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We’re gonna be so paid!”


I waved my magazine in the air and dumped my messenger bag onto the lunch table. I waited for my crew to say something, but not one of them even looked at me.


“Hello? Anybody home?”


India stuffed half a hot dog into her mouth. “I heard you.”


“So, if you heard me, why aren’t you excited?” But I wasn’t just talking to India. I wondered what was wrong with Veronique and Aaliyah, too.


“Because,” Aaliyah began, not taking her eyes away from whatever book she was reading, “you’re always excited about something, Diamond.”


“And what’s wrong with that?” I asked. “I’m fifteen and fine! I’m supposed to be excited.”


Veronique unplugged one of the earplugs from the MP3 player we’d given her for her birthday. “You are so the drama queen.”


“Whatever, whatever. Call me what you want; I’m going to be a paid drama queen. And, I’m gonna let y’all ride because I love you and I’m special like that.”


Veronique tried not to grin, but I knew she was feelin’ me. She pushed her earplug in place and lay back on the bench.


When no one said anything else, I said, “Don’t you want to know how I’m gonna make you rich?”


“Diamond,” India said, now chomping on French fries, “you’re already rich.”


“Nuh-huh. My parents have money, but they’ve told me and my brother over and over that it’s their money, not ours.” I shrugged. “But it doesn’t matter ’cause in less than a year, the cash will be flowin’ my way.”


Veronique sat up. “Okay, I’ll bite. What’s up?”


One down. But I still had to stare at India like she’d stolen something before she paid me more attention than she did her French fries. And then, we all had to give Aaliyah the evil eye before she—with a sigh—half-closed her book.


With their eyes on me now, I snapped the magazine open to the centerfold. “Peep this!”


India, Veronique, and Aaliyah stared at the pages that announced the gospel talent search, but then just as quickly, India tossed a handful of French fries into her mouth, Veronique stuffed her ears with the plugs again, and Aaliyah went back to her book as if she’d never stopped reading.


I could not believe them. I loved my crew like they were my own sisters. In fact, we always said we were sisters, since none of us had any biological sisters. But today I wanted to give them all back to their mothers.


“What are you guys doing?” I waited a moment. When no one answered me, I bounced on top of the bench even though I had rolled up my skirt so that it would look like a mini. “Hello!” I yelled. “Does anyone besides me want to be a star?”


There were plenty of cackles from everyone else in the school yard, but nothing from my crew.


Finally, Veronique said, “You’re the one who wants to be a star, my sistah.”


“Well, yeah,” I said, wondering why she was taking the time to state the obvious. “Because I was born to be one. And we live in L.A. We’re supposed to be stars.”


“I don’t want to be one.” India wrinkled her nose like she smelled something nasty.


“Me neither,” Veronique and Aaliyah piped in.


“That’s un-American,” I said. “But this is about more than just being a star.” I paused, letting the drama build. “What if I told you we were about to be paid a million dollars?”


That made Veronique take both plugs from her ears. “A million dollars? Tell me more, my sistah.”


“Actually, it’s more like two hundred and fifty thousand.”


Aaliyah lifted her eyes from her book just long enough to say, “That’s a long way from a million.”


I rolled my eyes. Leave it to the analytical one to take my words literally. Still, I said, “Not by much. And anyway, that’s just the start. When we win this contest, we’ll get phat contracts and we’ll certainly have a million dollars then. Probably more.”


“Go for it,” Aaliyah said.


I rolled my eyes toward heaven and asked the Lord to help me. “You’re supposed to be the smart one. Didn’t you read that this is a group competition?”


“So, that’s what this is about,” India said. “You need a group; you need us.” She shook her head. “And I thought you were telling us about this because you loved us.”


“Love you, I do. But on the real, I need you.” I paused, lifted the magazine, and began reading, “Glory 2 God Productions is the latest record label to take advantage of the American Idol phenomenon. Announcing their own talent show, G2G president Roberto Hamilton said, ‘We’re looking for fresh talent with hip-hop flavor, but with the heart and love for the Lord. We’re excited about the possibilities. Our plan is to make the winning group superstars.’” I slammed the magazine shut. “They are obviously talking about us.”


“We’re not a group,” Veronique said.


Inside, I moaned. “Not yet. But if you guys would pay attention and start dreaming this dream with me, we’d have a group in”—I looked at my watch—“how long will it take for us to come up with a name?” When no one answered, I whined, “Come on.”


Veronique nodded her head slowly, as if she’d had a little peek into my dream. I knew I could count on her. Even though I considered India and Aaliyah my best friends, too, I was closest to Vee, which was what we called her. Veronique was quite different from me; she was different from all of us. With her wild, bronze-colored fro, the little gold stud in her nose, and wooden and beaded bangles up and down her arm, she looked like she was some kind of flower child from the sixties. I think she got her style from her mom. It was kind of old-fashioned to me, but I loved Veronique anyway. And I loved her even more right about now.


I clapped my hands. “So, you’re in?”


Veronique said, “I didn’t say that. I need to know more.”


I sighed as India and Aaliyah looked at me like they agreed with Veronique. What more did they possibly need? Sometimes I wondered how we all became friends, because I was so far ahead of them it wasn’t even funny. I believed in dreams that they hadn’t even begun to imagine. But I stayed with them because India, Veronique, and Aaliyah needed me. India needed me to help her with her self-confidence, Veronique needed me to show her life’s possibilities, and Aaliyah needed me … well, I wasn’t sure what Aaliyah needed from me because she always acted like she didn’t need anybody. But I loved them all.


I said, “Okay, what else do you need to know besides the fact that Glory 2 God Productions is doing a national talent search to discover us?”


“Are we old enough to enter?” India asked as she dumped her empty food containers into the trash.


“This is a teen competition, so you have to be between the ages of thirteen and eighteen. I guess nineteen is too close to twenty. And after that, all we need is to be sponsored by our church.”


“Sponsored? What does that mean?” Aaliyah asked.


“I don’t know, but whatever it is, Pastor Ford will do it for us.”


“Are you sure?” Veronique asked. “Pastor’s never heard us sing.”


“What are you talking about? We sing in church every month.”


Aaliyah said, “You want to enter the entire choir in this contest?”


I looked at Aaliyah wide-eyed. There was no doubt she was the brains; Aaliyah had never received anything less than an A since elementary school. But sometimes she acted like her brain went on vacation. “Of course I’m not talking about the entire choir. I’m talking about just us. If we can sing in the choir, why can’t we form our own little group?” When they said nothing, I added, “Okay, let me break this down to you like you’re two-year-olds: the four of us form a group, go to church, get sponsored, send in the applications, begin practicing, sing some songs, do some steps, win … and then get the big bucks.”


“I like that big bucks part,” Veronique said.


“So, you’re in?” I asked.


India, Veronique, and Aaliyah looked at each other, and inside, I prayed, Please, God, let my crew have some sense.


Slowly, India and Veronique nodded. But Aaliyah held out her hand. I tossed her the magazine, then watched her look over the article.


“This says that the participants are responsible for their own expenses….”


“Expenses?” Veronique frowned.


Aaliyah continued, “All travel, lodging, and any expenses associated with the contest will be the responsibility of the applicants.”


“So, hold up.” Veronique stopped Aaliyah. “How much money are they talking about?”


“According to this,” Aaliyah paused and read some more, “if we win in Los Angeles, we’d have to pay our way to San Francisco. Then to …”


Veronique shook her head. “I can’t afford to be in this contest.”


I was about to burst with frustration. “Why’re you worrying about the money right now? Let’s just form the group. If we’re serious, you know my parents will cover everything.”


“No way,” Veronique said, lying back down on the bench. “My mother is not about to spend money she doesn’t have. At least that’s what she’s always telling me.”


“I said don’t worry about the money.”


“We have to think about how much this will cost. If we win this, like you say, we’d have to go all the way to …,” Aaliyah said as she looked down at the magazine, “New York and Miami.”


Veronique bolted up from the bench. “New York? When would we go to New York?”


I guess somehow money wasn’t a problem for her now.


“That’s where the semifinals are going to be,” Aaliyah said.


“I always wanted to go to New York.” Veronique bit her lip, then said to India and Aaliyah, “Maybe we should talk to Pastor Ford and see what she thinks.”


“Okay, I’m willing to start there.” I was doing everything I could to hold in my excitement. “So, are y’all ready to roll with me?” I held out my hand, and after a couple of moments, Veronique gave me a high five. Then, India. And although I could tell she wasn’t really feeling this, Aaliyah finally did the same.


“You know singing ain’t my thing,” Aaliyah pouted. “But y’all my sisters, so when you roll, I roll.”


I grinned. None of them were as excited as I was, but all they needed was a little time. India, Veronique, and Aaliyah had no idea how blessed they were to have me. I was on my way to making us all stars!
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God was on my side!


I was sure of it as I held back the drapes and peeked through the living room window. My dad eased his Navigator into the driveway. If I’d been just a kid, I would’ve run right outside to meet him. But since I was much too mature to do that, I just waited and planned my next move. I walked back and forth in the living room as if I was calm, but my cool didn’t last and I rushed to the door.


“Hi, Daddy,” I greeted him before he could even get inside. I wrapped my arms around his neck and kissed his cheek.


“Whoa, cupcake. Let me get in,” he said.


But I could tell by the way he grinned that he was loving it! Loving every bit of the attention that I gave him.


I was the walking definition of a daddy’s girl. It wasn’t hard for me—I looked exactly like my father. We shared the same brown eyes framed under bushy brows. My chestnut complexion matched his to a T. And when my dad had hair, it had been as black and as thick as mine. But our best feature was our dimples—both of us just had one in our left cheek.


My dad stepped into the foyer. It took a lot for me to just stand there, but I waited by the front door as he dropped his briefcase next to the divan, then scanned through the mail sitting on top of the glass table.


I waited and waited. And then I couldn’t wait any more. “How was your day, Daddy?”


He looked at me, tossed the mail back on the table, and with a tiny grin said, “How much is this going to cost me?”


I opened my eyes wide. “What?”


He loosened his tie, and when he walked into the living room, I followed right behind him. He asked, “Are you going to tell me how much you need?” before he flopped onto the sofa.


I grinned. “I don’t want any money. At least not yet.” I grabbed the magazine from the table, then bent down in front of him and flipped through the pages.


My father pulled his glasses from his pocket. “So, which one of your magazine schemes do you want me to look at today?”


“This is no ordinary magazine, Daddy. This is Gospel NOW and. they’ve got this ridiculous contest.”


“Ridiculous? Is that good?”


I laughed. “Definitely. India, Veronique, Aaliyah, and I want to form a gospel group so that we can compete. It’s kinda like American Idol, but with a gospel flavor. They’re looking for fresh talent, and I know we can win.”


He read and I talked, explaining all the details, which I already knew by heart. “Daddy, what I love is that we’ll be able to combine our love for singing with our love for the Lord.”


He stopped reading and looked at me over the top of his glasses. “Love for singing with love for the Lord? You’re laying it on a bit thick, don’t you think?”


Okay, he got me. I guess my dad knew a con when he heard one. He should; Linden Winters was a politician, a city councilman. Veronique said most politicians were cons or crooks. Not that my dad was either one, but I guess he’d worked with enough of them to recognize game.


“Daddy, I really want to do this,” I whined. “Please, Daddy.”


I held my breath as he took another look at the magazine. “I’m going to need to check this out, but it sounds interesting.”


He was getting close to saying what I wanted to hear.


“Yeah, this might be fun for you.”


“Thank you,” I sang and grabbed his neck, hugging him as tight as I could.


“Now wait a minute,” Daddy said, pulling away. “It sounds good to me, but we still have to run this past your mother.”


I groaned; why did he have to bring her into this? Not that I didn’t love my mother. Elizabeth Winters was fierce. My mother was an appellate court judge in the Los Angeles superior court system. She’d been a judge since I was in kindergarten, overseeing all kinds of cases. The judge was no joke; my mother was the real deal.


Problem was, she acted like a judge all … the … time. Sometimes when she talked to me I felt like she was sitting on the bench ready to bring down the gavel right on top of my head. It wasn’t going to be easy convincing the judge. But if there was one person who could get my mom to take off her judge’s robe, it was my dad.


He glanced at the grandfather clock. “Your mother should be home soon.” He stood. “Did Carmen leave?”


“Uh-huh. She said dinner’s in the oven.”


“Okay.” Daddy stood. “We’ll talk to your mother when she gets home,” he said before he walked up the stairs.


I stood at the bottom, watching until my dad was out of sight. Then I clapped my hands. My dad was in my pocket. All I had to do now was soften up the judge. But how could I do that?


Then I got an idea, and I rushed into the kitchen.


“Hi, Mother.” I kissed the judge on her cheek, then waved to Jimmy, her driver, who took her to and from the courthouse every day.


My mother kissed me back, then did exactly what my father had done thirty minutes before—she stood in the foyer and scanned through the mail. “Something smells good; is Carmen still here?”


“Nope,” I said, taking my mother’s briefcase from her hand. “Carmen left right after I got home. I just set the oven to keep everything warm.” I paused. “And I set the table, too.”


Now my mother looked at me. Her eyebrows were raised so high they were almost at the top of her forehead. “What’s up with you?”


I don’t know why my parents always thought there was something behind my good deeds. Shoot, sometimes I could do nice things just because.


I shrugged. “Nothing. I just wanted to set the table so you wouldn’t have to do it after such a long day at work.”


My mother squinted like she was trying to see me better. “Oh, now I know for sure that you’re up to something, Diamond Winters.”


“Yes, she is.” We both turned to see my father strutting down the stairs with his favorite pipe dangling from his hand. He kissed my mother and then, with his arms still around her, he said to me, “Let your mother get comfortable before we talk.”


“What’s this about?” my mother asked, looking back and forth at my father and me.


“We’ll talk,” he said. “You go on upstairs and relax.”


But I didn’t see why I should have to wait when my mother was standing right here, right now. Just like before, I couldn’t wait. “Mother, we want to form a gospel singing group for this contest. Can we, please? Please?”


“Whoa,” she said, stepping back a bit. “What contest? What group?”


Shaking his head, my father strolled into the living room. “I guess we’re going to have this discussion now whether I want to or not.” He filled his pipe with tobacco and glared at me. But I could tell he wasn’t mad. The way the ends of his lips twitched like he was going to laugh at any moment gave him away.


“So,” my mother started, “tell me what’s going on.”


My parents sat side by side on the sofa as I made my case. I told them how I’d found out about the contest, and how my crew all agreed to do it. I left out the part about no one being as excited as I was, because as soon as we got started, I knew India, Veronique, and Aaliyah would be right with me. I ended with, “Of course, we won’t do anything until we check with Pastor Ford. But I know she’ll agree with us because Glory 2 God is such a good company.” I stopped, out of breath, then thought about the one thing that I knew would get them. “And the good thing is that this will keep the four of us focused on God.”


There was a moment of silence and then … they laughed! I couldn’t believe my mother and father were sitting there laughing at me.


“I’m serious,” I said.


It seemed as if five minutes passed before my mother held up her hand. “I know you’re serious, dear,” she said, still chuckling like my words were the best joke she’d heard in a long time. She turned to my father. “Well, this is quite a project. What do you think?”


My father puffed on his pipe. “I think this could be good. I want to check out everything, of course….” I smiled as he paused. “And we’ll talk to Pastor Ford and the other parents….”


I clapped my hands.


“But first …”


Oh, no. Here comes the judge. Whenever my mother was ready to shoot down one of my ideas, she started with “But first …”


Mother continued, “… we need to take a look at your calendar.”


I groaned. My mother seemed to forget that I was just fifteen. I didn’t have a calendar.


“I don’t want this to get in the way of your studies,” the judge said.


“It won’t. I promise.”


My mother gave me one of those looks—one of those mother-eye looks that meant she didn’t believe a word I said. “Maybe you should give up the dance team.”


“Mother, why?” Since I was fifteen—a mature fifteen—I didn’t want to whine. But the judge made that hard. “I can do both. We’ll probably only have to rehearse once or twice a week for the group. And the dance team practices are only twice a week.”


“That sounds like a lot to me.”


“But I haven’t even made the squad yet. You’re taking me off the team before I even try out.”


There was that mother-eye again.


“Mother, I promise, I can handle everything.” Then I turned to my ace in the hole. “Daddy, please? I know I can do it. I can do the dance team and this group.”


My mother said, “And school?” as if I’d forgotten the most important thing.


“Definitely school.” I tried to put enough confidence in my voice to convince them. “I’ll keep my grades up.” I added, “And my grades might get even better because I’ll be spending more time with Aaliyah. She’ll make all of us study.”


“Well …” The judge sounded like she still wasn’t sure.


But then my dad piped in, “I think you can handle it.”


Another moment, and then, “Okay,” my mother agreed.


I squealed and jumped on both of them, kissing my father, then hugging my mother. “I promise I’m going to make you proud.”


“We’re already proud of you, dear,” my mother said, rising from the sofa. “Now, I want to get out of these clothes.”


“Okay.” I dashed toward the staircase. Taking the steps two at a time, I yelled over my shoulder, “I’ve got to call my crew and let them know.”


“Just be down for dinner in ten,” I heard my mother say just before I closed my bedroom door.


I was so excited that I was trembling. This was the best thing that had ever happened to me. All my life I wanted to be a star, and now it was finally happening.


I grabbed my hairbrush, then jumped on top of my bed. I pretended that everything in my room—my dresser, my desk, my computer, my TV, my bookshelves, and all of my family pictures—was my audience. And I was about to give them the performance of my life.


“We flyin’ first class up in the sky,” I sang into my brush like it was a microphone. “Poppin’ champagne, livin’ my life.” I jumped around on my bed, waved my hands in the air. “The glamorous, the glamorous life!”


The glamorous life—that would be me! Me and my girls.


My girls! I’d almost forgotten about them. I needed to check in, see what kind of progress they’d made with their parents.


First I called India, then Veronique and Aaliyah. “It’s on,” I told them. All of their parents had agreed to at least a meeting, too. Only India was as excited as I was, but I wasn’t worried about Veronique and Aaliyah. I knew that once we got together with Pastor Ford, everyone would begin to see what I saw—the glamorous life.


“Diamond,” my mother called through the intercom.


I jumped up and pressed the Talk button. “I’m coming.” But I rushed back to my bed. I had one more call to make. I had to leave a message for Pastor Ford.
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I was so pumped up that I had to step out of the room for a moment. Everyone was in there waiting for Pastor. I was surprised when my dad stayed for this meeting after church—usually he left these kinds of things to the judge. But his being there let me know how much he believed in me.


India was there with her mom, Ms. Tova. And I was really glad to see Veronique’s mom, Ms. Lena, because Veronique hadn’t been sure that her mother would be able to take time away from her weekend job. Even Aaliyah’s dad, who was the deputy chief of police, had made time for this. It was clear that the parents got it—they were feelin’ me.


“Diamond?”


I was so busy thinking that I hadn’t even noticed Pastor Ford come up to me.


“Are you okay?” she asked.


“I’m fine. I was just waiting for you.”


Pastor put her arm around me. “Seems like you’ve come up with quite the idea, young lady.”


I grinned and followed her inside the conference room. All talking stopped. I stood to the side as our parents hugged Pastor Ford, and then they all chatted like they were friends. That’s what I liked about our pastor; she might have been old—I think she was fifty or something—but she was down. She was just like us.


“Let’s get started.” Pastor Ford motioned for us to stand and hold hands.


I bowed my head, but I didn’t pay too much attention to Pastor’s prayer. All I wanted to do was shout Hallelujah and get to planning. We had a lot of work to do if we were going to be stars.


I couldn’t believe how fast this was moving. A week ago, all I had to look forward to was trying out for the varsity dance team. But now I was on my way to one day being featured on Cribs or having my own Style Star episode. Or even better, I could be on MTV. I could see it now—The Fabulous Life of Diamond Winters! Or maybe they would change it—just for me—to The Glamorous Life of Diamond Winters!


When Pastor said, “Amen,” I was the first one to raise my head.


“Well,” Pastor Ford began, “I was just telling Diamond that I think she’s come up with quite an idea.” She glanced at her notes. “I spoke to the president of Glory 2 God Productions—Roberto Hamilton—and it seems as if they want a group out there that can rival all of this mainstream stuff. So, this contest is legit. Roberto is very excited about having Hope Chapel as one of the entries. They’re not accepting everyone—only about twenty groups—all sponsored by their church.” She paused and looked at me and my crew. “I think you girls will represent us well.”


“Pastor, I have a question.”


I groaned when my mother raised her hand, but then when they all looked at me, I realized I’d made that sound out loud.


I coughed, trying to play it off. But that didn’t stop my protest inside. Why did the judge have to ask questions? Hadn’t she heard the pastor? If Pastor Ford said it was okay, it was okay. All my mother needed to think about was when she should write the check.


“Who’s going to work with the girls?” my mother asked.


“I’ve asked Sybil Scott,” Pastor Ford said in response to my mother’s question. “She couldn’t be here tonight, but she’s as excited about this as I am.”


Then India’s mother really tried to upset me with her question. “My only concern,” Ms. Tova said, “is their schoolwork. How are they going to be able to do this and keep up in school?”


Usually Ms. Tova—who I sometimes called Drama Mama—was my favorite. Not only was she gorgeous but as a former top model, she was still fierce with her fashion. And from one fashionista to another, she recognized that I had special flava. Every time I went to India’s house, Ms. Tova would give me her European magazines: Elle, Style, and then, my favorite—This City Paris France magazine. That was a long name, but it was a must-have for a girl like me.


“You know I’m not going to let anything interfere with school,” Pastor Ford said to Ms. Tova. “I can’t imagine that they would need to meet more than once, maybe twice a week. But schedules will be passed by all of you first.”


Now that the parents knew that they had complete control, I hoped that would be the last question. Then Aaliyah’s father raised his hand, and it was like a flood came into the room. The grown-ups just wouldn’t stop.


With each question, I slid further down in my seat. They were talking about things that had nothing to do with the contest. Questions about schoolwork and who would travel with us and how many hours of practice. Not a bit of this would matter once we were stars.


Finally, there was silence. Until Pastor Ford said, “Lena, you’ve been so quiet. Do you have any questions?”


“Well,” Ms. Lena began, “this all sounds good, but I’m afraid Vee won’t be able to be part of it.”


“What?” I exclaimed and then closed my mouth when everyone in the room over thirty—and Aaliyah—gave me the mother-eye.


Ms. Lena continued, “I know this could be a good experience, but it’s clear that it’s going to cost some money, and I’m not in the position right now for Vee to do this.”


I could not believe what I was hearing. With the way Veronique slipped down in her seat as if she were trying to get under the table, I knew she couldn’t believe her mother either. Veronique always hated when her mother talked in public about how poor they were. I didn’t think she was really poor. I mean, they lived in a nice apartment and everything. Ms. Lena did have to work two jobs to take care of Veronique and her four brothers, but none of that should have even mattered. Veronique was my girl, and if I was in the group, then she was in the group. Trust. Because that’s just the way I lived.


Plus, we needed her. I mean, my voice was decent, and so was India’s. But Veronique and Aaliyah … the two of them could blow! With them, we couldn’t do anything but win.


Pastor Ford said, “I did ask Mr. Hamilton about expenses. He explained that we would be responsible for all costs. I haven’t had time to work out a budget and think about how we would handle this—”


“Don’t worry about any of this, Pastor.”


I grinned. I knew the judge would come through.


My mother continued, “You come up with the budget for the girls and Linden and I will cover it.” My father nodded his approval. My parents were da-diggity bomb!


Ms. Tova said, “Thanks, Elizabeth, but I got this for India.”


Then Mr. Heber, Aaliyah’s father, added that he had his daughter covered, too.


“All right, then,” my mother said to Ms. Lena. “We’ll take care of Diamond and Veronique.” She looked at Veronique. “You know we love her as if she was a Winters.”


“But she’s not a Winters,” Ms. Lena said with an attitude. “She’s a Garrett. And the Garretts don’t have the money to do this.”


“No problem,” my mother said, totally clueless to the angry glance Ms. Lena gave her. “Veronique needs to be in the group. She has the voice of an angel. And who knows?” my mother said as she pulled out her checkbook. “This might be the girls’ big break. Soon Veronique could be buying you a house.”


The look Ms. Lena gave my mother stopped everyone in the room—everyone except for my mother, who flipped through her wallet looking for a blank check.


My father said, “Elizabeth, put your checkbook away.”


My mother frowned but did as she was told.


Then Pastor Ford said, “I’d like to speak to the Winters and the Garretts alone.”


It seemed like India’s mother and Aaliyah’s father couldn’t move fast enough. India and her mother were the first ones to rush to the door. “We’ll be in the sanctuary,” Ms. Tova said. And then Aaliyah and her father followed.


Veronique scooted her chair closer to mine. And under the table, she held my hand.


When we were alone, Pastor Ford said, “Lena, you seem upset.”


I wondered what was Pastor’s first clue. Had it been the way Ms. Lena glared at my mother? Or was it the way her arms were folded? Or maybe just the way her leg shook under the table, making her chair rock.
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