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Still garbed in the robe, she went out into the darkened living room 

where her Granda slept in her overstuffed chair with the news playing. 
She touched the old woman on the shoulder and Granda jumped awake, 

as Allie just had. 
“I’m sorry, Granda.” 
“You feeling okay? You need me to fix you a bicarb? Eating all of that pie 

yourself. You should be ashamed.” A sly smile pulled across her grandmother’s 
weathered face. 

“I probably won’t eat anything until Tuesday, Granda. No breakfast for 
me.” 

“Serves you right.” And for once, Allie reeled. Because her grandmother 
smiled at her—something that didn’t happen that often. A light entered her 
soul and suddenly, setting foot into the church didn’t seem like such a chore 
any more. 

“I need to get myself going. I have a deacon meeting before church.” 
The spry old woman stretched her frame and hobbled into her side of the 

house, where her bedroom and bathroom were located. 
Allie went to get ready for church as well, donning something slightly less 

formal than her corporate wear of dark gray, blue, or black. She put on a 
summer suit of pink linen with a short-sleeved pussy bow tie white blouse. She 
swept her hair up in a slick French roll and secured a diamond decoration pin 
at the side of it. It was real, so of course she would not want anything to 
happen to it. It had been a present to herself for making partner. Sighing, she 
knew she would probably be skewered for wearing something so vain into 
Milford AME, but it was her reward to herself and she was going to wear it. 
Anyone who didn’t like it could step off. 

Summer church still required hose, which she put on with her 
pearlescent pink Jimmy Choo pumps. 

She stepped out into the middle hallway and waited for her grandmother, 
who came out in her own pink ensemble with pink jeweled collar and cuffs. She 
also wore a white straw hat decorated with large pink roses. 

“Oh my. Tea, you look so fine when you want to.” Granda’s hands 
clasped at the sight of her. 

Allie smiled. “Thank you, Granda. As do you.” 
“But you still missing something.” 
Allie jangled her keys. “I don’t want to keep you waiting. I know you have 

a meeting.” 
“It won’t take a minute.” 
Granda ducked back into her bedroom and brought out a hat box. 
Oh Lord. 



Allie had been hoping that the diamond piece in her hair would be 
enough, but it clearly wasn’t. 

This, the expectation of a hat, was one of the things that had made her 
duck out of church attendance when she was a pre-teenager. It was all so 
pretentious. 

But the sigh that she thought would work its way up from her middle 
didn’t come. When her grandmother took the lid off of the large round box, 
inside there was a large pink straw hat, with a pink-and-white striped band 
around it. The brim was large and dipped to one side. She could still wear her 
diamond pin, and as a matter of fact, it would showcase the pin in her black 
hair. 

“Sit down. I’ma put it on you.” 
“Granda. I can put on a hat.” 
The older woman seemed a little surprised at Allie’s agreement to wear 

the hat in the first place. “You never wore one before. I’ll pin it on this first 
time, so it gets done right.” 

Allie sat down on one of the dining room chairs and her little 
grandmother perched the hat on her head. Something familiar, her 
grandmother’s soft hands working in her hair, the smell of her Chantilly 
perfume, the weight of the hat on her head, took her back into another kind of 
feeling. A feeling like, well, maybe she was pretty. Maybe she was someone. 
Someone who mattered. 

A horn beeped. 
“Oh, that’s Jack. Let me see.” 
Granda stepped around the front and looked at her. “Perfect. It’s good 

you had the right outfit on. I can’t wear that hat as well anymore, so it’s better 
you wear it.” 

“Why not?” 
“It’s too heavy for my neck. It’s a hat for a younger woman. Come on.” 
“He’s taking us?” 
“Yes, he comes to get me every Sunday.” 
Allie didn’t feel put out about that, but relieved instead. Tension that she 

hadn’t known was there slipped from her shoulders. A frisson of fear from who 
knew where started to signal to her stomach juices to swirl about. 

But then it stopped. For the first time since she had been to Milford. 
Jack Darwent had come into Granda’s house. He fairly danced in and 

embraced her grandmother, laughing, and looked over her shoulder. 
At her. 
And froze. 
So did she. Was he connected with the burny feeling stopping? 
He wore a navy blue blazer with a starched white shirt and a blue-and-

white striped tie. His pants were white, as were his shoes. The blazer sleeves 
were snug on his arms and his eyes went wide as he saw Allie sitting there. 

“Well. Miss Ada, who is this?” 
“It’s Tea. Don’t she look grand?” 



Jack stepped back, straightening his jacket. “That’s not the word for it. 
Wow.” Granda smiled all up and down herself. “Let’s get going. Can’t be late, 
you know.” 

Allie stood up, not twelve years old, coltish in her high heels, but Jack 
Darwent held a hand out anyway. “No. No. I’ll be right back to help you.” 

“I can help, I mean I can do what I need to do myself.” 
“Girl, let him help you.” 
“Well, I did forget something.” 
Jack nodded, fairly looking as if he wanted to dance around. “I’ll take 

Miss Ada to the car and then I’ll be back for you.” 
They went up the walkway while Allie stole away back to her bathroom 

on the other side of the house to get a good look at herself. 
Staring at herself in the mirror, a faint echo of the ache stirred, but a 

healing balm of good feelings accompanied it. Yes. She looked wonderful. 
Beautiful even. Old Pichon would probably lose it to see her with this hat on, 
which did so much to frame her features—but more than that, she recognized, 
she looked like her mother. 

And it was okay to look like a ghost. It was reassuring. Proof that her 
dear mother would carry on was right there in her face. The years of blame, 
heartache and loneliness slipped away from her as well. 

She took in a deep breath at the realization and blinked. The screen door 
sounded, and she knew that Jack Darwent was back in the house. She went 
out of the bathroom to him and he stood there, with his arm out. “Ready?” 

She took his arm, shutting the door to her grandmother’s house, and 
stepped down the little pathway with him, feeling comfortable within her skin 
for the very first time in her life. 

 


