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; ce. I feel as bare as open ff 
t of the night on my face P N Hesh, 

| cringe from the olde - than the twenty-five years that I have lived. The 

nigh is the time I dread most in my life. Yet if I am to live, I must depend 

on a adows shrink and spread over the lace curtain as my son slips into bed, | 

watch as he stretches from a little boy into the broom-size of a man, his height 

that splits our one-room house into two spaces, 
mounting the innocent fabric 

two mats, two worlds. 
. 

Fora brief ake him for the ghost of his father, an old 
For a brief second, I almost mist ) 

lover who disappeared with the night's shadows a long time ago. My son’s bed 

stays nestled against the corner, far from the peeking jalousies. I watch as he 

_ digs furrows in the pillow with his head. He shifts his small body carefully so 

as not to crease his Sunday clothes. He wraps my long blood-red scarf around 
his neck, the one I wear myself during the day to tempt my suitors. I let him 
have it at night, so that he always has something of mine when my face is out 
of sight. 
i watch his shadow resting still on the curtain. My eyes are drawn to him, 

like the ata peeking throw the small holes in the roof that none of my suit- 
ors or me, because they like to watch ile lyi 
their naked backs on my mat. , nigh 8 Sera of the sky while ‘ying n 
mong Dzes around the room, finding him and not me. Perhaps it is a 

quitoes dead on his fae wither of lighting itself. He always slaps the mos- 
. u | i i tiny blood spots on his forehead as though be a the iis he Si lis “ah ad spe s ing a woman with wide-open flesh wounds on her face ne the whotenen



Night Women 

whey T want to wear my matted ole head without numbing my 

1 iT ost copper if | am standing in the 97 

praids as soon as I learn to do my 

AS: nights, I hear a slight whisper. My body free: 

ould ‘i amy cross the curtain and finda "ST wonder how long \ “Mommy. . 
sa 

i like f | ; 

* another, under different moons. araway lovers, lying to one 

When my smallest finger caresses the narrow cleft beneath his nose, some- 
| times his tongue slips out of his mouth and he li cks my fingernail. He moans 

and turns away, perhaps thinking that this too is a part of the dream. 
] whisper my mountain stories in his ear, stories of the ghost women and 

the stars in their hair. I tell him of the deadly snakes lying at one end of a rain- 
bow and the hat full of gold lying at the other end. I tell him that if I cross a 
stream of glass-clear hibiscus, I can make myself a goddess. I blow on his long 
eyelashes to see if he’s truly asleep. My fingers coil themselves into visions of 
birds on his nose. I want him to forget that we live in a place where nothing 

I know that sometimes he wonders why I take such painstaking care. Why 
do I draw half-moons on my sweaty forehead and spread crimson powders on 

| the rise of my cheeks. We put on his ruffled Sunday suit and I tell him that we 
are expecting a sweet angel and where angels tread the hosts must be as beau- 
tiful as floating hibiscus. 

In his sleep, his fingers tug his shirt ruffles loose. He licks his lips from the 
last piece of sugar candy stolen from my purse. 

No more, no more, or your teeth will turn black. I have forgotten to make 

him brush the mint leaves against his teeth. He does not know that one day a 

woman like his mother may judge him by the whiteness of his teeth. 

It doesn’t take long before he is snoring softly. I listen for the shy laughter 

of his most pleasant dreams. Dreams of angels skipping over his head and oc- 

casionally resting their pink heels on his nose.  
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e madrigals they still teach child 

en One of th 
Kompe Jako, domé vou? Broth 

€r I hear him humming & oni ic schools. 

on very hot afternoons in pu 
leep al help him «: 

Jacques, ane you as ‘1 the night outside. I sing along to help him sink q 

Rd te gan ony ce 
into his sleep. ! 4PP which make it easier for my visitor to fing ote 

€ sparkles in the powder, 

nthe dark 
tn. ne an is a doctor who likes bi 

tonight. He is a s big butt 

Emmanuel will come tonig do. He comes on Tuesdays and Satur digs 7 
“He t my small 
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Mone eaving HOWE as though he’s come to court me. Tonight he brings n° 

bougainvillea. It is always a surprise. 

“How is your wife?” I ask. 

“Not as beautiful as you.” 
an accordion player named Alexandre h 

- He On Mondays and T. hursdays, it is 
n Mondays dion with his mouth in my ear. The rest of 

likes to make the sound of the accor 

the night, he spends with his breadfruit head rocking on my belly button, 

Should my son wake up, I have prepared my fabrication. One day, he will 

grow too old to be told that a wandering man is a mirage and that naked flesh 

i¢ a dream. I will tell him that his father has come, that an angel brought him 

back from Heaven for a while. 

The stars slowly slip away from the hole in the roof as the doctor sinks 

deeper and deeper beneath my body. He throbs and pants. I cover his mouth 

to keep him from screaming. I see his wife’s face in the beads of sweat march 
ing down his chin. He leaves with his body soaking from the dew of our flesh, 
He als me an avalanche, a waterfall, when he is satisfied. 

er he leaves at dawn, I sit outside and smoke a tob 
the piece-worker women march one another to the oy ‘arke ‘eal watch 
walk from where they live. I thank the stars that é B market half a days myself at at least I have the days to 

When I walk back into the house, I hear the ri d fall of sb Quickly, I lean my £ ; yi € rise an my son’s breath. 
mou is my face against his lips to feel the calming heat from his 

“Mommy, have I missed th 9» ; 
ing for my neck. sSseq' the angels again?” he whispers softly while reach- 

I cp nto ine bed next to him and rock him back to slee 8, the angels have themselves a lifetime to come to us.” 

 


