Never Ending Story

Part 1


I was enduring the longest 5 minutes of my life.  I had decided to read a magazine to get my mind off the wait, but it didn’t help.  The articles and pictures that normally demanded all of my attention couldn’t overpower the sound of the clock slowly ticking.  I tossed the magazine aside and began pacing back and forth in an attempt to kill time.  No matter how much I paced and looked at the clock, it still read 3:47am.  I would have screamed, but I knew that wouldn’t have helped.  I had no choice but to wait this thing out, even if it killed me.


A few hours earlier I was in party mode with two of my closest friends at club Ranks.  It was our Saturday night ritual to get away from the stress of work, family, and all those other responsibilities that kick in when you reach adulthood.  Tonight was a celebration of sorts because my best friend, Mira, had informed Jonell and I that she had a huge announcement and she wanted us to be the first she shared it with.

As we sat around our usual corner booth sipping on rum and cokes, I asked, “So, what’s this big news you have?”

“Well, remember I had gone to those casting calls all last week?  I got a call back from the director.  He wants me to do a reading with the actual cast on Tuesday.  I think I got the part,” Mira said excitedly.

“Oh, no, you aren’t going to be a head of lettuce in an off-Broadway production of The Salad are you?” Jonell, our group comedian, asked.  We all had to chuckle off that.  Over the past few months, Mira had embarked on casting calls for everything from newly developed TV shows to plays at local bars and churches.  One of her casting calls turned out to be an audition for strippers at a local adult club.  Although she turned it down, ironically, without compromising her morals, she was offered the job.

“No, silly.  I don’t want to give all the details yet because I don’t want to jinx it. But I promise that you guys will know something when I know it.  This could finally be my big break.  I know you two have to have some news,” Mira said.


“I think Stephen’s going to pop the question soon,” Jonell said.


“Congratulations!” Mira and I said in unison.


“Thanks, I think.  I don’t know guys.  I love him to death but I don’t know if I’m ready for that type of commitment.  With everything going on in my life, I don’t feel like now is the time,” Jonell explained.


“What are you talking about?  What’s got you so busy?”  I asked.


“Are you kidding, Shelley?  The new season of Desperate Housewives is on and they finally have black people on Wisteria Lane.  Between that America’s Next Top Model and Survivor, I don’t think I can handle anything else right now,” Jonell said as Mira and I shook our heads in disbelief.


“Well, at least you have your priorities straight,” Mira joked.


“So, I guess it’s my turn,” I said as I thought to myself.  Nothing came to mind. “Umm, I don’t really have anything to share.  I’m running low on updates.  No excitement over here,” I added as I took a sip of my drink while my friends looked at me in disbelief.


“Oh, come on, there has to be something.  No new thongs this week?” Jonell asked, reminding me of my recently failed attempt to try something new.  I spent the whole day fidgeting in my chair at work to get them in a comfortable position before realizing that there wasn’t one.  I commended the ladies that were able to wear thongs on a regular basis.  I just couldn’t get used to the feeling of having something—well, you know.

“Nope, I have nothing,” I said as I took another sip of my drink and hoped the topic for conversation would change.

It was that moment that I realized how uneventful my life truly was.  Events that I expected to happen on a regular basis hadn’t even occurred.  My monthly visitor must have forgotten to have kept my regularly scheduled appointment.  I pulled out my day planner to be sure.  Just like I thought, I was a week late which in itself was disturbing because Aunt Flo, as I called it, was never late.  I took a look at my drink and wondered if I was in any condition to finish the glass.  I decided not to mention it to my girls.  No need to alarm everyone without being sure.

After saying our goodbyes, I jumped in my car and headed to the nearest drug store.  Normally, late night trips to the drug store meant something good was about to happen, but this time was different.  I hung my head low as I strolled down the aisles in search of something I had never needed before in my life.  My head began to spin and I was overwhelmed with anxiety.  I couldn’t even look the cashier in the eye as I made my purchase.

 I continued to pace back and forth in my apartment.  After glancing at the clock, I realized that I had only a minute left.  I couldn’t believe that I was in this predicament.  In one minute I would know my hurt.  The thought made me want to hurl.


The timer I had placed on my dresser went off to let me know that my wait was over.  Although it seemed like hours that I had waited for the verdict, I didn’t run into the bathroom as I thought I would.  Instead, I said one final prayer that I would be able to handle whatever the results were.  I tried to convince myself that I could make the best of any situation. The Lord wouldn’t give me a challenge that I couldn’t bear, would He? 

I headed towards the bathroom door and slowly turned the knob.  I had closed it so that I wouldn’t be tempted to peek as I waited.  The door opened and I hesitated.  As much as I wanted to know, I really didn’t want to know.


With my legs trembling uncontrollably, I slowly entered the bathroom and looked over at the sink.  There it sat, my EPT test.


To be continued…
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