Pearl, A Rich Strike, Indeed

“Let’s be friends forever,” she whispered, as we embraced one another in the kitchen of my Brooklyn brownstone apartment.

What I treasured more than anything was the quiet character of her inner being. Her kindness, honesty, mystic quality, and punctuality. A financial wizard. Oh yes, and there was her love of horses and propensity for speed. I used to call her Miss lead foot. All veiled in a 5’6” frame weighing a little over 200 pounds. This light skinned Bajan with dark brown eyes, which I often referred to as bedroom room eyes, had the patience of Job. But don’t make her angry. You had better hide in the woods as the Bible says.

Sporting a medium trimmed salt and pepper Afro, it complemented her air of dignity and confidence. She wore large rimmed glasses which hid her eyebrows. Pronounced cheek bones accented a full looking face. Sometimes a guffaw laugh revealed a few misaligned teeth if you looked closely. Full lips. A large boned woman with full breasts. Beautiful clear skin without blemishes, just a few moles every now and then.

Her ears were pierced with small understated jewelry, sometimes accompanied with a simple single gold strand necklace and or gold watch. No hats ever, unless weathering freezing cold. She preferred leather or wool gloves with a scarf, a long-quilted coat in the winter. Not the fashionable type either. Simple small prints or solid colors in clothing. Snug fitting pants. When she wore panty hose, because of heavy thighs, I often heard swish, swish, swish. I knew it was her approaching a mile away. Seldom wore lipstick. No manicures or pedicures.

A Buick and Camry loving lady who taught me how to drive and reconcile my bank statements.

Our friendship lasted over thirty years and ended with her death in 2015.
