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Glory Broussard was tired of waiting. She figured this barista was new, and she would know since she was a regular at CC’s Coffee House. With each drink order, he nodded and flipped through the pages of a thick manual, going back and forth between the espresso machine and the book.

It didn’t help that he was grinning like a goddamn fool at that white woman. She was wearing a pink ribbed tank top, and as far as Glory could tell, no bra. Her jean shorts were so scant that you could see the bottom curve of her ass. Glory had seen enough of this recently at the Acadiana Mall to know it was not an accident but a trend, and a disgraceful one at that. Wet hair crept down to her waist, making her look like a creature that had crawled out of the Atchafalaya swamp.

Glory edged up to the counter, closely behind the braless woman. “Excuse me,” she said to the barista. “Are you the only one working behind the counter? Y’all should be better staffed for the after-church crowd.”

“I’m not sure. I’m new here.”

“Clearly.” She wiped the sweat from her forehead, a useless gesture in Louisiana this time of year.

“Be with you as soon as I can,” he said, knocking a quart of milk onto the floor.

Glory squinted at the man, but since it was Sunday, she decided to summon her inner reserves of charity and bite her lip. The woman with the exposed derriere turned around. She scanned Glory’s red dress, red shoes, and red hat with a jaunty, dyed-to-match ostrich plume, covered her mouth, and snickered. Earlier that morning, Glory had attended a breakfast with the Acadiana Red Hat Society, a group of pious, black Catholic women. Most of them had stayed for the group’s special benediction with Father Romero after regular mass. Now that he was practically famous, those women flapped around him like a bunch of flightless birds. But Glory didn’t have time for that. Sundays were when she made her money, and she had to get to work.

Maybe that derisive little laugh wasn’t aimed at her all-red ensemble but at the essence of Glory herself. If she fluffed her hair just right and her makeup was squared away, she could still see herself as Miss Lafayette, colored division winner. But nowadays most people could only see the old. Melanin had been a barrier against the worst ravages of time, but black does eventually crack. The lines around her face and mouth had finally settled in, as lines do. And since the contentious divorce, the expanse of her hips had widened thanks to too many plate dinners. The hot plates at Dwight’s Family Restaurant were cold comfort for the humiliation.

The barista working Glory’s last nerve wasn’t the only thing that was new at CC’s Coffee House that morning. She eyed a slew of changes that had somehow been made since last Sunday. New uniforms. Merchandise for sale. For Christ’s sake, what the heck was going on? Why can’t folks leave good enough alone? Glory walked up to the counter, just beside the woman, to get a closer look at the sales display. She inspected the new navy mugs with puffy gold letters and shook her head. With one hand she opened her purse, and with the other she slowly lowered the mug inside, letting it fall to the bottom with her lip gloss and losing scratch-offs.

The woman who had been flirting with the new barista tossed her head back in laughter. Her wet hair slapped Glory’s face, clinging to her left cheek like plastic wrap.

“Excuse me,” Glory yelled, scraping the hair off her face in disgust.

“Sorry… didn’t see you there.” Given Glory’s size, it was uncanny how many people chose not to see her.

Noah Singleton, the owner of CC’s Coffee House, swung open the kitchen door and walked into the cafe. Glory had known him since he was a teenager with an Afro, but now he looked like the disciplined Marine he once was: squared-off hairstyle, thick neck, and efficient movement.

“Miss Glory, go ahead and take a seat while my new employee prepares your usual. Cappuccino.” He nodded to the man behind the counter. He walked her to her usual spot, a simple wooden table and chair in the back corner of the coffee shop, which she liked because it gave her a clear view of the front door. Someone in her chosen profession never wanted to be startled from behind.

“Thank you,” Glory said as she sat down on the pine chair. “Honestly, you have to train these people before you put them on the floor. On a Sunday, no less.”

“I’m working on it. Not a lot of time to work with this one—just got him on a work release program a few days ago.”

Her eyes widened. “You and your felons. I swear, Noah Singleton, I will never get how your brain operates. You’re one of the few black business owners in all of Lafayette, and you go and hire a jailbird. Makes no sense, if you ask me.”

“Ain’t no one asking you,” he said, wiping her table with a damp cloth.

“I know you have a soft spot for these hard cases, especially after everything with your daughter.” She sighed. “But you ought to have more sense than to have some jailbird behind your cash register. You’re letting a fox run wild in the henhouse.”

“I’ve had no problems with the man—whose name is Gus, by the way,” he said. “And besides, everyone deserves a second chance. Even you.”

“Me? I have no idea what you’re referring to. I am a proper Catholic woman in good standing at St. Agnes of Lafayette, located at the corner of love and mercy. And the Vatican, for that matter.”

His eyes narrowed, and a powerful laugh rose from his belly. “Glory, I done seen you steal my mug,” he said, gesturing to her bulging handbag and collecting his breath. “The only thief around here is you. But you know what? Keep it. Because that’s how real Christian charity works. And you of all people, judging this man, with the dirty you bring here every Sunday.”

Glory reached inside her purse, pulled out the mug, and pushed it across the table. “Here. Keep your damn ticky tacky.” She leaned toward him. “You should be grateful this coffee shop is my office. Most of your Sunday clientele is here for me—not your watery coffee.”

Noah slung the dish towel over his shoulder and shook his head. “You’re insulting my coffee now?”

“I don’t know why you need new mugs, anyway. Ain’t nothing wrong with the old ones.”

Noah shrugged. “Millennials love branding. Gotta stay relevant.” He turned around to greet the Sunday crowd that was now trickling in—shaking hands and fist-bumping with a few kids—before disappearing to the kitchen.

A tall slender man dressed in dark dress pants and a long-sleeved polo, despite the late-summer humidity, strolled toward Glory’s table. “You’re that Broussard lady, right? The bookie that everyone at the casino recommended?” Crinkles from his eyes fanned over his face, which was leathered by the sun. His hair was carefully styled like one of those gay men on that makeover show she watched, but even Glory knew you couldn’t make those kinds of assumptions anymore.

“I might know someone who can help you out, but I don’t reckon knowing your name, son. I need to do a proper vetting with anyone I do business with.”

“I’m a Benoit.”

“There’s about a million Benoits in Louisiana. You’re going to have to be a little more specific.”

“Oh, come on.” He laughed. “Don’t act like you don’t know my family.”

She was coy but knew full well which family he meant. There was the Benoit Medical Center of Lafayette and Benoit Stadium, not to mention Benoit Construction & Chemical Company. Everyone in town knew the Benoits whether they wanted to or not.

“My name is Keller Benoit,” he said. He sat down across from Glory and extended his hand. “What’s the money line on Tulane?”

It’s not like Glory wanted to shake the man’s hand, but what else was she supposed to do? Despite his questionable vibes, she’d had better home training than that. “I might know someone who will take that bet for you,” said Glory, in a voice dripping with honey and sarcasm. “Minus 120.”

He reached into his back pocket, pulled out his wallet, and started flipping through bills. “I’ll take a dime.” He plunked down ten crisp hundred-dollar bills on the table.

Glory smiled, then turned her head to one side and then the other. She took her purse off her lap and set it on top of the money. Smile intact, she said, “Child, that is not how business is done around here, you hear me?” She took a sip of her cappuccino, then whispered, “Next time, the money goes in an envelope. Don’t put my name on it and don’t seal it, so I can count it.”

She pulled her purse, and the money beneath it, closer to her and let them both fall on her lap. She pulled out a royal-blue leather journal and scribbled in it.

“We good?” he asked, looking at the door and itching to go.

“We good.” As he stood up, Glory grabbed his sweater sleeve. “And next time, I would appreciate it if you made some chitchat. Buy some coffee. Support a local small business. I know your mama taught you better.”

She released her grip on his shirt, and he walked out, but not before running straight into Beau Landry. Even though Lieutenant Landry was in uniform, Keller Benoit barely acknowledged him or the collision. He stormed toward his flashy sports car, shooing away two kids leaning on the hood of his banana-yellow convertible and snapping selfies with their cell phones.

Like everyone that day, Lieutenant Landry got his coffee after Gus consulted his training manual. Landry’s silvery hair was cropped short, and his pastel-blue eyes jumped out against his swarthy skin. He was white the way a lot of people in Louisiana were white, with a drop of something wicked from generations ago.

With a paper coffee cup in hand—emblazoned with the new logo—he walked over to Glory’s table and sat down.

“What’s going on with all the new stuff inside here today? I see Noah did some spiffing up.” He crinkled the cellophane of an individually wrapped piece of praline candy. Tiny crumbs of browned butter and pecans fell onto the table as he bit into the sugary confection.

“Something about marketing,” she said, waving her hand toward the merchandise.

“Funny seeing you here. I was just thinking about your mama the other day.”

Glory’s mother, Viola Williams Broussard, was the grand dame of Carencro, Louisiana. For nearly forty years, she worked as the help for several families and raised generations of children, including Lieutenant Landry. She didn’t suffer, not with that big old stroke. When her funeral came around, more than twenty of the kids she’d raised, grown-ups by then, came and showed their respect at Blessed Sacrament for mass. Sister Amity Gay, who was as much a daughter to her as Glory was, led a rosary in Creole at the wake. Even Cardinal Johnson was dispatched for the service.

“They don’t make them like that anymore,” he said, recoiling when his lips grazed the scalding coffee. He lowered the volume on his police radio, which was more active than usual that morning. “I hate to say it, but she was more of a mother figure than my own mama.”

Glory tapped his hand. “Remember when I’d babysit you and put curlers in your hair? You sure did howl.”

“I wish I had enough hair to put in curlers now,” he said, raking his hand through his hair from back to front. “Sure do miss that woman. And I know how much you miss her, how hard it’s been on you with everything else.”

She nodded, then stared out the window to try to suppress the flow of tears that came whenever someone brought up her mother. As it turns out, tears aren’t just a physical reaction, but a feeling. Lieutenant Landry’s radio continued to squawk.

Requesting available units near Bonaire and Highland to respond to a 911 call about a deceased woman at 361 Bonaire, apartment 6J. Possible suicide. Any nearby units, please respond.

“Sure was good to see you, Glory, but I…”

Glory stood up. “Amity.”

“Glory, I don’t know what you’re…”

“That address on the radio. That’s my friend. That can’t be…” She took a step but went woozy, gripping the table for support. The blue mug with gold lettering crashed to the floor, smattering into chunks and shards. Noah Singleton raced over, and both men grabbed an arm to help her back into the chair.

“I’m going. I need to go. That’s my best friend.”

“It must be someone else. Anyways, you can’t drive in this condition, Miss Glory,” said Lieutenant Landry. “You just about fainted.”

“I know the address. You can’t stop me.”

Repeat, request available units near Bonaire and Highland…

Lieutenant Landry grabbed his radio. “Lieutenant Landry here, car 12. I’m in the vicinity.” He looked at Noah. “Take her.”



Glory gripped the straps of her handbag as tight as a jockey holding a horse’s reins, but no matter. Her hands shook with anticipatory grief. She thought about everything they shared as girls, from dances down at the church fair to that time Principal Thibideaux slapped both their hands with rulers for passing notes during class. And then she thought about everything they had shared as women, from Glory’s surprise pregnancy and unwanted husband to Amity’s college graduation, her novitiate training at St. Agnes, and then a different kind of vow, one to God. At first, Glory’s jealousy had boiled over as she saw her friend achieve so many of the things she wanted for herself but were out of reach. But eventually, the anger and resentment boiled down to its purest, strongest form, until all that remained was love.

First-responder vehicles congested the parking lot of Amity’s redbrick apartment building. Without thinking, Glory flung open the door of Noah’s Honda Civic and ran to the scene. She dodged through the police cars and ambulances and eventually made her way to the yellow crime scene tape, breathless.

“No, ma’am, not beyond the tape,” said the young police officer.

She caught the eye of Lieutenant Landry, who was already huddling with a pack of cops at the landing of the metal stairs.

Glory grabbed his attention. “Let me in, Landry.”

“I’m sorry. Only next of kin.”

“I am next of kin. I’m the only family she has left.”

He walked up to the police tape. “I want you to think real hard about this, Miss Glory. If you see this, you can’t unsee it. This will be the last memory you have of your friend. Is this what you want?”

“I need to see her. I need to see it with my own eyes.”

Lieutenant Landry nodded at the young officer, who lifted the tape to let her pass. Glory lumbered up the stairway, each step feeling heavier than the last. Another group of police were smoking outside the door to Amity’s apartment, which was open. He steered her through the tidy living room. Religious texts and romance paperbacks packed her bookshelf, and the afghan Glory crocheted for her as a college graduation gift covered the back of her worn sofa. As they approached the bedroom, Lieutenant Landry paused again.

“You really want to do this?”

She nodded.

When Lieutenant Landry opened the door, she saw Amity Gay’s body on the floor. One leg was straight in front of her, and the other was bent at the knee. The torso was held upright by the nun’s habit, one end knotted around her neck, the other end tied to the closet doorknob. Burst capillaries dotted the whites of her eyes. A thick dark liquid oozed from the corner of her mouth and puddled onto her faded blue jeans.

Glory clutched the doorframe. Lieutenant Landry tried his best to hold her up, but the weight of deep grief is too much for any one man to hold. Glory slid down the door onto her knees and wailed.
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St. Martin de Porres wasn’t as grand as St. Agnes, Glory’s church in neighboring Lafayette. It was built in 1942 as the black church, back when the South was divided into two: black and white.

Glory didn’t truly understand what this meant in real terms until she was seven years old, when a brick shattered her church’s simple glass window and a fire devoured the rest of it. For six months, while the church was rebuilt, the congregation was permitted to attend the white church a few blocks away. Her tiny eyes had widened to take in the glittering chandelier dangling from the church’s vestibule, and her white patent-leather church shoes looked dingy on the crimson carpet nestled between the wooden pews. Her own church had simple metal chairs, requiring them to kneel on the tiled floor instead of padded kneelers. After months of Sundays in the white church, little Glory was sure God loved the people in that church more. She understood at last what the adults in the room already knew—that black was just another word for inferior.

It made perfect sense that Sister Amity chose a church like St. Martin de Porres down the road in the town of Scott. St. Martin de Porres is the patron saint of mixed-race people and hardworking folks, just like everyone who prayed there. It had no stained glass. No organ. No incense. In its blandness, it felt more like the local Elks Lodge than a typical Catholic church. That was why Sister Amity made it her home base. It was for the people. Her people.

Glory’s thick-soled, lace-up shoes suctioned against the linoleum as she walked toward the altar, which was upholstered in a nubby brown carpeting. Glory had worn her good black dress for the event, with a Swarovski crystal brooch in the shape of a heart. Even if she could have afforded diamonds, which she could not, she would have opted for Swarovski because it was shinier than the real thing. A blue cross was nailed against the wood veneer that paneled the walls. Her walk was as solemn as the occasion—the funeral of Sister Amity Gay.

Glory gritted her teeth as she saw the state of her best friend. Sister Amity was dressed in a beige silk nightgown and tucked into a casket lined with baby-blue satin. On one side, a thin strap had shaken loose, exposing her bare shoulder. Delicate lace framed her décolleté, with the garment skimming her knees. How dare they do this. How dare they leave her so exposed. She tried to cast her anger aside, to not let it spoil this final moment with her beloved friend.

Glory shook her head and scanned the room, wondering if there was any way she could shield Amity from the masses in that condition. As she looked around, she saw the other sisters hurrying parishioners to their seats and, judging by the placement of Father Romero near the altar, guessed service was about to start. Later she would have to figure out who was responsible for this travesty and voice her strong displeasure. For now, she’d have to say goodbye and take a seat so that service could begin.

The community knew her as Sister Amity, but to Glory, the word sister wasn’t a title. Amity and Glory were real sisters, lowercase kind of sisters, if not by blood then by divine happenstance. The two had shared an unbreakable bond, even as their lives took divergent paths. Amity had always been there to offer a hand to hold, or a shoulder to cry on, or a shot of whiskey when nothing else worked. Knowing that this would be the last time she’d ever see Amity, Glory took in her face. Her large almond eyes were closed, thank goodness, but Glory would never forget the terror she saw in her friend’s eyes that day at the apartment, in that brief moment when Amity must have known her life was leaving her.

Glory caressed Amity’s cheek and, after taking another quick glance around her, let her hand slide to her neck. The skin was smooth, her neck waxy and unstable. She lifted the fallen strap of her nightgown, tucking the extra length tightly behind her back.

She took a seat among the mourners as the rosary began.

Je vous salue, Marie, pleine de grâces;

Le Seigneur est avec vous.

Vous êtes bénie entre toutes les femmes,

Et Jésus, le fruit de vos entrailles, est béni.

Sainte Marie, Mère de Dieu,

Priez pour nous, pauvres pécheurs,

maintenant, et à l’heure de notre mort.

Amen.

It was a special rosary, led by nuns and another group of women just as revered. This ensemble of women, all elderly, traveled throughout the parish to lead a full rosary in Creole French. Trancelike, they chanted the Our Father and Hail Mary with acetate beads laced around their swollen, arthritic hands. They were the keepers of the language, and a holy tradition. It was more than a rosary. It was a vigil.

Glory tried to follow along. Her lips mouthed the words, but her mind kept flashing back to Amity’s apartment. The habit tied around her neck like a garrote, the blood pooling on her faded jeans. She kept focusing and refocusing until there was a clamor at the church door, temporarily disturbing the rhythm of the rosary. Who would have the temerity to come late to the funeral of a nun? Glory swiveled in her seat, ready to pin that person to the wall with a withering gaze, but her anger dissipated when she saw her daughter, Delphine.

The mourners couldn’t help but steal a quick glance at Delphine, either. Her clothes, on the surface, were plain—black trousers and a white blouse—but she looked more elegant than anyone there. Even in the most minimal outfit, she looked expensive. And she was. What the parishioners couldn’t articulate were that her pants were wool gabardine, her blouse made of silk charmeuse, the woven leather sandals an indulgence from Italy. Her lips were painted red, and her curly black hair was tamed in a no-nonsense bun—each strand was on its best behavior, understanding that now was not the time to act up. Tall and lithe, with what folks down here called that “good” hair and fair black skin, she looked more like her father than she did her mother.

Delphine walked down the aisle, searching up and down until she found Glory and slid her way into the pew.

“I didn’t think you’d make it,” whispered Glory, her thick hand reaching for Delphine’s slender fingers.

“I didn’t either, but I was able to convince my client to settle instead of going to court, which he should have done months ago.”

A fellow sister reprimanded Delphine with her face alone, in the way only a nun can do.

Delphine slid into her seat, knowing that a nun’s glare must never be challenged, even if you’re a grown woman with a condo in Manhattan. Delphine craned her neck and was quiet until the rosary was finished. She leaned in toward Glory and asked, “Mama, why is Amity wearing a negligee?”

Glory sighed and shook her head. “Don’t even get me started. Stupid old Creole custom. You know, putting the dead to sleep forever in pajamas. I can’t believe those crusty old sisters did that. Just because you’re holy doesn’t mean you have any class.”

Father Romero had taken his prepared remarks out of his vest again, studying them before his eulogy.

“Is that the famous priest?” Delphine asked. She pulled a cashmere scarf from her bag and wrapped it around her shoulders.

“Winning that big old grant done gone to his head. I forget what it’s called. And what are you doing with a wooly scarf in Louisiana in August?”

“The Lewiston Grant. And you know how cold I get on airplanes, not to mention all this Southern air conditioning.”

“Me and the Red Hat ladies practically have to beg to get on his calendar since he got that grant. One million dollars to do whatever he wants, or nothing at all. I ain’t ever heard of nothing like that before.”

“He’s much more handsome in person,” said Delphine. His priest uniform aside, he was one of those older guys that could have pulled a woman twenty years younger. His gray hair was full, and his broad chest signaled that he hadn’t been slacking at the gym. In the spectrum of older black men, he skewed more Denzel Washington than Morgan Freeman.

“Father Romero is a man of God. I can’t even believe you would say that—and at a funeral!”

“Think of all that money, Mama. All you have to do is dust off those old beauty queen moves and…”

“Delphine!”

A smacking of the teeth from the left and a shhhh hissed from the right told the two women they needed to save this conversation for later. The church had been full already for the rosary service, yet the crowd had somehow doubled in size by the beginning of the funeral mass. The pews were stuffed shoulder to shoulder as latecomers insisted there was more room, and when there was not, they stood at the back. With the small church jammed with people, the service finally began.

The eulogies had this in common: stories of Sister Amity’s generosity to those in need, mostly by the people who benefitted from her help. There was the new mother with the drinking problem that Amity helped to get sober. The child she tutored in elementary school who was now on scholarship at an Ivy League university. A family of four sat in the front pew, retelling the story that had elevated Amity from unknown nun to local legend.

When the Fontenot family house burned down in Opelousas, Amity somehow convinced Benoit Construction & Chemical Company to donate their time and resources to rebuild it. As the parents told the remarkable story, their children faced the congregation. The eldest held a framed portrait of Sister Amity leaning over a pool table, cue in hand, about to bank a shot in their new game room. The youngest grasped a picture of Amity alongside the construction workers, putting in a day’s labor like the rest of the sunburned crew.

After these personal testimonies, Sister Jocelyn Cormier picked up her guitar, ready to lead the mass in song. Father Romero readied a wooden stool below the altar in front of Glory’s coffin. She slung the woven guitar strap over her shoulder and began to sing Williard Jubusch’s “Whatsoever You Do.”

Whatsoever you do

to the least of my people,

That you do unto me.

Her crystalline voice punctured what little composure was left in the room, which was taken over by sobbing. But it doesn’t matter how torn up a Catholic is. They know when it’s their time to answer a song, and they did so, dutifully, when it was their turn.

When I was hungry, you gave me to eat;

When I was thirsty, you gave me to drink.

Now enter into the home of my Father

Father Romero rose to the altar. “I’d like to first thank Father Andrew for letting me preside over mass today for my beloved friend and colleague Sister Amity Gay, who passed away last week under tragic and senseless circumstances. As many of you know, the Sisters of the Holy Family was founded by freed slaves, for women of color, to minister to their own. This was Sister Amity’s lifelong calling. What you may not know, however, is that when I started the Equality Project eight years ago, I didn’t do it alone. It was a beautiful collaboration between me and Sister Amity. Though, when the time came, she didn’t want any of the credit. She never wanted attention. She did not seek your adoration. Instead, all she wanted was to continue to minister to people in need and create a world that was more equal and just for everyone.

“Without her at my side…” He paused, his lip quivering. “She was the oxygen of my movement, the heart of Scott, and the better angel inside all of us. Her death is a tragedy, a sad and elusive mystery, but let us all take solace in her many good deeds. May her journey be peaceful, and may the Lord have mercy on her soul.” He put one hand on the altar and covered his face with the other as tears gripped the entire church.

These were new details even for Glory, who knew everything about her friend. At least she thought she did. Glory clenched her fists to avoid crying, because she knew that once she started, the tears would flow with the volume of a fire hose. Amity spent her entire life helping everyone else, yet died in that brutal way, alone, in that drab apartment. Glory ran through all the good she had done and how devoted she had been. It would never feel right.

Once he collected his composure, Father Romero stood at the middle of the altar to prepare the Eucharist.



When mass was over, mourners lingered outside the church for hours. It was not only the funeral of a beloved pillar of the community, but as can only happen in Louisiana, it strangely turned out to be the event of the season. Getting an invitation to this particular funeral, with the famous priest and the death of a nun, was not an everyday occurrence. But even though the sun shone brightly, the mood was gray. Everyone’s faces were frozen in despair, as if captured by daguerreotype. Delphine was searching through her handbag to find her sunglasses when Lieutenant Landry approached her.

“Well… will you look at this? Delphine Broussard. Wait, what do you call yourself these days?”

“Murphy.”

“That’s right,” he said, averting his eyes. “I didn’t know you were coming down for Sister Amity’s funeral.”

“Amity was like a second mother to me,” she said, making eye contact with Landry and then staring into the distance. “I wish I had known she was suffering so much.”

“We’re all in shock, especially your mama. I told her not to come down to the scene, but she doesn’t listen to anyone.”

“What?”

“She didn’t tell you? She and I were having a catch-up at CC’s Coffee House when we heard it over the radio. She insisted on seeing the body. I warned her not to, but you know how pigheaded your mama can be.”

“Huh. Well, yeah, she has a mind of her own.” She glanced over at her mother, who was in charge of the table with coffee and donuts. It might have been a funeral, but in Louisiana there was always plenty of food, no matter what. Folks stay hungry whatever the occasion.

“Last time I was out here in Scott was for your grandmother’s funeral,” he said, stopping as fast as he started, as if he regretted it. “Anyways, you and that husband should see about having a little one. It would be nice to have a baptism or something happy to celebrate at this church. It’s been a while.”

Irritation flickered across her face. “Yes, we’ll think about that, Landry,” she said. “I guess people around here call you Lieutenant Landry now. Anyway… I’m gonna check on my mama.”

The catering table was mobbed with people hovering for coffee and donuts. “Here, let me help you guys out,” Delphine said.

Noah Singleton had donated all the food, which Glory had to concede was generous, even if the coffee was too thin. Delphine grabbed a pot and filled Styrofoam cups, while Glory hustled to replace the donuts, which disappeared almost as fast as she could bring more. After tending to the crowd’s appetite, Glory could finally rest for a bit.

“People act like they ain’t ever had a donut before,” griped Glory.

“Why don’t you sit down for a minute?” Delphine suggested.

“If I sit down, I won’t ever be able to get back up.” A cluster of women at the other end of the church parking lot erupted in laughter. Delphine shielded her eyes from the bright sun and squinted to catch a closer look.

“You didn’t tell me Aunt Shirley was coming,” said Delphine.

“Don’t worry. We’re not talking to her,” Glory said, biting into an apple fritter.

Delphine raised her eyebrows and cocked her head. “And why is that?”

“She’ll deny it, but I’m pretty sure she’s been stealing from my house.” She wiped glaze off the corner of her mouth and took a sip of coffee before continuing. “I gave her a set of keys for emergencies, and soon after, my collection of brooches started dwindling—and then I seen her with an angel pin on her coat, just like mine. And my orange Dutch oven has gone missing, my good one from Guy Fieri, and I know she took that too.”

“Mom, Aunt Shirley is a lot of things, but I don’t think she’s a thief. Why would she steal from you?”

“Because she’s jealous, that’s why. She’s jealous that Maman left the house to me. And she’s always been jealous of you and your success. Meanwhile her children ain’t amounted to nothing at all.”

“That’s not very charitable.”

“I never said I was charitable.” She ate the last piece of her donut, and was fixing to get another, when Sister Jocelyn walked up to the table.

“Is this your pretty daughter I’ve heard so much about?” asked Sister Jocelyn.

“Yes, all the way from New York,” beamed Glory.

“I was so moved by your singing,” said Delphine. “Your voice is stunning.”

“You really think so? I haven’t sung in a very long time.”

Glory fought the urge to roll her eyes. Everyone knew Jocelyn Cormier could sing. Especially Jocelyn Cormier.

Jocelyn continued. “I haven’t sung publicly in a very long time, but I wanted to make sure that the service was as beautiful as possible. And I thought the body looked great, considering everything. Mother Superior has been too sick to oversee things like she normally would, so I stepped in.”

Glory walked closer to Sister Jocelyn, until her red face was just centimeters away from Jocelyn’s. “Shame on you,” yelled Glory.

“I’m sorry, I—”

“Shame on you for dressing Amity like that. A woman of God, no less, looking like a tramp in her very own church. It was a downright disgrace.”

“You of all people have the nerve to criticize me?” she asked, disgusted. “You look here, this suicide has terrified all the sisters. Everyone is shaken to their core, and the old-timers like Mother Louisa think it’s a grave sin against God. Didn’t want to even view the body, let alone dress her, because she doesn’t want to be contaminated by that sin. So criticize me all you want. I’ve done my best to make her acceptable to the Lord after that unnatural thing she wrought upon herself.”

The parishioners watched as if it were a pay-per-view match on cable TV. Father Romero excused himself from a conversation with the cardinal and sped over.

“Let me tell you, you’re not half the woman as Amity was, with your fake smile and that stupid guitar of yours, not to mention…”

“Sister Jocelyn, can you get some water for Sister Eleanor? She’s feeling unwell, as you might imagine,” said Father Romero, shooting a disapproving glance at Glory. Sister Eleanor was propped up against a garden retainer wall, her hand pressed against her forehead.

“Yes, of course, I’d be happy to,” said Sister Jocelyn, walking over to help. But before she reached her colleague, she spun around and screamed, “She started it!”

Glory took a few determined steps, like she was ready to wallop her.

“Sweet Jesus,” said Delphine, grabbing her mother by the arm. “Let’s go before you start more trouble.”

Moments later, when the crowd’s excitement had been reduced to just a few murmurs, the church emptied and the sisters started to walk over to the adjoining cemetery. Nearly everyone had left except a couple of men sent from the diocese to make sure the day went smoothly.

Glory and Delphine were walking toward their car when Glory stopped. “I have an idea. We will not stand idly by and let Amity go into the afterlife looking like a brazen hussy thirsty for the Lord’s salvation.”

They reconvened and walked toward the church, knowing that they didn’t have much time. Delphine tugged her mother’s hand to get Glory to move quicker, but it was useless. Fast was a speed that Glory didn’t do. Once inside the church, Delphine did a quick lap to see if anyone was inside. Once she she’d made sure they were alone, she reached back into her handbag and pulled out her scarf.

Delphine nudged the stiffened body to one side and then the other, while Glory wrapped her torso in the feathery cashmere scarf. Once Glory was satisfied that her friend was appropriately covered, she removed the angel brooch from her dress, pinned the scarf securely into place, and shut the coffin.



Delphine was behind the wheel of Glory’s SUV as they drove back home. To their left and right, and even below them, were cypress-tupelo swamplands. Moss stretched across the tops of trees like a canopy, swaying in the sticky late-summer air. Angry clouds of mosquitoes were no doubt blowing on the waters, even in the cooler temperatures, and crickets chirped their nightly chorus.

“Mom, what was Sister Jocelyn saying to you? Something about ‘you of all people’?”

“I have no idea. You know how people are down here, always trying to start some mess.”

“Landry told me you were at the apartment… with the police. Is that true?”

“Good timing, I suppose. Or bad timing. But you know what… I don’t believe it.”

“Don’t believe what?”

“That Amity committed suicide. It makes no sense.”

“Mom, the police have investigated. And didn’t you see it with your own eyes? That she hanged herself?”

“I saw it all right. But it was a crime scene, not a suicide.”

“What makes you say that?”

“I just have a feeling.”

They rode back to Lafayette in silence, past the junkyards, the Acadiana Mall and miles of big-box stores that all looked the same, and eventually made their way back to the old house on Viator Drive. As the house came into view, Delphine started to make a mental checklist of all the things that needed to get done before she went back to New York: mow the lawn, or even better, hire a landscaper. When was the last time Glory’s chimney was cleaned? Maybe it was time for a new paint job. Without a doubt the gutters needed to be cleaned, she realized as she parked in the carport.

Delphine was six steps ahead as Glory slid her way out the passenger side. A bright orange envelope was trapped behind the glass storm door. Delphine grabbed the envelope and opened it.

“What’s that?” asked Glory.

Delphine’s arms went limp beside her. “It’s from the city of Lafayette. They want to condemn your house.”
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Glory Broussard

3763 Viator Avenue

Lafayette, Louisiana 70596

Dear Ms. Glory Broussard:

You are hereby notified that a complaint in condemnation has heretofore been filed in the office of the City of Lafayette, due to the dangerous condition of the domicile located at 3763 Viator Drive.

The domicile has been deemed as an immediate risk to inhabitants due to the poor condition of the home. The conditions of concern may include a proliferation of items that block exits, unsanitary conditions in the kitchen and/or bathrooms, and general squalor.

As such, you have been ordered to answer this complaint at the Superior Court of Acadiana Parish within thirty days.

Regards,

Javiera Garcia

Lafayette Parish Clerk of the Court



    Delphine pushed the storm door open and unlocked the front door. The scent of mothballs was so overwhelming that Delphine couldn’t help but twist her face. Then there were the stacks. The stacks of newspapers that lined the entryway. The stacks of cookbooks with stained covers and oily pages piled on what looked like a sofa. Across from a large TV that was always on sat a hutch that was overflowing with crystal punch bowls, cake stands, and a silver tea service, which was laughable, as there were definitely no tea parties or social gatherings hosted at this house. In the corner was a stack of mismatched chintz plates that tinkled with each step she took. A pile of shopping bags stuffed full of clothing with tags still attached took up the corner behind a tattered plaid armchair.

Glory had followed behind her, reading and rereading the letter from the city. “What does this even mean? It doesn’t make any kind of sense.”

“I’ll tell you what it means. It means they think you’re going to get suffocated by a stack of Good Housekeeping magazines from 1986 or impaled by an imitation silver teapot.”

“You take that back,” Glory fumed. “That is real sterling silver.”

“I knew I should have come down here more often, especially after Grandma died,” Delphine said, gripping her forehead with the palm of her hand. “I always knew you were not the tidiest person, but now you’ve veered into full-blown hoarding territory. When did this happen?”

“Hoarder? I’m no hoarder,” Glory said, her face buckling as if she had just swallowed something bitter. “Oh, I see, you want to diagnose me because you saw this on some reality show. Those people are disgusting. I am not a hoarder. I am a collector.”

Delphine was unmoved. “Tell that to the City of Lafayette when they condemn your house and board your windows with plywood,” she said, searching for a place to sit. Finding nowhere other than her mother’s tattered chair and a sofa scattered with Easter decorations in the dog days of August, she stomped into the kitchen. She placed her leather purse on the laminate countertop and started typing on her cell phone.

“What are you doing?” demanded Glory.

“I’m emailing my paralegal to get a court date for my mother, who is sick in the head and can’t stop shopping at estate sales and needs a firm hand to restore order in her home.”

“You are doing no such thing,” Glory said, sinking into her armchair and hoisting her feet onto an equally worn ottoman. “I’ll deal with the city myself. I just wonder why I got this letter. What exactly are they doing? Sending folks to peep inside my windows? Going through my trash? I’m going to ask Beau Landry how that works.”

“Stop,” said Delphine, exasperated. “Do you realize how serious this is? They’re trying to condemn your house. Are you not at all concerned?”

“Yes, Delphine. I am. My mind just operates different than yours. First, I need to know who’s responsible for this, so I can plot out my revenge. And second,” she said, looking around at the cluttered house, “I suppose my collections have gotten a little bit unwieldy.”

“Maybe I can file an appeal or an extension… something to buy us some time,” Delphine said. “Regardless, tomorrow morning, eight A.M., we start cleaning up this mess.”



The ancient alarm clock glowed 6:31 A.M. when Glory was awakened by the ruckus outside. She had been fast asleep in her pink nightgown, her hair swaddled in a silk bonnet. She may not have been a beauty queen anymore, but she still abided by this beauty queen law: thou must not let a cotton pillowcase rob your hair of moisture like a thief in the night. She tugged at the underwire of her Maidenform bra, which dug into her ample flesh. It didn’t feel right to have her bosom flapping in the breeze, even if no one else knew. She always wondered how people could sleep in the nude. She had tried it once and feared her organs would fall out of her body.

She leaned over in her bed to investigate the noise, opening the curtain a smidge and squinting in the sunlight. The ruckus was Delphine, who had already emptied what looked like an entire house worth of contents into the backyard. Glory moaned and swung her legs over the side of the bed. She flexed her ankles a few times before standing up, part of her daily warmup routine for stiff joints.

Until a year ago, Glory had gone to her mother’s one-bedroom apartment every day, washing and ironing her clothes, cooking meals, and smudging Merle Norman lipstick onto her wrinkled mouth with the tips of her fingers. Now that she was gone, there was no reason to get up at all, except for Sundays.

She placed her hands on her knees and lifted herself up. Eventually momentum took over and carried her down the hallway. A dozen bones crackled at once, and a burning sensation lit the heel of her foot aflame, causing a temporary morning limp. Lately, it had felt like her body came apart overnight and had to snap together again in the morning. She was nearly warmed up as she made her way to the veranda that led to the backyard.

“Thought I’d get a jump start on things,” said Delphine, who was dressed in jeans and a tee shirt from NYU. Glory recognized it instantly as the one she’d bought for her when she dropped Delphine off for college all those years ago, right as she was becoming another person.

“Girl, what are you doing up at the crack of dawn, flinging all my worldly possessions around for the entire neighborhood to see?” A dozen U-Haul boxes filled with what Glory considered to be important paperwork took up one corner of the yard. Various estate sale finds—chipped china, oil paintings, weathered books, and assorted tchotchkes—filled the other. Glory’s lips flattened when she saw that her daughter had unearthed her entire stash of holiday decorations.
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