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Tameka

Brown fingertips raced across my swollen belly as raindrops made a pitter-patter sound on the windowpane. It was the first rain in weeks, and I was grateful for it. Atlanta’s heat in the summer made the days miserable and the nights were even worse. And being pregnant didn’t make things any better. However, Vance had been my knight in shining armor. He’d been by my side from the very beginning—going along for my prenatal appointments, stopping by Publix to pick up whatever strange food I was craving at the moment and taking me for long walks at night just to keep my ankles from swelling. So far he’d kept his promise.

He’d promised that I wouldn’t have to do this alone—this teen pregnancy thing. After all, it was both our responsibility, even though he was in denial in the beginning. At first, he questioned whether or not he was actually the father. Then, he all but insisted that I abort the baby—he had hopes and dreams and a scholarship to play ball in college. He thought we were too young to be parents and that a baby would destroy our future. His parents weren’t too happy about the idea, either. Vance’s dad, Dr. Armstrong, was ready to write me a check and drive me straight to the abortion clinic. They didn’t understand that abortion had never been an option for me. My plan was to have this baby regardless of what anybody else wanted. It was my choice, and I had chosen life.

In a few days, Vance would be headed for college. He’d received a full basketball scholarship and classes would be starting soon. Soon, he’d be loading his belongings into the backseat of his car and driving the five hundred miles to Grambling, Louisiana. His best friend Jaylen would be tagging along to college. Jaylen wasn’t fortunate enough to receive a scholarship but he was going anyway. The two of them were going to be roommates, despite everyone’s advice that they shouldn’t share a room. Becoming roommates would destroy their friendship. Everyone could see that. But that was something that they would have to learn the hard way.

As for me, the fall semester would be awkward—wobbling through the halls of our high school would be embarrassing. I would be a spectacle for my friends, teachers and those who were just plain nosy. I dreaded the upcoming school year; got depressed every time I thought about it. It wouldn’t be anything nice. The hardest part was quitting the dance team—it was as if someone had stomped on my dreams, picked them up and then stomped on them again.

I wouldn’t give up, though. The plan was still to finish high school and graduate as planned. And I was still going to college. Spelman was just around the corner, so I could still go there. I’d work a part-time job and everything would be fine. No worries.

Who was I kidding? I had become a worrier. I woke up every morning with tons of things on my mind—weighing me down like a ton of bricks. So many questions—so many what-ifs. What if this pregnancy was too hard for me to handle—what if I got sick or the baby got sick? What if my grades dropped because I was too busy taking care of the baby? What if Vance got to Grambling and met someone new? What if he forgot about the baby and me? So many questions, but the answers weren’t so clear.

Vance, on the other hand, didn’t have such worries. No one would even know that he had a baby on the way. He could still live in his cozy little world without worries—nothing would really change for him. He’d still play basketball—still chase his dreams. His grades wouldn’t suffer because of the baby. He didn’t even have to get a part-time job because his parents had already agreed to support the baby and me financially while he was in school. All he had to do was make good grades and play ball.

“This is just as much my responsibility as it is yours,” he said. “You’re not alone, Tameka, I promise. You and the baby can count on me.”

Those were his words, as he stroked my swollen belly. I just hoped that he was for real.

“Did you see that?” I asked, grinning as I stuffed a spoon filled with chocolate ice cream into my mouth.

As the baby kicked his tiny feet underneath my brown skin for the first time, Vance watched with amazement.

“Yeah, I saw it.” Vance smiled. “Did that hurt?”

“No, it just feels funny,” I said.

“That’s so amazing.” His eyes were as wide as saucers. “He’s really alive in there.”

“He?” I asked, with attitude. “Don’t you mean she?”

“She can’t play ball.”

“She can do anything she wants to do. Don’t be limiting her,” I told him.

“So it’s a girl?” he asked. “You cheated, didn’t you?”

We had decided to keep the sex of the baby a mystery. I didn’t want to know until the baby was born. But the truth was I had cheated. I’d waited until Vance left the room during one of our prenatal visits and begged the doctor to spill the beans. Once he told me that my baby was a girl, I never shared the news with Vance. If he knew, he might not have been so excited. When he talked about having a son there was a gleam in his eye that I couldn’t risk losing. There was a chance that he might lose interest if he knew it was a girl. And we couldn’t afford that. Not right now. Not ever.

“I didn’t cheat!” I lied. “We’ll both find out when the baby’s born.”

“Cool.” He rested his head on my stomach. “Whatever the baby is—a girl or a boy—I’ll be fine with it.”

“You serious, Vance?”

“Yeah.”

“I can’t wait until the three of us can be a family,” I said, my eyes becoming dreamy as I stared into Vance’s light brown ones.

“Don’t get sidetracked, though,” he reminded me—snapped me back into reality. “I have seven years of school, and depending on what you decide to major in, you might have just as many. So it’ll be a while before we can think about being a family.”

“I don’t care how long it takes, Vance. It’s what I want.”

“Don’t get all serious on me, Tameka. We’re still young, and we still have our whole lives ahead of us. Let’s just take it one step at a time. Get through this pregnancy—get through college. That’s the most important thing.”

He couldn’t stop me from dreaming. I couldn’t help hoping for the day that the three of us would be together—Vance, me and our baby girl. Lately, it had become my reason—the one thing that kept me going, even when I wanted to give up.

“I know that school’s important,” I told Vance, “but so is the baby.”


“I know the baby’s important, Tameka, and I’m here for you. But we gotta stay focused on our goals. And right now, mine is to play ball in college. That’s all I’m sayin’.”

“Cool, Vance.” I nudged for him to remove his head from my lap. I was becoming irritated and needed some air. “Let me up.”

He sat up and I stood. Wobbled my way through the kitchen and to the back patio. Whenever he avoided the conversation about our future, I pouted. As a matter of fact, I pouted about a lot of things. Pregnancy was like having PMS every day of my life. One minute I’d be laughing and then in the next minute I’d be on the verge of tears. It was a constant roller coaster of emotions, and I was ready to get off the ride.

I plopped down onto a lawn chair.

“I’m sorry, Tameka,” Vance said, and then sat in the chair next to mine. He grabbed my hand in his. “I’m here for you. But I wanna take it one step at a time.”

“I’m not trippin’,” I lied. I was trippin’. That’s what I seemed to do on a regular basis.

“I gotta get home. Gotta finish packing.” Vance pressed his lips against my rosy cheek. “I’ll call you later.”

I stretched my legs out, checked out my swollen feet. The straps from my flip-flops rested between my toes as I looked at the polish on my toenails. They needed to be redone.

I heard the sliding glass door shut and knew that Vance was really gone. I missed him already, but not nearly as much as I would miss him when he was gone for good. Five hundred miles would be too many miles in between us. Too many miles for him to hold me in his arms when I felt scared. Too many miles for him to feel the kick from his daughter’s feet. Too many miles…too many miles…too many miles!
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Vance

As the sounds of Tyga bounced through my speakers, I loaded the trunk of my car with plastic containers filled with clothes, my Timberland boots and every pair of Jordans I owned. A box filled with CDs and DVDs, sheets, comforters and a small refrigerator fit perfectly onto the backseat. Jaylen hopped into the passenger seat, let the window all the way down and then adjusted the volume on my stereo. I was happy that he’d chosen to attend Grambling, too. We’d been together since elementary school and there was no need in separating now. He was family, and it would be great to have him around for the next four years. Besides, he needed me. Jaylen struggled in school and I’d always been the one to help him maintain passing grades. Without me, college for him would be a train wreck. And he didn’t need that.

Choosing Grambling had been an ordeal, in and of itself. I’d had my eye on Grambling State, and they had their eye on me, too. But it was my father who had insisted on Duke. He wanted nothing more than to see his son attend his alma mater and carry on his legacy. It was no doubt that Duke was a better school all around for sports and academics, but Grambling seemed like it would offer more socially. And if you have to spend four years of your life somewhere, you might as well have fun doing it. It was my mother who convinced me that with a baby on the way, fun was no longer my priority. She argued that I should choose the school that offered me a better future as well as someplace where I would be happy. I decided that happiness was the key word, and I would definitely be unhappy at Duke.

My father also wanted me to go to medical school and become a dentist, like him. And for that career, Duke on a full scholarship was the right choice. Not to mention Duke had always been a top ten basketball school and I definitely wanted to be where the winners were. But I wasn’t interested in med school—not even a little bit. Since I was a little kid, my mother’s career as a lawyer had always sparked my interest. It was law school that I was most interested in. I was definitely not interested in pulling anybody’s rotten teeth for a living. I had plans of following in my mother’s footsteps and was headed for law school. Dad wasn’t happy about my college choice, but eventually he started speaking to me again.

As I stood next to my car, the Atlanta heat beaming against my face, I wondered what the next few years would be like. Mom ran out of the house carrying a plastic Wal-Mart bag, and Dad was behind her carrying a red-and-white cooler.

“We packed you some things for the ride,” Mom said and handed me the bag. It was filled with sandwiches, snack cakes and fresh fruit.

“Some Cokes and bottled water.” Dad held the cooler into the air and then looked for a spot on the backseat for it.

“Thanks,” I said and wanted to keep the conversation light. Mom was on the verge of tears, and she’d already cried twice.


“You call us every hour and check in,” she said. “Is your phone charged?”

“To capacity,” I told her. I’d made sure it had a full charge before I loaded my things into the car. “Plus I got my car charger just in case. And if mine goes dead, Jaylen’s got his phone, too.”

“And you got a full tank of gas?”

“Yes, Ma. You’re worrying again,” I told her.

“Sweetheart, the boy will be fine,” Dad interjected and then wrapped his arm around Mom. “Ease up a little.”

“He’s my baby! I can’t ease up.” She pushed him away. “And he’s going away…for real. Not just for a weekend, but for real.”

“Christmas will be here before you know it,” Dad said, “and he’ll be home.”

“Okay y’all,” I interrupted, “I wanna go ahead and get on the road. I want it to be daylight when we make it on campus. You know, so we can check things out a little bit.”

“Be careful on that road, Vance,” Mom said and then grabbed me; hugged me tightly. “Do the speed limit…you know the highway patrol don’t play.”

“I know, Ma.” I kissed her forehead.

“Love you, sweetie,” she said and caressed my face, tears in her eyes. “You, too, Jaylen.” Mom leaned her head into the car’s window. “Did you tell your mama goodbye?”

That was a stupid question. Did she think he just ran out of the house and didn’t say anything to his parents?

“Yes, ma’am, I did.” He smiled at my mother. “She cried, too, Mrs. A.”

“Let me give the boy a hug so he can go,” Dad said and pulled me into an embrace. “Love you, son.”

“Love you, too, Dad.”

“Take care, Jaylen,” Dad said.


“You, too, Dr. A,” Jaylen said.

“Goodbye, stupid!” Lori yelled from the porch. “I get your room now!”

“In your dreams,” I told my little sister.

“I’ll be moving my things in as soon as you pull off.” She grinned.

“You better not go anywhere near my room, and I’m so serious.” I gave her a mean mug. “Ma, please don’t let her go in my room.”

“She’s just messing with you, baby,” Mom said.

“Get over here and give me a hug with your big head,” I said to my sister.

“Ewww! No,” she said and then flipped open her pink phone; pretended to be calling someone.

I rushed toward her anyway, picked her up and threw her over my shoulder and twirled her around in the air.

“Let me down, Vance!” she yelled.

“Bye, ugly,” I said as I let her down. I messed up her hair before running to my car and hopping into the driver’s seat. “You know you’re gonna miss me.”

“Ooh, I hate you!” she yelled. “Don’t ever come back.”

“I’ll be back for Christmas. Maybe even Thanksgiving.” I smiled at my mother and started my car. “I’ll call you in a little bit, Mom. Please don’t cry. It’s not as bad as it seems.”

She made it extremely hard for me to pull off, but I had to. I pulled out of the driveway and then headed down our quiet street. Took a glance into the rearview mirror and watched as my parents waved goodbye to me. They acted as if I was moving to a foreign country, shaving my head bald, joining a cult and never returning to the United States. It wasn’t that serious.

 

I took the back roads to Tameka’s house. She’d made me promise to stop by for a few minutes. She was outside when I pulled up, her face glowing in the sunlight and her belly a little round bubble on the front of her body. She wore a pink T-shirt that was much too tight around her stomach, denim shorts and pink flip-flops on her feet. As soon as I hopped out of the car, she was standing by my side.

“What took you so long?” she asked.

“Had to load my car and pry myself away from my parents. Especially my mother,” I explained.

“She’s just gonna miss you, Vance. And so am I.”

“Gonna miss you, too.” I kissed the tip of her nose. “But if me and Jaylen don’t get on the road soon, it’ll be dark when we get there.”

I had already said my goodbyes to Tameka the night before, holding her while tears filled her eyes. She had so many fears about my leaving, and so many questions. She was concerned that I might meet someone new, or that I might forget about her. She wanted to know how much partying I planned on doing and if I would still call and send text messages on a regular basis.

“I just wanted to see your face again…before you left.” She smiled. “You look fly in your Celtics jersey, with your fresh haircut. You smell good, too.”

I had chosen my Kevin Garnett jersey and my Calvin Klein cologne for the drive. Not that anybody would be smelling my cologne except Jaylen. It would be worn off by the time we got to Grambling, but I didn’t care. I would just refresh it once I got there.

“I’ll see you, girl. You take care of my baby. And call me as soon as you start having pains or if your water breaks. I don’t know if I’ll be able to come home, but I’ll sure try.”

“I’m glad you’re still going away to college, Vance. I’m glad the baby didn’t ruin it for you.”


“You can still go, too, Tameka. The baby doesn’t have to ruin it for anyone. It’ll be hard, but you can do it. I believe in you.”

“I believe in you, too, Vancey Pants.”

She’d come up with this new nickname for me and it drove me crazy…sounded feminine…Vancey Pants.

“I don’t know about that name,” I said. “It sounds kind of sissified.”

“You’re just being homophobic.” She laughed and then wrapped her arms around me, her stomach in between us. Her lips found mine and we kissed. “I love you.”

“Love you, too,” I told her.

Love. It was such a strong word. I wasn’t quite sure what it meant for us. I only said it because I thought I should; because my baby was growing in her stomach. Because I was leaving and wouldn’t be back anytime soon. It seemed the right thing to say, especially since she’d said it to me first. You could love people all day long—heck, I loved Jaylen for that matter. We were brothers, and had been for many years. I guessed I could love Tameka, too.

“Let’s go, bro,” Jaylen said. “Tell that girl bye and let’s go.”

“Shut up, Jaylen,” Tameka said and stuck her tongue out at him.

“I really do need to go,” I told her and pulled myself from her embrace. “I’ll call you.”

“When?” she asked.

“As soon as I get there,” I said and then exhaled when she shook her head okay. I was grateful that she didn’t want a phone call every hour like my mother did.

I hopped into my car and started the engine. Tameka stepped back, the palm of her hand caressing her belly. She waved and then blew me a kiss.

I breezed through the streets of College Park and then hopped onto I-20 headed west. With the wind blowing through the windows, and Tyga rapping in my ears, I knew that Jaylen and I were just a few hours away from being full-fledged college men.
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Marcus

Harvard. It looked nothing like the pictures I’d seen on the Internet. It was far more interesting, with its old buildings and beautiful green grass. It was fascinating when I found out that Harvard had been around since the pilgrims had landed on Plymouth. I’d read about the pilgrims in elementary school, but to actually see a piece of history in real life was a trip. Harvard started out with nine students, and I tried to imagine how a college with so few people had grown into a university with more than eighteen thousand students trying to get a degree. So much history on these grounds, I thought. One of the buildings called Massachusetts Hall was where the soldiers of the Continental army had stayed during the Revolutionary War.

As I took a look around, I could almost imagine President Barack Obama walking these grounds when he attended Harvard as a law student. In fact, he was the first African American president of the Harvard Law Review. The Harvard Law Review—a journal written by students at Harvard about important legal issues. No other person of color had been Law Review president. The first African American president of the Harvard Law Review and the first African American president of the United States. So many firsts for him. He was someone that I could look up to, be proud of. I took a long, deep breath and then exhaled. Harvard was going to be cool.

After picking up the key to my dorm, I dragged my black suitcase on wheels across the courtyard toward Harvard Square. Wearing a pair of denim shorts, a red T-shirt and Nike flip-flops, I held on to the strap of my gym bag that was heavy on my shoulder. I had intended to pack light, but it was hard considering I had to pack enough for seven weeks. Every pair of Jordans I owned was stuffed inside the gym bag, along with a pair of dress shoes. Pop had insisted on the dress shoes, a pair of slacks and a button-down shirt with a collar.

“You might need to dress up, son. You just never know,” he’d said.

He was more excited about the summer at Harvard than I was. Which was amazing because the first time I’d told Pop of my plans for college, he had frowned on them. Said that I needed to stick closer to home and be prepared to take over our family’s property management business. But it seemed that the closer I got to my senior year in high school, the easier it was for me to talk to him about college. In fact, when I first mentioned the summer program at Harvard, he encouraged me to apply. And when I told him how much it was going to cost, he didn’t even flinch.

“I’ve been saving my money, and I got part of it,” I explained to Pop, “and what I can’t cover, I can probably get some financial aid.”

I wanted to make sure that Pop knew how important it was to me—so much so that I was willing to pay my own way. Every year, high school students from all over the world spent the summer on Harvard’s campus, attending college classes and getting a taste of what it was like to be a college student. I knew that Harvard was my number one college choice, and I couldn’t think of a better way of spending my summer or my money, especially since my senior year was fast approaching. In the fall, I would be one of the big dogs at my high school. Preparing for my last year of high school and my future was the most important thing at the moment.

“I’ve been saving some money, too, Marcus. Started putting it in a trust fund about a year ago, just in case you were really serious about going to this Ivy League school,” Pop said. “Ain’t that the school Barack Obama went to?”

“Sure is.” I smiled.

“Yeah, that’s where I want you to go, son. Maybe you’ll mess around and become the president of the United States one of these days.” Pop laughed. “How much money you say you need for that summer program?”

Pop had written a check for the full balance to pay for my summer classes, room and board. I made sure my application was one of the first ones they received, especially since early applications received priority. Unfortunately, some people ended up on a waiting list and I was determined that it wouldn’t be me. I had received my acceptance letter two weeks after I’d submitted it. I didn’t waste any time registering for my classes.

I stuck my key into the lock and entered my dorm suite, dropped my gym bag onto the floor before pulling my suitcase into the room. My roommate had already claimed the bed closest to the window; his garment bag sprawled across the twin bed and there was a pair of tan loafers on the floor beneath the bed. A laptop computer sat on top of the desk across the room, its battery being charged in one of the electrical outlets on the wall. I claimed the empty bed and dropped my bags next to it.


I sat on the edge of the bed and flipped open my cell phone. Indigo had called twice and left three text messages since I’d left Atlanta early that morning. She’d tagged along to the airport with my father when he dropped me off at the curb. Tears had filled her eyes as we hugged and said our goodbyes. She acted as if seven weeks would be a lifetime, when it wasn’t the first time that we’d been apart for the summer. The summer before, Indigo had spent the entire time in Chicago with her Nana Summer and I had spent my vacation in Houston with my mom. We’d made a pact to break up and then get back together at the end of the summer, provided neither of us met someone new. That was a year ago, and we both agreed that it was a stupid pact and that we should never have agreed to it. But this was different. This wasn’t really a vacation; this was my future. And I had no intentions of meeting anyone new. Indigo was my girl for life.

I checked my text messages.

Safe travels. That was the first one.

U there yet? That was the second text message.

Miss u already…can u call me?

I hadn’t had time to miss Indigo. From the moment I rushed through the automatic doors at Hartsfield-Jackson Airport, I had made a mad dash for the ticket counter to get my boarding pass and then rushed through the security checkpoint. I had just enough time to grab a sausage, egg and cheese biscuit at Burger King before I reached my gate. Agents were already boarding my flight by the time I got there. Once on board, I reclined in my seat. Headphones on my ears, I flipped through a Sports Illustrated magazine. I’d already started to doze before thoughts of Indigo had time to enter my head.

Once I’d reached Logan Airport in Boston, I hit the ground running. I purchased a CharlieTicket for two dollars at the train station and hopped on the “T” and headed for South Station where I would transfer to the Red Line subway that would take me to Harvard Square. I had enough on my mind just trying to get from the airport to campus. I had caught the MARTA train in Atlanta a million times, but this new subway system in a new city meant that getting around would be a challenge for me. Exiting the “T” at Harvard Yard, I’d been on a mission. No time for phone calls or text messages.

Made it safely. I sent a text to Indigo and then dialed my father’s number. He didn’t pick up, so I left him a voice message that my flight had landed and I was already on campus. I slipped my shoes from my feet, leaned back onto my bed. Before long, I was fast asleep.

The sound of laughter and voices shook me from my nap. I checked my face for drool and sat straight up.

“You Marcus?” An Asian-looking boy wearing khaki shorts, a white polo shirt and leather sandals stood in front of me. His shiny black hair was combed to the back of his head. He held his hand out to me.

“Yes, I am,” I said and grabbed his hand in a firm handshake.

“I’m Jae-Hwa,” he said. “Just call me Jae.”

Jae’s English was broken and he looked as if he struggled to get it right.

“You’re an international student?” I asked.

“From Korea,” said Jae. “And you?”

“I’m from Atlanta,” I told Jae.

“Atlanta?” he asked. Puzzled, he frowned.

“Atlanta, Georgia,” I said. “You heard of it?”

“I heard of the state of Georgia. Yes. It’s here…in the United States.” He grinned, as if he’d made a sudden discovery.

“I bet it took you forever to get here from Korea!” I exclaimed. “How long did it take?”


“Take?” he asked.

“Yeah, how long? You know…on the airplane…” I moved my hand in the air as if it were an airplane moving across the sky.

“Oh, airplane.” Jae smiled. “Long time to fly on airplane. Twenty-eight hours.”

“It took you twenty-eight hours to fly here, man?” I thought I’d heard him wrong. That seemed like an extremely long time to be on a plane, especially since my two-hour flight from Atlanta had me restless. I couldn’t imagine flying for twenty-six hours longer.

“Yes. Long time.” Jae smiled again. “You hungry, Marcus?”

“Yeah, I could eat.” I rubbed my stomach.

“You would like to go eat?” Jae asked. “Dinner in ten minutes. We could go together.”

“Yeah, that’ll be cool,” I said and stood. Slipped my flip-flops back on my feet.

“Cool?” Jae asked, that puzzled look on his face again.

Realizing he wasn’t familiar with my slang, I said, “Dinner would be nice, Jae. Let’s go eat.”

 

Annenberg Hall was impressive with its grand ceiling, hanging chandeliers and stained glass windows like the ones you would find in a Catholic church. With wooden tables and chairs in perfect rows along the shiny wood floors, the dining hall was filled with laughter and loud conversations. Jae and I found a couple of empty seats next to two white guys and a short black guy who needed a haircut—like yesterday.

“Hey.” The first white guy stretched his hand my way and in his British-sounding accent he said, “I’m Paul. Paul Chapman.”

I took his hand in a firm handshake. “I’m Marcus Carter. And this here’s Jae-Hwa.”


“This is Chris Matthews and Derrick Smith.” Paul introduced his friends. “I believe we’re all roommates at Claverly Hall.”

“No kidding,” I said, taking a long hard look at the guys who I’d be living with for the next seven weeks.

Jae and I shook hands with everyone.

“Where’re you from, Marcus?” Paul asked.

“Atlanta,” I said. “And you?”

“London,” Paul said.

“I’m from Yellowknife,” Chris stated.

Jae and I glanced at each other, puzzled.

“It’s in Idaho,” Chris added and smiled.

“I’m from Alaska,” Derrick announced. “I’m a computer geek. I could tap into Fort Knox if I wanted to, which is why my father all but insisted that I join the marines. He’s been a marine since before I was born, and I was supposed to become a marine, too. I think I disappointed him when I chose Harvard.”

“Yeah, that’s like my father,” Paul said. “A member of the British armed forces who runs a tight ship. I was supposed to join the British navy but I insisted on college. I’d rather attend UCLA or somewhere warm like Florida. But he insisted that if I must go to college, then Harvard would be my only choice.”

“Same here.” I added, “I’m supposed to take over our family business rather than go to college at all.”

“Where the heck are you from, Jae?” Chris asked. “Japan…China…?”

“I’m from Seoul, Korea,” Jae answered, even though he didn’t realize he’d just been insulted.

I glanced at Chris, trying to figure him out. I wondered if he was making fun of Jae or if he just lacked manners.

“Korea?” Chris asked. “Why didn’t you just do the summer program there? Harvard has this same program in Korea.”


“I wanted to come to the States,” Jae said.

“That makes sense,” Paul said and then quickly changed the subject. He obviously felt the same way about the vibe he got from Chris. “Marcus, what classes are you taking?”

“Applied Mathematics,” I said, “and of course African and African American Studies.”

“You have to study being an African American?” Chris laughed. “Haven’t you been one all your life?”

“Are you taking any history classes, Chris?” I asked.

“Of course.” Chris smiled.

“Whose history will you be studying?” I asked.

“Who is this guy?” he asked no one in particular. “American History, of course.”

“Haven’t you been an American all of your life?” I asked.

Chris gave me a sideward glance before our conversation was interrupted by someone on a microphone.

“May I have your attention, please?” the female voice asked, “Attention, please…everyone…”

Voices were silenced throughout the room.

“I would like to welcome each of you to Harvard University. We know that this is an exciting and wonderful time for each of you….”

While I listened to the speech, I glanced over at Chris. He was different. But so were all of us. All the faces sprinkled around the room, each was different one from the other—a mixture of white, yellow and brown faces. Everyone was from somewhere else, with a different story. All had different goals and dreams, but one common goal: to make the most of their summer at Harvard. Nothing I had ever done in my life could compare with this—except, of course, making Indigo my girl. And even that was a close second.
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Tameka

I heard the doorbell but tried to ignore it as I listened to Rocsi from 106 & Park as she introduced the next musical guest.

“You don’t hear that doorbell ringing?” Mommy asked as she wiped her hands on a dish towel.

I just gave her a look of unconcern. I knew it was my friends Indigo, Asia, Jade and Tymia on the other side of the door because they’d just sent a text message and said that they were pulling up in front of my house. I wasn’t ready to see them, not with a belly the size of a watermelon and swollen feet. They would ask too many questions and stare too hard. They knew I was pregnant, but hadn’t seen me since the last day of school. My weight had almost doubled since then. They were my friends, but it was so much easier to alienate myself from everyone.

“It’s Indi,” Mommy said. “And Asia, Jade…and that other little girl…what’s her name?”

“Tymia,” I responded but my eyes never left the television set.

“What’s the matter, baby?” Mommy asked. “Don’t you wanna see your friends?”


“Not really,” I said. “Can you just get rid of ’em?”

“No, Tameka. I won’t do that. These girls are your friends and they just wanna make sure you’re okay.”

“They just wanna be all up in my business.”

“I refuse to believe that,” Mommy whispered. “I’m opening this door.”

It was no secret that pregnancy caused you to have mood swings, and most of the time you just wanted to be alone. The summer was hot already, and my body was taking on a mind of its own. My life was different from the lives of my friends. They were still dancers on the hottest dance team in Atlanta. They could still wear sexy jeans from the 5-7-9 store and cute little shirts that were on sale at Charlotte Russe for the summer. They could strut their stuff in bikinis from Victoria’s Secret and could slide their feet into a pair of flip-flops from Old Navy without feeling like their toes were going to burst. Their lives had not changed one bit, while mine was suddenly doing somersaults.

Mommy swung the door opened and I couldn’t help noticing Indigo’s flawless skin. She wore a hot pink tank top and denim shorts, leather flip-flops on her feet. Asia toppled in the door behind her wearing a colorful sundress. Tymia followed with a pair of white capris and a fuchsia-colored top with matching lip gloss. Jade was pulling up the rear in a pair of khaki shorts and a multicolored top with spaghetti straps.

“What’s up, girl?” Asia asked.

“Did you get my text?” Indi asked. “I’ve left you like a hundred text messages.”

“Yeah, and I called you twice yesterday,” Tymia added.

“Are you avoiding us?” Indigo plopped down on the sofa next to me and snatched the remote from my hand. Jade took a seat next to Indi, and Asia and Tymia both took seats on the love seat across the room.


“I didn’t feel like talking,” I admitted. No need in sugar-coating the truth.

My hair was all over my head and I still had on pajamas. I had brushed my teeth that morning, but a shower wouldn’t have been a bad thing.

“Can I get you girls something to drink?” Mommy asked as she opened the blinds and let sunshine in.

“No, thank you,” they all said in unison.

“You should all stay for dinner,” Mommy said and smiled at me. “I’m making spaghetti with meatballs.”

“Ooh, that sounds good!” Jade exclaimed. “Count me in, Mel.”

“Me, too,” Indigo said.

“Who’s on 106 & Park today?” Asia asked.

“Robin Thicke,” I mumbled. “It’s a rerun, though.”

“Did you really think that you could avoid us, girlfriend?” Indigo asked and started flipping through the channels as if she was at home, and as if I wasn’t already watching something.

“I was hoping.” I snatched the remote from her and switched the channel back to BET.

“Well, it won’t be that easy to get rid of us. We’re here to stay,” Tymia announced. “Now stand up and let us see how phat you are. And when I say phat, I mean P-H-A-T!”

“You look really cute. And you’re glowing,” Asia said.

“And your hair is so long and healthy looking.” Indigo ran her fingers through my hair. “But you need to do something with these nails. Let me see what I got in my purse to help you out.”

Indigo started digging through her purse—for what, I wasn’t sure. They acted as if nothing had changed; as if my body wasn’t the size of a Goodyear blimp. I had been so scared that their visit would be weird and uncomfortable, and so I had avoided all thoughts of seeing them. But I suddenly found myself glad that they had stopped by. It was as if we hadn’t missed a beat—as if we were still the same friends that we’d always been.

“You need a pedicure…like…yesterday.” Jade frowned as she glanced at my toes.

“Why don’t we all go and get pedicures!” Asia was always so bubbly.

“I’m not leaving this house.” I made that clear.

“Ever?” Tymia asked.

“Not until the end of the summer. I can’t risk someone from school seeing me.” My mind was made up.

“You’re joking, right?” Jade asked.

“I’m very serious.”

“What about when school starts?” Indigo asked. “Everybody’s gonna see you then.”

“I’ll cross that bridge when I get to it,” I said. “Now can we drop it?”

“Cool…it’s dropped.” Indigo grabbed my hand and began trimming my nails with a fingernail clipper.

As Robin Thicke serenaded us on 106 & Park, I laughed and talked with my friends like old times. Soon after, we ate spaghetti and meatballs at my dining room table and gossiped about everybody we could think of.

“So, have you heard from Vance since he left for Grambling?” Jade asked.

“Shut up!” Indi shushed Jade. “He’s only been gone a few days.”

“To answer your question…he sent a text when he got there. But I haven’t heard from him since….” There was a long silence in the room. It was the first time since they showed up that I felt uncomfortable. I broke the silence. “Indi, I heard that Marcus went away to Harvard for the summer.”


“Yep, he left Saturday morning.” She pouted. “I miss him already.”

“At least he’s coming back in a few weeks. Unlike Vance who won’t be home until Thanksgiving or Christmas.”

Nobody said anything. It was as if they were afraid to touch the subject of Vance being gone.

“Can you pass me the garlic bread?” Tymia asked, and I handed her the glass dish filled with bread.

From that moment on, we kept the conversation light. Being pregnant brought about more challenges than I was ready for.
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