Let's Be Friends Forever
Norma Beasley

We connected through a third party, Pearl and me. We were fraternal members of the Rosicrucian Order, AMORC. Each wanting to travel to San Jose, California for a convention and needed a roommate. 
“Why don't you contact Pearl,” said Ras, the group leader in Brooklyn. 
“Who is Pearl?” I asked.
“You know. The new member with salt and pepper hair. She carries herself with dignity.”
“Ohh yeah, I know who you mean. I noticed her too.”  We connected and made it to the convention. Thus began a friendship of 30 plus years.
I'm a hillbilly from West Virginia. Born and bred on chicken, brains, burgers, and taters. Pearl, a native of Barbados, experienced beautiful beaches, aquamarine waters, and rolling hills. She introduced me to a different but delicate palette of Bajan foods. Flying fish, the national dish, sweet black cake made of prunes, cherries, raisins, and soaked in rum served at Christmas time. Sorrel, a dark red drink spiked with rum also enjoyed during the holidays. Cou Cou, souse, which is pickled pork, fish cakes, made of salted cod or whitefish, hot pepper sauce, plantains, ginger beer, mauby, a bitter drink that made my tongue curl. Roti, a filled burrito with chicken, fish, or beef, potatoes and veggies, and breadfruit. Yum. Yum.

We became best buds world-traveling. Naramata, BC. Sweden. Copenhagen. England. Egypt. Jamaica. Canada. Barbados, twice.
She became a branch manager with Chase bank. She loved horse racing. And often won. When betting, she knew all the horses by name, their racing records, and the jockeys who rode them. She taught me how to reconcile my bank statements. Became my mom, confidant, and big sis. 
While visiting one day, she said, “Let’s be friends forever.” And so it was until she passed away.
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