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Dorothy West was a leading light of the Harlem Renaissance movement of the 1930s. She founded literary magazines Challenge and New Challenge, with Richard Wright as her associate editor. She was a welfare investigator and relief worker in Harlem during the Depression. Her first novel, The Living is Easy, was published in 1948. Her second novel, The Wedding, was published nearly half a century later, in 1995, and was a bestseller. This was followed by The Richer, The Poorer, a rich collection of stories and essays that spanned her long life. She died in 1998, at the age of ninety-one.
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To the memory of my editor,
Jacqueline Kennedy Onassis. Though
there was never such a mismatched
pair in appearance, we were
perfect partners.




 


Love is patient; love is kind; love is not envious or boastful or arrogant or rude. It does not insist on its own way; it is not irritable or resentful; it does not rejoice in wrongdoing, but rejoices in the truth. It bears all things, believes all things, hopes all things, endures all things.


I CORINTHIANS 13:4–7




Introduction


‘Little sister’ to Zora Neale Hurston. ‘The Kid’ and would-be wife to Langston Hughes, if he had said yes. Rediscovered at eighty-five by Jacqueline Onassis. Adapted by Oprah starring Halle Berry. Dorothy West, by her own description, was the ‘best-known unknown writer of the time’ – the time being, ostensibly, the Harlem Renaissance, though her first novel was not published until 1948, her second almost fifty years later. But Harlem was where it all began: that sizzling, surging artistic retaliation of the 1920s, of which West, fresh from the black elite of Boston, found herself a part. She was one of its youngest members, and at the time of her death in 1998 the last one standing. Her career is a rare, enigmatic mélange of obscurity, revival and longevity.


Hurston and West were roommates for a while after sharing second place in a short-story competition run by the journal of the National Urban League, which was what first brought West to New York. Following a year in Russia with him in 1932 she did ask Hughes to marry her, in writing, though they dispersed into their own identities, marriage becoming instead an object of dark scrutiny and dispensable complexity in West’s fiction. Subversions of convention were more to her palette, and this bohemian whirl of writers and artists gathering around 125th Street and beyond proved both nurturing and irresistible; there was also the poet Countee Cullen, novelist and poet Claude McKay, and writer and editor Wallace Thurman, in whose loft she would often be found, sitting on the floor.


While most of her comrades were writing about African-American lives of the working classes, West’s was a thoroughly middle-class milieu, drawn from the realities and observations of her privileged background as the only child of one of Boston’s richest black families. She wrote ‘posh black’ at a time when ‘broke black’ was in vogue, and this sits at the heart of her flickering obscurity, a myopia in mainstream culture that struggled to perceive blackness as anything more than one-dimensional. There was no room for nuance in the story of the great racial oppression. This was no place for chauffeurs and piano lessons and private tutors and maids and first-world problems and ‘lawn croquet and lemonade’, as featured in West’s second novel The Wedding, a bestseller on its publication in 1995 and swiftly televised by Oprah Winfrey’s Harpo Productions. Convinced into apathy by the notion that there was no appetite for the subtler, inner politics of the black bourgeois, it had taken Jacqueline Onassis – then a Doubleday editor and neighbour of West at her home in affluent Martha’s Vineyard – to persuade her otherwise and coax her back to work on the novel, the precursor to which had been originally rejected by her publisher in the belief that it wouldn’t sell. Her first novel, The Living is Easy, although critically acclaimed, had not been a commercial success, and this was taken as fair indication that the reading public had no interest in ‘black writing’ that did not mirror their limited understanding of ‘black experience’.


West did not see herself as a political writer. She hated the Black Panthers and the drastic divisive doctrine of pre-Mecca Malcolm X. She did not march or ‘do’ Civil Rights, yet her work is deeply concerned with the insidious and warped permeations of race into everyday lives. The Wedding, set in Martha’s Vineyard in the 1950s, is about colourism: it’s about the profound psychological impasse posed by slavery and colonialism that pictured black deliverance in the emulation of whiteness. Gram, the elderly matriarch of the story, a Southern belle raised on a plantation, is heartbroken when her daughter marries a black man, crossing ‘her true white blood, her blue blood, with colored’. She wants nothing whatsoever to get in the way of her great-granddaughter Shelby’s planned wedding to a white jazz musician, thereby freeing her in her last days from the ‘burden of living colored’. Shelby’s father, though, having dutifully married a light-skinned woman of his own Ivy League class and lost out on real love, can only see a similar calculating in his daughter, accusing her of lacking the courage to follow her heart. All of them are confused, even eventually Shelby herself, so entangled are they in a claustrophobia of race and class that they cannot tell which feelings are their own and which are other people’s, or society’s – the distinction itself tragically fading away the older they get.


The people with any sense are children, West implies, the possibilities they create within us to transcend these demarcations, if we can only keep from dragging our young along with us, which we nevertheless must. When the young Shelby goes missing one day in the neighbourhood, the people looking for her cannot find her because they are looking for what they think of as a black child, rather than a ‘blond-haired, blue-eyed child’ possessing the ‘protective coloring’ of the Coles family. When Shelby is eventually found, Gram is faced with her question, ‘Am I colored?’ ‘Yes,’ Gram has no choice but to answer, and Shelby is relieved, ‘not because she was black, but because she was something definite’. The effort to shield her from race, or overlook it, had proved to be counterproductive, even dangerous, deeming Shelby’s beautiful innocence useless in practical terms. West’s point is not that colour doesn’t matter, but that it shouldn’t. Children also must ‘learn race’, though in a way that equips them for it, that allows them to walk strongly through the world. ‘It’s a private and internal struggle,’ Shelby’s sister Liz says, speaking of the fierce love she feels for her own child, born a clear, unprotected brown. ‘And to win she will have to fight back without bitterness, not replacing her hurt with hate but letting that hurt enrich her experience.’


As well as providing important insights into the emergence of the African-American middle class – the waiters and porters saving their tips and sending their sons to high school, the starting of small businesses, the gradual generational learning of a new ‘style of living’ involving summer residences and wearing silk – West’s work illuminates further subtleties that broaden our understanding of slavery’s bitter legacy and the American social strata. She writes of the difference between the showy black New Yorkers and the more reserved Bostonians who are not quite ready to flaunt their diamonds. She tells of the ‘Southern aristocrat’s uncompromising contempt for poor whites’, and also of the ironic yearning of many blacks who’d travelled north, freed from the possibilities of lynching and the Klan, for the ‘indescribable beauty of the South [that] would haunt them forever’ and ‘make the babbling old beg to go home and die’. West’s father, Isaac West, was born into slavery. He was seven years old when it ended, and later travelled north from Virginia to become a wealthy grocer, an example of triumph over circumstance that West writes movingly of in her essay ‘The Gift’. Her mother, Rachel West, was the daughter of emancipated slaves from South Carolina, a charming dynamo of a woman who insisted on good breeding and good behaviour for her daughter. Such close familial connections to the horrors of the trade render West’s voice both inherently political and deeply empathetic, able to address with equal conviction the trauma of captivity and the peaks and pitfalls of freedom.


West began writing stories at the age of seven, and was first published at fourteen, in The Boston Post. She was still only seventeen when she tied with the already established Hurston with her story ‘The Typesetter’, which opens The Richer, The Poorer, her collected essays and short fictions covering the period between 1926 and 1987. A graduate of Boston University and the Columbia University School of Journalism, she toyed with acting for a while with a bit part in the original stage production of Porgy and Bess, and when the whirl of the Harlem Renaissance was over founded a quarterly literary magazine, Challenge, to try to revive it. This failed, but was revisited briefly in 1937 with co-editor Richard Wright (whom she ‘was never crazy about … because he was so timid and afraid of white people’), and she subsequently worked as a welfare investigator in Harlem as the Great Depression deepened. This provided material for several of her stories, capturing poor blacks in moments of fleeting fortune to highlight their plight, such as the boy given a coin by his father in ‘The Penny’, and the married couple thrown into welfare anxiety by a gambling win in ‘Jack in the Pot’. In 1940 West began writing two short stories a month for The New York Daily News – the first black author to do so – and continued until 1960. She left New York in 1943 to settle permanently in Martha’s Vineyard, and there also contributed columns to The Vineyard Gazette. She neither married nor mothered, but cared for relatives while working on her writing.


The longevity of West’s fiction lies in its relevance to both historical and modern concerns, its consistent acknowledgement that modernity is the unfortunate manifestation of history. Her themes are both intimate and universal: her exploration of the murky innards of marriage in stories like ‘The Envelope’ and ‘Fluff and Mr Ripley’, of the unsettling mysteries of death in ‘Funeral’, and the anguish of a black parent who wishes their child personal freedom but bows instead to the burden of race in ‘An Unimportant Man’. She is a writer of huge compassion and acute observation, and also, of dazzling style. There is a mystery to her sentences, a creeping idiosyncrasy, a lush and dreamy boldness. She does not shy from the full dramatic potential of a death scene or a love scene, but reaches instead, like the best writers, for the almost unimaginable, the weird and the unexpected. A woman gets out of bed one morning feeling cold, and the cold slowly becomes death, and West tells us, in this scene from The Wedding, ‘Out of the intensity of her physical oneness had come a mystical communication in which she had taken his dying into the warm bed of her body, not to die with him, not to die for her, but to fight for his life with the supernatural strength the resisting flesh stores for the hour before eternity.’ Her tone is loosely biblical and alluring, attesting a deep humanity to her characters while luxuriating in the power of description and the beauty of language. Her poetics abound, a man with a voice like ‘a cello, a flute, a clap of thunder’, a phantom woman who ‘drifted out of his arms’.


It is most often women whose voices are lost in the marching canons of literature and its movements, and it is more often black women. Dorothy West’s contributions to the documentation of her world may have been routinely suppressed and misunderstood by the short-sightedness of mainstream culture, but her work is more relevant than ever. There must be room for nuance, for subtlety, it reminds us, for the myriad distinctions between people and communities. By showing the whole of something you show the whole truth, the true picture, not just one part of it, and we understand more widely, feel more generously, connect more powerfully, with greater wealth of spirit. ‘Color was a false distinction; love was not,’ she wrote, and that is a message that will continue to resound.


Diana Evans, 2019
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1


On a morning in late August, the morning before the wedding, the sun rising out of the quiet sea stirred the Oval from its shapeless sleep and gave dimension and design to the ring of summer cottages.


The islanders were already astir. There was milk to deliver to the summer visitors, stores to open for their spending sprees, grass to cut for them, cars to wash for them, an endless chain of petty jobs demanding preference, particularly in the Oval, whose occupants were colored, and inclined to expect special treatment.


The Oval was a rustic stretch of flowering shrubs and tall trees, designated on the old town maps as Highland Park. The narrow dirt road that circled it was Highland Avenue. But since in no islander’s memory had there ever been signposts to bring these ambitious titles to life, the area had long ago been assigned the descriptive name that better suited it.


A baker’s dozen of cottages made a ring around the park. Some were small and plain of facade, others were bigger and handsomer (one, the Coles place, was called a mansion), and all of them were spruced up for summer, set back precisely on immaculate squares of green lawn.


They formed a fortress, a bulwark of colored society. Their occupants could boast that they, or even better their ancestors, had owned a home away from home since the days when a summer hegira was taken by few colored people above the rank of servant.


Though newer comers owned cottages in other sections of the seaside town, some very splendid houses in neighborhoods customarily called white, the Ovalites still outranked them. They had been the vanguard. They were now the old guard. It would sound like sour grapes to say, ‘So what?’


Even the label ‘Ovalite’ had acquired a connotation completely the contrary of its original intent. For those who had bestowed it as a bitter epithet were now long gone from the scene of their failure to crash Ovalite society, and the name that was once profane had been sanctified by time and proper inflection.


The Coles house dominated the Oval. With its great glassed-in porches, against which many birds had dashed themselves to death, its ballroom, with the little gilt chairs that had hugged the walls for years now set in place for the wedding, and the undertaker’s chairs in sober alignment, its sweep of lawns that kept the lesser cottages at a feudal distance, it was the prize piece of the Oval.


Behind it were acres of picturesque growth that had been part of the property in the baronial era of the first owner. Now they served as an effective backdrop for the Coles place, closing that end of the Oval to cars, making it a dead end.


The only means of exit from or entrance to the Oval was via a winding, rutted road. The underbrush on either side of this road forced one of two approaching cars to back to its starting place, a slow and tortuous procedure that often left scars on the polished hide of an oversize car that did not quite stay in the ruts.


The Ovalites could have followed established procedure and petitioned the town for a wider outlet to the highway. But this uninviting approach gave them a feeling of being as exclusive as the really exclusive – the really rich, the really powerful – who also lived at the end of impressively bad roads to discourage the curious.


The Clark Coleses came closest to being as real as their counterparts. They had money, enough not only to spend but to save. They were college-bred, of good background. They lived graciously. Two respectful maids had served them for years, living proof that they were used to servants. If Clark and Corinne had not slept with each other for years, even their daughters could not have demanded more discretion in their outward behavior.


Their daughters were Liz, the married one, and Shelby, the bride-to-be, both lovely, but Shelby lovelier, the image of Gram in that tinted picture of Gram as a girl, with rose-pink skin, golden hair, and dusk-blue eyes.


That Liz had married a dark man and given birth to a daughter who was tinged with her father’s darkness had raised the eyebrows of the Oval. But at least she had married a man in medicine, in keeping with the family tradition that all men were created to be doctors, whose titles made introductions so easy and self-explanatory.


But how Shelby, who could have had her pick of the best of breed in her own race, could marry outside her race, outside her father’s profession, and throw her life away on a nameless, faceless white man who wrote jazz, a frivolous occupation without office, title, or foreseeable future, was beyond the Oval’s understanding.


Between the dark man Liz had married and the music maker Shelby was marrying, there was a whole area of eligible men of the right colors and the right professions. For Liz and Shelby to marry so contrary to expectations affronted all the subtle tenets of their training.


Though Shelby might have been headstrong in her choice of a husband, at least she had let her mother dissuade her from following Liz’s lead and eloping. Her wedding would have the Oval setting that Corinne had promised Miss Adelaide Bannister on a golden afternoon in her daughters’ teens. Addie, breathing hard behind the bulging stays that tormented and squeezed the unsuitable flesh of her thin existence, had sat stuck to her chair on the glassed-in porch that drew the sun and made the heat hotter, fanning herself with the limp hand that waved in her face whenever there was nothing else to stir a breeze.


She accepted a brandy because it was medicinal, and the sun, and the too tight stays, and the brandy, gave her palpitations that made her bosom heave back and forth in a rapid way that always unnerved the spineless, who did not want to see her drop dead before them. Clutching her heart to hold it in place, she confided to Corinne that her greatest hope was to live long enough to see Liz married, not that she favored the older sister over the younger, but that it was beyond all hope that she would live to see them both as brides.


Moved by this sad and simple confidence and a very dry martini, Corinne made her sentimental promise that Liz would be married in the Oval, sparing Addie any tormenting trip to New York, where the unfamiliar place and people and pace might really cause Addie’s untimely demise in the middle of Grand Central Station.


Since the day of her birth in Boston, Addie had traveled no farther from home than an island off the Massachusetts coast, a short and uneventful train ride, an even shorter and calmer crossing. In winter she rarely socialized, almost never stepping outside the old family house in Cambridge, where she swaddled herself in sweaters and bathrobes to rout the penetrating cold that battled the insufficient heat from the old-fashioned, dust-filled floor registers. Surrounded by antiques and antiquation, she hibernated until summer, never visiting her friends in their warmer houses; the hazards of getting about in winter were more than she could cope with, her purse not permitting a taxi or the proper clothes.


She saved her strength and her pennies for her summers in the Oval, where her social life centered on seeing old friends and the changes a year had made in their children. The Oval contained the whole of her world. She had never accepted an invitation from any house outside it.


Her remaining days were too few to waste on the Johnny-come-latelies, whose antecedents were suspect, whose flaunted possessions were not always acquired by honorable means. Every year Addie wondered if she would live out the calendar the coal man gave her for Christmas. Her parents having left this life before they were fifty, Addie knew she had been born with their disposition to die. The whole Oval knew that Addie’s inherited bad heart had always ticked on borrowed time. She was their invalid. They treated her tenderly, as if each summer were her last. And every summer that Addie was spared was a sign that God had some purpose in mind. In time it became an Oval legend that God was sparing her to attend Liz’s wedding.


When Liz eloped to Greenwich weeks ahead of her scheduled wedding, with Addie’s new dress already in her suitcase for its journey to the island, and a note in her strongbox advising her mourners that this was the dress for her laying out, her conscience thus eased and her pocket appeased, the Oval considered it a major miracle that Addie’s bad heart survived the shock.


Corinne could do no less than offer Shelby as substitute whenever Shelby stopped dragging her feet and made her choice from the many acceptable men who would marry her in a minute.


The Oval was divided in sentiment, the solvent regretting their lost chance to glitter at a wedding in New York, the rest relieved that simplicity was the charm of a country celebration.


Though money was as important in the Oval as in any other upper-class community, it was not the determining factor in distinguishing between majors and minors. The distinction was so subtle, the gradations so fine drawn, that only an Ovalite knew on which level he belonged, and an outsider sometimes wasted an entire summer licking the wrong boot.


Occasionally, over recent years, an Ovalite flush enough to vacation abroad, or not flush enough to vacation anywhere, had rented his cottage to a family with the right credentials, who valiantly lived up to all expectations. This standard the Oval had set for itself was strictly adhered to until, of all ill-timed defaults, the summer of the wedding, when every cottage but Addie Bannister’s was part of the preparations.


That Addie, a major Ovalite, should be the transgressor, Addie, whose impoverished heart had laid the groundwork for the wedding, that she had let down the class bars and unlocked her door to someone nobody knew but everybody knew about, was so plainly a symptom of her sickness that she had to be forgiven because, after years of false alarms, she was finally dying.


This time there was no doubt even in those doubting minds that had never entirely believed in Addie’s bad heart. The few Bostonians who had seen her through the winter said that Addie looked awful, thin as paper and weak as water. They were not surprised that she had rented her cottage. Indeed it was a blessed relief not to have Addie sick on their hands when all hands were needed to help with the wedding.


All the same, Addie had betrayed her own code, which counted money as the least of social accomplishments. With all the lovely people, friends of her closest friends, who would have been glad to rent her cottage the summer of the wedding, she had sold out to the highest bidder, someone to whom no one else would have rented a cottage for a million dollars.


But no one else was in Addie’s shoes. She was mired in debt to her doctor and druggist for needles and pills that tried and failed, and to her patient grocer for the food on his shelves that failed too. These were debts of honor she could not bear to leave behind unpaid. And there was her funeral, likely come fall, with her small insurance not enough to cover it, and God knew she did not want to lie disgraced in a coffin for which some well-meaning meddler had passed the hat among his friends.


Her only salvation had been to rent her cottage, accepting the first extravagant offer, not caring, too frightened to care, whose signature was on the check, so long as the bank would honor it.




2


The signature was Lute McNeil’s, written in a bold, semi-literate hand. Yet that hand had a graceful elegance with the tools of his trade. Lute McNeil was growing rich in Boston as a furniture maker. The demand exceeded his supply. He was buying the four-story building in which he had once rented loft space, in which, before that, he had slept in the basement.


Success in business had not been Lute’s boyhood dream. He had gone to vocational school and learned a trade mainly because he was an incorrigible who had been kicked out of secondary school. From his roaring mid-teens, success with women had been his only compulsion. Until the summer of the wedding he felt he had achieved it. Until the summer of the wedding, his values had never crystallized.


Lute McNeil, with his household of little girls, all of them by white mothers, none of them by the same white mother, with his succession of housekeepers, who sometimes were no more than that, and sometimes were much more than that, with his current wife, Della, refusing his demand for a quick divorce, and he threatening to expose their secret marriage to her Beacon Hill family – with all these complications in his life, Lute McNeil, the outsider, who had never set foot inside the Coles cottage, who did not even have an invitation to the wedding, was determined to stop that wedding because the woman he wanted was Shelby.


In the Addie Bannister cottage a screen door opened and banged shut. A honey-colored cocker spaniel, fat and elderly, waddled across the porch, took several sniffs of the morning, and settled down to survey it. In a moment the screen door opened and banged shut again as three little barefooted honey-colored girls, in T-shirts and shorts, the eldest carrying brush and comb, filed out and joined the honey-colored dog on the top step, the four of them solemnly and serenely waiting for Lute to begin their day.


Lute appeared on the porch, bursting through the door as if no door were there. The dog and the children swiveled their heads as one and looked up at him, the dog’s tail thumping against the wood porch. From their Lilliputian perspective Lute stood giant size astride the world he had made for them.


He was tall, clean-limbed in his T-shirt and shorts, lean, lithe, nut-brown, with firm, well-cut features, dark, deep-set eyes that could hold and disturb, and close-cropped hair, wiry and strong.


McNeil was a borrowed name, borrowed by his mother from the man who was his father, or who she supposed was his father. For she was rough and ready, and nothing surprised her more than getting knocked up with a baby. She named him Luther after her father, who had thrown her out of his house for her wantonness, which made her rather proud of him for his stern stand on righteousness. She farmed her baby out to friends, who farmed him out to friends of theirs, until finally he ended up a state ward, his mother’s whereabouts unknown.


Lute gave the dog a gentle nudge with his sandaled foot. ‘Go on, Jezebel, and take care of your business. You wouldn’t move from dawn to dusk if somebody didn’t make you.’


Jezebel, who really did have business to take care of, got up and slowly descended the steps, giving Lute a downtrodden look, awash with insincerity. She dragtailed down the road in search of some suitable underbrush where her traces could be hidden, looking back once, her look again filled with wretchedness.


The group on the porch pretended not to see, and, as expected, Jezebel’s tail abandoned its droop. Her nose made delighted forays in a zigzag course across the park, where the rabbits had romped under last night’s moon, and her waddle increased to a fairly respectable trot as she abandoned herself to her joy in the morning.


With a swooping motion Lute caught his oldest daughter around her middle, sat down in her vacated place, and settled her between his knees. She handed up the comb and brush, and Lute set to with careful strokes to free Barby’s hair from its tangled sleep.


It was long, lovely hair, paler gold than her sunburned skin. With her wide green eyes and delicate features, Barby was an enchanting eight-year-old, though no more appealing than her sisters.


Seated on either side of Lute, six-year-old Tina and three-year-old Muffin – her own corruption of her given name, Maria – waiting their turn to be brushed and braided, were like children from a painter’s easel. Tina’s hair was golden brown, shot through with silvery strands. Her long-lashed eyes were gray-blue. Muffin had chestnut hair that looked like burnished bronze after a brushing. Her round, inquiring eyes were dark violet.


‘Daddy,’ said Barby contentedly, ‘you brush better than anybody.’


‘Daddy,’ echoed Muffin, ‘you brush better than anybody.’


Lute was working expertly, smoothing out the waves, brushing away from Barby’s face whatever stray locks were forming curls on her forehead.


‘That’s just because I’ve done it longer than anybody,’ Lute said. ‘But mothers are the best. You’d be surprised how good mothers are at everything.’


‘Isn’t GiGi our mother?’ asked Muffin, who had no idea what a mother really was.


‘Of course not,’ Barby said with a weary sigh for Muffin’s ignorance. ‘She’s our housekeeper.’ And Mrs Jones really was just that, Lute having got rid of the one who was something more soon after seeing Shelby.


‘She’s our housekeeper,’ Muffin repeated agreeably, though she still didn’t know the difference.


‘Did I ever have a mother?’ asked Tina shyly. She was terribly afraid it was a stupid question, that she ought to know the answer. But it had puzzled her all summer to hear the children in the Oval talk about their mothers as if they had always had them.


Lute was plaiting Barby’s hair now, weaving it into two tight braids. If before the day’s end her hair, or her sisters’, cascaded free, adding allurement to the beauty of their faces, at least Lute was trying to teach them modesty.


‘All of you had mothers,’ he said to Tina, making his voice very matter-of-fact.


‘Where are they?’ asked Muffin in surprise, involuntarily looking around, half expecting they must be somewhere.


‘They’re divorced,’ said Barby calmly, not knowing that was a sad thing for a child to say.


‘They’re divorced,’ said Muffin happily, pleased that she had learned a new word.


‘What does that mean?’ Tina demanded. She did not want it to mean that they were dead, just when she was finding out that anybody could have one.


‘That means Daddy wanted us and they didn’t,’ said Barby, not minding.


Lute tweaked Barby’s braids, the signal that he was through with her and ready for Tina. She and Tina shifted places, crawling over Lute like puppies.


He settled Tina between his knees. Reflectively he rubbed the back of the hairbrush along his nose, trying to figure out how to explain.


‘It doesn’t mean they didn’t want you, mothers always want their babies. It means that when a mother and father get a divorce they can’t divide the baby, so they have to draw straws. I was always lucky enough to draw the long straw.’


‘How many divorces did we have?’ asked Tina, not sure she approved of them.


‘Well, going on three,’ Lute said, trying to make them sound like perfectly normal happenings.


‘Three,’ said Tina wonderingly. ‘Three divorces and three mothers.’ Next door there were three children and only one mother for all of them. Somehow she liked that arrangement. She knew that she would have hated it if she and Barby and Muffin had had three fathers. It was better to have just one of each. Except that they didn’t have even one mother, for all that once there had been three. She wondered if Barby wanted a mother. Muffin never wanted anything but dolls so that she could boss them the way the housekeepers bossed her. But if Barby wanted a mother, maybe Daddy would do something about it. Daddy always said Barby had the most sense.


But Barby would never want a mother. She knew about mothers. They cried. She could not remember the face of her mother, but vividly, chillingly, she remembered the sound of her sobbing and, after her, Tina’s mother’s wilder sobbing, and now the one Daddy called Della, who was probably Muffin’s mother, because in the night she sobbed too.


She said bluntly, before Tina could even ask, ‘I don’t like mothers. They make me nervous. They cry too much. They get mad too much, they call Daddy “nigger”.’


It was a harsh word, an ugly word, a word that no one had ever heard her say. But she had to say it for Tina’s sake. She could trust Muffin not to want a mother. But she was beginning to be doubtful of Tina, who was seeing too much of next door’s mother. Tina didn’t know what mothers were like when they were crying mad. She had been too little to remember – just as Barby had been too little to understand.


Lute said carefully, ‘Sometimes mothers say things when they’re mad that they’re sorry for when they’re not mad.’


But the children were not comforted. Muffin had clutched his arm while Barby was speaking, and Tina, even inside the nest of Lute’s knees, moved uneasily. They were frightened by the forbidden word. Barby had heard their mothers say it. No wonder Barby didn’t like mothers. Muffin screwed up her face in utter rejection of this species of woman. Tina tried hard to but somehow couldn’t. The image of next door’s mother intruded.


Next door’s mother never cried. Whenever she looked at Tina, she smiled. Whenever she spoke, she said words that were loving. Every day she gave Tina a hug and a kiss, sometimes more than one, sometimes more than two. Tina had spent the shining summer in breathless expectancy of this ritual.


The children next door were only oblique excuses for going over to visit. Barby was scornful of them because they were boys who pulled her braids. Muffin beat them with her fists when they dangled her dolls out of reach and made her say please. But Tina pretended that boys were fun to play with, although she was terrified if they played rough.


The way to heaven was not always easy, but getting there was worth the bumps and bruises. For next door’s mother came to comfort. She was soft and round. To lean against her felt so different from Daddy. It felt safe, as if she could sink so deep into that warm and breathing softness that she would be hidden forever from everything that frightened her.


Next door’s mother said Tina was the little girl she had always wanted until she gave up trying. It was plain that boys were not what she wanted. When she hugged them, they giggled silly and wriggled away. Tina didn’t. She stood very still, mute and malleable. Time after time Tina got an extra hug from the love left begging by the boys.


Next door’s mother had found Tina after she stopped trying. It was funny how things happened. It was wonderful how things happened. There never was a summer that had kept so many promises.
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Muffin suddenly burst out laughing. ‘Look at Jezebel,’ she squealed, doubling over with delight.


They looked at Jezebel. She was picking her way across the park, walking slowly and sedately, with a large, unwieldy pancake suspended from her mouth. Presently she stopped, lifted one paw, and scanned the park for spies. Then she carefully put the pancake down and dug a hole beside it.


It was her morning custom to make the round of the cottages. As the only female dog in the Oval, she could walk across lawns and scratch on screen doors without fear of being chased by the males whose province she was invading. That she was old and spayed and oblivious to their overtures did not lessen their appreciation of her presence among them. She was a diversion from their daily squabbles, and her favors, such as they were, were impartial.


Jezebel took everything that was offered her and buried everything that wasn’t a bone. What pleased her palate she ate on the premises. The rest she carried to the park. That she accepted, even begged for, what she did not want was greed. That she saved room in her stomach for what she did want was good planning.


The Coles place was her favorite and final stop. Having lost their old dog the winter before, the Coleses were partial to Jezebel. They did not give her table scraps; they gave her solid chunks of meat. Even in her own home Jezebel did not have it that good. A dog who has to live with children has to have a lot of messy leftovers mixed in with her daily rations.


Jezebel, her task completed and the earth packed back as neatly as if it had never been disturbed, now made straight tracks for the Coles place, panting in her lumbering haste.


Lute had bound Tina’s hair into braids. He tugged at them, and her face bent back to him, its innocence dream-washed with love for next door’s mother, even Jezebel’s antics not wholly erasing it.
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