Dig

My team was working with ample grant money, for once. Joe Guiler had had his foot in the door for six years (long before I was at the university). His sales pitch was surprisingly well rehearsed. Science was a business to the board. Was our expedition going to be profitable? Of course not, but Joe twisted figures and rounded conveniently. 

Joe looked like he had seen the circus for the first time. We had practically unlimited funds for a five year project. (Alcohol? No, gullibility.) Joe almost hit the ceiling.  He did break my new phone. $15 with free voice-mail for switching long distance companies. I was baking cookies in my kitchenette. They were sort of a homemade recipe. Melted chocolate was burned onto the range, and three batches of peanut butter chocolate chip were down the disposal. 

The board obviously didn’t know much about paleontology. We weren’t building for NASA. 

They were probably still ticked off at the medical research department for wasting A LOT OF MONEY on cancer drugs. The head of the team totally blew it. He tested the drug on two-hundred chimpanzees. All of the chimps died within ten days of receiving the drug and only four percent of the original grant was left. Not that that couldn’t buy a house or two, but that was A LOT OF MONEY down the drain. 

We didn’t care how we got the money or whether it was fair. We had money. Money is often helpful in situations like this.

Enter Juju. Judy Tarp. Joe’s girlfriend. I call her Juju because she is so saccharine. She thinks that I want Joe, and overcompensates when she is around me. Personally, I’m not sure why anyone would want Joe, but she is a mental case. 

Judy came into my apartment with two bags full of flowers. She is a nurse and gets them everyday from the hospital. The only nice thing about her presence is how pretty my apartment is. She set the bags on the floor and eyed me suspiciously. I rolled my eyes and went back to the cookies. 

The sun was just coming up. 

“Why are you back so early?” I asked Juju innocently. I knew perfectly well why she was back. She didn’t trust me with Joe while she was working late shift.

“Uhh, they let me off early because I was, I was really busy.”

I tried to give Joe a quizzical look but he was helping Juju unload heavy flowers. I again went back to cookies, but thought of something.

“Joe, tell her about the money, for the expedition.” Joe smiled sheepishly and the blood drained from Juju’s face. 

Needless to say Juju freaked when Joe told her about the expedition we were going on, and it almost looked like she was about to kill someone (probably me), but I stepped in and invited her along. We were talking about my life here. I needed to do something. 

About seven months all three of us were out in the desert. Juju was on a fold out beach chair, under an umbrella, keeping close watch on all of us over a magazine. She looked ridiculous. 

The scientific details of this summer in the desert aren’t too exciting, but the rest was pretty bad. Every fifteen minutes or so Juju asked if we could have lunch break, or if anyone was tired. She was the only one not doing any work and it must have been very lonely. Finally I told her to get to work or shut up. She tried to shut up, because her designer jeans might get a wrinkle if she moved. Why she wore those hideous things I cannot imagine. She probably wanted to impress us lowly paleontologists with her fashion sense. And make sure the prairie dogs didn’t think she was one of us. 

It was about ninety-five degrees where we were. I was wearing a tank top and shorts. Most of the men opted to go without shirts. Juju was wearing a silk blouse with an ugly sweater vest. WHAT WAS SHE THINKING ??? The only thing I could guess was that perhaps she thought we were going to be inside with air conditioning. Juju sort of whined and shifted around uncomfortably for a couple hours, until I realized that she wasn’t going to come out and say it. I walked over to her and leaned down next to her chair. 

“I have extra tank tops in the tent. You can borrow one.”

Juju came out a few minutes later looking embarrassed but comfortable. My good deed to her didn’t warm her up, though. At dinner she complained about the food. She said that the hot dogs didn’t agree with her and suggested that we go to a restaurant in town. “Town” was almost an hour away, and we couldn’t be out late. There weren’t any good restaurants there anyway. I had checked that out as we were passing through.

The next morning I woke to Juju shrieking about her hair. 

“If I don’t wash it every day the ends get dry and split. Then I have to go to the salon for a treatment. My hair is so delicate. In fact, this heat has probably already destroyed it.” She was almost hyperventilating. 

Later I cornered Joe about it. 

“Judy is making this dig a living hell. If you don’t say something to her, I will , and I know nobody wants that.”

That was enough to get Joe to talk to her. He did not want me blowing up at Juju and ruining some relationship (likely theirs). I didn’t really want that either, but it might have been inevitable. 

Amazingly, Juju behaved much better throughout the rest of the trip. She shut up about the heat and the food and even broke down and helped to dig. She still had trouble with her hair, but her episodes didn’t wake me up anymore. 

When we returned to the city Joe and Juju finally moved out of my apartment. The renovations were done at their apartment complex. It looked crappy though, and they moved into an apartment in my building. At least they didn’t bother me every minute of every day, now. 

Joe and Juju are getting married in a few months. I’m not the Maid of Honor, but I do get to send out invitations. I’m definitely sitting on Joe’s side of the pews. Juju’s not a sugar-brat anymore, but we are not best friends.  

