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    For my three beautiful chaos agents, my real-life Jaloubi girls. 

 

To Brandi, my steady Bondy, whose wisdom and grace somehow survive the whirlwind.

 

To Jewel, my sweet Dona, whose joyful heart is as her name indicates, a precious jewel, my love for you exceeds the expanse of our universe.

 

And to Diva, my brilliant Dinka, the mastermind, whose plans keep our lives anything but boring.

 

This Caribbean chaos is fictional, but the love, laughter, and sheer adventure you bring into my life are the truest stories I will ever know.

 

Thank you for the inspiration, and for everything,

      

    



  	
        
            
            "Making is better than taking"

      

    


The Amazing Adventures of Dinka, Dona and Bondy

Mr. Etty’s Legendary Mangoes
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Introduction
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There are, in the grand and chaotic symphony of family life, certain universal truths. The sun will rise. The tides will turn. And in the colorful, rum-soaked air of St. John’s, Grenada, the three Jaloubi girls will, without fail, be up to no good.

Their father, Oliver, a man built of island strength and a voice that could rumble over the Atlantic, liked to believe he was the conductor of this particular orchestra. He would issue directives with the gravity of a prime minister, his proclamations usually beginning with, “In this house, we will have order!” and ending with the ominous promise of “a swift application of licks!”

The problem was, his orchestra was comprised of three wilful, witty, and wonderfully mischievous soloists who had long ago learned to play him like a steel drum.

Sage, his wife, was the true manager of this chaotic ensemble. She was the silent, sharp-eyed stage manager who could, with one raised eyebrow, silence a riot. She knew every note of her daughters’ hearts and could spot a fabricated alibi from a mile away, usually while seasoning a perfect pot of oil-down.

And then there were the girls. Bondy, eighteen, the first-chair violinist of responsibility. She was the reluctant accomplice, the one who saw the cliff’s edge from a mile off but was often pushed towards it by her sisters, all the while drafting a very sensible apology letter in her head.

Dona, eight, was the cheerful, slightly off-key triangle player. Eager to belong, she’d follow any melody, whether it was a hymn or a hair-brained scheme, often missing her cue and crashing into the percussion section with clumsy, endearing charm.

And Dinka. Fourteen-year-old Dinka was the undeniable maestro of mischief. Petite but powerful, she was the composer of their greatest disasters, a virtuoso of trouble who could conduct an entire operation from the backyard with the serene focus of a cartel leader, her instrument of choice being her sisters’ better judgment.

This is the story of one of their finest, most disastrous performances. It involved a sacred trust, a world-renowned mango tree, and a plan so brilliantly stupid that it could only be born under the relentless Grenadian sun. It was a masterpiece of misadventure that would require an even greater masterpiece of storytelling to escape.

So, find a seat in the shade, mind the mango stain, and listen closely. The Jaloubi girls are about to take the stage.

Chapter 1 
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The Calm Before the Storm
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The Saturday sun draped itself over St. John’s like a warm, lazy cat. In the Jaloubi household, the only sound that dared disturb the peace was the gentle fwap-fwap of Oliver’s flip-flops as he paced the veranda, nursing a glass of mauby and trying to remember the words to an old Sparrow calypso.

Inside, Sage Jaloubi moved with the efficient, quiet rhythm of a woman who had long ago mastered the art of running a home containing one husband, three daughters, and the constant threat of chaos. She seasoned a pot for dinner, her ears expertly tuned to the household’s frequencies. From upstairs, the earnest murmur of Bondy revising for her A-Levels. From the yard, the cheerful, off-key humming of Dona as she attempted to teach a lizard to jump rope. And from the living room... silence.

This was the most dangerous sound of all.

Sage paused, wooden spoon in hand. “Dinka?” she called out, her voice cutting through the afternoon haze.

A beat of perfect, innocent silence. Then, “Yes, Mummy?” The reply floated down from the direction of the window seat, sweet as sugar syrup.

“What are you doing?” “Just reading, Mummy.” Sage’s eyes narrowed a fraction. Reading was plausible. Dinka was devious, not illiterate. But it was the tone—a little too light, a little too pure. It was the tone Dinka used right before the plumbing mysteriously backed up or the neighbor’s prize chicken ended up on the roof.

Oliver pushed open the jalousie windows, his broad frame filling the doorway. “I can’t hear them plotting,” he announced, a note of genuine suspicion in his rum-deep voice. “This is how the hurricane feels before it hits. Quiet.”

“Don’t borrow trouble, Oliver,” Sage said, returning to her pot. “The storm might just pass us by for once.”

Oliver snorted. “The day those three pass up trouble is the day I grow feathers and cluck.” He took a long sip of his mauby. “Where is Bondy? At least she has the sense to be afraid of consequences. She knows she’s old enough for the real licks.”
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