywhere but inside of a home.  She worked a lot and saved her money.  They traveled from the Carolinas all the way to Florida hanging out and partying. Back then it sounded like such a long distance as I later learned it was practically nowhere.  They did the beaches often and thus far I'd passed on more than five invitations to visit having to pay bills and save for my expensive city life.  I learned life was cheaper for her but it was a sacrifice for living in the country like state she was in.  Long roads to get to the next town, she had locals, that�s what they called them, nothing that she was accustomed to and then there was the twang draw in the language all relative to their attitude about men, food, and befriending others.  Country.  The close cities were growing so rudely spurned from longer months of warmer temperatures the appeal of the south had shifted though it was still plaqued with �contemporary segregation� social stigmas of �black and white� and its new issue, the Hispanic transplants.  Immigrants from heated Mexico she assumed Puerto Rican or Carib natured, all looking for a niche plus all the more of everything intended for a good life. It was a new south and everyone just had too sadly learn their �place.�  That was a smack back at the progress people bragged and had been proud of.   For Peeda it was a strange positive outside of the weather, to which traveling was the answer making her lifestyle seem much more exciting than mine.  So outside of Jamelle, she was the other hidden outlet away from Celeste and work in this city of change I'd quietly craved to leave if only for a minute to see the south and experience a bit of what she had going on.  So next on my list, I was an anticipating traveler.
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