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The lorr/s open back lt99 mqttresses, an orange sofa, a chair covered wiih a bright flower print,
alljurnbled together, all blistering in the hot August sun.
The driva/s door opened and a man climbed out and stood gazing up at the house. He wore
a white shirt and a dark tie, and hb skin was the deep culor ot tne OiÈersweet chocolate her
msther used for baking.
A woman slkJ from the passenger side, her pumps clicking against the pavement as she
touched the ground. Like her husband, she was smang diesËed, her sàiruaist dress crlsplypressed' and as she stood beside him she looked tp at the house with an expression ot dernay.
Hs smilsd and touched her ârm, then tumed towards the bed of the lorry and ealled out
something.
From amH the boxes and bundles emerged a girl of about her olrn age with thin, bare,
brown legs and a pink ruflled dress. Next came a boy, a yêâr or two older, tali and sansly. llseemed to her that th€ family had blown in ôn the hot urind from somewhere inlinttdy ràore e*
otic than this-dingy london neighborhood of tenaced houses with peeling plaster*oik:
somewhere filled with colors and fragrances sbe had only imqgined. Tnelirooped up thê steps
togeher and into the house, and the street seemed suddanly lifetsss witfrout them"
when jt becâme apparsnt thal they were not going to reappàar right away, she hugged
herseÏ in frustration. She nould tell someone, then, but r,vtro? Heimofrar umuunT 6e back for
an hour or two, but her lather would bê at the café his usual custom afier a good morning's
trading at his jevielry stall.
Le4ing frorn thq.steps, she ran, Down Westbourne Park into PortobÊfio, nimHy dodging the
fruit-and-veg stalls, then round the corner into Elgin Crescent. She carns to a trâlt in iior.r-t ot tr,e
cafe, pressing her nose lgainst the ghss as she caught her breath. Yes, there he was, iustvisible at his {avorite table in the back. Smoothing her dress, she slipped through the open door
into the café's dim interbr. The patrons sat in shirtsleeves, rnen reabing polistr-newspdpersand
filling the hot, still air with a heavy ctoud ot smoke trom thek pipes andéigarettes.
She,coughed involuntarily ând her father looked ug frowning" iWhat arelou doing here, little
one? ls something wrong? "
He always thought something was wrong. She supposed he woried so because ot his tirnê
in the war, although he never lalkêd about thal. In "19.4ô, newly demobed. her tather had ayrived
in England with her mother, delermined to put thê war behind him and make a lils for himsetl as
a jeuæler and sityersmith.
In spite of her precipitous arfl'val nine months latsr, he had done welt, Bettef than some of
the ûther men in the cal6, she knaw, but stitl he clung to thê things that rêminded him o{ ths old
country: the smollof borscht and pkxogi, the dark paneling hungwith Potish folk art, and the
company of buxom waitrosses with hennaed hair.
'No, nothing's wrong," she answered, slkiing orrto the banqilette besi{re hirn. "And I'm not
little. I wish you woufdn't call ma that, Poppy."
'So, why does my very grown-up daughtsr corne rushing through the door lika a dsrvish?',
nVe have nal ne(Thbors in the house nêxt dcor" "
lnd whatls so special about that? " he askêd, still têasing.
"The/re West Indian," she whisperedt aware ol the turning of heads. "A lather and rnother
and lwo children, a boy and a girl, about my age.'
Her fafierconsidered her news for a moment in his dellberate way, tfren shook hie hesd.
Trouble, itwilf maan trouble.'
But they look very nice-'
"it doesn't.mattsr. Now you go home and wait for your mother, and stay away from thêse
people. ldon't want you getting hurt. Promise rne."
Hanging her head, she mutterecl, yes, poppy," but she dld not mêet his eyes.
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