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Yes, I Will Not Pay You Today

By Barbara Patrick

My husband burst into the kitchen accompanied by the pop of a Coors Lite.
“Great news, Becks,” he said.

I stopped in my tracks, not because he called me Becks – my real name is Middie Rebecca – but because he left the door open. Already I could see our hound dog, Atticus, getting ready to bolt.

“Let me stop you right there, Andrew,” I said, as he blanched. He knew he was in trouble. I beat Atticus by a nose --If she’d been any closer when I slammed the door, she’d have been hurt – as I turned to face the man of the house. “If you don’t have a rent check from our tenant, I’ll …”

“We’re getting a check tomorrow, Becks,” he interrupted.  ”I just had a text 
message from Zach and he’s going to pay…”

“Oh, please,” I said. “That’ll be the day.”

“No, no,” he said. “It was just a terrible mix-up. He changed banks and he just
didn’t realize the check wasn’t covered. See,” he continued, waving his cell
phone at me. “He says it’s good to go and we should just redeposit.”
My mood darkened. “That check’s got more rubber in it than my tires,” I snarled.

        ________________________________________________

I was peacefully reading, with the sound of “Friends” in the background, in my room when Andy came bounding in looking like a child who just got chosen for the team.

“If you don’t have a check, don’t talk to me,” I said. “It’s not in your best interest.”

“I know that check bounced …but his Dad is going to take care of it. See, here’s his text.”

I grabbed Andy’s wrist to hold the phone still and read: “My dad is sending you a cashier’s check. Let me know if it doesn’t get there.”

“Andrew?”

“It’s coming, Becks. I swear. May I be struck dead.”

“I wouldn’t tempt fate like that,” I told him.
       ___________________________________________________

“Seen that check yet?” I asked the next day.

“No need to see a check, baby. Zach is calling me at 3 o’clock with cash.”

I gritted my teeth. I could literally feel them getting smaller. And sharper.

At 10:30, I said, “Did he mean 3 a.m.?”

Andy, very wisely, pretended to be asleep. He knew the wrong answer might
lead to a death in the family. His.

      ____________________________________________________

Andy has been avoiding me, I think. He’s stayed out the last two nights. I’m not worried because I know no one will have him. Still no rent check from our deadbeat tenant.

Andy’s cell phone rang to indicate a text. I could the bullets of sweat on his forehead start to dry as he gingerly handed the phone to me.

I wanted to bash his head in but I took the phone instead and read:

“On my way from M. Beach. Be there by noon. Will call. Have statement from bank explaining their error.”

I felt my blood begin to boil.

     _______________________________________________________

Later that same day, another text arrived from our wayward tenant.

“With my boss on the way to Atlanta. Can’t talk. Will call you Monday.

I don’t believe in cruelty to people or animals. But I was beginning to fantasize 
about boiling Zach.

    ________________________________________________________

My husband is a moron.

He actually believed Zach’s latest text: “At the bank getting a loan. Will call when 
I have cash.”

I wondered if I had a pot big enough for Zach. Yet another text arrived while I 
was pondering. 

“10 a.m. Waiting on the loan to go through. Will call.”

I heard Andrew breathe a sigh of relief just before he said, “See? I knew he’d 
come through.”

I will need to buy a pot large enough to boil Zach and my husband.

     ________________________________________________________

Andy made himself scarce most of the day. It was a good thing. I’d really hate to kill the father of my children. We do love each other. But have I mentioned he is a moron?

In another room, far away down the hall, I hear the familiar ring of the cell phone. Andy creeps in and shows me yet another text.
“My Dad is meeting me after 6 with the money.”

I felt a sudden urgent need to sharpen my kitchen knives.

     _________________________________________________________

I resisted the urge to hone my knives to a saber edge. Instead, I ate two pounds of chocolate. Looked at my hips and saw I had gained ten pounds in less than ten minutes. Surely a record.

Suddenly, I heard a low moan from Andy. 

“Are you okay?” I asked.

“I just feel so bad for Zach…”


“What,” I hissed. “You feel bad for our lowlife, deadbeat, worthless, miserable 
excuse of a human being tenant?”

“You will, too,” he said. “Read this.”

I took the phone and read the text: “Will sell everything I own to pay you. If I don’t 
have the money by Monday, will turn myself in to the police.”

“Now I know you’re insane,” I screeched, as he hustled down the hall and out the 
door.

      ____________________________________________________________

I realized this was a job for adults and called our tenant myself. He didn’t answer 
the phone but I left him a scathing message to quit harassing us with his lies.

Sure enough, five minutes later Andrew came in with a new text on his phone:

“Have all your money. Will call after 5 to meet you.”

“Everything’s good, baby,” Andy said, as he nuzzled me. “I had a good feeling 
about Zach all along.”
Surely no jury in the land would convict me. It would be sort of a mercy killing. 
His.
     _____________________________________________________________

“Meet me at the bank at 9 a.m. Have $2000 check to cash for you.”

Do you know Andy spent more than three hours at the bank waiting for our tenant? And then he was afraid to come home. 

I knew Andy was slinking into the house when I heard the cell phone. He spoke quietly for a few minutes then eased around the door into our room.

“Terrible news,” Andy told me. “The roommate called…Zach’s Dad is in ICU.”

Sure enough. I heard the sound of an incoming text: “Dad in ICU. Must stay with 
Mom. I’m the only brother who can help. Sorry.”

He’ll be sorry, all right, I thought. Sorry to be hooked up to tubes in the bed next 
to Dad.

     __________________________________________________________
I’ve lost count of the days. I cannot believe the audacity of this person who obviously thinks he can live off us. And I can hardly credit the thought processes of my husband. He believes these atrocious lies and actually feels sorry for the guy. Even after this latest message:

“Andy, sorry about things. I guess you know what is going on. Dad’s in a private room. Would like to sit down with you, your wife and my roommate.”

Maybe I’m the moron.

    ___________________________________________________________  
Stopped by the house to speak to the roommate. He wasn’t there but guess who 
was? Our tenant. The one who’s been texting us from “Myrtle Beach.”

He was nervous and edged to the door. “This is really a nice place to live,” he 
said.

 “I couldn’t agree more,” I told him. 

“My dog loves the backyard,” he blubbered. “He’s out there now.”

“Good,” I said quietly. “Because I’d hate for him to see this. I’m an animal lover.”

I picked up a very sharp knife from the counter and moved a little closer.

    ___________________________________________________________

The police stopped by my house later to tell me of Zach’s unfortunate fate.

“What a shame,” I said to the officer. “And with his Dad so sick and all.”

The officer snapped his notebook shut. “Seems he made a lot of enemies for 
such a young guy. But someone sure had it out for him.”

Andy came in as the officer was departing. He noticed the new dog.

“So, we have five dogs now,” he asked. “Looks a little like Zach’s dog. Where’d 
you find him?”

“He just wandered up,” I said. “Seems like a great dog.”

“Mmmm,” Andy said as he munched on some Wonder Bread. “By the way, have 
you heard from Zach today?”
