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	We were having a wonderful evening at the kitchen counter sipping wine and eating finger sandwiches celebrating the good news Bennett had just seen from his son. Things had been so difficult between them for several years. Only recently did Rodney begin to call his dad more than the obligatory Father's Day. He had become a dad himself little over a year ago.
	Rodney chose to sign up for the army instead of staying around watching all the fighting between his parents. Bennett had chosen to move to another state in the effort to clear the distance between Rodney’s mom and he. 
	“She always made our visits so stressful, Rubie. I couldn’t even get through the door before she’d accuse me of something.”   
	Rodney’s mother reminded Rodney at every opportunity that it had been Bennett that abandoned him not her. Bennett could never get himself to tell Rodney of his wife’s infidelity and even more of her borderline mental illness he more than suspected. 
	Then his phone rang. I noticed the name across his screen but kept a smile on my face. 
	“Hello. Sarah.”
	Bennett put the phone on speaker. 
	“Rodney’s graduation is next month in LA.”
	“Really. That soon. I’ve got to get off this phone and book our tickets.”
	“Just know that there’s only one ticket for each mom and dad for the ceremony.”
	“What? Rodney never mentioned that-" Bennett, searched his phone text as he paced and spoke.
	“Yes, o“Sarah.ne ticket for each one of his parents.
	“Sarah. I don’t think that’s correct information.” Bennett took a deep breath. 
	“Josie, your son’s wife. She would know. Your son speaks to his wife even though they’re not in the same state.”
	“Okay. Josie said this.” 
	Bennett raised his eyes to the ceiling and then closed them as he took a deep breath.”
	“She told me tickets were limited due to space. And I know Josie wants her parents there. Her parents have been the ones helping with money and taking care of little Rod so she could work. These things happen, Bennett.”
	“I don’t think that’s right, I’m going to speak to Rodney and see what he can do.”
	“Well,! She can go to LA. Nobody said she can’t. Maybe she could stay at the hotel and get a good massage or something.” 
	Silence. 
	Bennett looked at me and I kept my smile and even winked. I whisked away the perspiration over my eyebrow and held tightly to my glass. The flood of memories came back. Rodney and Josie’s wedding had been the first big event I had not been present either. I almost think that giving Bennett the wrong date until the last minute was part of the plan. And little Rod’s 1st birthday was “kept to mom and dad only because he was sick.” We sent the gifts anyway but there was no way to prove what they said was true. 
	“The ceremony is only an hour and half, Bennett.”
	Bennett’s neck tensed up and I knew the conversation was getting to his nerves. He faced straight ahead a the wall for a long moment. Then he began to pace to the sliding door and back to the kitchen counter. 
	I sipped my wine and took a deep breath. I was the one that told Bennett to continue to talk to her for their son’s sake. Rodney didn’t need the kind of stress being a new father and all. 
	“We do everything together, Sarah.”
	“You mean she’s going to tell you what to do. He’s your son not hers.”
	Silence.
	“I’m sure there’s a mistake. Sarah.” 
	“I’m sure there’s no mistake. I’ve been helping Josie with everything.”
	“Liked you helped with everything at their wedding?”
	“What is that supposed to mean?”
	I came behind Bennett and began to rub his back. I then went face to face and nodded a negative. Then I put my head on his shoulders.
	“Sarah, I have to go now. Thanks for the call.”
	Bennett slammed the phone down on the counter.
	“That’s an expensive phone honey. Don’t break it. It’s okay.”
	“It’s not okay. It’s not going to happen again. She’s the schemer. I know it.”
	“A good massage never hurt anybody.” I laughed but inside I cried. 
	“No! You’re going to be by my side.”
	That’s what Bennett had said for the wedding. But Rodney called his father crying that he didn’t want any fighting at the wedding. I wasn’t sure who was going to do the fighting at a wedding. But somehow Rodney had been convinced my presence would cause  a problem. And he didn’t want problems for his bride, Josie. 
	“I’ll work things out, darling. You’re my wife. They’re going to have to accept that.”
	“They? Who are the ‘they’ we’re talking about, Bennett?”
	“I’m going to speak to Rodney and Josie on this.” 
	Bennett  said that from deep within his chest. He then shoved four finger sandwiches down his mouth followed by drinking the rest of the bottle of wine. I watched speechless.  

  

 

