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Chapter One











My whole life is over!




I know I sound all over-the-top dramatic like my girl Diamond, but I can’t help it. I’m still walking around in a crazy funk because everything I’ve dreamed about all my life is now…so…over.




It’s been more than a week and I still can’t believe it. We lost! The Divine Divas lost the Glory 2 God talent contest in San Francisco. Can you even believe it? I don’t know if we came in second or third or last. It doesn’t even matter—we didn’t come in first, and that means that we aren’t going to be getting on any kind of airplane going anywhere near the NYC.




New York—that was my real dream. Everyone thought that I just wanted to be a star. Well, duh! I mean, for real—who wouldn’t want to get a phat contract and cut lots of tracks? That $250,000 recording deal sounded real good to me, ’cause then I would’ve been able to help my mama move me and my brothers out of this run-down apartment building. But even though I was feelin’ the bucks, what I wanted more than the Benjamins was that trip to New York.




And that had been all part of my plan.




Last week at this time, Diamond, Aaliyah, and I were flying to San Francisco. And then, later on, we hooked up with India. We were supposed to get on that stage with guns blazing and smoke the competition.




But it didn’t happen.




Just thinking about how we lost gave me a headache. I guess that was why it took me forever to walk home from the bus stop, and longer than forever to walk up the stairs to the third floor. I guess losing just made you tired.




 




Reaching for something in the distance




So close you can almost taste it…




 




I snatched the plugs from my MP3 player out of my ears and turned off my all-time favorite song. Natasha Bedingfield may have been the one blowin’, but her words were all about me. With the Divine Divas, I was so close, but now it was all so far away.




I took my key out of my pocket. And then the moment I put it in the lock, every single solitary thought I had about the Divine Divas, New York, and Natasha left my mind. My apartment door swung open, and I’m telling you, I was scared straight. No one was supposed to be here. Mama was still at work. And D’Andre, D’Angelo, D’Marcus, and D’Wight were still with our grandmother. Big Mama never brought them home until around six. So I just knew there was some kind of burglar in our house.




But then I saw who it was and I wasn’t scared anymore. I was just mad.






“Well, well, well!” D’Wayne grinned at me with a toothpick stuck in between his two big buck front teeth. “If it isn’t the star herself. How ya doing, Lil’ Mama?”




“My name is Veronique,” I growled at him.




“Don’t you think I know what your name is?” He was looking at me with his eyes all wide. It made me want to barf—all over him. “But I like calling you Lil’ Mama.”




I didn’t care what he liked calling me. All I wanted to know was what he was doing in my house. “Why are you here?” Even though it wasn’t all that warm outside, I stayed in the hallway, not wanting to step one foot into my own apartment—not as long as D’Wayne was there.




“Who do you think you are asking me that?” His grin was all the way gone, and he screwed up his face like he was eating something nasty. “You’re not grown. What would your mama say?”




I hoped my mama would say that he needed to get up out of our house. But I had a bad feeling that she wouldn’t say that. Mama was probably the reason why big-tooth D’Wayne was in our apartment.




“I don’t need to be answering your questions,” he said as I slowly walked past him. “You don’t pay no bills around here.” D’Wayne closed the door and just had to add, “But if you need to know something, it’s that I’m gonna be here a lot from now on. Your mama and I are back together.”




I rolled my eyes, but I didn’t let D’Wayne see me. And he didn’t hear the voice in my head either. The voice that said he was nothing but a lying fool.




He followed me into the kitchen and kept right on talking. “Your mama and I are getting married.”




Yeah, right, I talked inside my head again. I wasn’t even a little bit worried. D’Wayne was always saying that. Ever since I was about six or seven years old, he’d come around and tell Mama he wanted to get married. Sometimes he would stay with us for a long time. But then it always went down the same way—one day I’d wake up and he’d be gone. And Mama would be crying. And then not too long after that, Mama would have a baby.




I might be only fifteen years old, but I peeped D’Wayne a long time ago. The thing was, I couldn’t figure out why my mom hadn’t. I just hoped that this time, my mama didn’t end up having another baby. Not that I didn’t love my little brothers to Reese’s pieces, but four knuckleheads were way more than enough for me.




“So now that I’m gonna marry your mama…”




Dude, why are you still talking to me?




“I’m gonna be your daddy!”




I stopped all that talking inside my head and turned around so fast I almost fell over. “You will never be my daddy!” I screamed.




I ran straight to my bedroom and slammed the door. I knew that if my mother was home, she’d come after me for dissin’ D’Wayne like that, but I didn’t care. I threw my backpack on the floor so hard it felt like my whole room shook.




How could he say something so stupid to me? That man made me crazy-sick. He would never be my daddy. I already had a father, and I didn’t need a broke-down one like D’Wayne.




I bounced so hard on my bed that the legs wobbled like the whole thing was about to fall apart. That would’ve been some mad mess. If I broke this bed, my mother would have a fit. So I backed up a bit, closed my eyes, and tried not to think about that man outside my room.




Instead, I thought about another man, a really handsome one. With a bald head and a little bit of a beard.






Of course the man was tall, like Diamond’s father. He had smooth, Hershey chocolate–colored skin, like Aaliyah’s father. And he had lots of muscles, like India’s father. He was strong, and he could whip D’Wayne’s big ole butt any time he wanted.




I laughed out loud just thinking about my daddy beating down D’Wayne, but I didn’t laugh for long. Thinking about my father always made me feel happy and sad at the same time.




Pushing up off the bed, I sat at my keyboard. Even though I tried to make up a new song every day, today I didn’t feel like playing a thing.




I stood and pressed my nose against the tiny window. It was hard to see anything through the dirt from the outside that made the glass always so murky, but I could see clear down into the alley. Since the garbage had been picked up this morning, the alleyway was empty. No cats or rats or addicts hunting for their dinner through the trash. And right now, it didn’t stink like it always did. It might have been fine now, but by tomorrow, everything would be back to ghetto-normal.




I bounced on my bed, lay down, and closed my eyes. I went right back to thinking about my daddy—and him coming to take me away from this crazy mess. In my head, I could almost see my father—even though I couldn’t remember ever seeing him in person. All I had were those old, faded-out pictures hanging on my wall of my mother and father back in the day.




But I had the best picture of my father in my mind. Just like Diamond looked like her dad, I was sure I looked just like mine.




I knew for sure what my dad sounded like. And what he would say to me the first time he saw me. “Baby girl, I’ve been looking for you forever. But now that you found me, I promise we’ll always be together.” And then he would hug me for a long time, before he said something awesome like, “I love you.”




I just had to find a way to get to my dad now that the Divine Diva plan was a bust. I had to find a way to get to New York—and when I got there, I would find my daddy. Trust and know.






















Chapter Two











Right in the middle of this great dream I was having about my dad coming home, I heard a whole lotta knocking in my head. And then, I opened my eyes. That wasn’t coming from the inside—it was all from the outside.




I shot up out of my bed, but before I opened my bedroom door, I leaned against the wood and listened—just to make sure this wasn’t some kind of trick by D’Wayne.




“Special! Open this door!”




When I heard Big Mama calling, I ran through the living room, jumping over a bunch of yellow and red Tonka trucks like I was the star of the track team. I didn’t have a clue how long my grandmother had been standing out there, but I could tell by the way she was yelling and banging that she was crazy-mad.




“What took you so long, Special?” my grandmother asked, calling me by the name that she’d made up for me when I was a little girl. She pushed my baby brother, D’Wight, into my arms and then stomped inside. “I couldn’t find my key!”






I rested D’Wight on my hip, but before I could even turn around, D’Andre, one of the twins, almost knocked me down.




“Hey!” I yelled.




Then, D’Angelo, the other twin, and D’Marcus tried to run me over, too.




“You need to get out the way,” D’Andre screamed before he slammed the door to their bedroom.




I looked at my grandmother, waiting for her to say something to those knuckleheads. But she was already leaning back on the couch and grabbing a cigarette from her purse.




I shook my head. I couldn’t stand eight-year-old boys—or six-year-old boys. But there was not a thing I could do, since they were my brothers.




D’Wight giggled when I dumped him on the couch and let him bounce like a big ole ball. He kicked his legs as I unzipped his jacket.




“Stop it!” I said. Sometimes, I couldn’t stand one-year-old boys either. But when D’Wight looked at me with his big, round eyes, I couldn’t be mad anymore. He still liked me and didn’t talk back the way D’Andre and ’em did.




“How ya doin’?” I asked my brother in that baby-talk, baby-voice.




“Would you stop talkin’ to him like that?” my grandmother kinda growled. “All y’all are always talkin’ to him like he’s a baby.”




In my head, I rolled my eyes. D’Wight was a baby, but I didn’t say a single, solitary word. My friends called my mother the Queen of Mean, but where do they think she got all of that mean stuff from—Big Mama! My grandmother would give me a left-handed back slap in a minute.




So I just smiled and said, “Yes, ma’am.”




Then Big Mama smiled, too. “What took you so long to answer the door?” she asked me as she puffed on her cigarette.






I waved the smoke out of my and D’Wight’s face. But she didn’t care. Big Mama took another toke, then blew more smoke like she was aiming for me.




“I was in my room,” I said and coughed at the same time. “I thought D’Wayne was going to answer the door.”




That made Big Mama put down her cigarette. She stared at me as if I’d just given her some crazy-bad news. I guess saying D’Wayne’s name was about as crazy as it could get.




“D’Wayne?” Big Mama asked.




I could tell by the look on her face—like she was tasting and smelling and hearing something nasty—that she knew who I was talking about.




I nodded my head over and over like I wanted to make sure Big Mama really got it. Inside, I was grinning. It was gonna be on now! Trust and know. Big Mama was gonna do something.




My grandmother put out her cigarette even though she wasn’t close to being finished. That was a good sign. She was mad!




She took D’Wight from my lap. “Did you finish your homework?”




I frowned. That was it? My grandmother was supposed to be standing up, whooping and hollering. She was supposed to say that I didn’t have a thing to worry about because as long as she was my grandmother, D’Wayne was going to have to go. But she didn’t say any of that. I didn’t get it.




“I don’t have any homework; today’s Friday and they never give homework on the weekend.”




Big Mama rolled her eyes. “That school cost so much, they need to be giving homework every day.” She put D’Wight on the floor and let him play around with those trucks that were all over the place.




“Don’t worry, Big Mama. They give us a lot. I have a couple of reports I have to turn in next week. I’m working really hard this year.”




That seemed to make my grandmother happier.




“So, you’re still doing good? Keeping your grades up?”




This was one of those everyday questions. Every day when she brought my brothers home, Big Mama asked me how I was doing in school. “Yes, ma’am,” I said just like I always did.




“And how’re you and the girls doing? Since you lost that contest?”




That was a new question. In the week since we’d lost, Big Mama hadn’t said a single solitary thing about the Divine Divas. And I was glad, ’cause there was not much I wanted to say about that, either.




At first, I didn’t answer. Just reached for the remote and turned on the television. D’Wight clapped his hands when Tom and Jerry ran across the screen.




Finally I said, “Big Mama, I can’t believe we lost. I wanted that contract so bad so that I wouldn’t have to be here anymore.” I spread my arms open wide so that my grandmother would know that I was talking about this pitiful living room with the faded mint-green walls and the mud-brown tweed couch and matching love seat that were as old as I was. And the pine coffee and end tables with all those scratches and chipped edges. And the ugly green, brown, and yellow rug in the middle of the living room that was unraveling at both ends. “I hate living here,” I said. “The Divine Divas was supposed to be my way out.”




Big Mama raised her eyebrows. “And where were you going to go with your fifteen-year-old self?”




“Not just me, Big Mama. I wanted to buy a house for Mama. A big house,” I scooted closer to my grandmother, “so that you could live with us, too.”






While D’Wight cracked up at something that Tom was doing to Jerry on TV, my grandma put her arms around me.




“That singing thing was nice, but it’s not your ticket, baby. That school, your education, that’s your way out.”




I rested my head on Big Mama’s shoulder.




Big Mama kept on talking. “Why do you think God made it so you could go to that expensive school?”




“The only reason I’m there is because of the scholarship and Mr. Linden.”




That was the real deal—Diamond’s father got me into Holy Cross Prep. He was on the board, and even though there was a whole long waiting list, my name got bumped right to the top.




“That’s what I’m talking about,” Big Mama said. “Who do you think put all of that in motion? It was the Lord, Special. God made it so that you could go to that school.”




“On scholarship.” I meant to say that under my breath, but Big Mama heard me and made me sit up straight. She shook her finger at me, and all the wooden bangles on her arm clanked together like they were singing a song.




“A scholarship is nothing to be ashamed of, young lady. It’s an honor. People recognized how special you are and wanted to give you a chance. Do you know how many girls would love to have your life?”




I was getting ready to laugh, but I didn’t because Big Mama looked serious. Who in the whole wide world would want my life? Now, my sistah Diamond—she was living fab and large for real. Even India and Aaliyah had it going on. But me? Please! Who would want to live in a teeny, tiny apartment in Compton with four little brats and their mother?




“You might not think you have anything,” Big Mama said, like she could read my mind. “But there’re girls who are never going to have the opportunities you have. How many girls in this neighborhood are going to a fancy school like yours?”




I shrugged. I didn’t know a lot of girls on this block. There used to be a lot of Black kids who lived here, but now mostly everybody spoke Spanish. And anyway, it wasn’t like I hung out here. I’ve been going to Holy Cross Prep since the third grade. Ever since my mother took me to Hope Chapel and we met Pastor Ford and I met Diamond, India, and Aaliyah.




“God has a great future planned for you, Special. Just remember that; remember Jeremiah twenty-nine eleven.” Big Mama gave me an extra hug. “You know I’m proud of you, right?”




“Yeah,” I mumbled.




Big Mama wasn’t having it. “You’d better move your lips when you talk, girl.” She stood up, and even though she put her hands on her hips, I could tell she wasn’t all the way mad. “That’s not the way my granddaughter, the future lawyer, is supposed to be talking.”




“I thought you wanted me to be a doctor.”




She sat back down next to me and patted my head. But I could hardly feel it through all of my hair. “That was last week. Now, are you going to hold your head up high and learn a lot so that you can give me some free lawyer advice?”




I laughed. Last week when my grandmother wanted me to be a doctor, she wanted free annual checkups. “Yes, ma’am,” I said, and tapped her head just like she’d done to mine. I loved my grandmother’s hair—that’s why I wore mine exactly the same way—in a big ole wild curly-twisty ’fro.




“That’s better.” Big Mama looked straight into my eyes. “You know we’re all counting on you.”




“I know.” I tried not to sigh.




Big Mama was back to her everyday talk. This was something she always said. And what she would say next was something she always asked. “You’re gonna do it, right, Special?”




“Yes, ma’am.”




“You’re gonna be the first girl-child in this family to break the cycle.”




“Yes, ma’am.”




“You’re not gonna have a baby before your time, are you?”




“No, ma’am.”




“It’s up to you, Special.” Big Mama hugged me, as if that was the prize for getting all the answers right. “Break the curse.”




I hugged my grandmother back, just like I did every day. I never could figure out why she said the same thing to me over and over. I guess she figured the more she said it, the more I would hear it. And the more I heard it, the more I would do it.




Well, Big Mama didn’t have a single, solitary thing to worry about. I wasn’t about to mess up and be stuck in this kind of life. I looked around the living room again.




Trust and know, I was gonna break the cycle, break the curse, break whatever. I was not going to end up living any kind of life like my mother’s.
























Chapter Three











This had to be one of the worst days of my life.




First, I had to stay in and watch my brothers while Diamond, India, and even Aaliyah hung together at the Beverly Center. And it wasn’t even like my mom was working. When I asked her this morning if I could hang with my sistahs, she said, “You can’t, baby. I need to do something with D’Wayne.” And then she grinned at him, while he sat at the kitchen table with all of my brothers, laughing and talking and eating up all the food.




“You don’t have to go to work?” I asked.




I don’t know if it was the way I said that or if it was the way I was trying to stare down D’Wayne. But whatever, Mama didn’t like it.




“Who do you think you are asking me that?”




I didn’t know why my mother went off. She was acting just like the name Diamond had given her—the Queen of Mean. “What, Mama? I just wanted to know if you had to work.”




“You don’t need to be asking me nothin’ like that. I’m the only one paying bills around here, and I’m the only one who needs to be asking questions.”




My mama always sang that same ole sorry song about working hard and paying bills. Most of the time, I didn’t even trip. But then I looked at D’Wayne gobbling down the waffles, and that made me crazy-mad.




“You need to stay here and help out a little bit,” my mother said. Her voice was softer now. “Watch your brothers for me. When we get back, you can catch up with your friends.”




“Yes, Mama.”




I turned to walk right out of that kitchen.




“Where’re you going?” she asked. “You don’t want no breakfast?”




“No, ma’am,” I said just before I closed my bedroom door.




This wasn’t the first time I had to babysit my brothers on a Saturday. It just got to me today because D’Wayne was here.




So while my Mama was out with D’Wayne and my sistahs were hanging at the Beverly Center, I spent the whole day breaking up fights between D’Andre and D’Angelo, helping D’Marcus with his science project, changing D’Wight’s pull-ups, making all of them peanut butter and jelly sandwiches, cleaning up their mess and a million other things that I didn’t want to do.




It wasn’t until about eight o’clock when Mama and D’Wayne finally came home—with a whole bunch of stuff. About five Mexican guys came walking through the door carrying all kinds of things—a new couch, three tables, two lamps. Even a new rug.




And there were two more guys behind them carrying one of those flat-screen TVs. I was wondering, though, why it didn’t come in a box.




“Look what D’Wayne got us.” Mama was beaming like it was Christmas.






My brothers were hanging on D’Wayne while he gave those Mexican guys all of our old stuff—except for the old TV. When he told those guys to carry that into my brothers’ bedroom, D’Andre and ’em lost their minds. They were cheering like they’d gotten a whole week off from school or something.




“You see all this, Vee?” Mama asked, sounding so happy as she straightened out the new rug.




All I did was nod. I wasn’t even trying to act like I was excited. I mean, yeah, who wouldn’t want to have some new furniture?




But I knew the real deal. Every single solitary time D’Wayne came back, he did this. Last time, he bought Mama a new car. And the time before that, we ended up with a new refrigerator and microwave in the kitchen.




That was the thing I think Mama liked best about D’Wayne—he always came back with his pockets full of dollars. And truth—even when he was gone, he sent money for D’Andre and ’em. I thought he was a fool, but I had to give him props for at least doing that, even though the money never helped the broken heart he always left Mama with.




Everyone was laughing and having a good time, but after I watched for a little while, I just went back into my room. None of them would miss me, but that was okay. I could be by myself in peace, sit at my keyboard and jam.




I’d just gotten the sheet music for my favorite song and was already rockin’ “Unwritten” like I was hanging out with Natasha’s band.




When I heard the knock on my bedroom door, I pretended like I didn’t hear a thing. It had to be my mother (because my brothers hardly ever knocked), and I knew all she wanted was for me to see all the stuff D’Wayne bought.




I grabbed my headphones and covered my ears right before my mother came into my room.






“Vee, don’t you hear me calling you?”




“Huh?” I said, trying to fake it. My eyes were all wide, like I was surprised. “Oh, Mama.” I pulled my headphones off. “Did you say something?”




My mother twisted her lips in that way that let me know she knew what was up. “I said you have a call.” She waved the phone at me. “It’s Pastor Ford.”




I jumped right out of my chair. “Thanks, Mama.” I grabbed the cordless phone before I said, “Hey, Pastor,” as I was closing my door. That was the only way I was going to hear, because D’Wayne had that new TV on blast.




“How are you, Veronique?”




“Fine.”




“Great, listen, are you free to come to my house tomorrow evening? I want to have a little celebration for you and the other Divine Divas.”




Now, this was crazy-weird. What was wrong with Pastor? Did she forget that we’d lost? “But we didn’t win,” I said, because obviously she needed to be reminded.




“I told you ladies before, you’re winners to me. And you’re winners in God’s eyes. We need to celebrate all that you did accomplish.”




For the first time since losing, I felt like a winner. That was the great thing about our pastor. She was crazy-cool when it came to making other people feel good.




“We’re going to get together around four. That’ll give me a couple of hours after the second service ends.”




“That’s fine,” I said, feeling better than I had all day. I loved going to Pastor’s. She lived in this big ole house on the hill—it was even bigger than the house Diamond lived in. It looked like a mansion to me. “Can my mom come, too?”




“Definitely. I didn’t mention it to her, I wanted to talk to the Diva first.”






She laughed, and I laughed with her. “Okay, Pastor. We’ll be there.”




This was gonna be great. Dinner at Pastor’s, just me and my mom. For a little while, my mom could concentrate on me.




I yelled, “Mama,” before I had even opened up my door. I was grinning until I got to the living room. My mom was hugged up on the new couch with D’Wayne. And D’Andre and ’em were all stretched out on the floor. Every single one of them was staring at the flat-screen TV.




I closed my eyes and made a wish, but when I opened them, D’Wayne was still there. Maybe I shouldn’t have made a wish. Maybe I should’ve said a prayer.




“Mama,” I said, stepping over all of D’Wight’s toys, “Pastor Ford invited us to her house tomorrow after second service. You want me to call Big Mama so she can watch D’Andre and ’em?”




“Ah, Vee, I can’t go. I gotta work. I can’t miss two days in a row.”




“But, Mama, Pastor wants to have a celebration for the Divine Divas because she said we were winners no matter what happened.”




My mother gave me a loud sigh, like I was getting on her nerves. “I said, I have to work. What do you want me to do, Vee?”




What I wanted her to do was go with me. She had missed everything in San Francisco because she’d had to work. I guess that was a good thing, since we’d lost, but I still wanted her with me tomorrow. I wanted her to do things with me sometimes and not always worry about working and money and bills.




But I didn’t say that. I just put my head down.




“Look…” I could tell Mama felt a little bad when she started talking in that softer voice. “I’m sorry I can’t go, but that doesn’t have anything to do with you. You go on and have a good time. Big Mama will watch the boys.”




“But it won’t be the same if you’re not there. Diamond’s gonna be there with her mother. And India—”




My mother held up her hand. “I don’t want to hear it.” Now she had that mad voice. “I’m working tomorrow, and that’s that. Now get on out of here.”




“Yeah, leave your mother alone!”




“You leave her alone, D’Wayne,” Mama said to him.




“I’m just sayin’, she needs to let you relax.”




I rolled my eyes—making sure my mother didn’t see me—and stomped right past the both of them.




“You better pick up your feet,” my mother said. Her mad voice was even louder now.




I knew she wasn’t playing, so I did exactly what she said. But that didn’t stop me from being mad. I wanted to slam my door so bad, but I wasn’t crazy. I put my headphones back on and banged on my keyboard.




I didn’t really know why I was so mad. I mean, my mother did work hard—I didn’t know anybody who worked like she did. Sometimes, after a full shift at the hospital as a nurse’s aide, she would go to her part-time gig with Execu-Fresh and clean the offices in all of those big corporate buildings near the airport. She hardly ever took any days off.




I didn’t even know I was crying until my tears dripped down on my keyboard. I got up and turned off the light.




Lying down on my bed, I could hear my brothers in their room next to mine, laughing and rolling around. I guess they were watching their new TV. I just knew in a minute, my mom would go in there and start yelling for them to be quiet. But my brothers kept making all that noise, and my mama didn’t do a thing. I guess she was still in the living room…hugged up with D’Wayne.






I had to find my father.




I rolled over in my bed, trying to think of some way to do that. My mother wouldn’t help me—I knew that. She’d probably even tell me not to do it. Maybe Pastor Ford could help. It was always so easy to talk to her—and she never said no to anything—at least not directly. She always asked what you thought was best and if she asked me that, I would tell her that it would be best if I found my father.




That’s what I would do. I would tell Pastor my plans to go to New York. And she would never let me go by myself; she’d go with me.




I closed my eyes and said a prayer asking God to help me come up with the right words to say to Pastor Ford tomorrow.




Then I said a special prayer asking God to bless my father.
























Chapter Four











So, for real, you’re not going to ride with me?”




Even though our heads were bowed as Pastor Ford gave the benediction, my best sistah, Diamond, was still gabbin’ as if the church service was already over.




I waited until Pastor said, “Amen,” before I lifted my head, looked at my sistah, and told her for the hundredth time that I wasn’t going to ride with her.




Diamond leaned against the balcony railing. “Why not?” she whined just like my brothers did when they didn’t get their way.





OEBPS/page-template.xpgt
 
   
     
	 
    
     
	 
    
     
	 
	 
    
     
	 
    
     
	 
	 
    
     
         
             
             
             
             
             
        
    
  
   
     
  




OEBPS/Images/crlogo.jpg





OEBPS/Images/titlepage.jpg
THE DIVAS:
VERONIQUE

Victoria Christopher Murray

&

POCKET BOOKS
New York London Toronto Sydney





OEBPS/Images/cover.jpg
THE DIVAS:
VERONIQUE

Victoria Christopher Murray

&

POCKET BOOKS
New York London Toronto Sydney





