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Glory yearned for her old life, before everything had turned itself upside down and sideways. She strode through the heavy doors at CC’s Coffee House, the one on Ambassador Caffrey and West Congress, in the same shopping center as Albertsons and a new restaurant called Soulhaus. She had not yet tried this new restaurant, but her daughter Delphine had texted her some videos of a local newscaster consuming piles of food on TikTok. So far Glory had been able to resist because she had received a stern lecture from her doctor about her numbers–and by “numbers” he meant every number that can be measured by modern medicine–but she could sense her resolve weakening.

To help regain a sense of normalcy, she had just returned from church and the monthly meeting of the Red Hat Society of Acadiana, of which she was an outlier on account of her work as a bookie, but also because of a long-ago wave of food poisoning. The membership had insisted the culprit was a cooler of discounted crawfish Glory had purchased from a roadside stand in Abbeville. But honestly, they ought to have thanked her for being resourceful. Crawfish was now twenty dollars a pound on account of global warming. And no one could definitively prove that crawfish was the culprit of the food poisoning, but it had tarred Glory’s reputation, nonetheless.

As was tradition, Glory and the members wore red to these meetings. Today she wore wide-legged red pants with a coordinating blazer and a red hat. This particular hat was purchased by her daughter Delphine, who lived in New York City. It featured a wide brim with an exaggerated rosette to one side. Glory squealed when she opened the bundle, packaged in a stunning black-and-white-striped box with the most perfect ribbon you’ve ever seen. It was the kind of finery that Glory had always loved but only Delphine would spend money on.

By the time she sat down, Noah Singleton, owner of this particular CC’s franchise, was walking her way, balancing a tray of small sample cups on a tray. “You have a good Christmas, Miss Glory?”

“Sure did, and you?” Small talk was the glue that held the South together. No matter one’s political affiliation or personal beliefs, the connective tissue of Lafayette Parish had somehow remained intact with benign and comforting questions like: How’s your mama doing? You have people over for Mardi Gras? What you fixin’ for Easter? Not that most people minded. It was better than asking questions that might disturb the peace. “You just look mischievous today, Noah Singleton. I can already tell you’re up to no good.”

He swung a small tray with the sample cups in front of her. “Try this.”

She gave him a skeptical look, sipped, and coughed dramatically, as if she had ingested poison. “Noah Singleton, I don’t know what you put in that drink, but I suspect I have a case of sudden-onset diabetes. What in the name of the good Lord is this?”

“I’m still working on the right level of sweetness,” he said, with a hangdog look that reflected his disappointment. “I’m trying to create a signature drink to go viral on social media. I call it Praline Perfection. Chicory coffee, six pumps of praline syrup, whipped cream, and topped with a crumbled praline candy.”

Glory had no idea why anyone would ever want to go viral. She had had a brief moment in the spotlight a few months ago and it was more than enough, thank you very much. “Here’s an idea,” she added. “For an extra $200 you can serve it with a vial of insulin.” She thought of Noah like a brother, even if he was always doing too much.

“Did you know that there is no actual pumpkin in a pumpkin spice latte? Not one drop!” And before Glory could respond he added, “And do you know how much money Starbucks has made off that drink? Over a billion dollars! Yes, ma’am, I just need to calibrate my recipe a bit.”

Noah gestured for the barista at the counter to bring Glory another cappuccino, on the house, as he often did. Before walking back to the kitchen he pointed at her and said, “I’m going to perfect this recipe. You watch.” It was an apology and a declaration. He disappeared behind a pair of swinging doors.

As Glory sipped her cappuccino, her clients streamed in at a steady pace, which was always the case during football playoffs. Glory worked year-round but made a good chunk of her earnings in January and February, when amateur betting and foolishness collided. She had also been busier than usual since everything went down a few months ago. Glory had become somewhat notorious in Lafayette after the murder of Amity Gay, and her role in solving it. It was attention that she had relished at first, but now it made her itchy with discomfort. Word of mouth had brought a whole new slew of customers. In the world of unsanctioned and illegal betting, publicity is not welcome. But Glory had always had a keen eye when it came to vetting her customers, and those instincts had not faded.

That is why when a lighter-skinned Black woman with caramel highlights and artfully layered hair walked toward Glory, she did a double take. She did not know this woman, or at least, that’s what she thought. She knew just about everyone who walked through those doors. But there was something about her that rang familiar, like a relative you haven’t seen in many years. She wasn’t Glory’s age, but wasn’t her daughter’s age, either. Glory judged her to be somewhere in the middle. This woman could no longer rely on her youth to be naturally firm without effort. And though she had just a few lines that feathered around her eyes and a couple that stretched across her forehead, Glory knew that her still-pretty looks would be deteriorating at a rapid clip from here on out. Glory had been there herself, many years ago.

“Excuse me, are you Glory Broussard?” asked the woman. Glory sized her up further, now that she was up close. She wore a patterned blouse that was too busy for Glory’s taste, jeans that clung tightly to her slender frame, and stiletto heels, which Glory noted was not a reasonable choice for a Sunday before noon.

“I’m afraid not, miss. You must have me mistaken for someone else.” There was something about the woman that she didn’t trust, and having more customers than she knew what to do with at the moment, she was not about to take any risks. Glory peered over her reading glasses and did some calculations to convey that she was not interested in any further conversation. Not even the polite Southern kind.

“Actually, I’m pretty sure you are. I saw your picture in The Daily Advertiser,” the mysterious woman fired back.

Glory pressed the lead of her pencil harder and scratched away in her notebook, as if the woman did not exist. This was another reason Glory hated all the attention: it had shaken all the crazies loose from the trees. Old men showed up who wanted her to investigate the chattering voices that echoed in their balding heads. Throngs of women pleaded for her to surveil their husbands, who might be stepping out on them. One thing Glory knew from personal experience is that if you think your husband is stepping out, he most definitely is. You don’t need to spend hard-earned money to figure that out. And besides, Glory Beverly Broussard was not for hire.

“I’m real sorry to bother you, ma’am,” insisted the woman with the pretty-enough face. “But my husband has gone missing, and I thought you’d like to know.”

That was it. Glory snapped. “Let me tell you something. I’ve done had it with you people showing up here with all of this nonsense. What I do know is that I can’t help you, and I definitely don’t know who your husband is, so please leave me to my business. And support a Black-owned business on your way out. I recommend the Praline Perfection.” She shifted her focus back to her ledger. She had never formally studied math beyond basic algebra, but somehow had developed a pretty spot-on way of developing scenarios for a slate of games and estimating her earnings by the end of each weekend. Glory called it her special arithmetic while her daughter called it an algorithm, which must have been one of those ten-cent words she learned working at that law firm.

“My husband is Sterling Broussard.”

Glory pressed down so hard on her pencil that the lead shattered. Graphite dust smudged her algorithm. Now it was becoming clearer. The woman was vaguely familiar to Glory because this was the woman, among many women, that Sterling had cheated on her with. Years later, once emotions had been reduced from a rolling boil to a simmer, Glory kicked herself for not seeing it coming. Sterling’s purchases of new underwear, the trail of cologne left behind when he was allegedly going bowling. This wasn’t a run-of-the-mill infidelity. It was the infidelity that caused him to leave Glory. It was the infidelity that would lead to a new start for Sterling, a new marriage.

The woman took a seat across from Glory. “Look, I know I’m the very last person you ever want to talk with, but I don’t know what else to do.” Her voice ached with weariness, and there was not enough concealer and tinted face powder to camouflage her exhaustion. “Sterling went out to see some friends two days ago, and I haven’t seen or heard from him since. It’s so unlike him.”

Glory huffed. “Sounds exactly like the Sterling Broussard I know…”

“Not the Sterling I know,” the woman said, leaning her body halfway over the table. It was a confrontation. The Battle of Two Wives. Or, if Glory were framing their relationship correctly, the upstanding, righteous woman who raised him and his daughter, and the hussy who broke a family apart.

Noah’s barista delivered Glory’s cappuccino at this exact moment, allowing Glory a few moments to regroup. She smiled at the barista, took a sip of her coffee, then delicately placed the small cup on its saucer. “Listen, I done unsubscribed from all that Sterling drama years ago. I’m sorry you’ve gotten yourself tangled up, but you of all people should have known what you were signing up for.” She shoved her notebook into her purse and stood up.

Panic raced across the woman’s face. “I thought maybe you’d want to look into it… for your daughter’s sake.”

Glory glared down at her. With fire pulsing through her veins, she snapped. “Keep my daughter’s name out of your mouth.”



The last thing Glory wanted to be doing on a Sunday was driving. It was afternoon now, with a slate of playoff football games about to start. By now, half of Louisiana would have their meat on the grill and two to three beers down their gullets. Some of them would be hitting the road to pick up a missing ingredient for their potato salad or wings, or another case of beer to replace the case that had already been consumed. Glory should have been at home, in her favorite chair, and flipping through channels on the TV.

But because of That Woman, and the disturbance she insisted on dragging through Glory’s door, she was now on I-10, heading west to Jennings, and she would give Sterling a piece of her mind when she got there. Extracting herself from that man had been hard enough. He didn’t deserve to continue to trample on her hard-earned peace with his shenanigans.

And Glory was certain that whatever he was up to, it was definitely shenanigans. She had seen it happen enough during their marriage. He’d have a “gig,” even though he hadn’t managed to make his trombone sound serviceable in years. Then he’d disappear for a few frantic days at a time. Eventually he’d stagger home, enveloped by a cloud of cheap Scotch. Or there would be the times he owed clients money and had “gone fishing” with his buddy Maurice, only to have angry folks pounding on their door, looking for their payday, leaving her to handle it. It was the sloppy way he ran his business that inspired Glory’s no-nonsense professionalism. It had all gotten to be too much. She had gathered him up and dried him out too many times to remember.

Valerie must not have known that he had something of a crash pad in Jennings, which didn’t surprise Glory at all, because Sterling was full of secrets. But Glory knew about the place because of their divorce. The house she lived in wasn’t in dispute, because it was paid in full and inherited from her mother, in Glory’s name only. Not that Sterling would have tried to lay claim. He seemed pretty determined back then to leave the house on Viator Drive as quickly as possible to be with his new love, if that’s what you call her. But Glory knew that he had invested a tiny bit of his money in a two-unit duplex in Jennings. He rented out both for a while, until he realized he could just rent one unit and keep the other apartment for himself, his friends, and lord knows what else. Glory was glad to let him have it, uncontested. She had no desire to be a landlord and chase down rent.

On the drive she tried her daughter on the phone for what must have been the tenth time, but no answer. Glory was transported down that nondescript corridor of I-10, with little more than competing Cracker Barrels and Waffle Houses, by pure anger and annoyance. Anger because, against all good sense, she was being dragged into Sterling’s funny business again. Annoyance because Valerie LeBlanc had the temerity to show up at her place of employment, and on a Sunday.

Did Glory really care what happened to Sterling? On a personal level, she had stopped pouring feelings into all that long ago. But she did care deeply about her daughter. If only she’d answer that damn phone.

Finally, she arrived in Jennings and pulled up at the curb and parked. The house itself was gray, dull, and lifeless, like any late January day in Louisiana. The duplex was never fancy, but at least he had kept the grounds tidy. That wasn’t the case anymore. Wind whipped a Whataburger bag around a tree, which stopped its graceful tumble on a lawn that was patchy and filled with litter. She made her way through the double carport on the side of the house, in which no cars were parked. The inlay panel of glass on the side door was shattered. Flies buzzed around trash cans that hadn’t been emptied for days, judging by their sour smell.

Unsure what to do, she peered through the broken glass. She spotted a retro kitchen table with a Formica tabletop, its edges wrapped in chrome. She recognized it as one of her estate sale finds, one that he complained cluttered the garage. Apparently, he just wanted it all to himself.

For a brief moment, she contemplated calling the police but hesitated. Folks around here don’t go calling on the law unless you have no other choice. She preferred to take inventory first.

“Sterling?” She called out, quietly at first, and then louder and clearer. If he was in that house, there was no way he would have slept through her bellowing. From her purse she pulled out a stun gun. Delphine had laughed at her when she bought it at Lafayette Shooters. She explained to Glory that a stun gun only works at close range, and that she couldn’t envision her mother in hand-to-hand combat. Glory bought it anyway, not feeling quite ready for a gun, but wanting a little something.

Glory entered the unlocked house, stun gun at the ready. The first thing she noticed upon entering was the odor. She immediately stuck her head out the side door and gagged, her eyes tearing at the stench. She gasped for fresh air and when she gained her composure, covered her nose with a Mardi Gras handkerchief she found in her purse. She told herself she’d do one quick tour of the house and get the hell out of there. But there was no need to tour the house. Sterling was right there, in the kitchen. A black-handled knife pierced his chest. Blood smeared the floor. Maggots mounted his lifeless body.

Glory froze. The only physical reaction she could manage was to clamp her thick hand down on the stun gun. It snapped and threw white sparks from its metallic teeth.
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Days later, Glory would revisit what happened after she found the body, because in the moment, all thought and feeling evaporated. She remembered running as fast as she could to her car, which was memorable because she hadn’t broken out in a run for at least forty years. The lack of flexibility shortened her strides, and every ligament burned. She dialed 911 and told them to hurry. Then she remembered calling her daughter and somehow managing to break the news. She would never forget the way that Delphine had cried so hard and long that she wrung herself out. Witnessing her daughter in this state, and not being able to ease her suffering, would always be stamped on her soul.

Glory was always envious of the special dispensation her daughter seemed to give Sterling, considering he had abandoned them both. Too many times, Sterling had promised to swing by to take his daughter out for a movie or shopping, only to leave Delphine peering through the curtains hours past the promised time of arrival. Yet she always managed to be happy when she saw him. It’s easier to be a father, Glory had fumed. It was a piece of cake to swoop into a clean house, and roughhouse, or go out for ice cream and all the other charming things fathers get to do. The real labor, the kind that keeps a household running, happens behind the scenes. The laundry and coordinating with other mothers for sleepovers and staying up till 2 A.M. because the next day was “wear blue to school day” or some other chore. Glory had done all that and more, but now wasn’t the time to keep score.

She could remember, with clarity, the wail of the sirens. It must have snapped them both into the present tense because Glory sensed that Delphine, too, was at least temporarily straightening herself out. “I’m coming down as fast as I can manage. And no matter what, do not talk to the police.”

“Delphine,” said Glory, treading gently. “I don’t see how I can avoid talking to the police.” Sirens blared even louder.

“I see your point,” said Delphine, sniffling. “Just keep me on the phone.”

Glory met the officer at his car, introduced herself, and waited there until the officers toured the house. When they were ready to talk, Glory handed them her phone. Delphine made it clear that her mother had an attorney, and that her client was not to be interviewed unless she was also present, by phone or videoconference. She suggested they find a quiet place for an interview. As a result, Glory unceremoniously found herself in the back seat of a Lafayette Police Department vehicle.

Maybe it was for the best that she was being hauled away in a patrol car. Now that she had broken the news to her daughter and called 911, she noticed that her hands had not stopped trembling. A sticky, sour film coated the inside of her mouth. It was not the first murder Glory had stumbled upon, but she would never grow accustomed to witnessing such godlessness. And as for Sterling, bless his soul, she felt sorry for the man. He may have been an adulterous husband, but he did not deserve to be filleted on a dingy linoleum floor. You can’t go around killing everyone who’s been unfaithful, even if you can relate to being full of murderous rage toward a man.



At the police station, Glory was led inside an interrogation room. A wreath composed of purple and gold balls was hung so haphazardly from the wall it looked like a strong fan would send it crashing to the ground. A garland of green beads was wrapped around a pole waving a flag with a pelican on a blue background and a ribbon reading “Union/Justice/Confidence” underneath—the Louisiana state flag. No surface was safe from Mardi Gras decor this time of year, even an interrogation room in a police station.

Glory took a seat on a stiff metal chair and took stock of herself. The bottom half of her red suede shoes were now burgundy, exactly at the point where they had sunken into Sterling’s waterlogged yard. A layer of mud ringed itself around the perimeter of her soaked shoes. She bent at the waist to wipe it off, which only caused the mud to smear. Then she took a sip of police station coffee to try to erase the sour taste in her mouth, but her stomach began to roil. It wasn’t just the bitterness of the precinct’s coffee that made her stomach turn, but also finding her ex-husband’s body dissected like a frog in a high school biology class.

The police officer behind the table had a sunburned face and wore a hat that looked more park ranger than cop. He struggled with the heavy, department-issue laptop, and after fumbling for several minutes, finally connected with Delphine on the videoconferencing link she had sent for the interrogation. On the other end, Delphine’s face was red and puffy with grief. Her head was wrapped in a scarf, which was unusual, but she had only just been notified of her father’s murder. She wouldn’t have had much time or presence of mind to pull herself together. On the screen, Glory noticed a figure scurry behind her, avoiding the camera. If Delphine had been dating someone since her divorce, Glory had not been informed.

“Confirm your full name,” the officer stated.

Glory looked at her daughter on the screen, who nodded. “Glory Beverly Broussard.”

“What is your relationship to the deceased?”

“He is my ex-husband.”

The police officer tried to hide his surprise, unsuccessfully. “And what prompted you to visit the residence in Jennings this afternoon, in particular?” Glory looked to her daughter to interject, but Delphine sat there, her tearstained face straining through the screen for the same answer. Glory paused and looked around the room. A small video camera was mounted above the Mardi Gras wreath, up high like one of those convenience store video cameras. It gave her pause.

There are moments when it’s better to tell the full truth, and moments when it’s better to hold back, if only a little. Glory pondered what kind of moment this was. She knew full well that the police were unlikely to investigate this with the full strength of the department. That’s just how they do things down here, she thought, and just wait until they knew more about what kind of man Sterling really was. And even if they did pull out all the stops, what did that mean, really? What was the full investigative strength of a local police department in Louisiana, anyway? And then there was the issue of her first-on-the-scene status. You didn’t have to be a federal agent to understand that her finding Sterling’s body made her suspect, because no good deed ever goes unpunished. And the fact that this was the second murder she had stumbled upon had to look a certain kind of way, especially to a police department inclined to look for easy answers.

“I was just worried about the man. We sometimes checked in with one another, so I just thought I’d pay him a visit. See how he was doing.” She was almost convincing. Delphine leaned in closer to her computer with a proactive posture, like she was ready to jump through the screen and end the questioning, if need be.

“Did you keep in touch after the divorce? How often did you two speak?”

“Well,” hesitated Glory, struggling to find an answer that satisfied the question without leading to perjury charges down the road. “I guess you could say we had an unconventional relationship. We didn’t talk on the regular, but sometimes he would stop by for a chat, or I’d drive by to see how he was doing. Nothing too formal, you know. When you’re married for thirty years and have a child, you keep in touch. Just a little.”

She went on to describe how she approached the house and what she saw when she opened the door. This didn’t require any censure or careful navigation. She wouldn’t have known how to lie about it anyway. Impaled in his chest was a knife, with some kind of design carved into the handle.

“Do you know anyone who would want to harm him?”

Glory paused again. If she was telling the truth, yes. There were probably a dozen folks that Sterling had crossed over the years—and those were only the ones she knew about—though she had no way to know if these were active grievances, or lessons learned and chalked up to the game. She suspected Delphine knew this, too, but she didn’t want to document years of transgressions in front of her daughter, not when her lip was still quivering.

“Sir, I haven’t been married to the man for several years now. I don’t know the specifics of his social circle these days, or his comings and goings.” And that was the full truth.

He narrowed his eyes on her. If asked to describe the look, she would have said that he was searching for words that were on the tip of his tongue. “Hey,” he said, his face lighting up with the satisfaction of sudden recognition. “Aren’t you that lady who solved that murder last year?”

Delphine cleared her throat and interrupted, “That’s enough questioning for one day. I am making arrangements as we speak to fly down to Lafayette as quickly as possible, and you are free to interview my client again later in the week, when I’ll be there in person.” To Glory she added, “Do not answer any additional questions, from anyone, until I arrive.” Delphine and the police officer exchanged contact information, and the videoconference was disconnected. Glory watched her daughter disappear, yearning to give her just one hug.

“I guess you’re free to go, for now,” the officer said.

“… but you drove me here. I’m gonna need a ride back to my car.”

The officer exhaled and flapped his lips. Even if she did need a ride, Glory figured she’d be better off with anyone other than this guy and his dramatics. “Is Lieutenant Beau Landry around? Can you check for me?”

His sunburned face looked immediately redder. “I’ll find someone to drive you back to your car. You get who you get.”

Fluorescent lighting flickered overhead. Maybe the bulbs were flickering, or maybe her borderline blood pressure was getting the best of her. Possibly both? She dug into her purse and found her silver pillbox, dissolving a pink lozenge under her tongue. They were originally prescribed by her doctor for grief after her mother’s death, and then refilled after the murder of her best friend Amity Gay. Her doctor had then urged her to get into some kind of therapy, and Glory nodded her head as if she would consider it, knowing already that she was never going to go sobbing to some stranger about her problems. The doctor insisted it would be the last time he filled this prescription unless she also tried a so-called therapeutic approach, so she took them selectively to make them last. This was as good an occasion as any.

Glory busied herself with tearing the rim off a Styrofoam cup. When the door finally opened, Lieutenant Beau Landry walked in. She had never been so relieved to see the boy. She would always see him as a boy, even though he was a grown man with children of his own. But there was once a time when Glory’s mama had bathed him, and so he was frozen in time to her.

“My goodness, Miss Glory,” he said, dragging a chair her way. “Again?”

“Again? I’ve only known you since you were about three years old. I was hoping you’d lend a little support, not treat me like some kind of common criminal.”

“What I meant to say,” he hesitated, searching for words, “… is that I’m real sorry you stumbled upon that scene, after everything else you’ve been through lately.”

Glory released her shoulders. “There. That is how you console a perfectly innocent person who’s been traumatized, repeatedly, through no fault whatsoever of her own.”

“Heard you lawyered up. I suppose that means Delphine is on her way?” Of course he would be asking about Delphine at the first available opportunity. Half of Lafayette had seen the moony look on his face whenever she was around, even though he had married into money and really ought to be more discreet if he wanted to keep living that Benoit lifestyle.

“She’s booking a ticket now. I suppose she’ll be here by tomorrow.”

He nodded. Glory registered what she thought was the teensiest bit of a repressed smile cross his face.

“Let me get you home, then.”

“You can just drive me back to Jennings. I need to get my car and then I can drive myself home,” Glory insisted.

“No, ma’am,” he said. “You are in no state to drive. I’ll take you home and find a way to get your car back to you.” He gave her shoulder a little squeeze before exiting the room.

With the room quiet, and Glory alone, her mind drifted. For a moment she felt compelled to ring up Delhomme Funeral Home to begin making arrangements. It should be mostly solid Catholic hymns—“Amazing Grace,” “On Eagles Wings,” or “Be Not Afraid.” Maybe a little something that felt more like Sterling at the end, like “I’ll Take You There” by the Staple Singers. She thought about fetching the navy suit he wore for Delphine’s law school graduation but stopped herself. Those were the duties of a wife. It didn’t matter that she was married to Sterling for all those years, and he and his new wife were married for a tiny fraction of that. Glory would not have any responsibility for Sterling’s final arrangements.

Glory considered notifying Valerie, given that her instincts had turned out to be correct, but there was no need for that, either. The heels that clicked lightly this morning on the coffee house floor were now clomping against the station tile. Valerie walked purposefully down the hallway, briefly snagging eyes with Glory through the metal slats of the interrogation room blinds. The shared glance seemed to shock them both, and Glory looked away.

The only thing that could stop Valerie was the officer with parched skin. She tried to pivot and move past him, as if the truth was just beyond where he stood. He stopped her, bracing his hands against both of her shoulders. Glory couldn’t make out what was being said, but he looked like he was stalling, trying to reposition her to a room elsewhere in the station. He couldn’t contain her, or her suspicions. It was evident by what he said next, because Valerie’s eyes opened wide, and her mouth opened even wider. Her deafening scream was probably heard all the way to Ponchatoula.
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The next morning, Glory waited curbside at the Lafayette Regional Airport with her motor running. Landry had delivered it some time in the hours after she went to bed and before she woke up. The man was about as solid as they come. According to the internet, her daughter’s flight had arrived, and judging by the stream of people shortly thereafter, most of them were making their way through baggage claim and finding their people. Glory looked for her daughter, wondering what was taking her so long. Lafayette Regional Airport had been remodeled, but it was just as big as before, which is to say not much bigger than a mosquito bite.

She scanned for her daughter through the crowds of travelers, then saw a figure in her side mirror, staring at her. Glory slowly pegged the woman as her daughter and unlocked the doors. Delphine lugged a heavy suitcase into the back of the Honda-CRV and slammed the trunk shut.

The reason Glory had hesitated, and didn’t immediately recognize her daughter, was her hair. Her soft, shoulder-length curls were gone, and in their place were narrow, tiny braids extending down to the middle of her back.

Delphine slid into the passenger seat and anticipated the topic of conversation. “Mom, I’m exhausted and overwhelmed. I don’t need to hear any criticism about my hair. I’m just trying something new. Please don’t make it a thing.”

Glory clutched her chest. “Delphine, I didn’t say a single word.”

“I know you better than anyone, and I know you’re going to have something to say. Don’t worry, you can browbeat me later.”

Damned if her daughter didn’t know her well. “I… I think it looks nice. Just different. Took a second for that recognition to snap in. Don’t you fuss at me. Give me a hug.” Delphine and Glory embraced, a little longer than usual. For once, Delphine was not the first to turn away.

“Let’s go home. I can see you could use some rest.” They drove home in wordless silence, like an adult child who visits home a couple times a year does. There was always a warm-up period when they became reacquainted, and now there was a whole murder between them.

Glory pulled up to the home on Viator Drive. The only colors on the dried-out lawn were the Mardi Gras ornaments stuck in the grass on posts—a court jester’s hat and two leering masks, in purple and gold. The women shuffled inside. Delphine settled into her childhood bedroom for a nap, and Glory sunk into her recliner for just a few moments, or at least that’s what she told herself. One minute she was pondering Delphine’s hair, and why she felt the need to add all that fake hair in. Eventually, she woke up, her mouth hanging open and dry on account of her sleeping like that for probably two hours. No wonder she needed a nap, with the way the world was swirling around her.

In the living room stood her Mardi Gras tree, which was not uncommon in Lafayette. This was something of a new tradition, and a great way to procrastinate taking down the artificial Christmas tree. For Glory it was an excuse to buy a bunch of new ornaments at the local shops—peacock feathers, beads, and even more masks than she already had. With the popularity of this decor, a tree could now stand tall in Lafayette living rooms from late November until the end of February.

Glory looked at her watch, then got to work in the kitchen, searching her pantry for the right ingredients. Glory had not spoken with Camille, Sterling’s sister, in a couple years, but stopping by with a cake is always the right thing to do in times like these.

She gathered the shredded coconut, evaporated milk, vanilla, sugar, eggs, and butter on the kitchen counter. She opened a tattered Paul Prudhomme cookbook to a page that was transparent in spots from buttered fingers. Not long after, Delphine padded into the room with bare feet, black leggings, and a torn T-shirt.

“Baby, I didn’t mean to wake you up, but I wanted to get started on this here cake,” said Glory. A cell phone trembled on the countertop, next to a bag of flour. Glory silenced it and put it on the windowsill.

“You didn’t wake me.” Delphine yawned. “I’ve been up for a while now.”

Glory flicked two sticks of butter from their wrappers and poured a stream of sugar into the bowl of a mixer. She placed a cold brew coffee with almond milk on the table. She had picked it up that morning at CC’s specially for her daughter. Delphine sipped; her face filled with gratitude. Suddenly, Delphine gasped. She yanked her knees up to her chest, as if she had seen a mouse. Below her was a black cat with glossy fur and a flickering tail, weaving itself through the legs of her chair. “You got a cat?!”

Glory cracked a couple of eggs into the bowl and gathered the shells into the trash. Under different circumstances, they might have had a good laugh about how that formerly ragged cat—now plump—had come to live an exceedingly comfortable existence on Viator Drive. She would have reminded her daughter of that trailer park psychic they saw who encouraged her to find a symbol of protection to weaken a curse. For various reasons, Glory had come to believe that symbol was this cat. It’s not that she really believed in that gobbledygook, but why not help the down-on-its-luck creature? Sometimes people, and animals, just draw bad hands. But she didn’t want to launch into the whole story now, given everything her daughter was going through.

“Oh, that’s Patti LaBelle. Remember that scraggly cat that had been skulking around my backyard? I decided to take her in.” Glory’s phone vibrated again.

“Do you need to get that?”

“Damn it, I thought I turned that off.” Glory grabbed the phone again and powered it down completely. She didn’t recognize the number that had been calling her all day, but had a hunch who it might be. “Nah, just some telemarketers. Do you know someone called the other day asking about a warranty on my boat? I don’t even know how to swim.”

Delphine returned her feet to the floor and gave the cat a little scratch on one ear. Patti immediately rubbed herself against Delphine’s leg. “This is that same cat? Wow, she looks great.”

Glory felt a surge of pride in her caregiving skills, especially because this was her first-ever pet. Back when she was growing up, they barely had enough money to make rent, let alone voluntarily sign up for another mouth to feed—especially one with a tail.

“Who are you making a cake for?” asked Delphine.

“Your Aunt Camille. Figured we’d stop by later today. We should pay our respects and bring a little something. Don’t forget. She’s your marraine, and I know she’d love to see you.” Delphine agreed.

The whir of the beaters filled the kitchen. “Delphine, I know you’re not one to share much about your inner thoughts, but I’d really like to know what you’re feeling right now.”

Delphine sipped her coffee and, to Glory’s surprise, the words started to flow. “I can’t believe this is happening, that it’s real. I know he was trying to get out of…” she paused, searching for the words. “Whatever it was that he was doing these days, but…” Her lip trembled. She covered her face with her hands and began to cry. Glory turned off the mixer and gathered her daughter in her arms.

“He didn’t deserve to die,” Delphine sobbed. “He just didn’t deserve to die.”



There was no need to ring the doorbell at Camille’s house because, judging by the cars, it was a full house. You might as well let yourself in. Glory watched over her daughter, who by now had straightened up her face. The women walked up the stairs to the front door. Glory caught a glimpse of a line of demarcation running along the exterior of the house. The line was a reminder of how high the floods rose during that terrible hurricane years ago, and that Camille lived in an area that was nestled low, even by Lafayette standards. The house had been renovated since, but the line was a permanent marker. Every Louisiana resident is at the grace and favor of the weather and the Lord. You better pray that they both cooperated at the same time. If they didn’t, your only recourse was FEMA, which was its own kind of hell.

Delphine opened the door for her mother, who balanced a coconut cake, tented in aluminum foil, on her forearms. Inside was a coterie of people that Glory had seen before, but not in years. Cousins and distant cousins of Sterling’s, frail aunts and uncles that had managed to endure, and other miscellaneous relatives connected to you in ways only the family factotum could explain. You might not fully understand it, but you generally accept them as your people.

Glory was relieved that Camille could have a little comfort in her later years in this renovated house. It checked off every interior trend Joanna Gaines had made popular—gray wood flooring, beadboard paneling on the walls, and farmhouse doors that opened to the dining room. Here, trays of homemade food had been delivered. Spread across the table was rice dressing prepared correctly, with ground gizzards, piles of biscuits so high that Glory knew immediately they were prepared with White Lily flour, and desserts. Ambrosia and banana pudding had been prepared in deep bowls, and Glory’s coconut cake was the third such specimen of the day.

Glory looked around the room to situate herself while Delphine rearranged platters on the dining table to make room for the cake. She saw a large backside covered in stretch crepe and instantly recognized it as Camille’s. She glided across the room to greet Sterling’s sister and couldn’t help but notice That Woman, Valerie, dabbing her eyes with a tissue.

Glory went half blind with anger. If Glory was a woman prone to acting up, she would have smashed the cake in Valerie’s face, the way they do to celebrities that still wear fur. That Woman had not earned the right to mourn alongside Sterling’s family, nor did she warrant any sympathy. In Glory’s mind she was an agent of chaos, not some helpless, pitiful thing. If anyone was deserving of sympathy in this “rock-paper-scissors” game of grief that Glory was playing in her head, it was her daughter. Yet there Valerie was, in a tight black dress, acting like she was mourning when she was making a right spectacle of herself. Valerie looked up and blew her nose. Just like at the police station, they made eye contact quickly, but Glory broke it off.

“Let’s go say hello to your cousin Charity,” said Glory, physically steering her daughter away while keeping tabs on Valerie. The problem was that Valerie was also keeping close tabs on Glory, matching her glance for glance.

“Look, your second cousin Earvin is outside, you haven’t seen him in a while,” Glory said, maneuvering Delphine to the patio. Valerie stood up and tried to head in their direction but was slowed by a steady trickle of well-wishers. These kinds of gatherings are a lot like weddings—everyone wants credit for showing up. They want their attendance noted and appreciated.

After acknowledging everyone in the room, Valerie made her way outside, to the concrete slab of a patio and a grill packed with ribs and turkey wings. She found Delphine through the barbeque smoke and grabbed both hands. “I am so, so sorry for what happened to your father,” said Valerie. And then she turned to Glory. “I can imagine this is uncomfortable for you, but I really hope you can put any bad feelings aside and help out.”

“Help?” asked Delphine, confused.

Earvin turned the ribs over, but kept looking over his shoulder at the women, trying not to miss a thing. Valerie, bewildered, threw her hands in the air. “I can see that your mother hasn’t filled you in on anything. I can’t believe it, Glory. I’ve been leaving you voicemails and texts for the past twenty-four hours, and you haven’t even told your daughter?”

Glory stiffened. “What I talk to my daughter about is none of your business.”

Delphine interrupted, “What is going on here, Mom?”

Glory rolled her eyes. “Valerie came to the coffee shop to tell me that your father was missing and asked for my help. So, I drove out to Jennings where I expected I might find him, though I didn’t think he’d be dead. I did my part.”

Valerie jumped in. “In my many, many messages, I asked for her help in solving Sterling’s murder, just like she did a few months ago with that nun.”

“Well, you’ll have to forgive me for not wanting to chitchat with you, of all people,” spat Glory.

Valerie groaned. “You might have a hard time believing this, but this is not about you, Glory Broussard. You may have known one version of Sterling, but he had changed. He was a different man than the person you knew.”

“And did you ever wonder how that happened? Did you? I spent the best years of my life raising that man, training him to be an adult and a decent human being. He didn’t just come that way. I was raising a child and a grown-ass man at the same time. I guess the one lesson I forgot to teach is thou shall not cheat.”

In anger, Delphine threw a water glass to the patio floor. It exploded on the concrete, sending shards flying. Glory stood, unable to move or speak from the sheer surprise of it. Valerie winced, clutching her face with both hands as a piece of glass grazed the side of her face.

“Oh my god, Valerie, I’m so sorry,” said Delphine. She took the cocktail napkin wrapped around her drink and applied pressure to Valerie’s cheek. Glory bristled at how friendly they seemed, and how fast Delphine ran to her aid.

Earvin was slack-jawed at the drama in front of him and made no effort to hide his amazement. “Jesus Christ, Earvin, go inside,” said Glory.

“Can’t. Who’s going to watch my meat?” he asked, oblivious.

“I’ll watch your stupid meat. Just take your Black ass inside,” yelled Glory.

He smirked and retreated into the house, handing Glory a pair of tongs and pushing through a crowd of spectators that had assembled by the back door.

Delphine lifted the napkin off Valerie’s face. A small, puffy gash was still red from blood, and she applied even more pressure. “Mom, why won’t you help?”

“I told you I did help. I knew about the duplex he kept and…”

Valerie took custody of the napkin from Delphine, freeing her to confront Glory. “Believe me, I’m not wild about asking you for help, and I hate to admit this, but you know Sterling better than anyone. I didn’t even know that he owned a house in Jennings. If we are going to solve this case, we’re going to need your help.”

Glory opened Earvin’s grill, coughing at the plumes of smoke rising in her face. As promised, she tended to the ribs, the turkey wings, and the hamburgers in the corner that looked more than done. With a pair of tongs, she removed some of the ribs and put them on a plate. She shook her head in disapproval, yelling in Earvin’s direction. “Earvin, you’re not supposed to crowd all this meat on the grill. It won’t brown properly.”

She worked on spacing the meat according to her liking. Looking down at the ribs, she responded to That Woman. “Look, I know folks around here think I’m some kind of detective after everything that happened with Amity, but this is different. Police thought they had it all figured out, but anyone who knew her understood it made no kind of sense. But Sterling? This is a straight-up murder, no question about it. The police are investigating. I’m happy to share anything that might help, but I don’t want to be traipsing all over Lafayette looking for a killer. In case y’all forgot, I nearly got myself killed last time.”

Delphine’s balled fists were propped on the top of her head, like she was trying to will it all away. She took a deep breath, then faced her mother. “I know you don’t want to do this. But if you can’t do this for a person you were married to for all those years, then I’m asking you to do it for me. And if you can’t do it for me, do it for yourself.”

“What do you mean?” Glory continued flipping the meat. Was that lamb? She couldn’t help but wonder when Black people started grilling lamb.

Delphine continued, “What I mean is that until Dad’s murder is solved, it means that they’re going to be circling around you, a woman who has found two dead bodies in just a few short months. It might make it hard for you to work…”

Glory waved the smoke rising from the grill. Delphine did have a point. She didn’t need the police following her around, scaring off her customers. And then there was the issue of her daughter. The amount of residual love Glory had for Sterling was questionable. But for her daughter? Endless.
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The funeral of Sterling Broussard was the next day. He wore a black suit, and everybody at the service complimented the presentation of the body, especially given the undignified way he met his death. He had been raised in the Catholic tradition like Glory, which was why she was surprised to learn that That Woman and her people were Baptists. There were no Catholic hymns, and Glory had been unprepared for all that hollering and carrying on in a church. It was not the way she would have planned any of it, not that it mattered.

The next evening, Glory and Delphine agreed to meet Valerie at the hair salon where she worked. She would have done anything her daughter had asked of her, especially during this time. But now she was unwillingly in cahoots with the woman who broke up her marriage, driving to her place of employment. After Glory agreed to be a part of this so-called investigation, Delphine had tried to suggest that they meet at CC’s, her coffee shop. Glory had to put her foot down. The coffee shop was where she met with clients, but it was also her refuge. Valerie had already violated her sacred space once. She wasn’t about to invite her in again. Then Delphine had nearly suggested they meet at Glory’s house, but Glory interrupted before could. She was not about to let That Woman violate her home as well as her marriage. Instead, Glory proactively suggested they meet at Valerie’s hair salon. It’s always easier to leave than to kick someone out.

Glory pulled into the parking lot of the shopping center, which was dotted with small buildings, like those tiny houses Glory had seen on HGTV. These tiny buildings were fine for a little business, but for a home? Not me, thought Glory. It’s funny that what they used to call a gardening shed they now call a house. One little building was Carrier Jewelers, another was The Pecan Company. And then there was Valerie’s salon, The New Woman.

Glory applied some lip gloss in her rearview mirror. “I guess being the new woman is not just her approach to married men, but to life.”

Delphine sighed. “Are you going to do this all day?”

“Probably.”

Since the funeral, Glory had noticed even more changes in her daughter other than the braids. Of greatest concern was a small gold ring implanted in her nose. Of lesser concern were ripped jeans, a bohemian blouse, and a fragrance that might have been patchouli, which smelled like someone’s armpit.

“So, you’re wearing a nose ring now. That’s interesting,” said Glory. She just couldn’t help herself.

Delphine sighed impatiently. “Not that I owe you an explanation, because I’m an adult woman with full agency, but this is just a clip-in.”

“Oh, thank God.” Glory felt palpable relief. “Why don’t you go ahead and clip that right on out, then.”


OEBPS/e9781639368440/xhtml/nav.xhtml


Contents



		Cover


		Title Page


		Dedication


		Chapter 1


		Chapter 2


		Chapter 3


		Chapter 4


		Chapter 5


		Chapter 6


		Chapter 7


		Chapter 8


		Chapter 9


		Chapter 10


		Chapter 11


		Chapter 12


		Chapter 13


		Chapter 14


		Chapter 15


		Chapter 16


		Chapter 17


		Chapter 18


		Chapter 19


		Chapter 20


		Chapter 21


		Chapter 22


		Chapter 23


		Chapter 24


		Chapter 25


		Chapter 26


		Chapter 27


		Chapter 28


		Chapter 29


		Chapter 30


		Chapter 31


		Chapter 32


		Chapter 33


		Chapter 34


		Acknowledgments


		‘An Inglorious Season’ Teaser


		About the Author


		Copyright







Guide



		Cover


		Start of Content


		Title Page


		Dedication


		Acknowledgments


		About the Author


		Copyright








		III


		V


		VI


		1


		2


		3


		4


		5


		6


		7


		8


		9


		10


		11


		12


		13


		14


		15


		16


		17


		18


		19


		20


		21


		22


		23


		24


		25


		26


		27


		28


		29


		30


		31


		32


		33


		34


		35


		36


		37


		38


		39


		40


		41


		42


		43


		44


		45


		46


		47


		48


		49


		50


		51


		52


		53


		54


		55


		56


		57


		58


		59


		60


		61


		62


		63


		64


		65


		66


		67


		68


		69


		70


		71


		72


		73


		74


		75


		76


		77


		78


		79


		80


		81


		82


		83


		84


		85


		86


		87


		88


		89


		90


		91


		92


		93


		94


		95


		96


		97


		98


		99


		100


		101


		102


		103


		104


		105


		106


		107


		108


		109


		110


		111


		112


		113


		114


		115


		116


		117


		118


		119


		120


		121


		122


		123


		124


		125


		126


		127


		128


		129


		130


		131


		132


		133


		134


		135


		136


		137


		138


		139


		140


		141


		142


		143


		144


		145


		146


		147


		148


		149


		150


		151


		152


		153


		154


		155


		156


		157


		158


		159


		160


		161


		162


		163


		164


		165


		166


		167


		168


		169


		170


		171


		172


		173


		174


		175


		176


		177


		178


		179


		180


		181


		182


		183


		184


		185


		186


		187


		188


		189


		190


		191


		192


		193


		194


		195


		196


		197


		198


		199


		200


		201


		202


		203


		204


		205


		206


		207


		208


		209


		210


		211


		212


		213


		214


		215


		216


		217


		218


		219


		220


		221


		222


		223


		224


		225


		226


		227


		228


		229


		230


		231


		232


		233


		234


		235


		236


		237


		238


		239


		240


		241


		242


		243


		244


		245


		246


		247


		248


		249


		250


		251


		252


		253


		254


		255


		256


		257


		258


		259


		260


		261


		262


		263


		264


		265


		266


		267


		268


		269


		270


		271


		272


		273


		274


		275


		276


		277


		278


		279


		280


		281


		282


		283


		284


		285


		286


		287


		288


		289


		290


		291


		292


		293


		294


		295


		296


		297


		298


		299


		300


		301


		302


		303


		304


		305


		306


		307


		308


		309


		310








OEBPS/e9781639368440/fonts/Boiling-Medium.ttf


OEBPS/e9781639368440/fonts/ACaslonPro-Italic.otf


OEBPS/e9781639368440/images/9781639368440.jpg





OEBPS/e9781639368440/fonts/ACaslonPro-Regular.otf


OEBPS/e9781639368440/images/title.jpg
DANIELLE
ARCENEAUX
iz

g <

S O o @ ad @ B






OEBPS/e9781639368440/fonts/MostraNuova-Bold.ttf


