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~Special Dedication~ 
 

¢Ƙƛǎ ōƻƻƪΣ Ƴȅ ƭƛŦŜΧƳȅ ǘǊƛǳƳǇƘ ϧ ǇŀƛƴΧƳȅ ǿƛƭƭ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ƻƴ ϧ ǘǊȅ ŀƎŀƛƴΤ ¢ƘŜ ƻƴŜ 
ǿƘƻ ƳŀŘŜ ²ƛǎŘƻƳ Ƴȅ ŦǊƛŜƴŘΣ ϧ ŘŜŦŜŀǘ ƴƻǘ Ƴȅ ŜƴŘΧǘƻ Ƴȅ DǊŀƴŘƳƻǘƘŜǊΣ 9ƭƭŀ 
Mae Fryar McCollum, lovingly known as aŀƳŀŜΧǘƘƛǎ [ƛŦŜΩǎ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳΗ 
 



 

 My Apology; you are not a Nigga. 
 
Dear Brother, Sister, Family, Friend & Foe. To the stranger that I meet as you 
read my heart; which is no more discreet from shame, but open, so that you 
too can be found by the One who came to save; The Son, Our King & 
Redeemer Jesus Christ, my Lord and Savior. 

I give thanks to you, for God has led you to read this testimony of His 
ǳƴŦŀƛƭƛƴƎ ƭƻǾŜΣ ŦŀƛǘƘŦǳƭƴŜǎǎ ŀƴŘ ƳŜǊŎȅΦ DƻŘΩǎ [ƻǾŜ ƛǎ ŀƴ !ƭƭ-Consuming fire. It 
will consume you until your life shines like the sun on a noon day with the 
light of His Glory. It is for this reason that I began to tell my story. ManChaser, 
OverComing Rejection, is a process of becoming. As you read, you will walk 
with a young girl as she reaches her adulthood. You will share in her lessons 
learned by default as she reaches for the stars in clubs and bars, yet secretly 
seeking her King on the Throne.  

This is why I humbly ask for your forgiveness in advance; the past is 
not my future. But the real story needs to be told in truth.  With integrity, I 
expose my sins, so that your soul can be freed in its youth. Therefore, you will 
read the use of language that was embedded at the soul of my experience & 
culture, specifically, the use of the word Nigga. But to God be the Glory, I 
have since grown to understand & accept the derogatory effects that the use 
of the word has on my people; African-Americans, and this world as a whole. 

So therefore, I humbly ask that you accept my apology if I offend you 
with the use of this very misunderstood word. However, to this day, Nigga is 
used in a context of endearment, signal of brotherhood or code of acceptance 
to some. At other times, it is a word used to degrade and describe our parade 
of faults and shortcomings when used by the user. But on the whole; the least 
of these must prevail. If it offends one, I apologize; may we ALL seek to gain 
understanding of the whole.  

For this reason, I proclaim that the negative is not the case, you are 
not a Nigga. I am not a Nigga. My brothers are not Niggas. My sisters are not 
Niggas, our children our not Niggas. We are a People who are Strong, 
Intelligent, Relentless & Proud. We are (N)oteworthy (I)ndividuals (G)aining 
όDύǊƻǳƴŘ ϧ ό!ύŦŦƭǳŜƴŎŜΣ ǎƻ ǘƘŜǊŜŦƻǊŜ ǿŜ ŀǊŜ bƛƎƎŀǎΦ [ŜǘΩǎ ǘǳǊƴ ǘƘƛǎ ƘƛǎǘƻǊƛŎŀƭƭȅ 
negative term into a PositiveΤ ƭŜǘΩǎ ǘǳǊƴ ŦǊƻƳ ƻǳǊ Ǉŀǎǘ ǘƻ ōŜŎƻƳŜ ƭƛƪŜ Wacob, 
once (N)egative (I)ndividuals (G)etting (G)odly (A)ffirmations; So go ahead, 
call me a NiggaΣ /ŀƭƭ ƳŜ ŀƴ hǾŜǊŎƻƳŜǊΤ ŀƴŘ ǿƘƛƭŜ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŀǘ ƛǘΣ /ŀƭƭ ƳŜ 
/w!½¸Χ 
 
           aŀȅ DƻŘ ōƭŜǎǎ ȅƻǳ ƛƴ ȅƻǳǊ ǊŜŀŘƛƴƎΧ God is not through with me yet. 



 

In Remembrance: 

        
           Zora Neale Hurston 
 
hƴŜ ǎǳƳƳŜǊΩǎ ŘŀȅΧŀǎ L ǿŀǎ ŘŜǎǇŜǊŀǘŜƭȅ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ Ƴȅ ǿŀȅΧŀƎŀƛƴΧŀŦǘŜǊ 
ƳǳŎƘ ǊŜƧŜŎǘƛƻƴΧL ǿŜƴǘ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǎŜŜƪƛƴƎΧōǳǘ ǿƘƻ ƪƴŜǿΣ ōǳǘ Ƴȅ DƻŘΣ ǘƘŀǘ ƛƴ ŀ 
wink of an eye, as quickly as the night says goodbye, and the day sings to our 
ƘŜŀǊǘ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ƴŜǿ ƳŜƳƻǊƛŜǎΧǘƘŀǘ ŘŀȅΣ Ƴȅ ƭƛŦŜ ǿŀǎ ŦƻǊŜǾŜǊ ŎƘŀƴƎŜŘΧ 
 
Lǘ Ŧƛƴŀƭƭȅ ƳŀŘŜ ǎŜƴǎŜΧƻƴ ǘƘŀǘ ǳƴǎǳǎǇŜŎǘƛƴƎ Řŀȅ ǘƘŀǘ L ǘƻƻƪ ŀ ǘǊƛǇΦ L ǾƛǎƛǘŜŘ ǘƘŜ 
ōƻƻƪ ǎǘƻǊŜΣ ǿƛǘƘ ŎŀǎƘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ƭƛǘǘƭŜΧƻƴ ŀ Ƙǳƴǘ ǘƻ ǉǳŜƴŎƘ ŀ ǘƘƛǊǎǘΧǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ 
solace in my mind & comfoǊǘ ŦƻǊ Ƴȅ ǎƻǳƭΣ ƛƴ ŀ ōƻƻƪΧǘƘŜǊŜΣ L ƭƻƻƪŜŘΧǎƻ ǘƘƛǎ 
despair, pain and heartache that I married, could at last, be shook. .. 
 
¢ƘŜǊŜΧƛǘ ƭŀȅΧƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŎƭŜŀǊŀƴŎŜ ǊŀŎƪΧŀƳƻƴƎǎǘ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŀŎƪ ƻŦ ƻǘƘŜǊǎ ǿƛǘƘ ƎǊŜŀǘ 
ǘƛǘƭŜǎΣ ǎǳōƧŜŎǘǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƳŜǎΧ ōǳǘ ǘƘƛǎ ƎƛŦǘΣ ŀ ƧŜǿŜƭΣ L ƘŀŘ to have it thru my 
ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ƳŜŀƴǎΧŎŀǳǎŜ ƻƴŎŜ Ƴȅ ƘŜŀǊǘ ǎŀǿ ƛǘΣ ƛǘ ǎŎǊŜŀƳŜŘΦ !ǎ L ǇƛŎƪŜŘ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ 
ǊŜŀŘΧǘƘƻǳƎƘǘǎ ōƻƳōŀǊŘŜŘ Ƴȅ ƘŜŀŘΧ L ǿŀǎ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƻ ƭƻƻǎŜ ŎƻƴǘǊƻƭΣ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ 
ǎǇŜŀƪΧƳǳŎƘ ƭŜǎǎ ǘƘƛƴƪΧǿƘƻ ǿŀǎ ǘƘƛǎ ǿƻƳŀƴ ǿƘƻ ǘƻƭŘ ƳŜ ǘƻ {ǇŜŀƪΚΧ 
 
Speak, So You Can Speak AgainΧōŜƎŀƴ ǘƘŜ ƳŜƴŘΦ 9Ƴƻǘƛƻƴǎ ǘƘŀǘ ŎǳǊŜŘ 
ōŜŎŀƳŜ Ƴȅ ŦǊƛŜƴŘΧ L Lƻǎǘ Ƴȅ ōǊŜŀǘƘΧŀǎ L ǊŜŀŘΣ L ŎǊƛŜŘ ϧ L ŎǊƛŜŘ ŀǿŀȅ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ 
ƭƛŜǎ ϧ ǘƘŜ ŀƭƛōƛǎ ǿƘƛŎƘ L ƘŀŘ ƳŀŘŜ ǘƻ ōŜ ǎŀŦŜΧƛƴǎǘŀƴǘƭȅΣ ŀǎ L ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ǳǇƻƴ ǘƘƛǎ 
[ƻǎǘ !ƴƎŜƭǎ ŦŀŎŜΧ ½ƻǊŀ bŜŀƭŜ IǳǊǎǘƻƴΧ¸ƻǳ ƳŀŘŜ ƳŜΦΦagain..believe; you 
made me know that what I started will be achieved.  



 

 
hƴ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǊƳ ǎǳƳƳŜǊ Řŀȅ ƛƴ WǳƴŜ нллтΣ DƻŘ ǎŀǿ Ŧƛǘ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ǊƻƻƳΧǘƻ ƻǇŜƴ 
ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊ ǘƻ Iƛǎ aŀƴǎƛƻƴΣ ǘƘŜ ƻƴŜ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ¦ƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘƛƴƎΧ 
 
Lƴ ¸ƻǳΣ ½ƻǊŀΣ ƴƻǿ L ǎŜŜΧǘƘŜ DǊŜŀǘŜǊΣ ǘƘŜ DƻŘ ƛƴ aŜΦ ΧL ƪƴŜǿ Ŧǳƭƭ ǿŜll on that 
ōǊƛƎƘǘ ǎǳƴƴȅ ŘŀȅΧǘƘŀǘ Ƴȅ ƭƛŦŜ ǿŀǎ ǇǳǊǇƻǎŜŘΧǘƘŜ ǇŀƛƴΧǘƘŜ ǎƘŀƳŜ ϧ ǘƘŜ 
ǎǘǊǳƎƎƭŜ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ Ƴȅ ǿŀȅΣ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ Ƴȅ ǇƭŀŎŜΧȅŜǘ ƛƴ ŀƴ ƛƴǎǘŀƴǘΣ ŀǎ L ŎǊƛŜŘ ŀƴŘ Ƴȅ 
ƛƴǎƛŘŜǎ ōǳǊǎǘ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ǎǘƛŎƪ ƻŦ ŘȅƴŀƳƛǘŜΧL ǊŜƎŀƛƴŜŘ Ƴȅ ǎƛƎƘǘΣ ŀƴŘ L ƪƴŜǿΧ L 
knew, I must continue onΧƻƴ ƛƴ ǇǳǊǎǳƛǘ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ǇǳǊǇƻǎŜΣ ŀǎ L ǎƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ǎƻƴƎ ƻŦ 
ǊŜŘŜƳǇǘƛƻƴΣ ƳŜǊŎȅ ϧ DƻŘΩǎ ƴŜǾŜǊ-ŜƴŘƛƴƎ DǊŀŎŜΧǎƻ ǘƘŀǘ ƻǘƘŜǊǎ ǘƻƻΣ Ƴŀȅ ǎŜŜ 
His Beautiful Face.  
 
I, VBStill, but to you Zora, may you know me in the Heavens as Vonda; I only 
pray that I can have a small chance, so that you may live, and speak, so that 
you may speak again. I thank you for your life, I thank you for your gifts, most 
importantly I thank you Zora that you wrote as IFΧ ¸ƻǳ [ƛǾŜŘΦ 
 

               
                  Written by: Zora Neale Hurston (around 1919) 
                   From the book, Speak, So That You Can Speak Again, pg 14  



 

 
 
Our Prayer: 
 
REV 12:11 
 
 ά!ƴŘ ǘƘŜȅ hǾŜǊŎŀƳŜ ƘƛƳ όǘƘŜ ŜǾƛƭ ƻƴŜύ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ōƭƻƻŘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ [ŀƳōΣ ŀƴŘ ōȅ ǘƘŜ 
word of their testimony (tell your story/prophecy); and they loved not their 
lives unto death. (Shame, humiliation, castration and REJECTIONύ ά  
(Parenthesis, mine) 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 



 

 

 
 
 
ManChaser... from the club to love 

 ΧhǾŜǊ/ƻƳƛƴƎ wŜƧŜŎǘƛƻƴ 
 

 
 

A journey to becoming 
 

VB STILL



 

Chapter 1  
 

THE CURSE, HOW THE CHASE BEGAN 
 

 
Who would have ever thought that the hours I spent as a child daydreaming, was 

God giving me a glimpse of things to come? Who knew that by the age of four I would 

ǎǇŜƴŘ ƘƻǳǊǎ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ [ƻǊŘ ƛƴ DǊŀƴŘǊƻǎǎƛŜΩǎ ƎŀǊŘŜƴΚ ¢ƘŜǎŜ ǿŜǊŜ ƳƻƳŜƴǘǎ 

manipulated by God to teach me how to run to Him when I was in pain, and to talk to 

IƛƳ ǿƘŜƴ ƻǘƘŜǊǎ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘ Ƴȅ ƘǳǊǘΦ DƻŘ ƳŀŘŜ ƛǘ ǎƻ Ƴȅ ƘŜŀǊǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ 

crave and desire the love of a father figure. But ironically, it was the father figures in my 

life who denied me the affectionate love I so desperately needed as a child.  

I can remember the hot summers my twin sister and I would spend with our grandmothers 

in Clinton, NC. One grandmother lived uptown, and the other in the country. When Rhonda & I 

were in the country there was little to do, besides play in the dirt driveway, or pick the wild 

ƎǊŀǇŜǎ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ƛƴ ǎŜŀǎƻƴΦ ¢ƘƛƴƎǎ ǿŜǊŜ ǇǊŜǘǘȅ ǉǳƛŜǘ ƛƴ {ŀƳǇǎƻƴ ¢ƻǿƴΦ L ƎǳŜǎǎ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ 

ǿƘŀǘ ŘǊƻǾŜ ǳǎ ǘƻ ǎǘŀǊǘ ǎƛǘǘƛƴƎ ƻƴ ƻǳǊ ƎǊŀƴŘŦŀǘƘŜǊΣ 9ŘƭŜŜΩǎ ƪƴŜŜΦ ²Ŝ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǘŀƪŜ ǘǳǊƴǎ combing 

Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƛǊ ŦƻǊ ƘƻǳǊǎΦ L ŎǊŀǾŜŘ Ƴȅ ƎǊŀƴŘŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ ŀǘǘŜƴǘƛƻƴΤ ōǳǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǊŜǘǳǊƴŜŘΦ {ƻ L ǿƻǳƭŘ Řƻ 

ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ǘƻ ǘǊȅ ǘƻ ǿƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ƭƻǾŜ ŀƴŘ ŀŦŦŜŎǘƛƻƴΦ ¦ƴŦƻǊǘǳƴŀǘŜƭȅΣ άDŜǘ ƻŦŦ ƻŦ ƳŜΣ ǎǘƻǇ ǘƻǳŎƘƛƴƎ ƳŜΣ L 

ŘƻƴΩǘ ƭƛƪŜ ȅƻǳΗέ ǿŜǊŜ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ L ƘŜŀǊŘ ƛƴ ǊŜǘǳǊƴΦ L ŦŜƭǘ ƭƛke a nuisance, unloved and rejected to say 

the least, but what was worse is my twin sister Rhonda witnessed it all. 

My grandfather caused me to feel unworthy and isolated. I felt like I had done something 

to deserve being mistreated. I was too young to know that such actions did not determine my 

ǿƻǊǘƘƛƴŜǎǎΦ L ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ȅŜǘ ǊŜŀƭƛȊŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ L ŘŜǎŜǊǾŜŘ ǳƴŎƻƴŘƛǘƛƻƴŀƭ ƭƻǾŜΦ aȅ ƎǊŀƴŘŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ ŀŎǘƛƻƴǎ 

were shaping the way I saw myself. He made me believe there was something I had to do to 

earn his love.  

Each time my grandfather returned hate in response to my love, and rejection for my 

affection, I created my own safe haven to cope with the negativity. I became determined to win 

his love. I became consumed with making my grandfather, Edlee love me. As a result, I believed 

that in order to have his love I would have to fight for it. 

I believed his love had to be earned. So when the verbal attacks and rejection would beat 



 

me down, I fought back. I ran to my secret place and into the hands of the one who loved me; 

then I was able to console, encourage, and overcome the attacks. I then became strong enough 

to fight back, and go in for another round. I never knew what to expect from Edlee, but I was 

convinced that I could make him love me. The secret place was my sanctuary. Time spent with 

God taught me how to forgive, and love in spite of being hurt. I learned how to fight. I was 

becoming a Soul-Survivor. 

I was learning how to deal with rejection and cruelty when I should have been learning 

how to dress my baby dolls and double-dutch. Instead I was learning how to cover up pain. I 

ǿŀǎ ƭŜŀǊƴƛƴƎ Ƙƻǿ ǘƻ ŀŎǘ ƭƛƪŜ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ōƻǘƘŜǊŜŘ ƳŜ ǎƻ ǘƘŀǘ Ƴȅ ǎƛǎǘŜǊ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǿƻǊǊȅ ŀōƻǳǘ ƳŜ ƻǊ 

ǎŜŜ Ƙƻǿ ōŀŘ L ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƘǳǊǘΦ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ƘŜǊ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ Ƴȅ ǿŜŀƪƴŜǎǎ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ L ŦŜŀǊŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ Ƴight 

stop looking up to me. 

Instead of being excited about the innocence of summer, I was occupied with ways to 

make my grandfather like me. My preoccupation with pleasing him and making him happy grew 

into an obsession. I rehearsed what not to say or do to keep him from pushing me away. I made 

note and pondered over those things that made him mad, making sure not to repeat them 

again. I was determined not to make the same mistake twice.  

hƴŜ ǎǳƳƳŜǊ Řŀȅ ŀǘ DǊŀƴŘǊƻǎǎƛŜΩǎ L ƘŀŘ ƛǘ ŀƭƭ ŦƛƎǳǊŜŘ ƻǳǘΦ L ǿŀǘŎƘŜŘ ǘhe sunset with 

excitement knowing that with every sunset came the hope of knowing that it would rise again. 

¢ƘŜ ŀǊǊƛǾŀƭ ƻŦ ŀ ƴŜǿ Řŀȅ ƎŀǾŜ ƳŜ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ŎƘŀƴŎŜ ǘƻ ǿƛƴ 9ŘƭŜŜΩǎ ƭƻǾŜΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǿŀǎ ŜȄŀŎǘƭȅ ǿƘŀǘ L 

had planned to do! During the night, I tossed and turned with excitement as I thought of how 

Edlee would like my surprise.  

!ǎ L ǎŀǿ ƭƛƎƘǘ ǇŜŀƪƛƴƎ ǘƘǊǳ DǊŀƴŘǊƻǎǎƛŜΩǎ ƭŀŎŜŘ ŎǳǊǘŀƛƴǎ ŀƴŘ ƘŜŀǊŘ ǘƘŜ ǊƻƻǎǘŜǊ ŎǊƻǿΣ L 

jumped from bed. I had to be quick in order to get a head start over Rhonda. She was still sound 

asleep, so I tipped-toed around her to gather my things. I got my prettiest dress out of the 

closet, got dressed quickly, and I quietly peeked to see if Grandrossie was in the kitchen. I 

managed to slip past her without being noticed, but getting past Lady, the family dog, was the 

challenge. As I moved closer to the back screen door, Lady lifted her head. I looked her dead in 

ƘŜǊ ōƛƎ ōǊƻǿƴ ŜȅŜǎΣ ŀƴŘ ǎŀƛŘ ǳƴŘŜǊ Ƴȅ ōǊŜŀǘƘΣ ά5ƻƴΩǘ ǎŜŜ ƳŜ [ŀŘȅΗ 5ƻ ƴƻǘ ǎŜŜ ƳŜ ǘƘƛǎ 

ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎΗέ  {ƘŜ Ƴǳǎǘ ƘŀǾŜ ƘŜŀǊŘ ƳŜΣ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǳƴƭƛƪŜ Lady, she laid her head back down and 



 

continued to stare at Grandrossie as she prepared breakfast. Lady was as moody as a female on 

ƘŜǊ ŎȅŎƭŜΣ ǎƻ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜǊ ǇǊŜŘƛŎǘ Ƙƻǿ ǎƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǊŜŀŎǘ ǿƘŜƴ ǎŜŜƛƴƎ ƳŜΦ ¢ƘŜ ƻƭŘ Ǌǳǎǘȅ ƘƛƴƎŜǎ 

squeaked as the screen door opened. I silently prayed that the hot oil popping in the frying pan 

would drown out the squeaky hinges as the door opened and shut, or maybe the small talk of 

the chickens and pigs, a few yards away would drown the sound. I needed nature to work with 

me as I made my escape. I went toward the door, opening it quickly, and gently to then scurry 

like a jackrabbit to the side of the house to the garden. I stood in place for a few seconds as I 

listened for my name to be yelled. There was silence; I knew I had made a good escape.  

I began picking dandelions thinking Edlee would like them because everyone liked flowers. 

!ǎ L ǇƛŎƪŜŘ ǘƘŜƳ ƻƴŜ ōȅ ƻƴŜ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ƎŀǊŘŜƴΣ L ƘŜŀǊŘ ŀ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǎŀȅΣ ά²Ƙŀǘ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƛƴƎΚ ¸ƻǳ ŀǊŜ 

ǎƻ ǎǘǳǇƛŘΣ 9ŘƭŜŜ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƭƛƪŜ ȅƻǳΣ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ƛǎƴΩǘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŜǎŜ ǳƎƭȅ ŦƭƻǿŜǊǎ ŜƛǘƘŜǊΦέ L ǘǳƴŜŘ 

ǘƘƻǎŜ ƳŜŀƴ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘǎ ƻǳǘ ŀǎ ǉǳƛŎƪƭȅ ŀǎ ǘƘŜȅ ŎŀƳŜ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ǇǊŀȅŜŘ ǘƻ DƻŘ άtƭŜŀǎŜ ƭŜǘ 9ŘƭŜŜ ƭƛƪŜ 

ǘƘŜǎŜ ŦƭƻǿŜǊǎΣ ƛŦ ƘŜ ƭƛƪŜǎ ǘƘŜ ŦƭƻǿŜǊǎ L ƪƴƻǿ ƘŜ ǿƛƭƭ ƭƛƪŜ ƳŜΦέ ! ǇŜŀŎŜ ŎŀƳŜ ƻǾŜǊ ƳŜΣ L ŦŜƭǘ 

confident as I picked another handful. I hid them in my pocket and crept back in the house.  

Breakfast was on the table, and Grandrossie was in the front of the house cleaning. I 

washed my hands and sat down at the table to eat quickly; however, my stomach was already 

full of butterflies from the anticipation. 

Edlee was already on the porch eating breakfast in his favorite chair. He sat in the same 

chair and did the same thing day after day. This day, I prayed things would be different. I 

pretended to eat all my food, but placed my plate under the table for Lady to eat. As soon as 

Lady cleared my plate, I hurried out to the front porch and plopped down to sit on the top step. 

άDƻƻŘ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎ 9ŘƭŜŜΗέ L ǎŀƛŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŜȄŎƛǘŜƳŜƴǘ ŀƴŘ ŜȄǇŜŎǘŀǘƛƻƴΦ ά¦ƳǇƘέ ƘŜ ƴƻŘŘŜŘΦ L ǿŀǎ ŀ 

little disappointed from his reaction, but not surprised. I tried to seem occupied until Edlee 

finished his breakfast. I carefully watched Edlee out of the corner of my eye so I would know 

the exact moment he finished his food. Timing was crucial. 

Edlee was always in a good ƳƻƻŘ ŀŦǘŜǊ ƘŜ ŀǘŜΣ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀǎ ƘŜ ŦƛƴƛǎƘŜŘΣ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀǎǘŜ ŀƴȅǘƛƳŜΦ 

ά5ƻ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘ ƳŜ ǘƻ ŎƻƳō ȅƻǳǊ ƘŀƛǊΚέ ά¦ƳǇƘέ ƘŜ ƴƻŘŘŜŘΦ CǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ŘƛǊŜŎǘƛƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘ ǿŜƴǘΣ L 

ǘƻƻƪ ƛǘ ŀǎ ŀ ¸ŜǎΦ L ƘƻǇǇŜŘ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ƪƴŜŜ ŀǎ Ŧŀǎǘ ŀǎ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ L ƪƴŜǿ ƛǘ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ ƭƻƴƎ 

before I had to share his attention. I was ecstatic; things were going according to plan. He made 



 

comments as our neighbors passed by on horses, by this time he was using more than one 

syllable words.  Suddenly I heard the front door slam, as my head turned quickly in its direction. 

L ǎŀǿ Ƴȅ ǎƛǎǘŜǊΦ L ǎŎǊŜŀƳŜŘ ǳƴŘŜǊ Ƴȅ ōǊŜŀǘƘΣ ά5ŀƴƎ ƻƴ ƛǘΗ ²Ƙȅ ŘƛŘ ǎƘŜ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ŎƻƳŜΚέ  aȅ 

ǘƛƳŜ ǿƛǘƘ 9ŘƭŜŜ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ǘƻƻ ǎƘƻǊǘΦ ¦ƴƭƛƪŜ ƳŜΣ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀǎǘŜ ŀƴȅǘƛƳŜΦ {ƘŜ ƧǳƳǇŜŘ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƻƴ 

his other knee as she grabbed his face with both her hŀƴŘǎ ŀƴŘ ǎŀƛŘ άDƻƻŘ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎΗέ L ǿŀǎ 

amazed at how Edlee interacted with her, it seemed so easy for her but for me it felt like I was 

planning Mission Impossible. Despite my disheartening observation, I still managed to stay in 

good spirits and his good graŎŜΣ ŜǾŜƴ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ άŀǘǘŜƴǘƛƻƴ ǎƴŀǘŎƘŜǊέ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ƻǘƘŜǊ ƪƴŜŜΦ aȅ ǎƛǎǘŜǊ 

was the older one, but there was no way I could let her see me crying. She was born one 

minute before me, but I felt older.  

L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƭŜǘ wƘƻƴŘŀ ǎǘƻǇ Ƴȅ ƳƛǎǎƛƻƴΣ ǎƻ L ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ǎƳŀll talk. In between me 

ǎŀȅƛƴƎ άhƻƘ ƭƻƻƪ ŀǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƘƻǊǎŜ ŀƴŘ ƛǘΩǎ ǎƻΦΦΦέ 9ŘƭŜŜ ǎŀƛŘ ŀǎ ƘŀǘŜŦǳƭƭȅ ŀǎ ƻƴŜ ŎƻǳƭŘΣ άDŜǘ ƻŦŦ ƻŦ 

ƳŜΗ aƻǾŜ DƛǊƭΗέ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ wƘƻƴŘŀ ǘƻ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎŀƛŘ ōƻǘƘŜǊŜŘ ƳŜΦ LƴǎǘŜŀŘΣ 

I acted like he had gotten on my nerves aƴŘ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŦŜŜƭ ƭƛƪŜ ōŜƛƴƎ ōƻǘƘŜǊŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ƘƛƳ ŀƴȅ ƳƻǊŜΦ 

As I was pretending, my insides were melting like butter over a hot flame. His words had taken 

on a life of their own as they cut through my flesh to the pit of my stomach, through my heart. 

The words slowly tore me to pieces. It was like a fire growing stronger as it churned out hot 

coals in my spirit.  

L ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ǘƻ Ƴȅ ǇƭŀŎŜ ƻŦ ǊŜŦǳƎŜΣ Ƴȅ ǎŜŎǊŜǘ ǇƭŀŎŜ ŀǎ Ŧŀǎǘ ŀǎ L ŎƻǳƭŘΦ aȅ ǎŜŎǊŜǘ ǇƭŀŎŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ 

on a map nor could I invite others to go with me. It was a spiritual destination, a place where I 

ƳŜǘ ǘƘŜ ƻƴŜ Ƴȅ ƎǊŀƴŘƳƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ƛƴǘǊƻŘǳŎŜŘ ƳŜ ǘƻ ŀƴŘ ǿƘƻ ǿŜ ŀƭƭ ǇǊŀȅŜŘ ŀƴŘ ŎŜƭŜōǊŀǘŜŘ ƻƴ 

Sunday and Saturday mornings in church, depending on which grandmother kept us that 

summer.  

My Grandmothers never let us miss ŎƘǳǊŎƘΣ ǳƴƭŜǎǎ ǿŜ ǿŜǊŜ ǎƛŎƪΣ ƻǊ ǇƭŀȅŜŘ ǎƛŎƪΦ aȅ ƳƻƳΩǎ 

ƳƻǘƘŜǊ ǿŀǎ .ŀǇǘƛǎǘΦ aȅ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ ƳƻǘƘŜǊ ǿŀǎ {ŜǾŜƴ-Day Adventist. They both believed that 

Jesus lived and died and was resurrected on the third day they just expressed it differently.  

There was a place created in me during those long summer days in church that had 

become sacred. It was where I first met God. He was there, at that very same place, every time I 

ran seeking Him. It always felt like I was late coming and He was waiting for me to arrive. I 



 

alwaȅǎ ŦŜƭǘ ƭƛƪŜ ŀƴ ŜȄǇŜŎǘŜŘ ƎǳŜǎǘΦ IŜ ƴŜǾŜǊ Ǉǳǘ ƳŜ ƻƴ ƘƻƭŘΣ ƻǊ ǎŀƛŘΣ άbƻǘ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƴƻǿΣ LΩƳ ōǳǎȅΦέ 

His presence was so comforting. I immediately released my tears into His bosom as He spoke to 

me in a soft gentle voice.  

With every tear, God spoke. He wiped every one with His gentle touch. He took my mind 

off of what made me cry and filled me with thoughts of His beauty that lied deep down within 

me. As we talked, I found myself admiring things about myself. Edlee caused me to question 

how valuable I was. I became critical of things I believed I had done wrong. But in an instant, 

God would re-affirm who I was in Him. I was His creation.    

!ǎ L ǿŀǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƎŀǊŘŜƴΣ L ōŜƎŀƴ ǘƻ ǘƻǳŎƘ ŀƴŘ ǎƳŜƭƭ ǘƘŜ ŦƭƻǿŜǊǎΦ L ŦƻƭƭƻǿŜŘ ǘƘŜ ōǳƳōƭŜōŜŜǎΩ 

patterns as they flew over my head finding a flower to land on.  With so many choices, I 

wondered how they would decide to pick just the right flower. Looking closely at the 

uniqueness of their leaves, I admired the trees, each one was different, yet all were attached to 

one source, a solid foundation. With unseen roots firmly grounded, I admired the strength of 

ǘƘŜ ǘǊŜŜΦ Wǳǎǘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŜ [ƻǊŘΣ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀƴŘ ŘŜŜǇƭȅ ǊƻƻǘŜŘΣ ŜǾŜƴ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜ IƛƳΦ 

My heart was no longer weeping inside; instead it felt light and joyful. Taking full advantage 

of this beautiful feeling, I found myself again plopped on the ground staring at the clouds in the 

sky admiring the various shapes and textures. I wondered if I could fall asleep in their soft and 

warm embrace.  

I was convinced that if God made the clouds with their intricate shapes and detail. The 

leaves that changed colors the same time each year and the bees that had choices, then he 

made me too with choices and He loved me just as much.   

 


