
Circle of Color 
inston overheard Etta talking to Destini, and he preferred that Destini and Stephan stay 
in the presence of everyone. 

“Was that Destini you were talking to, Love?” Winston asked. 
“Yes Sweetie.” 
“Is everything okay? I don’t like the idea of her being locked up in a room alone with a 

young man,” he continued. 
“Yea,” Grandma butted in, “especially a rich, handsome young man. They think they own 

everything and they can get whatever they want.” Etta interrupted, putting her hands on her hips. 
“Excuse me, but Stephan is a decent young man and I trust Destini. Winston and I taught her 

well and she needs to know that we trust her.” 
Selina butted in, “Trust or not, young people should not be given too much freedom.” Deloris 

looked at her mother and pouted. 
“And you can keep looking at me like that young lady, but you know I am telling the truth.” 

Etta was offended that Selina compared Deloris’ behavior with Destini’s. 
“Well,” said Etta, “each person has his or her own personality and I can’t swear for anyone, 

including Destini, but in the past she has proved that she can be trusted.” Etta knew that Deloris 
caused much trouble for her mother. Destini was not allowed to keep company with her because 
Deloris was flirtatious and stuck up. Plus she thought she was better than Destini. Etta looked at 
Selina and wondered where Deloris got that attitude. 

“Furthermore,” Selina said, “this is Christmas. Why are two young people locked up in a 
room all by themselves and the rest of us are out here?” Etta finally realized why Selina had been 
acting odd since Stephan arrived. She wanted her daughter to get a chance with Stephan because 
he was handsome and from a wealthy family. 

“Well,” Etta said, “if they wanted to be out here with us they would be here.” Selina looked 
at Deloris then at Etta. 

“Is he her boyfriend?” 
“Really, Selina,” Winston jumped in. “What kind of question is that? You know our rules 

around here.” 
“Well,” insinuated Selina, as she pointed her finger at Etta and Winston. “They could be 

intimate friends and you wouldn’t know.” Everyone was silent. Selina continued. “Now why 
would a rich, handsome young man, who probably could be almost anywhere he wanted to be, 
want to be here? You said his parents were having specials guest, but he didn’t want to be there. 
He decided he would spend the entire afternoon and evening with a girl like Destini.” 

Etta looked at Deloris then at Selina, “Now,” she thought, “I know where Deloris gets her 
foolishness from. Oh the nerve of Selina.” Winston focused his attention strongly at Selina. 

“Let me explain,” Selina said looking at Winston. 
“Please do.” he said sternly. 
“What I mean is, Destini isn’t rich. Plus, she’s not outgoing and she is an orphan. No one 

knows her real parents or relatives. And I’m sure his parents are not happy that he is here.” Etta 
stood there as if stiffened at her sister’s words. She wanted to slap her so hard. 

“Come on, Etta, you know what I’m talking about. Don’t look at me that way.” Etta looked 
at Selina angrily. Here was Selina, her own sister, who knew about Destini’s past. She knew 
about the hard life Destini had as a child. She was standing there with her puffed-up self, putting 
Destini down. Etta was afraid to open her mouth because she knew that when she did, what she 
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had to say would not be very nice. She took a deep breath and sat back down. She didn’t want to 
embarrass Winston in front of his parents. 

“Etta, do you remember when we were kids?” Selina continued. “We had boyfriends and 
mom and dad didn’t know.” Everyone looked over at Etta as Selina continued. “What I’m saying 
is that Stephan must be getting something from Destini to want to be around her a . . .” 

“That’s it!” shouted Etta, standing up and pointing her finger. “We may have had boyfriends, 
but at least I didn’t sleep with any boy, and you need to shut up. You don’t know what you’re 
talking about. Destini is a decent girl and she’s outgoing and popular. And she does not have to 
be rich for any red blooded young man to notice her. I saw your sons staring her down.” Etta 
pointed to the nephews as she spoke. Winston stood up and calmly walked over to his wife. 

“Love, that’s okay,” he touched her arm gently. “It’s okay Love, come on calm down.” 
“No, I will not. She comes in here accusing my daughter of acting the way her daughter 

does.” 
“UH,” Selina shouted, “Deloris is not like that.” Deloris was enjoying this disagreeable 

conversation. “My daughter is beautiful. She has a beautiful complexion and she is outgoing.” 
“So is Destini,” Etta shouted. 
“Destini,” shouted Selina. “She’s so black!” Winston was not very happy with her statement. 

He really wanted to throw Selina out, but that would cause a world of trouble. She had a lot of 
nerve condemning someone else’s looks. She was not half as pretty as Destini. Plus, she had the 
nerve to talk about Destini that way. She had always made passes at Winston, but he ignored her 
advances. Even at dinner, she gave him an alluring look. 

“Yes, you are so right,” Etta added. “She is so black and beautiful with the smoothest skin 
and the most beautiful sparkling brown eyes. She has class and she is a wonderful person to be 
around.” 

Grandma interjected, “Oh yes, I can attest to that.” 
“God in his love,” Etta continued, “created that color skin and the Bible says God’s skin 

looks like bronze burnt in the fire.” Etta wasn’t angry anymore; she was excited as she 
continued. “So, that makes God a dark-skinned being. And in Genesis God said, ‘Let us make 
man in our own image.’ So Adam and Eve were dark-skinned people. So don’t bring all that to 
me about Destini being so----o black. It doesn’t matter what color you are, it’s all beautiful.” She 
pointed to Selina and Deloris. “So, go tell God that you don’t like black skin. I bet He’ll tell you 
a thing or two. See, He doesn’t play that. You know, Selina, you all need to get rid of that stupid 
slave mentality about which color is better. It’s about time we all stop this foolishness. I am sick 
of it.” She sat down. “Sick of it.” Grandma and Grandpa clapped their hands delightfully. 

Selina shoved her palm towards her sister’s face and said, “Whatever.” 
“Well said, I like that Etta.” Grandpa Taylor said, “I’ve never heard it quite said that way 

before.” 
“Tse, well,” Selina said, “God shouldn’t have created black skin and white skin. They are 

opposite and very unbecoming. I’m brown skinned and proud of this color. It’s the best natural 
tan there is. Everybody wants it. Pale people cram the beaches to get it and even pay millions of 
dollars for tanning each year. Dark people use skin whiteners to get it. What can I say, there must 
be something special about my beautiful brown skin.” Grandma was quite agitated. She looked at 
Selina with pity. 

“Young lady,” Grandma said, “first of all, you have no right to tell God what color skin He 
should have made. Furthermore, I am very happy that you are proud of your skin color. We need 
a lot more people to be proud of the way God has created them.” Then Grandma pointed to 



herself, “But look at me. I am dark skinned. My son Winston and our three other children are 
dark skinned too and none of us use skin whitener to lighten our skin to look like yours.” 

Selina interrupted, “But Gra’ma, you’re not as black as Destini.” 
“Doesn’t matter,” responded Grandma. “It’s still black skin. We are proud of what God has 

made and, excuse me young lady, I would not want to be your color. If I were to be born again, I 
would like to come back this color or darker. But if I were pale, as you put it, I would still be 
proud of my skin color.” 

“But Gram-ma...” 
“Excuse me young lady, I am not finished. You, young lady, do not have the right to 

condemn anything or anyone because of the way they look or what color they are. You are not 
the Creator. Everyone is beautiful in his or her own way. And if you do not like the way dark 
skin and white skin look, I am advising you to shut up or go away somewhere where you won’t 
see anymore black or white skin.” Selina said, “Whatever,” and her eyes widened as she sulked 
with twisted lips. She tried to interrupt, but Grandma went on, 

“Wait, wait, wait; you had your time to talk. Now it’s my turn.” Selina pouted, and folded her 
arms with an attitude. 

“People like you go around and hurt innocent, beautiful people. You poison the air with your 
unwanted hate and selfishness. Just because someone is “unbecoming” to you, does not make 
him or her bad or promiscuous. So, if you have nothing good to say, I’ll say it nicely this time, 
close your lips.”  

Selina was waiting to respond, “Gra’ma this is a free country and I have the right to say what 
I think.”  

“Well, young lady, what you think stinks.” This time, Winston and Grandpa Delroy were 
making faces and glancing at each other. Winston was thinking, “Uh, oh, I think I’d better stop 
this before it gets out of hand.” 

“See,” Grandma continued, “this is a free country and I have the right also to say what I 
think. You are rude, and you have the nerve to talk about my beautiful granddaughter that way.” 
Grandma got up from her chair. “And let me tell you something else young lady. I am sixty-nine 
years old, and I have traveled the world--Europe, Africa, the Middle East, the Caribbean, Asia, 
and the Americas.” Wonder filled the minds of everyone present, including Selina. “And the best 
looking persons I have seen are not black, or brown or tanned, neither were they white. The best-
looking people are those who were kind, pure and loving. Now, if you want to talk about color; 
the black skin has a powdery, smooth satin finish that glows with a mysterious elegant beauty 
and resembles polished ebony. The white skin has a certain glowing freshness of soft beauty that 
is like a lovely spring day. The brown skin is like gold or smooth bronze that won’t quit.” She 
pointed to Selina, “Now, you try and figure that one out.” Then Grandma sat down. Grandpa was 
sitting there nodding his head affirmatively. 

Grandma then concluded softly, “But you see, it does not really matter how we look on the 
outside. It is what is in here.” She gently touched her head and her chest. Selina turned away and 
went for her coat. “But notice I said really matters, because we should care about our outward 
appearance.” Selina looked with embarrassment at everyone, then at her sister. 

“Thanks for a lovely Christmas dinner,” she said. Her children got up to get their coats, but 
Deloris was not ready to leave yet. She wanted to see Stephan and try to talk to him again. She 
wanted his phone number. Selina continued as she put her coat on, “It was very,” she paused in 
slight anger as she struggled to put on her gloves, “interesting being here, but I have to go.” 
Winston was joyous; Selina was leaving. “Yes!” he thought, “Everything will get back to 



normal. She’s argumentative and always thinks she is right. It’s such a joy to see her leave. 
Please leave, hurry, hurry.” 
 

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
Why does each generation adroitly and unknowingly teach the next to hate themselves, and to prefer 

others above their precious own? Ignorant folks never stop to think about the priceless minds that are 
messed up.  Could skin color be an accumulation of melanin in varying degrees for each person? Na----a, 
it couldn’t be that simple with all the backward primitive fuss. Skin color would not be emphasized out of 
context if people stopped to ponder the beautiful things of life. Therefore, why do some folks spend all of 
this undue attention to something that is insignificant? Each human being was born with an outer 
covering (skin). God in his love allowed many shades of skin color.  We ought to teach our children to 
accept these variations. 
 


