
Money and Mac 

 

Money is just one of those weird things. It may not buy happiness, but it does provide for 

everything that can cause happiness; an open and warm place to live, a Wave Runner, good 

bourbon. As a writer I didn’t have any of those things (the last one because I found myself too 

much relying on the cheaper stuff) so instead I read novels and ate macaroni and cheese. Mac 

and cheese and not ramen, because it was lower in sodium and higher in protein, and I was an 

adult, dammit. 

Thankfully, technology had reached the point that writing was a luxury AND a profitable 

(enough) way of disappointing my parents. Sure I was broke, but I was able to do something I 

liked to pay the bills, and I wasn’t a stripper. Which, despite being male, I prided myself on not 

having the cans for anyway. (Money could’ve bought some, but that’s too long a healing 

process, and again I’d already given up the bourbon.) 

My mother was already sad because I had gifted myself a few tattoos and not given her 

any grandchildren. 

“Are you at least eating right?” her tinny voice asked over the unstable line. 

“Yeah,” I lied, stirring the boiling mac. I nearly lost the phone pinched into my shoulder 

making sure all the noodles weren’t sticking to the bottom of the pan. 

“Did you try that recipe that I sent you?” she asked. 

I hesitated. “Yeah,” I lied again. “I’m trying it right now.” 

“You’re not trying it right now.” 

I shifted my phone to my other shoulder. 

“You’re right. I lied to you just now.” 

“Seriously, you need to be eating properly to take care of yourself.” 

I check the clock. Five more minutes and a few seconds left… then two minutes exactly. 

“I AM taking care of myself, Mom. I’m just taking care of myself differently than you are.” 

“You need someone to help you. You’re not good on your own, somebody else can 

make sure you’re OK.” 

“I don’t need a BABYSITTER, Mom. I’m a thirty-three-year-old-” 

“I KNOW, you’re older enough that you shouldn’t need one. But you do, and you know 

you do.” 

Three-minutes thirty until I could enjoy my cheesy dinner. 



“I don’t need a babysitter because I AM NOT A BABY. I’m making dinner as I talk to you, 

I’m such an adult.” 

“Oh really now? What’re you eating?” 

“Pasta.” 

I could physically feel her groan from the other side of the connection. 

“You’re eating macaroni, aren’t you.” 

I looked into the pot. The noodles were visibly starting to soften. 

“It counts.” 

“No it doesn’t. See, you need a nice girl to cook for you so you’re not eating that crap all 

the time.” 

“Now THAT’S sexist. You’re implying I can’t cook.” 

“I taught you everything I know, and I can only sometimes cook. You, my son, are a 

terrible cook.” 

“I made the stuffing last year for Thanksgiving, do I get no credit?” 

“It came from a box, and you STILL BURNED IT.” 

I remembered the taste. It was as bad as the back of the oven smelled, which made my 

nephew and nieces beg me to never cook anything again. 

“It wasn’t THAT bad. It just had burned edges.” 

“Kenneth Jacob.” 

Mom brought out the middle name. She did that almost every time we were on the 

phone, which took the sting I’d felt when I hid Grandpa’s fake leg under my bed calm over years 

of abusing its power. 

“Look Mom, I’m doing alright. I’m still eating, I still have a roof over my head, and I have 

a handful of articles a month that are getting me by. I’m doing alright.” 

She took the time to think about that. I checked the alarm’s time. Minute-forty left until 

dinner. 

“I just want what’s best for you. You know that, right?” 

Uh-oh, she was in sappy-Mom territory. 

“I know, Mom. And I’ll find somebody, and everything will be great.” 

“Have you talked to your sister and her little ones yet? Lillian should be starting 

kindergarten in a few months.” 

“That’s good for her. Smart little girl.” 

“And Dante is three now. Preschool’s right around the corner.” 



“He should’ve been named Damien and you know it. Little bastard pukes on everything, I 

think he does it on purpose.” 

The alarm began ringing. Noodles were done. 

“KENNETH JACOB, YOU WATCH YOUR-” 

“Gotta go Mom, love you bye!” I clicked her off before she had the chance to guilt trip me 

for calling my nephew the son of Satan again. I like to think I saved us both time. 

The macaroni were dumped into the colander, then back into the pot, I added the 

powdered cheese magic and water for the tastiest of all magic tricks, poured it into the bowl and 

sat down at the tiny dinner table. My fork dodged a few noodles before sticking some hot ones 

deeper in, scooped it up and into my mouth, and looked around the apartment. 

My writing desk was no more than ten feet from the dinner table, and my bed was on the 

opposite wall. The front door was on the far wall, but it felt miles away while the cheese 

continued to perform its magic. My desk was covered with stray notebooks for five different 

stories that would hopefully one day make money, sitting alongside three open notebooks with 

notes for articles that actually WOULD make money. I shoved another wad of fresh macaroni 

into my open maw and sighed. 

Yup, this is the life. 


