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Mr. Tedderson's  E xile

Every night as shouts ring through the walls and fists go through drywall, I dream of my life as a warrior, at least
that’s what last time was. Before that, I was a princess and then before that, I was an accountant like Mom, but I
got to go on playdates with my boyfriend and my husband at the same time because they were really good friends
too, and not just friends with me. But during that dream, my boyfriend didn’t smell as bad and my husband wasn’t as
loud when he got home from work. I like my dreams a lot. They’re better than when I wake up and I have to go to
school where everyone is really loud and then I have to go home where everyone is even louder but the walls start to
shake because of how loud it is. But that’s just the way it is, I guess. At least that’s what Mom would say. 
It was less loud during the read-alouds at school too. When only the teacher would talk and she was describing the
battles between monsters and unicorns, witnessing as good won over evil and was finally able to let go of all the bad
parts and only be good for forever. But then the teacher would have us talk to the other kids and it got loud again.
One time, I asked the teacher why it was always so loud. She asked me why I didn’t like it, but I didn’t respond. 
One day, when it was cold enough for snow to be on the ground but the sun wasn’t gone yet, Mom picked me up
from school, her lip was bleeding and swollen. Her hair that was usually up in a bun was down and messy. It looked
like she had forgotten to wash the dishes again. She didn’t ask me how my day at school was and she didn’t ask me
if I wanted a snack once we got home. Instead she just said, “We’re going to be going on a vacation for a couple of
days. I need you to be on your best behavior. Do you understand?” She didn’t look back to me as she spoke. She
sounded like she was mad, but I didn’t know what I did wrong. 
 “Where are we gonna go?” I asked. What about show-and-tell tomorrow? I was going to show the class Mr.
Tedderson’s family and I didn’t want to miss it. 
Mom sighed. “When are we gonna be back?” I demanded. I don’t like surprises. I clenched my jaw and my fist,
feeling my nails dig into the palm of my hand. I wanted to shout and cry and scream as loud as I could, but I didn’t.
I could hear the loud rumble of the engine beneath us and I found myself shaking. 
Mom paused. She didn’t answer for a moment, looking like she was holding back what she wanted to say while my
eyes were becoming glassy. “I don’t know when we’re going to be back yet. We just need to go far away, okay?
Just for a couple of days while I try to work things out.” Her voice sounded like the one she used when Dad got
mad that dinner wasn’t ready yet. She looked back at me but I didn’t look back at her. Instead I forced my eyes on
the ground, staring at the small grains of carpet that looked like they were moving like waves in the ocean. “I’m
sorry but we need to do this,” she said. Mom turned back to the road.  
“Why?” I asked but Mom didn’t answer. 
“I brought Mr. Tedderson and a couple of your books, I thought maybe we could read them together,” Mom
stopped at a stoplight and looked back at me again, “Does that sound okay?” 
I slowly nodded, releasing my fists and beginning to calm back down. “Where’s Mr. Tedderson? Can I go get him?”
I asked, quieter. 
“He’s in the trunk, I want you to wait a bit longer before you go get him.” Mom noticed the tears welling in my eyes
and sighed. “Just until we pass the park downtown. Then we can take a break, find somewhere to get dinner and
grab him, okay?” 
I nodded slowly. The engine was being too loud. I wanted to argue but it was already too loud, I didn’t want it to
become louder. I put on my headphones and waited for the engine to be quiet again.
Instead of inside the car, I was in the forest of purple trees and oversized bugs. Mr. Tedderson led me through the
forest on our search for the Mountain of Wonders.  We wandered until we reached the edge.  
The car stopped and Mom opened the door, the cool air hitting my face. I took off my headphones and stepped out
of the car. We were in a parking lot of a gas station I didn’t recognize. There weren’t many other buildings down the
side of the road, just a couple of houses and further down I could see an intersection. “This isn’t downtown,” I said,



my eyes on her finger where her wedding ring usually is, which was weird seeing as the only time she took off her
wedding ring was when she was on a playdate with her boyfriend. 
“I went a little bit past, you seemed to be doing fine so I thought it would be okay,” she explained. 
“What about Mr. Tedderson? He’s been all by himself,” I objected. 
“He’s fine.” Mom sounded mad, I wasn’t sure why. She took out her keys and opened the trunk. “Go ahead and
grab him. Once you get Mr. Tedderson we’re gonna go to get something to eat, okay?” 
I nodded, worried about Mr. Tedderson, I walked to the trunk. He sat on the carpeted part and stared up at me.
His stitched smile placed in the center of his face, his glass eyes reflecting the sunlight, I picked him up and held him
to my chest. 
“What do you and Mr. Tedderson want to eat?” Mom asked, and I shrugged and looked at Mr. Tedderson to see if
he had an opinion but he didn’t respond. He was probably still shaken up after being in the trunk by himself for so
long. Mom’s lip wasn’t bleeding anymore but it did look a bit swollen. 
“Well, there’s a pizza shop down the road, do you want to go there?” Mom suggested. I looked back to Mr.
Tedderson, who nodded and I nodded. “Great, let me grab my wallet from the car and we can walk down and
stretch our legs a bit.” I didn’t want to walk but I didn’t try to argue. 
“Why don’t you just get the card?” I asked as Mom turned around to get her wallet. She never brought her wallet
with her anywhere, she always just used her card. 
“My wallet has more money than I have on the card,” she said, opening the driver’s door. “Besides, I don’t think my
card works anymore.” 
“Why not?” I asked as she took the black leather wallet out. 
“Because, it doesn’t work.” I don’t think she wanted to talk about it. 
I held Mr. Tedderson closer, his fur getting in my face a little bit, but I didn’t mind much, it was fuzzy. 
Mom stepped out of the car and back over to me. “Are you ready?” If she was mad before, she wasn’t now. 
Mr. Tedderson and I nodded and we began walking. Instead of her usual black shoes that were like high heels
without the heels that she wore to work every day, Mom was wearing the shoes that she only wore in the mornings
when she was tired and smelled like her boyfriend and talked about having a terrible headache and brought me to
school wearing her pajamas, which would sometimes mean she wasn’t wearing pants either. 
I walked on the edge of the sidewalk, holding onto Mr. Tedderson’s hand. We stood together on the edge of the
universe, on the brink of falling into space. Our astronaut helmets adding extra weight, we could smell the
intergalactic pizza shop ahead of us and our stomachs grumbled loudly. Mom walked beside us, frowning at
something on her phone. A spaceship whirred past making a noise that sounded like a screech and stopped at the red
light ahead of us. 
Mom took the hand Mr. Tedderson wasn’t holding. “Are you excited for the vacation?” She smiled and her lip
turned even more red. It looked painful. 
“I guess,” I said, my eyes on the ground as we crossed the road. “Is Dad gonna come with us?” 
“Not this time, it’s going to be a girl’s trip! Isn’t that fun?” Mom asked. She seemed proud of herself for coming up
with the trip idea. But there wasn’t much for her to be proud of. Mom was quiet for a minute, and whatever happy
spell her phone put on her seemed to disappear. “I know you didn’t want to come. But, I bet you’re gonna feel a lot
better after this trip is over.” She paused, “okay?” 
I squeezed Mr. Tedderson’s hand, “Mr. Tedderson wants to go home. He misses Ms. Daisy.” 
“Well, Mr. Tedderson is going to feel better after this trip too, we all will.” 
Mom walked into the pizza shop and a bell above her rang, I tensed. She greeted the person at the front with a small
smile. The person’s name tag said Melody with a music note next to it. Her and Mom talked and Melody asked my
name. I told her because she was wearing a name tag that forced me to know her name. The entire time we talked,
Melody sounded like she was talking to a dog. 
Once we got back into the car Mom sat the box down on the console. “Alright, I’m going to fill the gas tank, you
can start eating. I’ll be back in a bit.” Mom stepped back out of the car. 
I grabbed a slice and a napkin and took a bite. The pizza tasted more like grease than actual pizza. It felt gross on
my tongue. I grabbed another napkin to make sure that the grease wouldn’t seep through to the seat and set it down
next Mr. Tedderson, in case he wanted any. 
“Alright, are you ready to keep going?” Mom asked with a smile.
I nodded, staring at the grease pools forming on top of the cheese. 
“Awesome.” Mom only said that word when she was trying to be really happy even though she wasn’t.
The next morning, the car was sitting at a rest-stop and Mom was asleep. In the driver’s seat cup holder, there was
a Starbucks cup, as well as a can of Bud Light, Mom and Dad’s favorite drink. Mr. Tedderson and I sat together
for a bit. After what seemed like a bit over an hour my stomach started to grumble. I climbed over to the driver’s
seat, it smelled like the greasy pizza, only one slice was missing. On the ground of the driver’s seat, there were a lot



more Bud Light cans. I shook Mom’s shoulder. Mom smelled like Bud Light too.
“Mom,” I groaned. “Mom, wake up.” Mom rolled over in her seat. I shook her a bit harder and her eyes started to
open. 
“Good morning.” She sat up and yawned, stretching her arms to the sky. Mom rubbed her eyes muttering, “God, my
head is killing me.” 
“Me and Mr. Tedderson are hungry.”  
“Well, someone’s crabby.” I wasn’t crabby, just hungry. “For now, you can have some of the pizza, we’ve got a lot
left. And we’re going to be at the hotel soon and then we can have lunch.” 
“I don’t like the pizza.” 
“Well it’s what you’re going to have to eat for now.” Mom took a napkin and put a slice of pizza onto it. She held it
out to me. I didn’t take it. 
“I don’t want the pizza.” I insisted, “Mr. Tedderson doesn’t want it either.” I clenched my fists. 
“Well it’s the best I can do right now, take the pizza and get buckled, okay?” Mom sounded mad. 
“I’m not eating the pizza.” I sounded louder this time. 
“Either you eat the pizza or you don’t eat at all,” Mom set the pizza down on the console and starting the car. 
I began to screech, “I’m not eating the pizza.” My words turned into sobs as I repeated it. I refused to stop until
Mr. Tedderson told me to because I was being annoying. Instead, I settled into a gentle sob. Mom didn’t want to
talk to me anymore so instead I put myself in a world where there weren’t any moms or vacations or pizzas, just me,
by myself, in my house where I wanted to be, except this time, Dad was nice to me. 
Mom turned back to me a few minutes after I stopped crying and Mr. Tedderson refused to talk to me. “Are you
done?” she asked, I didn’t respond. Instead, I turned toward the window watching the other cars pass and listening
to the wind blow gently. If it weren’t for that stupid engine, it could have been quiet. 
We left the purple forest in the arms of the king’s guards with the queen’s jester keeping us company. Mr. Tedderson
lied and now I was in court with the queen whose bun was a foot high and the king who had a can of Bud Light
sitting on his throne of teddy bear stuffing and first graders’ heads. The head chopper was taken out followed by my
backpack of gold. 
After a couple more hours, Mom drove into the parking lot of The Rose Garden Motel, with a big sign that had
cursive lettering surrounded by flowers that didn’t look like roses. Mom got out of the car and smiled at me, excited.
She took my hand and we walked inside together, Mr. Tedderson holding my other hand.
When we walked in, the lobby smelled like chlorine. We were greeted by a man who seemed tired and didn’t seem
to stop making a clicking noise with his keyboard. He didn’t have a nametag like Melody did, which meant I
wouldn’t need to tell him my name either.  Mom talked to him and he gave her a card with a flower on it that I don’t
think was a rose. 
We walked up the stairs and to a bedroom that smelled like cat pee. There was a bed with blankets the color of
over-cooked asparagus and a couch that looked like the one they had in the office at school, except smaller, with
brown patterns in the stitching and no pillows. There was a painting above the bed of a flower that was not a rose
and a TV across from the bed like the ones in old movies. I held Mr. Tedderson closer to me as music played in the
room next to ours. 
“Isn’t this place cute?” Mom said excitedly, “they even have a pool for us to go swimming!” 
“Mr. Tedderson doesn’t like it here.” I knew it would make her sad, but she needed to know. 
“Well, we’re only going to be here for a couple of days, then we’re going to be somewhere better.” 
“Yeah, we’ll be home.” I meant to say that inside my head. Mom paused, her eyes on the ground. 
Honey, I don’t think we’ll be going home.” Mom looked up.
“What do you mean we won’t be going home?” I held Mr. Tedderson tighter. 
"I mean, we’re going to be getting a new home. Here. You and me and Mr. Tedderson, we’re all going to be getting
a new home together. Where we can make things better.” 
“No. Mr. Tedderson needs to go home. He needs to be at school for show-and-tell day and he needs to see Ms.
Daisy again and he needs to see Dad again,” I insisted, my eyes watering. 
“Dad isn’t nice to you, or me, or Mr. Tedderson. You know that. No matter how hard we try, he’s never going to be
nice to us. So we need to get away from him.” Mom’s eyes seemed glassy too.
"No! We need to go home. Mr. Tedderson needs to go home.” 
“Avery, would you please just listen to me?” Mom shouted and I covered my ears, she was almost as loud as Dad.
“I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to yell.” Mom’s voice was a whisper now. “It’s not safe for us to be at home anymore,
there’s nothing I can do about it. I know it’s not fair and that it’s not what you want, but we need to do this. It’s just
the way it is. And you’re going to be happier here, okay? I promise you, we’re going to be happy together.” I wiped
away the tears from my eyes and stared at Mr. Tedderson. 
His stitched smile looked like it was mocking me. His fur had become matted and worn out from all the times that he



was put through the wash. Mr. Tedderson’s stuffing was falling out of his left armpit as well as his right ankle from
the times Dad tried to tear him apart. 
“I don’t want to play with Mr. Tedderson anymore, I want a new toy,” I said, setting Mr. Tedderson on the bed.
“And, I’m hungry.” Mom stared at me before nodding. 
“Alright, let’s go find somewhere to get a new toy.” She said, picking Mr. Tedderson up, “do you want to bring Mr.
Tedderson with?” 
“No.” 
“Alright, we’ll leave him here, let’s go find a store. Okay?” I nodded, and I walked out the door and back to the
car. Mr. Tedderson still in the room and Dad still at the house and all the bad parts left behind.
 


