

  

    

  




  





  A TEENAGER WITH A CONSCIENCE GOES ON A HARROWING CRUSADE TO SAVE A BOY'S LIFE.




   




  Seventeen-year-old Lázara overhears her brothers plotting to kill the teenage son of her employer for failing to pay his drug debt. Unable to bear the burden of the boy’s murder on her conscience, she embarks on a crusade to save the boy, first alerting the boy’s father then confronting her brothers and, finally, seeking help from a New Orleans cop. When all efforts fail, she steals a handgun and surprises her brothers during their rendezvous with the boy at the meth lab, Candyland, unleashing consequences she never expected or could ever have imagined.




   




  “... a psychological suspense thriller outside the box. Candyland focuses on a seventeen-year-old girl from a drug-related brutal family and her attempt to do one honorable thing, save one life her family has ruined. Paired with her is a boozy, overweight, middle-aged lawyer at the low point of his career, facing a case more important than any he had at the height of success. ... Noir at its darkest, set against the aftermath of Hurricane Katrina in New Orleans.”—Judy Alter, author of Desperate For Death and The Perfect Coed.




   




  “Candyland echoes the great noir writers of the twentieth century, with a great feel for the wounded city of New Orleans and a cast of vividly drawn characters. … a first-rate crime novel, and I look forward to whatever she writes next.”—Scott Phillips, author of Rake and The Ice Harvest.




   




  “I thoroughly enjoyed Candyland. Like a well-blended gumbo, Vicki Salloum captures the essence and spirit of New Orleans with vivid characters and a suspenseful plot full of surprises.”—Mike Roche, author of Coins of Death and The Blue Monster.




   




  “A gritty post-Katrina New Orleans is the fascinating setting of Vicki Salloum’s colorful and lively novel, Candyland, about a brave young woman who wants to climb her way out of the dangerous life she was given at birth: drugs, guns, family violence and police brutality. ... Salloum’s writing sparkles and her story is compelling.”—Karen Pullen, author of Cold Feet and Brea’s Tale and Other Stories.




   




  “... a gritty snapshot in the life of a young woman who quotes Hemingway’s For Whom the Bell Tolls .... Lázara Soto, 17, … is caught in a high-pressure system of a homicidal brother, phantom parents, an alcoholic attorney/employer, and a dwindling dream of college and escape. Next stop: shitstorm . . . swim or sink. Pristine prose and vivid characters abound. Highly recommended.”—Thomas Davidson, author of The Museum of Sudden Disappearances and Past is Present.
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  Make my heart a perpetual novena.
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  CHAPTER 1




   




  At the bus stop Lázara Maria Soto got out her cell phone. Under the overhead lights above Egg’s, she looked down at her watch. She was grateful her boss had given her his phone number, not thinking she’d ever call him in the pitch-dark dead of night. He was probably home asleep. But if he wasn’t, if he was out partying with his airhead slutty girlfriend, he’d really be pissed off. She couldn’t think about that right now. She would wait for him to answer and, if he didn’t, she’d take the bus to his place and hammer on his door.




  The awful thing about it was she had no choice. It was one of those situations when one is called on to make a decision, and any decision would be a bitch: waking him or not waking him, but to do nothing wasn’t an option. There’d come a time in her seventeen years when her willingness to do nothing had passed into a different phase. And the plan was not to take the easy way out but to do what was right for the kid, her boss’s messed up, drugged out kid.




  “Hello . . . hello?”




  “Mr. Hutchins?”




  “Yeah?”




  “This is Lázara. I have to come see you.”




  “See me for what?”




  “We have something we need to talk about.”




  “Jesus . . .”




  “I’ve got to talk to you, Mr. Hutchins.”




  “Can’t it wait? It’s almost three.”




  “No. Are you at home?”




  “I’m at the office.”




  “I’ll take a cab. See you in thirty minutes.”




  She cut him off before he could stop her. She went inside Egg’s to get the number of Yellow Cab and was at his office within half an hour. She knocked. She waited. The door swung open. He was more rumpled than usual, wearing the same shirt he’d worn all day, only his sleeves were rolled up and tie removed, the tie and jacket draped across the back of the two-seater couch.




  She walked in. He closed the door. She headed for the heavy chair in front of his large desk. He took his time getting to his swivel chair. It was a while before she found her voice.




  “Mr. Hutchins,” she said, standing. “I’m going short and sweet and to the point.” She couldn’t help noticing his bloodshot eyes. The man looked heavier, like he’d gained weight simply by sitting there. She looked straight into his eyes. “Your boy might die tomorrow.”




  He jerked back. The expression on his face she’d seen before, the first time she’d laid eyes on him. It seemed a hundred years ago when she’d first laid eyes on him but it had only been four days.




   




  That day—four days earlier—when she’d walked out of her apartment wearing a frayed white cotton blouse, faded brown skirt and Jessica Simpson flats she’d bought on sale at Dillard’s, she’d been nervous as she made her way to the corner. She’d turned left past Mick’s Auto Parts across the street and stood before Egg Carona’s, a rust-colored bar that was practically her second home. She’d been preoccupied, excited, rehearsing what she’d say on this most important day of her life, as she faced St. Bernard Avenue and saw the bus letting off its passengers. She got on and, later, got off at Tulane Avenue.




  She walked for twenty minutes then stopped, looking out across Tulane Avenue, positioning herself by the curb as cars whizzed past her. Stepping back, not trusting the drivers on this treacherous New Orleans thoroughfare, she turned to look behind her at what appeared to be an abandoned building—a garage, an auto body shop—with busted windows and crawling vines. She held tight to a strip of paper in her hand then looked up at the cotton clouds. They were racing toward the east before a cobalt blue sky and she thought how wonderful—how awesome—this chilly November morning, to make a start on a new life, away from her meth lab operator parents and drug dealing brothers she couldn’t stand being around. She looked to her right. There, five blocks away stood the mammoth criminal district court building. Her eyes roamed over every block before settling across the street. She shuddered and turned away.




  It wasn’t the building—her destination—that was creepy. A small shotgun double with a “For Lease” sign across the entrance to the other half of the double, it wasn’t hideous, wasn’t awful. She could live with it, get by. It was what surrounded it that gave her pause. The building to its left, as she looked across the Avenue, was another shotgun double, a collapsed gutter over the entranceway and plywood nailed across the door and vines crawling down the roof to hid the center structural column. Someone had scribbled AJM over the right column. And every building farther past it was equally dilapidated. To the right of her building—her destination—was an overgrown lot. But behind it was a sight that filled her heart with happiness, a high-rise, once the Falstaff Brewery, now turned into new apartments.




  She waited for a lull in the traffic before scrambling across. She knocked on the door. She wondered how long she should wait before knocking a second time because there was no doorbell. She waited a full minute then distracted herself, waiting, by looking back across the Avenue, past the whizzing cars to the shuttered building. By the time she turned around, the door had opened. And there he stood, watching her.




  “Come in.”




  He was maybe six-feet-three or so, heavy-set, middle-aged. She guessed him to be at least two hundred and fifty pounds, though she was no good judge of this. Whatever muscle the man had long ago turned to flab and he obviously didn’t give a damn. She could see his big belly. His intensity startled her.




  “Hi,” she greeted him.




  She waited for him to say something. He gave off a worried frown. It was no big deal. It was more a look of concentration, the look of a thinking man, than one of disappointment. He motioned her in, shut the door.




  “Sit down.”




  He nodded at a heavy chair in front of a large desk. He moved in front of her, taking his place behind the desk, lowering himself into the swivel chair. His face was stamped with worry. She couldn’t help pitying him. His voice cut through her thoughts.




  “What can I do for you?”




  “My name’s Lázara. Lázara Soto. I’m here to apply for the job.”




  “You’re here for the filing job?”




  “Totally.”




  He rubbed his jaw. “How old are you?”




  “Twenty-one.”




  “Honey, you’re twenty-one like I’m Donald Trump. How old are you?”




  “Seventeen.”




  “Why did you say you were twenty-one?”




  “I don’t know.”




  He cupped his face in his stubby hands.




  “You’re too young.”




  He seemed to be talking to himself, uttering a flat-out truth in an abrupt, dismissive manner, as though he’d reached his end of patience. He leaned his head into his laced fingers, closed his eyes and grimaced. It might be early in the day but she had the distinct impression it couldn’t get much worse for him.




  “Too young,” he repeated sullenly.




  “The ad . . .”—she glanced at her strip of paper—“says it’s mostly filing. Answering phones. Typing. I can do that.”




  “I’m looking for someone with experience.”




  “I didn’t get your name.”




  He looked at her sharply. Maybe he thought she was smarting off. He reached for a pen, jabbed angrily at a piece of paper. She wanted to tell him she was a down girl, didn’t get in anybody’s face. Not anybody she respected. Someone told her once it was weird the way her eyes sliced like a butcher knife through butter, the force of her concentration jarring, and maybe that’s what was happening with him. She looked away.




  “My name’s Eric Hutchins.”




  “Listen, Mr. Hutchins, I can do the job. Your ad says you want somebody organized. I’m organized. Totally. And detail oriented.” She tried appearing less desperate. “I’m smart. You’ll never have to tell me twice.”




  “Do you use Word or Word Perfect?”




  “Totally.” Realizing this wasn’t the thing to say, the proper words she’d rehearsed all night gone flying into the stratosphere. “Both. I do both. And type 78 words a minute.”




  “How about Excel?”




  “No, but I can learn.”




  “I’m sure you can.” Looking unimpressed, he sat back, putting hands behind his head. “But I need someone with experience.”




  “You didn’t say that in the ad.”




  He got up. “I’m saying it now.”




  “Mr. Hutchins!” She remained seated, eyes fixed on his vacant chair. “I can do it.” Her voice wavered. She held tight to the arms of the chair. He was at the door, opening it. She got up, took a step his way.




  “I don’t know how to convince you I can do an awesome job. Really . . . you’ve got to give me a chance. You don’t have to, like, pay me the first few weeks. I’m cool with that. Let me just show you how good I am.”




  She was begging, coming off needy.




  “Baby, I don’t got to do nothing.” He was pissed. “I’m sure you’re capable,” he said more softly. “I had in mind someone with experience. But thank you any—”




  “Mr. Hutchins! How much experience does someone need to file? Any idiot can do that. Or answer the phone? Or type? I learn quick. Anything new you’ll never have to tell me twice. This is the thing, Mr. Hutchins—I really care about doing good work. Honestly. Not everyone can say that. I’m dependable and—”




  His facial muscles tensed. Shut up, she told herself. Shut up or he’ll throw you out.




  His grip tightened on the knob.




  “I’ll do the work for free—”




  “Give me a break,” he said. “For chrissakes, take it easy.” He eased his other hand behind his neck and rubbed. “How you gonna keep office hours when you got school? You must be a junior or senior in high school.”




  “I graduated. Took accelerated courses and graduated.”




  “When?”




  “Last May.”




  “Where?”




  “Tajourn #25 Senior High. I scored a perfect 36 on the ACT—the highest score of anybody in my school—ever!”




  “What have you been doing since?”




  “Working at Egg Carona’s.”




  “A bar? The one over on St. Bernard?”




  “It’s round the corner from where I live.”




  “They hire seventeen year olds? They’ll lose their license.”




  “Egg’s known me since I was a kid. I help him clean up and stuff.”




  “Have you done clerical work before?”




  “No.”




  “Listen,” he said, shaking his head, “accuracy’s important. I’m working on a big case. I need someone with legal—”




  “But you never . . . give me a chance. Mr. Hutchins, you’ll never regret it.”




  “It won’t work. That’s enough! I appreciate your taking the time.”




  He opened the door wider, his expression telling her to get lost. She moved closer to him and stopped, lowering her wounded voice. “I don’t understand what you have to lose that you can’t give someone willing to work a shot. If you’d just give me two weeks . . . . . you won’t even have to pay me. Or try me for a month. I’ll spoil you for anyone else. I’ll be awesome—”




  “Shut up!”




  It shocked her he’d say that. She wondered if he’d throw her out. Take her by the shoulders and give her a big shove. She’d gone way too far, like some big-mouthed drama queen, way over the top. The man looked tired. Her thoughts turned to him. Give the dude a break. She wondered if she should just say goodbye or leave without another word.




  He heaved a heavy sigh. “Can’t stand it anymore. Gawdamnit. Must be losing my mind. You’re hired.”




  It was that same aggrieved, miserable expression that played upon his face. He shook his head as if some joke had been played.




  “I don’t know,” he mumbled. “Don’t know about anything anymore. All the losers wanting work with no experience, no training.” He looked at her. “At least you look half bright. Like you’re capable of catching on. So I’m giving you a shot. This is the craziest thing I’ve ever done. I’ll probably live to regret it. So what do you say? You want the job?”




  “Mr. Hutchins,” she blushed, “you’re freaking me out . . .”




  “Tell you what, I’m not letting anyone work for me for free. I’ll try you out for a month. And if you’re as good as you say, I’ll keep you.”




  “Cool!” She felt like hugging him. She asked about the hours.




  “Ten ’til five, five days a week. Do you know what kind of work I do?”




  “You’re a criminal defense attorney. One of your cases involves the cop who shot the looter after Katrina.”




  “Allegedly. How did you know?”




  “I saw the picture in the paper. Read the caption. You were walking with the cop out of the Hale Boggs Federal Building.”




  “If you read the caption why did you ask my name?”




  “Because you hadn’t told me.”




  He gave her a peculiar look. She thought how easy it was to ease his worry. He wasn’t a complete disaster; he’d do ’til one came along. And she could, for real, get used to him, to anything with a regular paycheck in her purse.




  “What did you say your name was?”




  “Lázara.”




  “Lázara what?”




  “Lázara María Soto.”




  “Well, Lázara María Soto, can you start tomorrow?”




  “Awesome.”




  “I’ll see you at ten.”




  She was about to leave.




  “Wait,” he called out. “Don’t you want to know the pay?”




  “The ad said $8 an hour.”




  “That’s right. After six weeks, we’ll re-evaluate. And if you’re accurate and conscientious, we might talk about a little raise.”




  She reached out to shake his hand. “Mr. Hutchins,” she said, “you rock!”




  “I’m warning you, if you’re a disaster, I’ll boot your ass outta here.”




  She looked around, at the dark pinewood desk, large enough for a big man like him, the bookcases filling two walls up to the ceiling with heavy leather bounds, the floor covered in a thin gray carpet, the two-seater couch between an end table and rubber plant, and as she was about to get in one last word, he wasn’t looking her way anymore, his worry baring down on some other bugaboo and calamity. The door slammed in her face. She jumped out of the way before it caught the tip of her Jessica Simpson toe.




   




   




   




   




  CHAPTER 2




   




  Eric Hutchins hadn’t made it in on time. He’d overslept and his alarm hadn’t gone off. He usually woke in the predawn twilight hours and did some work at the breakfast table before arriving at his office by ten. He didn’t live that far away. If he wanted to, he could just hop on over to the office from his apartment in the renovated Falstaff Brewery and be at his desk within ten minutes. But he usually drove to work and parked right out front on the street because he needed quick access to his car. This morning, he’d overslept. He’d stayed out late, arriving at 10:30. And there she was, waiting. On the porch.




  No doubt about it, a beauty. A beautiful young girl. She was Latino, he was sure of it, with a name like Lázara Soto. And about five, eight, 120 pounds. She had a widow’s peak and black hair with shiny auburn tinges. Her face was heart-shaped and her skin cinnamon, her brows high, arched above blue eyes surrounded by thick dark lashes. Her cheeks were full and, when she smiled, she looked like a beauty queen. Eric knew the area where she lived, by Egg Carona’s. She must be dirt poor. But she was pure doll—the real thing—a blemish here and there over unmade face. He couldn’t keep his eyes off her. And there was something smart about her, an intelligence you can’t define. You don’t see that very often, at least not on Tulane Avenue.




  He believed the soul of a person rises to the surface. He’d made a practice of observing people throughout his forty-five years on earth and it wasn’t as if he could see whether they were guilty or innocent simply by their facial expressions. If it were that easy, you wouldn’t need a judge and jury. Rather, he would look into the eyes of someone stepping into his office, some schmuck desperate to hire him to get himself out of a legal jam, and search for any clue as to his goodness or lack thereof. Often he’d wonder had he simply made poor choices or been the product of his environment or done the bad deed without giving a fuck about the grief and harm it caused. Then he’d come to some conclusion as to whether or not to take him on. Invariably, he’d take him on. He really needed the money. But he liked to see what he was getting into. He prided himself on understanding the moral nature of a man. And if it were true his instincts were sometimes on mark when it came to the character part, he knew this chick standing before him was more than a pretty face. He chose to believe that. But then again, he could be wrong.




  “Come in.”




  She waltzed in ready for work. And that was when he knew instinctively that, though he’d been educated at Metairie Park Country Day and Tulane University and Tulane Law, he’d have to step up his game with this girl, he could feel that in his bones. But he could be wrong. If he wanted to be truthful, he’d been wrong more times than right. Not exactly wrong, to be fair. It’s just that he’d refused invariably to follow his better judgment. But that had been in the past. He wasn’t going there today, getting bogged down in that negativity, for if he kept up that stupid game he’d end up shooting himself. No, don’t go there. Don’t lose your self-confidence. Always when he’d gone there, he’d had a tendency to run away. Too much riding on staying strong. He began the paperwork with the girl and, when an hour and a half had passed and she seemed engaged in the task before her, he looked up and saw Ruby.




  “Hey, babe!”




  Her strong perfume made him want to gag.




  “Ruby, what are you doing here?”




  “I thought you said I could come anytime.”




  “I don’t remember saying that.”




  “Funny, I thought I heard it.”




  She swept in, looking good, wearing a red sheath dress with a full-frontal zipper. Her hair was flaming red, flamboyant and disheveled, not lustrous like the girl’s. He knew Ruby’s came from a bottle, but attractive, maybe a little garish, brilliantly bouncy and tangled and exotic. Her dress was cut tight, showing off her curves, and her curves were nearly perfect, boobs sensual and full, hips feminine, connected to a tiny waist and shapely legs. She was wearing black leather toggle booties that matched her black clutch. Her lips were too bright, eye makeup too dark and thick for this time of morning—and for a woman her age. For a moment he felt astonished at having hooked up with this babe. She wasn’t his usual type. She had flaws; he knew them all. They were opposites, she flashy, meretricious but very sexy, he reserved, more restrained, but their thing, he had to admit, was what he craved at this time in his life.




  “What you heard was just the opposite. I told you not to come. I distinctly remember telling you not to come. How could you say you heard it?” He saw the new girl gawking.




  “Okay, forget it.” Ruby stuck out her bottom lip. “You don’t have to obsess about it.” Her wintergreen eyes turned surly then, inexplicably, her expression changed. She came over, pressed herself against him, kissing him on the lips. “I missed you, honey. Is that so terrible?”




  “Maybe not so terrible.” He touched the small of her back. “But not so terribly bright. What if she should walk in?”




  “That would be adorable. That would be fantabulous.” Defiantly, she jutted out her hip. “Bring it on, sugar.”




  “You act like this is a game. And why are you dressed that way?”




  “There’s a wine tasting over at the Bourbon Orleans. I’m picking up my friend, Charlene. Listen, love, I got another reason for coming. Would you mind helping me out? I’m kinda broke. Can you lend me $400?”




  “For what?”




  “The plumber had to fix the broken pipes. The ones under the kitchen sink. I haven’t been able to pay him since I got laid off.”




  “You had to come this morning? Couldn’t it wait? If you can’t pay your bills, why are you going to a wine-tasting? Why aren’t you looking for a job?”




  “I asked you to hire me.”




  “Well, you know that wouldn’t work.”




  Her green eyes flashed. “Listen . . .” She lowered her voice. There was tension in it. Then, miraculously, it changed. “I know I shouldn’t bother you”—all sweetness and forgiveness. He searched for some insincerity, couldn’t find it in her face. A mercurial babe he latched on to. Fascinating, sexy. “I’m sorry, love,” she whispered. “I guess I’ll let you get to work.”




  She moved toward the door.




  “Wait . . .”




  He happened to glance the new hire’s way and saw she hadn’t missed a word, her moving hands hesitating when she caught him staring. She turned back to her filing.




  As for Ruby, she was gripping the doorknob. Hesitantly, she closed the door and leaned back against it. “I’m sorry. Will you forgive me, honey? I really missed you. I wanted to see you. You know that I adore you.”




  He came forward, sliding his hand inside his pocket and handing her four one-hundred-dollar bills. “Don’t worry about it. I’ll see you tonight?”




  “Love you, baby.”




  The new girl was wide-eyed. Their eyes briefly met and, blushing, she turned away. In the ensuing silence, he noticed she had on a different skirt this time, blue, also faded, from being washed too many times, he guessed, and a white pull-over blouse and the same type of shoes she’d worn the day before, only blue. She was a simple girl, mercifully quiet. And if she were honest-to-god intelligent, which he genuinely believed she was, she would be discreet, keeping her mouth shut; he was definitely counting on it. More than he wanted to admit, he was relieved to have her in his presence though he couldn’t say why. He hoped she’d do well. And if she didn’t, well, he shrugged, he’d have to throw her ass out, start the hiring process all over again.




   




   




   




   




  CHAPTER 3




   




  Lázara stood on the sidewalk in front of her apartment building, bracing as she always did whenever she had to walk in on her family. The two-story brick building stood out among the Creole cottages that lined Serrano Street. The cottages were small, in varying pastel colors, in contrast to the deep-rich red brick structure that took over much of the block, ending at St. Bernard Avenue, in the Faubourg Tremé. The building housed eight apartments with single-digit numbers on plywood doors with cheap silver screens. Standing outside, looking up, she could see hanging blinds beyond the windows and air conditioning units jutting out.




  Lázara walked up the stark metal stairs and entered the door to #6. Delmar and Jacoby, to her left, were seated at the kitchen counter, talking conspiratorially, practically nose to nose, and, off in the hall, her papá loped past her mamá, neither looking at the other but passing as if in their own solitary zones, José off to the john, Ava to their room.




  She went over, picked up the remote controller, and turned on the TV. She dropped her purse on the floor by the side of the couch. Slouching on the couch, she yawned, kicking off her shoes.




  “Turn off that goddamn noise.”




  Delmar leaped off his stool. She refused to look at him as he stampeded toward her. Soon enough, he was bringing down his hand, scooping up the controller, turning off the TV, throwing it in her face. He leaned into her line of vision. She could spend a million years ignoring him and he’d never go away. She decided to give it up.




  Her brother, barely five-feet, ten, was an important person in her life. The kind of importance she could only compare to a strangulation or fatal illness. Like cholera or Ebola. She was sorry to have to describe him that way but she believed in being real. Four years older than her, Delmar had their mamá’s ebony eyes, shaped like that of a singer she’d seen in a magazine once, a crooner back in the ‘60s, Johnny Mathis, she thought his name was, but while Mathis’s eyes were what she’d call soulful, her loony Puerto Rican brother gave off a cruelty that was like a tornado ripping through her soul, brows swooping down above his nose in a ‘dare-me, motherfucka’ look, several teeth broken in half. He wore a red cap sideways over thick hair tied in back. There was a tear drop tattoo on his cheek a little below the eye while his cinnamon skin was covered in tattoos. He wore a diamond ring on his left pinky.




  She sprang to her feet.




  “So, Delmar,” she said, “what can I do for you?”




  “I don’t think you hear so good. I told you turn off that goddamn noise.”




  “But you were sweet enough to do it for me.”




  “Can’t you see we was talking?”




  “The whole world has to stop just because you’re talking? You’re not the only one living here.”




  He took a step closer.




  “I can’t put up with your mouth.” Dismissively, she started for her room but he instantly blocked her path.




  “Where was you today?”




  “Since when did that become your business?”




  She tried squeezing past him; he hit her. The couch was lumpy where she landed, the stuffing bulging out. She leaned over the side, picking up her purse, putting it in her lap.




  “I ain’t asking you again.”




  “At work. I started a job.”




  Delmar cocked his head. “What kind of job?”




  She looked away.




  “Give it up, bitch. Or I’m kicking you off the balcony.”




  “I’m working for a lawyer.”




  He laughed. “Some two-bit ambulance chaser never tried a case before? What’s he got you doing? Throwing away the garbage?”




  “Why don’t you just shut up? You’re a disgrace and an embarrassment. And for your information . . . .”—She got up, stepped into her shoes—“. . . not that it’s any of your business, he’s defending the cop who shot the looter during the storm.”




  “Oh yeah? Hey, Jacoby,” Delmar called out to the kitchen, “didn’t you see that? The cop that shot the looter?”




  Jacoby had taken a beer out of the fridge, was about to pop it open. Mournfully, he returned to his stool. Lázara watched as he hunched his shoulders. Jacoby’s face was set in its usual scowl whenever he saw his brother and sister fighting and it dawned on Lázara, as it had too many times to count, that maybe her mamá had cheated on her papá when she conceived her second son. Jacoby reminded her of a little boy, the opposite of Delmar, someone she should be taking care of, despite his being three years older than her. His hair, like Delmar’s, was jet-black. But while Delmar’s was long and thick, Jacoby’s was fairly short, falling over the forehead, silky, above slim brows. His face was shaped differently too, almost a pixie look, eyes filled with almost constant wonderment, the wonder of a child. But it was his eyes that made her know for sure he was the true son of their papá. They were pale—sky-blue—like their papá, like her own. He wore jeans, white tee, tennis shoes.
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