
Chapter 21

Jill sat on the hard mall bench, listened to Odane drum his fingers against its edge, and 

watched Keisha and Taviene ooh and aah over dresses in boutique number thirteen million. By 

this time all the colors, fabrics, belts, and sparkles had begun to look the same to Jill. That’s why 

she decided to sit it out. Yet the girls showed no sign of tiring. More amazing still, neither did 

Odane. He watched the passing crowds and adapted his rhythms to their gait or boom-box music, 

and didn’t utter a single protest. 

“When we finish here, where would you like to go?” Jill asked him.

“I dunno. Zoo I guess. Keisha wants to pet the animals.”

“But what about you? Isn’t there some place special you want to see? You get to pick, 

too.”

Not missing a beat, Odane tilted his head back as if to ponder this novel idea or read the 

answer off the ceiling. “I don’t know no places. Except the savage yard. Dad takes me there.”

“Savage?”

“Yeah, tearing injuns apart.”

Jill strained to decipher his patois. “What injuns?”

“Ford, BMW, Mitsubishi, don’t matter.”

“Oh.” Salvage yard.

Jill smiled then remembered the girls. She glanced into the dress shop and froze. Neither 

was in sight. Panicked, she grabbed Odane’s hand and pulled him into store to the rack where 

she’d last seen Keisha and Taviene.

“Hey, that’s my drum hand.” Odane pulled it free and began to rub.



“Sorry. Where’d they go? Did you see them?” She searched every direction then knelt 

down and peered into Odane’s face for clues, her heart beating a rhythm faster than any of his.

“Huh-uh. Last I saw, they was right here. Giggling over a red dress.”

Jill hopped up and searched for the clerk—short with wavy black hair and hoop earrings, 

if she remembered right. But that young lady also seemed to have vanished.

No, that can’t be. She wouldn’t desert a boutique full of customers.

Jill shook her head to clear it of confusion and looked again. A buxom lady clutching a 

mammoth purse shifted her weight, revealing the clerk behind her.

“Come with me.” Jill dodged racks and customers to get to the clerk and interrupt her 

conversation. “Have you seen two girls—a tall one in cutoffs and a short one with pony beads?”

“Hmph!” The customer glared.

But the clerk merely pointed. “In there.” And resumed her conversation.

Jill saw nothing except a tall mirror in the direction indicated but hastened there.

Keisha screamed. “Boys can’t come in here.”

Odane backed away.

In a fire-engine red dress with sequins, Taviene stepped out from behind a partition. She 

twirled, floating the hem above her knees. “What do you think?”

Giddy with relief, Jill caught her breath and focused on the dress. Yes, it suited Taviene 

well, dispelling an earlier poor impression of the teen’s taste. Yet she hesitated saying so, sensing 

the question implied more than approval—a willingness to buy it for her. 

She inspected the price tag and sucked in her breath. No way could she treat all three 

children to gifts of that amount. Not with zoo entrance fees, food, return taxi fare, and who knew 

what other exigencies.



“Please, Miss Evert. I won’t ask for anything more. I’ll be nice to Keisha—”

Keisha giggled and snuggled close to Taviene, evidently already become friends through 

their shopping adventures.

Taviene pleaded with puppy-dog eyes. “I’ll go without eating. I’ll do anything you want.”

Jill weighed her options and glanced at the boutique’s front window. Sure enough, the 

management accepted VISA. Nothing in the rules forbid contestants from using their own 

money. But would it be fair?

A glimmer of hope came into Taviene’s eyes. “I’ll knock down the price. Just watch. I’m 

a pro at this.”

In her heart of hearts, Jill wanted to do it. She didn’t know why. Maybe to give Taviene 

something feminine she couldn’t afford otherwise. Maybe to encourage good taste. Although 

such a dress might seem flamboyant in Wyoming, it blended very well in Jamaica.

Keisha smiled. “Don’t worry, Miss Evert, I won’t ask for anything.”

That did it. Touched by Keisha’s self-sacrifice and grateful for God’s miracle of the two 

girls bonding, Jill nodded to Taviene. “Okay, you bargain—” 

Taviene squealed, kissed Jill’s cheek, and dashed toward the clerk. 

Jill gave Keisha a reassuring hug. “Don’t worry, sweetie, you can pick something, too. 

And—” Jill turned around to make sure she hadn’t lost Odane. “So can your brother.”

A quarter hour later, after Taviene negotiated a good price with both clerk and cabdriver, 

they sailed down Hope Road toward the zoo. Odane sat in front and bent the cabby’s ear with 

questions and drum beats. Squeezed between Jill and Taviene in back, Keisha waxed eloquent on 

the glories of lion, iguana, and crocodile.

“Stop!” cried Odane.



Jill spun around to look back, afraid they’d hit a cat or dog. 

Popping free of his seatbelt, Odane jumped up and pointed. “It’s the singer.”

The driver pulled to the curb and chuckled. “Our national hero, Bob Marley. We just 

passed his museum.”

“No, not him, the singer lady. And she was crying,” Odane said.

“Who, Sara Morningstar?” Jill searched both sides of the street.

“Yes, all alone.”

Panic ripped through her like in the boutique. Had Sara lost her children?

“You want me to turn around and look, Ma’am?” the driver asked.

“Yes, please. Odane, show him. Where did you see her?

Odane pointed. “Under the flag. See, by the gate. That’s her, that’s the singer lady.”

When the cab stopped opposite the gate, Jill opened the door and jumped out. “Wait 

here.”

As she ran up, she saw a pigtailed little girl in a pink pinafore patting Sara’s skirt and 

murmuring, “It be alright. Jordan will catch the bad man.”

“What happened?” Jill asked.

Sara looked up and fresh tears came to her eyes as she rushed into Jill’s arms. “Oh, sister, 

I’m so glad to see you. I didn’t know what to do. I’ve got no phone, no money, no ID. It was all 

in the belt.”

Jill gave Sara a quick hug then pushed away and inspected her. A slash appeared in her 

blouse waist-high. “Are you bleeding?”

Jill’s three charges, two passerby’s, and the cabby all crowded in, all ears.

“No, I don’t think so.” Sara fingered the rip as if noticing it for the first time. “He just 



sliced off the belt and ran. Jordan took off after him before I could stop him. So I sent Matisha to 

fetch him. I don’t want him to get—whew—there he is.”

Everyone turned and looked down the road, where a grinning preteen—swaggering in 

jeans and T-shirt—waved a money belt. Behind him came a lanky teenage girl in candy stripes. 

Jill couldn’t believe her eyes. How could an eleven-year-old overpower a knife-wielding adult?

The pigtailed girl in pinafore jumped up and down. “See, Miss Morn’star, I knew Jordan 

would do it, I knew it.”

Jordan thrust the slashed belt into Sara’s hands. “Check inside. I think it’s all there. 

Except the money.”

“Thank God, you’re okay. How—?”

Again the cabby chuckled. “Thieves don’t want to be caught with tourist passports. They 

take the money and toss the rest aside where the police can find it.”

Sara brushed back hair and tears from her eyes and dug into the pouch. “My passport—

oh, thank you, Jesus. Even my cell phone—wow—I can’t believe it.” She turned to Jordan with a 

look of admiration. “Thank you, young man. That was brave of you.”

He hitched up his jeans. “Ain’t nothing, Ma’am.”

“But how am I going to reward you? And what are we going to do the rest of the day? I 

don’t have any money. My credit cards are back at the hotel.” She shot the cabby a helpless look 

as if to beg a ride on credit.

“Come with us,” Keisha said, “we going to see the zoo.”

Jill nodded. “Yes, let’s join forces. Don’t worry about the money, I’ve got plenty…” If 

we go to the right places. She cast a dubious glance to assess the size of the taxicab—newer but 

no bigger than the first she’d ridden in Jamaica.



“Don’t worry none about space, my fine American friends.” The cabby held the backdoor 

open. “We can fit five in back and three in front. And I’ll get you to the zoo in no time.”

Laughing, the gang piled in—exchanging names as they sorted arms and legs. Keisha and 

Taviene crammed themselves between the driver and the door, with the pigtailed Shannel on 

Taviene’s lap. Jill, Sara, and Jordan took the backseat, with Matisha on top of Jill, and Odane on 

top of Jordan, and Sara squished between them.

“What’d you think of Marley?” Odane asked, once the cab got under way.

Sara sighed. “I love his music but I didn’t get the chance to learn anything about his life. 

The thief snatched my belt before we could buy tickets.”

Odane gasped. “You didn’t get in?”

“No.”

He began bouncing, his head bumping the roof. “We got to go back, driver.” 

“Hey, hold still,” Jordan said.

“Driver, we got to turn around.”

“No, Odane.” Jill spoke firmly then softened her voice. “Maybe later. But right now 

we’re on our way to the zoo. Then we’ve got to stop for food. Afterward perhaps, if there’s 

time—”

“But you promised. You said I get to pick, too.”

“I know. And I’m sorry. Truly, I am. But I just don’t see how…” Jill wracked her brain 

for a solution. Why hadn’t she left Odane as unmotivated as she found him? She had prayed for 

tame. She should have left him that way.

“We can do it some other day,” Sara said. 

“Aw-w-w—”



“Just you and me. Would you like that?”

Odane’s jaw dropped. He stared at Sara as if Christmas had come early and Santa had 

dumped his whole load at his house.

Jill smiled. Maybe she would survive the day after all.


