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Disclaimer

This is a work of fiction. The names, characters, places, and incidents are products of the writer's imagination and are not to be construed as real. Any resemblance to persons, living or dead, actual events, organizations, or locales is entirely coincidental.
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(From Maura and Her Two Husbands)
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On his way home one morning from spending the night with one of the neighboring women, Easy passed an abandoned Church someone had vandalized. A board had been pried from the window, and half of the stained glass lay shattered on the ground. Intact was a white dove carrying an olive branch sitting atop a blue cross. Underneath the dove, a pair of outstretched hands reached toward its talons. Easy picked up shards of stained glass. Pieces of heads and arms appeared to be looking or reaching towards the sky. He thought of the shed in Aunt Trulla’s yard. 

That evening, he stood in the middle of the shed looking at an old bumper from a sixty-eight Impala, a push lawn mower missing a wheel, old suitcases, piles of magazines and an assortment of metal. He measured the room and imagined how a bed, nightstand, and chair might fit. He would have to run electricity to power a lamp, heater, and perhaps a microwave. Easy pounded the double wooden walls made from oak and reinforced with brick mortar. He found a hollow spot and took a sledgehammer to the wall until he had created a three-foot by a three-foot opening.

Late that night Easy slipped back to the church armed with a crowbar and a laundry sack. He pried the remaining piece of the window from the church and put it in the cotton bag along with the big pieces of stained glass he picked up from the ground. He hid the window under Aunt Trulla’s porch and gave her the sack of broken glass. While Aunt Trulla spent hours trying to make sense of the hands clasped in prayer, pieces of faces—an eye, a nose, lips, and angel wings—Easy worked in the old shed. He cleaned, swept, and replaced rotted floorboards. He was grateful for the carpentry skills he picked up in the penitentiary the second time around.

Easy sat exhausted one evening after a long day of work in the shed. Cutting the hole for the skylight had worn him out. Sidney had been little help since he was half drunk and spent most of the time trying to have sex. Easy looked around for something to prop his feet on and noticed the big red suitcase in the corner of the shed. He had neglected to toss it out with the other trash when he cleaned out the shed. Curious, he decided to open it. He rifled through the old clothes and bills from stores he had never heard of. He went through the purses and collected seventy-eight cents in old coins from the sixties and seventies. The floor was littered with old bus transfers, business cards and funeral programs. One of the obituaries caught his eye. On the front was a young woman who favored Maura.

Stella Jackson

Sunrise November 2 1966 Sunset June 1999

Survived by Mother: Mamie, Mamie Jackson

Daughters: Myesha Jackson and Maura Jackson

He read a few more lines of the obituary before stuffing it back in the purse. He opened the black bag and ran his hand along the satin lining. He suddenly jerked his finger and noticed a thin red line across the fingertip where a piece of paper had sliced. Easy carefully unfolded the paper.

Missing Black Teen Girl 17

Myesha Jackson last seen at Vanguard High School

5’7” 110 lbs. Black Hair ... High Cheekbones

He looked at the photo of a smiling dark skin girl in a white dress trimmed in lace. Myesha appeared older than her thirteen years in the long below the knee dress. Her smile seemed far away as if she was looking across a large body of water. Easy folded the paper and put it in his pocket. He tossed all of the loose papers back into the suitcase and pushed it aside when he noticed a photograph on the floor. Easy looked at Marie and Helene and felt a sense of déjà vu. He tried to remember where he had seen the baby boy with the broad nose and tiny curled fist. 

“Somewhere, somewhere,” Easy said to himself as he thought. He sighed, turned, and caught his reflection in a piece of aluminum framing for the skylight. He suddenly stood straight up from the chair.

“Look what your old no-good daddy left behind,” Easy remembered his grandmother saying to him when he was a child. She was looking at the baby pictures of him and his siblings. The baby boy with broad nose slept with his finger wrapped tight around a grinning man’s lit cigar. “I think he wanted to burn you up,” His grandmother laughed.

At first, Maura denied knowing anything about the child. “Probably some bastard those two lesbians adopted.”

“Why would they send a picture to you. I know goddamn well that’s my kid. He look just like I did when I was a baby. I ought to beat your damn ass!” He drew his fist back to hit Maura.

Sidney cowered drunk in a corner. Aunt Trulla sprayed him in the face with a can of lilac-scented Peace Be Still deodorizer and peace-making spray. Easy coughed and rubbed his eyes. She took the photo from his hand and looked at it.

“His spirit is happy now. You won’t feel no more darkness by your side,” Aunt Trulla said to Maura “They done found each other.” She nodded at Easy. “Father and son done found each other.”

“I’m going to get my boy,” Easy said slamming the screen door. “I’m going to get my boy and bring him to America. Ain’t no lesbians going to raise my boy.” 

Easy grabbed a beer from the ice chest in the shed and sat on the porch drinking. He ran his finger over the baby’s broad nose and touched his own. Easy looked like his daddy, and his child carried those genes. And his child’s child would populate the earth with broad nose men. He knew he loved his daughter, but he also had a son. He would get his boy. He sprinted out to the shed and tore through the suitcase and purses looking for an envelope in which the picture might have arrived. He found nothing and sat in the middle of clothes and papers crying. He had no money, but if he had to Easy vowed, he would walk across the water and get his son. He drank and listened to music until the sun came up.
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While Easy hammered outside in the shed, Myesha stayed busy inside Aunt Trulla’s house. She cooked, watched over her aunt, and supervised Ezella Neptune and Sidney Jr. She paid little attention to Aunt Trulla’s stained glass puzzle or that man outside hammering lie a fool. It took Ezella Neptune to thaw the ice between her father and Myesha. When she read the child crawled into her lap. Sidney Jr. was more interested in the stained glass his great aunt slid around the table. Myesha read aloud and sung. Ezella Neptune sang along. Their voices flowed out the window, into the yard, and into the shed where Easy worked. He’d stop and listen before continuing to work. She looked up one day at Easy standing in the kitchen doorway watching her.

“I think your father needs you,” she said to Ezella Neptune and started to put her out of her lap.

“No. She’s fine. She needs that kind of love in her life,” Easy said. He got a drink of water and went back outside.

Myesha sung a while longer and stopped. She rested her chin in Ezella Neptune’s hair and prayed silently. Aunt Trulla looked at her. 

“Oh Lord,” Aunt Trulla said and went back to playing with the stained glass. “The man who broke this glass had a storm in his head. The man out yonder got a storm in his heart. I feel the wind in my bones.”

The window was the last item Easy installed. It was a few inches smaller that the hole, but he made it fit tight by framing boards around it and hammering them into the wall. He filled in small chinks with caulk. A heavy extension cord snaked through the yard from the house to the shed. Sunlight streamed through the window and the walls were tinted with colorful hues. The dove seemed to fly toward the skylight he cut into the roof.

Easy tricked Sidney into buying a futon and a bedside table to furnish the shed turned house, by telling him it was to be their love nest. The futon covered in red velvet and the stained glass added sacredness to the would-be love hideaway. Easy looked around the room at what he had created. His heart trembled and his knees buckled. He raised his hands and fell across the futon. Tears flowed and as he caressed the red velvet cloth he thought of Myesha.

****
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One evening soon after he had mowed the lawn, Easy showered and put on clean clothes. Myesha set his place at the dinner table, but instead of sitting down to eat, he grabbed his plate and mumbled something about eating in his new home. Myesha shrugged and sat down to eat. 

“Aunt Myesha I made an A on my math test,” Sidney Jr. said proudly.

“I made a A plus,” Ezella Neptune countered. “And I got a ribbon for my drawing.”

“What did you draw,” Myesha asked.

“I drawed...”

“Drew,” Myesha corrected.

“I drew a church with a pretty glass window. Just like in my daddy’s house.”

Myesha smiled. She looked at the space between Ezella Neptune and Aunt Trulla and felt unsettled by the empty chair. She and Maura started in on the dishes when everyone had finished eating. She remembered a missing plate and started to send Maura after it. Instead, she gave her sister the dishtowel and went outside to the shed. Myesha walked in on Easy lying on the futon gazing at the stained-glass window. It was summer, and the sun streamed through the window. He got up and retrieved the plate from the table.

“My bad. I should have brought this back inside.”

Myesha looked around the room at the bed, the leather recliner, the table and silver lamp, the red rug, and the stained-glass window.

“Would you like a tour of the castle?”

Myesha smiled. “It’s very beautiful out here.”

“It’s lonely without a queen.” Easy touched her arm. 

She moved to the side. However, she didn’t jerk her arm away.

“I’m sure it won’t be lonely for long. There are many women without husbands walking around these streets.”

“And your husband?” Easy asked looking at Myesha.

“I’m married to my work for the Lord. Besides aren’t you and Sidney married to my sister?” Myesha smiled before turning to go back inside Aunt Trulla’s. Easy stared through the transparent part of the window as Myesha carried the plate clutched to her bosom.

“That Neptune bitch,” he said to himself.

That night Myesha had vivid dreams. She dreamed of men chasing her and holding her down. She felt them mount her and cover her face with their gritty hands. She dreamed she looked in the sky and saw an entire city on the horizon on fire. The dreams the disturbed her, but the one that made her heart race was her dream of Easy driving his car too fast and going over a cliff and bursting into flames. 

As the days went on, Aunt Trulla and the children got on her nerves more than usual, and she was cross. She said very little to Maura and slept at the very edge of the king size bed. She tried one night to draw Maura into a conversation about Easy, but Maura clammed up. But Myesha was restless and wanted to know things about the dark man who had poured his seed into her sister. 

The two women lay in silence in the huge round room. In another part of the house, Sidney Jr. whimpered from a bad dream and Aunt Trulla comforted him. Sidney slept on the couch. They heard him turn and fart. 

“You bring up Easy because you hate me and want to rub dirt in my face,” Maura said quietly.

A siren wailed in the distance. A twig snapped near the window. In a moment a stream of water splattered the leaves. The water stopped, and the women knew Easy was standing near the window shaking the last drop of piss from his dick. They heard the grass crunching under his bare feet as he made his way back to the shed. Myesha spoke when the shed’s door slammed.

“I was in Liberia when the National Liberation Front cut through the country, raping and slaughtering thousands. I was beaten. A young nun from the Order of St. Cecile got caught in regular civilian clothes. After the soldiers raped her and tore her open down below, they cut off her arms and breasts. When we found her and brought her to the hospital, her last words she murmured was, ‘Forgive them, Lord.’ For what earthly reason would I have for hating you, Maura? I’ve seen so much in this world.”

“You used to harbor grudges and wait for the right time to get even,” Maura said.

“Perhaps then, yes. But Big Mama Mamie’s beating purged me of that. I became numb to suffering. I lay in my twin bed in agony, but my soul got up and left. I knew I would not spend another night in this house. I don’t remember anything about the next morning. I don’t know what we ate for breakfast. I was just a shadow among shadows. When we parted in Vanguard’s hallway, and I snuck out to that boy’s car, I knew a new life awaited me. I gave Robert my virginity for a few bucks—not for love or that I thought he was cute. I gave it up for a practical reason.”

“You was the devil, and I was a saint in Big Mama Mamie’s eyes.”

Myesha chuckled. “I used that devil when I wrapped my arms around Robert. He worked so hard taking what he thought was valuable and precious. Had he not been wearing a condom; I would have gotten pregnant for certain. I carried my numbness on the bus to New York, through the streets of Manhattan and, the killing fields of Liberia.”

“Well, you’ve come full circle, sister. You’re back in this house, this same room—though it’s bigger, it’s same room. Is your numbness wearing off? A man outside in that stained glass hut wants to know just how practical you are.”

“He’s your man, sister. You have his child.”

“Is he my man or is he any woman’s man? He’s got wings on his back, and like a fly, he lights everywhere, even on another man.” Maura asked bitterly. “So it’s my turn to be numb. And sister...” Myesha turned to see Maura’s face. “Why did you call Big Mama a hypocrite in your note you wrote when you ran away?” Myesha was silent. “You saw those photographs of her and the Deacon,” Maura continued. “Her truth is our truth. We can’t run and hide from that truth. We’re a couple of whores.” Myesha stretched her eyes. Maura turned over and pretended to be asleep.

Myesha was quiet as she mulled over Maura’s pointed question and statement.

****
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A few nights passed, and Myesha couldn’t sleep. She sat on the porch under the yellow lamp bulb and glanced at passages from her bible. She read and reread Leviticus: “You shall not lie with a male as with a woman; it is an abomination.”

However, her mind was far from the book. She tried to rein in her thoughts and bring them back to the Lord, but the heat of the night made her sweat. Myesha looked at the chinaberry tree, and her memories of the beating came back stark and clear as if it had just happened yesterday. Her numbness fell away. She winced as if she felt stinging welts on her thighs and buttocks. She thought a glass of water would cool her off and slipped into the kitchen and filled two glasses. She didn’t bother to throw a robe over her thin muslin gown. Myesha tiptoed past the snoring Sidney and went out into the yard. She stood at the door of the shed and knocked softly. When there was no answer, she started to go back into the house but instead turned and twisted the doorknob. The door opened, and she stuck her head in just enough so she could jerk it out if there were another woman in bed with Easy. The stained-glass window lets in a sliver of light and Myesha saw that Easy was alone in the bed. He sensed her presence and woke up.

“I thought, I thought you might want some water.” Myesha held the glass toward Easy. He started to swing his body over the bed to reach for the water, but he realized he was naked under the sheets. He held out his hand, and Myesha stretched as if reaching over a fence and gave him the glass.

“Thank you,” Easy said and took a drink. He paused and looked up at the dark silhouette of Myesha in the doorway. A light shined on her, and her whole body was outlined in the thin muslin. This time there was no switch to turn off any light. He finished drinking and moved over to make a place for her to sit on the bed. She thought for a moment and stood beside the bed. He looked thin and harmless under the velour bedspread. She sat down and smiled at him. He smiled back at her. In a moment he reached up and put his hand on her shoulder.

“What kind of man are you who—” Myesha’s tongue-lashing stopped in mid-sentence when Easy pulled her down to the bed and wrapped his arms around her. She did not resist.

****
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The next day, when Easy came up behind Myesha in the kitchen stirring a pot of peas and put his hands on her shoulders, she turned around and slapped his face.

“I’m not a whore like Maura,” she yelled and ran out of the room.

Easy stood and rubbed his jaw. All they had done last night was kiss. He had wanted to go further, but he rolled off when she objected. And yet she slapped him. Easy wondered if she slapped him for respecting her. “A bitch don’t mean nothing she say,” Plank used to tell him. Easy picked up the spoon Myesha had dropped.

Myesha flung herself across the bed, threw off her scarf, and cried. The Lord had been her strength throughout her years in Africa. He had shielded her from harm and even if harm came her way, he made her numb so she could endure without feeling. The Lord had numbed her that time in the Congo when a UN Peacekeeper soldier grabbed her arm.

He had come into the tent where she was tending the victims of the rebel forces. She felt his eyes on her as she moved amongst the cots. He cleared his throat, and she turned around. His face was the color of ink. She barely could see the whites in his eyes peering from beneath his helmet. The tent was stifling, and her robe clung to her ass and thighs as if she was wearing pantaloons. She saw him grab his crotch, but a message came over his walkie-talkie and distracted him. By the time Myesha passed him with a pail of dirty water, his attention had returned to her. He grabbed her arm and kissed her, and for a moment his lips made her tremble. But before her knees buckled, the Lord stepped in, and she jerked away and grabbed a handful of dirty syringes to defend herself. The soldier gave her a hateful look before slinking out of the tent. But that night as she lay on her cot Myesha thought about that kiss. She asked the Lord to take away the tremble in her body, but he refused and let the devil take control of her hands and with her hands between her legs, the devil had his way with her.

“And here comes another devil,” Myesha said picking her scarf off the floor. As she smoothed her robe, she stopped for a moment and felt her belly. Yes she had let Easy kiss her, and he was naked when he rolled briefly on top of her, but he stopped when she protested. “Most certainly not,” Myesha said to herself in the mirror.
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