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“Don’t Call Me, Naomi”


Nearly five decades ago, just a little after Christmas, a seventeen-year old black teen gave birth to a five-pound baby girl. I was born in the newly constructed hospital, Jackson Memorial. The father’s name was left blank and my mother, Donna, brought me home to the Pacific Street house in Jackson. And so the saga of my life began. My earliest memories include going to a photographer, Mr. Venerable, with Grandma and Miss Sallie. I can see me, now, with petulant lips, refusing to smile, clutching a black patent handbag. The photographer captured my smooth skin, with tightly plaited hair, feet standing apart, almost defiantly. It was my stance against the world.


I grew up amongst my grandmother’s friends. She had a friend, Ms. Em-Man, who was married to an ex-slave, Mr. Brown. Mr. Brown was a janitor at the “white folks’ school.” He would often bring pencil nubs and bits of paper home. He proceeded to draw images of men… I couldn’t have known that almost twelve years later that I would walk down the halls of that very school and emerge as the first black valedictorian, it had ever seen.


Maybe it was then that I realized how well hated I was. When I grew up in the 1960s, I was made acutely aware that my skin was dark. I had two lighter-skinned, playmates; Sabrina and Molly.They lived with their grandmother on the hill above the Methodist Church. I remember excusing myself one day to come home and powdering my face with Grandmas’ powder puff and returning to play with them. Complexion hues were an issue, even then. 


I never suffered for lack of toys. I remember the patent Barbie Doll Bags. They contained Chanel-like suits. One was actually trimmed in faux-fur. The dolls had wigs and heels. I played with them along with my tin dollhouses that Grandma brought home from the white people, she worked for. Not only did I play with the houses; I wore the little suits that those girls outgrew. I was a loner, even then, and grew to love books. The colored library was right behind Grandmas’ house. I spent hours pouring over the books. I would bring some home and curl up in Grandma’s bed. She would walk to town and I would instruct her to bring me “something back.” Something then might mean Oreo Cookies, or it might mean Reese Peanut Butter Cups.Something, that I could eat as I pored greedily over the library books. I remember reading Mien Kamph, Hitler’s autobiography before I was sixteen years old.


Another photograph comes to mind one of me standing with the Seldon brood. I was on Miss Rosa Lee’s porch, mouth wide open, brawling. I remember crying a lot when I was a child. My grandmother used to tell me, “Girl, you better save them tears.” I didn’t realize then what Grandma was talking about.


I was very sensitive, even then, I remember once when one of the Tucker girls was getting their hair washed, their mother asked if I cried, when I had my hair done. Before, I could deny it, she said, “Naomi, don’t even say it, I know that you do.” Getting my hair done was a trial that I had to endure every two weeks. My grandmother would wash it in the kitchen sink on Saturday morning. She would twist it in puffs of kinky twists. By that evening, she had hot plate and straightening comb ready and proceeded in the trial of straightening my hair. I would often dodge and jump, and Grandma would say, “Girl, you gone make me burn you, You know I can barely see."”That was just one of the trials that I had to endure as a young black girl. 


My grandmother must have had a lot of patience. I have an earlier memory of me sitting on her front porch with a “tattered reader” in hand reading about Dick and Jane. Whenever, I came to a word that was unfamiliar, Grandma helped me with it. She never ran out of patience with me. I was an avid reader, which of course, made me a good student. I loved school and I loved books, but then, as now, was not a sociable person. I preferred the company of a good book to that of other people. It seemed like I experienced things more deeply than they did, It seemed as if the sky were bluer to the rain, or me wetter; the snow, colder. Things that others were able to shrug off, became engraved in my psyche.


When I was young, I was lonely for siblings; so lonely, that I invented some. When I would read about The Bobbsey Twins, I would imagine what it would be like to have brothers or sisters. When people asked me if I were the only child, sometimes, I lied and said that I had others. I became convicted about that and I made up my mind that I was going to start being trustful, no matter what the cost. Once my uncle and his wife were living with Grandmother. Elgin had a girlfriend named Ella. Ella called my uncle and his wife Cathy asked me who it was. I told the truth. Elgin said, “Mara, why did you tell her that?” I said, “Because she asked me.” I know he and others thought I didn’t have common sense. Sometimes, I didn’t see things the way others saw them. I remember, once Grandmother was up to Ms. Daisy’s house on the corner and I became hungry. Grandma wasn’t ready to go home. I went home and heated up some cornbread. The valedictorian-to-be didn’t have the reasoning to understand not to place it on top of the stove! Needless to say, I smoked up the entire kitchen. 


Once my new stepfather asked me about the heating system in my mobile home. I was baffled. I remember my mother telling him, “Bobby, she wasn’t that kind of smart.”  

Anyway, growing up, books were my constant companions. However, I did have some playmates. One of them became a friend for life, Bay-Bay. She was one of seven siblings. We both had ebony skin. I remember we were walking in front of this white girl's’house, before integration. She yelled at us, “Hey, Black Shoe Polish!” I always asked my grandmother if I could go play with her(Bay-Bay). Once we sneaked some long cigar-like plants from a tree and went in the fields to smoke them. Despite my admiration for those who smoked cigarettes, I never learned to properly exhale. My coughing caused “Other Mama” to find us. I considered that a life lesson: “Whenever, you do wrong, someone is going to catch you.” 


I never had good self-esteem, despite my intelligence. When the schools became integrated, it was decided that I would go the white school. Avaricious for knowledge, I applied myself and earned good grades. The first time that I received a “C” on my report card, in Ga. History/Civics, I was devastated. I knew that Grandma wouldn’t fuss but I felt like I had failed myself. I met Leon a high school neighbor, and I sat on the corner near Ga. Power and cried. He looked at my card, at all the other “A’s”and tried to make me feel better; but I still felt bad. When I lived in Atlanta with my mom, I developed a knack for straight A’s and I was disappointed with anything less. 


Despite good grades, I did not have a good self-image. It was like the song, “You didn’t feel good enough; pretty enough…”


I remember walking to town on Saturday mornings and avoiding my reflection in the store windows. On one particular morning, my grandmother and I met a beautiful black girl, named Mel. I could see that Mel was attractive but I couldn’t see those same features in myself. Mel’s mom and my grandmom exchanged compliments about their ebony daughters.

My first memories of rejection were in school. When I was in third grade, some of my friends already had “boyfriends.”  I was never included in the note passing that girls exchanged with each other. Once, the teacher, Miss Jackson, left the room. I was quiet then, as now but I talked a little; perhaps to answer a classmate’s question. Jennifer was taking names by writing them on the board. When Ms. Jackson returned, Jennifer had erased everyone’s name but mine. The teacher should have realized that I was not normally a talker. But back then, teachers dealt with you. They didn’t read psychology. She carried me to the restroom and spanked me. I learned another life lesson; that if you did wrong, you would be punished, even if others were not. 

When I was in third grade, my peers were interested in boys and sleepovers. I was still playing with Barbie dolls. I realize now that my social development was arrested because Grandma was trying to protect me. She didn’t want me to become pregnant like my mother had done. In the 1960s and early 1970s, Black people didn’t do a lot of talking and explaining…however, I realized that everything that she did, was out of a real love for me.

Except for three years spent in Atlanta, my life was spent in my Grandmother’s house. I loved my Grandmother so much and I know that she loved me. Once I was sitting in my stepfather’s car while he worked on it, and the brakes gave way. My grandmother stood with her arms outstretched in front of the car as if she could stop it. Luckily, he jumped in the car and stopped it, just as it was beginning to move. 

My grandmother and my uncles tried so hard to protect me. I remember once (a rare occasion) I had permission to go out with friends. I was walking with two of them and I had a cigarette hanging out of my mouth. The minute, we walked into the community center, whom should I see but my Uncle Spider. I hurriedly, put the cigarette behind my back. Another time, I had some cigarettes and was reading in my Grandma’s bed. My mother was down that weekend and she and Grandma came home from the store, sooner than expected, I put the ashtray underneath the bed. My mother was the cleanest Black woman, I ever knew. She decided to clean and mop under the bed. She discovered the ashtray, to my chagrin. She asked whose they were? Despite my initial promises to stop lying, I said, “They belonged to Bay-Bay.” She looked at me, a younger image of herself and said, “ I tell you one thing. If you smoke, you buy.” My heart was beating so, I was grateful for the reprieve.  When my mother married my stepfather, I moved with them to Atlanta. When I was in fourth grade, I had a teacher named Mrs. Irving. Once in the winter, we had a Spelling Bee. I won and Mrs. Irving gave me a quarter. When I got home, it was late, because it had snowed. My mom discovered the quarter, this was around 1968 or 9. She asked me about it, I told her that I had won it. She did not believe me, I began to cry. When I began to cry, she hit me. I told her, that I was not lying; that she could call my teacher. Mrs. Irving verified that I had won the quarter.  My mom said, “Mara, why did you cry then; if you knew you hadn’t done it?”Life lesson #three: People have trouble believing you are telling the truth, when they are liars, themselves.” I was hurt that she would even think that I would steal a quarter.

Stealing was nothing that appealed to me. When I was in third grade someone had left some crayons on my desk at school. I kept them even though I knew they were not mine. When my uncle came from California that year, we went to visit my mom in Atlanta. He told my other uncle to slow down because he heard that the police were bad in Fayetteville. Neither of them noticed that I was slinking down in the backseat…because I was afraid that those police would arrest me for keeping a box of Crayolas that didn’t belong to me. Life Lesson #4: Your conscience will bother you if you don’t do what is right.

After three years living in Atlanta, my mother’s marriage to my stepfather was on the rocks, and I returned to live with Grandmom. I went to the “white school” until school was officially integrated, sometimes around 1971. My teachers were dedicated and serious about imparting knowledge. I was just as earnest about learning. I used to think about how much I could get done, if I didn’t have to take time to eat and drink. Grandmama was still very protective of me. I was allowed to go to the movies maybe three times. I remember someone in tenth grade, having a crush on me. He wanted to know if he could come visit me at home. We called it “receiving company.” I wanted to but I knew I had to ask my mother. She came home one weekend and I said, “Donna, can I receive company?” I waited until she was about to get in the car to go back to Atlanta. She looked at me incredulously and said, “Girl, you don’t know how to scramble an egg and do you think, I am going to turn you loose with these niggers?”  I remember writing angrily in my journal that all they wanted me to be was a “24-hour student.” 

I did try to sneak sometimes to meet Deon. We embraced and shared a few feverish kisses, nothing more. Once I was supposed to be at my friend’s house but actually I had met Deon in the trailer behind her house. Luck would have it that my grandmother came looking for me. Life Lesson #5: Whenever you say you’re going to be somewhere; be there or someone will come looking for you. I remember my grandmother angrily accosting me and slapping me for not telling the truth.

Nevertheless, being a 24-hour student paid off, when it was announced that I was valedictorian; the city’s first black female. I was happily surprised. I heard later that the counselor and others had averaged my grades over and over to make sure there was no error. A white girl, whose father was a doctor, ended up being salutatorian. I had all that brainpower, all that intelligence but I still suffered from low self-esteem. 

 
As a sophomore, I was still seeing Deon sometimes. My grandmother had a first cousin that was a fourth grade teacher. She talked to my cousin about me liking someone “who was not on my level.” When I heard that, I made up my mind that I would no longer speak to her or grade her papers. The cousin who told me and I walked in to Cato’s and Ms. Wo-Wo said, “Mara, how you doing?” I looked at her and rolled my eyes. She said, “I’m going to tell Mae.” I felt proud of myself for sticking to my convictions. 


I was awarded a scholarship to a prestigious university in the Carolina’s. There were only forty black students on campus and most of them did work-study. One of the reasons that I wanted to go to this college was because my beau went there as well. In the fall of 1974, I had begun to talk to a very attractive senior, whom I will call Claude. Claude was tall, lanky, and with eyelashes to die for. We talked for hours and that was unusual to be able to talk to someone who was my intellectual equal. I remember in Christmas of 1974, he gave me a small birthstone. We really didn’t know what to do with each other. Both of us had been somewhat ostracized by our peers. I became very attached to him. He said that he was going to do premed and I would write our names, “Dr. and Mrs. ________.” Already, I was becoming tired of school and the pressure to make all A’s. 


We stopped talking after Prom. I never really understood why. My heart was actually broken for the very first time. We agreed to be friends. When I ended up at the university, we went to a play. We tried to rekindle the relationship; but it never was the same. I had found some very disturbing news, which I won’t reveal at this time, out of respect for his family. I ended up crying over him at the union to someone whom I considered just a friend. He was white. He picked at me often, saying,”Why do you talk like that? I’ll bet your mama doesn’t talk like that?” I responded, “You don’t know my mama. She talks more proper than I do.” Anyway, Countrywestern and I dated a while. He eventually tore his ligament and lost his football scholarship. He returned back to Georgia; taking a piece of my heart with him. He was so sensitive. We shared a lot of notes. I kept most of them. I remember trying to tell Grandmama about him. I told him that he was white. She said, “You better forget him.” We talked about race and the fact that his parents probably would not accept me. It made me sad. We wished that we could go to an island where race did not matter. 


The relationship formed the basis of a story called “Colorblind.” It was about a slave girl who went to Europe with her master’s son. They had children and of course lived happily ever after. I promised Countrywestern that if I ever had a son, I would name him, David, after him. 


When I was at school, my grades never really faltered, I had a 3.14 but I was developing a nervous feeling in the bottom of my stomach. I was pressuring myself to maintain that average. It was difficult because when I was in Jackson, I knew who I was. My intelligence helped to define me. At college, everyone was smart. It made me feel like a small fish in a large pond. Who was I?


Before I went away to college, I had gone to the local sanctified church. My grandmother said that I went there to argue the Bible and maybe she was right. I considered myself a Christian. I taught Sunday School at the local Methodist church for years. Sometimes, I visited the Baptist church up the street. There was a deaconess there, who really caught my attention. She was so outgoing and she talked about scriptures as if she read them daily. However, there were some sanctified people who went to my school. I remember once in line, I was singing a “blues song, “ and one of them called me on it. I told her, that it was how I felt. That song was just how I felt. Anyway, these people believed in speaking in tongues and one of them told me that the devil had stolen music from God and that’s why people sang the blues. I thought to myself, “Yeah, right.”


Anyway, when I went to the university, I said that everything my grandmother told me not to do, when I go to college, that is what I am going to do. Well, I was in college for two weeks and I met some sanctified folks.  I thought to myself, I thought that I left them in Jackson! They began to witness to me about the Tribulation and the Mark of the Beast. They told me that I needed to be saved. I remember that one of them invited me to church off campus. My roommate and I both went. The Altar Call was made. The lady evangelist who reminded me of my beloved Grandmother, said, “Here comes a beautiful girl!” I remember halfway turning around, thinking that my roommate must be converting as well. But there was no one but me. When we gathered around the altar, the older saints were saying,”Call Jesus!” I tried but everytime I called His name fast, I couldn’t enunciate it correctly. I told this to the lady evangelist who replied, “Honey, can’t none of us say that name right.” 


Persistence is a virtue and I was determined that if I called myself a Christian, that I wanted the baptism of the Holy Spirit. The college saint and my roommate and I were walking over the campus. We ended up at the college chapel. I called on Jesus. The enemy came to my mind and said, “You know if you get saved, you won’t be allowed to date.” I struggled with that…But I kept calling Jesus. After a while, the folding chair fell down and I came through speaking in tongues. I was on fire, just like Paul; I would speak in tongues, unabashedly. I remember telling the Dean of Students that he needed to be saved. He retorted with 1 Corinthians 13, “Though, I speak with the tongues of men and of angels, and have not charity…” I became depressed and didn’t want to eat. I had never heard of fasting. The dean came to my dorm and asked me if I wanted to go to the hospital. I thought, yes, because I was afraid I would become ill, if I didn’t eat. I stayed in the hospital for a week. When I came out, I said, if this is what being saved means, then I want no part of it. I had stopped wearing pants when I was a senior in high school. My mom came to visit me and she told me then that Methodist was good enough for her and it was good enough for me. My aunt said that those sanctified folks were just jealous of me and to leave them alone.


I wanted to be close to Jesus but I didn’t want to be persecuted. In the back of my mind, I knew that I would renew my vows to the Lord sometime. I took a picture with a long robe on. In the back of my mind, I knew that I would join a holiness church in Jackson whose wardrobe dictated that. 


Before leaving Carolina, I had gone across the tracks to a Baptist church. There I met Ms. Geneva. She was very spiritual and the Spirit would get on her, even in a Baptist church. I remember being ashamed for her. Sometimes, I would visit her after church. Later, I came to meet her son, Lance and his family. Lance developed a crush on me. He was bitter with his wife because she had an older son whom he knew was not his. He told me that God was going to give me to him. I personally was not attracted to Lance in any way, physically or spiritually. 


When I returned to Jackson for the summer, I was in some ways trying to get away from him, as well. I visited the church that I had heard about, where the women wore the long dresses. I was a private person. However there, I met the man that I would marry. He was everything that Lance was not. He was attractive. He said that he was saved. When we married, he was a member of a new holiness church; a church that had come out of another church. The pastor was a schoolteacher. When he met me, he was flattering of me. He said to me, “Sometimes when people say that they are getting saved; they don’t know what they are doing. But when someone of your caliber joins, they usually mean what they say.” My mama was having a fit. She did not want me to join the church. People were saying that it was a cult; that the pastor had too much control over the members.


I had my eyes on my husband. I thought that I could wean him a way from that particular church; that if we married and moved to Albany; we could live happily ever after.  We were told to go on a fast to determine if it was our flesh or the spirit that was driving us to marriage. We ended up staying in Atlanta in my mother’s apartment. Before then, I had run away from my grandmother’s house because she was very much against me joining that “house of prayer.” My mother and my husband talked and I remember her saying, “Mara, I think I like him better than I do you.” Nevertheless, she refused to give me her blessing in marriage or even to attend the wedding. My grandmother gave me away on the promise that I would graduate college. 


I wanted to go to college and I didn’t want to. College represented pressure. Everyone thought that I was pregnant for marrying my husband. I really was not. For two years, we tried but did not conceive. My period came on just like clockwork. I remember wanting a child so bad and being jealous of people who could conceive. The Atlanta overseer’s wife felt my pain. She told me to read the book of Samuel and to pray and fast that God would open my womb. We fasted in October and two months later, I conceived.  I was afraid to have the baby at home by midwife. I was afraid of the pain and I was afraid that I might use profane language if it hurt too much. Nevertheless, a midwife stood by me and she encouraged me. When she saw the baby crowning, she permitted me to hold her arm. And so, my first child was born.

He was a beautiful baby; just like an Eskimo. My mother’s sister, said that Mara did not have this child.


My husband was and is illiterate and thus began the beginning of our marriage woes. I was lonely depressed and missing my grandmother who only lived a couple of miles away. However, I was told that I had to “come out from among them and be separate.” That meant you only went around your “unsaved” family if you had other church members. I was more than a little spoiled. Remember I tried to heat bread on top of the stove when I was in high school? 


I didn’t know how to cook or hardly boil water. My handsome husband was hungry a lot of days and so was I. I had all this intelligence but no inclination to read a cookbook. I began to feel like a failure. I thought marriage was freedom. I thought marriage was getting away from home. I didn’t know that marriage meant trailer notes and light bills and water bills and grocery notes. I thought marriage was a license to sleep together; I didn’t know that marriage meant Pampers and washing and cleaning. So I was pretty sorry. My husband worked at a local hair product factory and I was supposed to be a housewife. I spent sometime going to the library and wondering what had become of the girl that I used to be? I wanted out of the church. The pastor told me that he didn’t understand me. All of his other members used to pray and read the Bible. When I went on fasts, I felt like I was being punished, I would read some but I didn’t get any real revelation.


The enemy told me that if I had stayed in the world, I could have been somebody. I wouldn’t  be living in a a two bedroom single-wide, struggling to make ends meet. I  was rebuked a lot in the church for my slothfulness. I would eventually clean but never was  I as neat as my pastor though I should be. I had no interest in sewing. I made one dress and one skirt and sewed one outfit for my son. Meanwhile, I found myself expecting again. By this time, I wanted more than anything to leave the church. We were attending 3 days a week and once on Sunday. More often than not, I was the topic of the sermon. All of the other women knew how to cook before they married and some of them knew how to sew. I felt like a fish out of water. I was very unhappy.

I had a son and I was breastfeeding him. I weighed about 120 pounds. I was not eating properly and one day after church my son died. I seriously began praying and repenting then. I promised the Lord that if He would allow my child to live, I would get saved and live holy. He did and I did. Nevertheless, I couldn’t forgive myself for my child’s “clinical death.” I began to beg God to give me another child to show that I had repented. I promised I would be a better mother. My third child was nine pounds at birth. I fed and overfed him. He was beautiful. I named him David.


The pastor’s wife had a dream that I was fighting her for her girls. He said, “Ain’t no reason for Mara to be jealous because God is not going to give her any girls. (She’s not virtuous enough).” When I was pregnant with my fourth child, I had a talk with God in my kitchen. I told him that I had 3 sons and that one day, I might need a daughter. When my daughter was born, the pastor would not allow the midwife team to wait on me. A church member had said that I had the fan blowing on me. I was in a hot 2-bedroom trailer. However, she had lied. The fan was pulling the hot air out of the bedroom. My first daughter was born in May.


I became concerned about the baby gaining enough weight. I didn’t want to breastfeed. I began to add alfalfa to her milk because we often couldn’t afford formula. The pastor accused me of negligence. I knew then that it was time for me to leave the church for real. Rumors had always surrounded the church and people came out of the woodwork to see if it were true. People wanted to know what was it like to be in that church? Was it true that members had to sleep with the pastor? I of course told the truth, which was bad enough. We did not sleep with him. I began to feel that all people wanted to do was to interview me. My husband swallowed the fish, bait and hook. Soon, he stayed away from our trailer more and more. I had moved the mobile home to my grandmother’s backyard.


He began to run around. My grandmother told me that she didn’t want me to be a “fool for him.”  I left the church in July of 1984. I got a job as a teacher aide at Head Start in August. Two of the staff members knew they were pregnant. My abdomen grew as large as theirs. I left school one day to get a pregnancy test. I was angry at being pregnant. I thought, I am finally getting a chance to buy some clothes for my children and now this. To his credit, I had begun to visit the local Church of God in Christ church. A blind prophet laid hands on me the day I discovered I was pregnant. He prayed that God would bless the fruit of the womb. Everyone else thought that I had not lost my baby fat. I was angry until April 10. When I looked at my red, crying baby, I fell in love with him. I named him “CJ.”  He was lighter than the rest of his siblings. He told me later that they often told him that he was adopted. 


It is amazing how no one had sympathy for a woman whose family grew to 7 kids. My husband didn’t want responsibility and he kept going and going. I remember lining the kids up to bathe them just like an assembly line in my grandmother’s bathtub. When CJ was around one, I would take him out to the trailer in my grandmother’s backyard. He would say, “En dad, en bottle?” This being interpreted, “Where is my daddy and where is my bottle?”  Daddy was never there.


I remembered my promise to God that if He gave my son back to me, that I would be a better mother. I kept my promise. Sometimes, I would go to work with hose that had runs in them. I tried to work on my personality; I tried not to become bitter. My life was filled with raising children and reading to them and making the oldest read aloud to me. It was filled with going to Salvation Army looking for remnants, scrounging through toy boxes to find something that looked almost new. When I went to work, I told all who would hear that I was a woman with five children.” People encouraged me to use birth control. By then, everyone knew my husband was in the street.


I had a trailer in my grandmother’s backyard but little else. I remember a new Head Start teacher coming to town. She told me that she had heard about me. She said that people said that I was a nice girl and all I had to show for it was a houseful of children.” My husband kept going and going. After I was on birth control about a year, I developed precancerous cells. I was 27 years old. I thought to myself that God was trying to tell me something. I told Him that I would rather live and be talked about than to damage my body to keep people from talking. Then I had my sixth child and my husband kept going and going. When I arrived home from the hospital, I actually had a vision of a child who looked exactly like my husband. She was born in 1991. Meanwhile, people were talking and talking. Everyone felt that it was so sad that I had all those children and my husband was a Road Runner. In 1994, I lost my grandmother. I told the Lord that I was between a rock and a hard place. 


In 1994, the Head Start director announced that all Head Start teachers must be enrolled in Early Childhood or related fields if they wanted to remain employed as teachers. God came to Head Start. I enrolled in Columbus State for the winter quarter. Grandmother saw me doing studying History. I earned a 3.0 that quarter. She didn’t live to see me graduate. However, God sent a prayer partner to me to encourage me along the way. Once, my instructor gave me a 30 and I said, I will have to make 100 on every assignment to earn the required ‘C.’ He prayed with me and called those things that were not to be as though they were. I finally graduated. My prayer partner had also prophesied that by the time I graduated, my hair would have grown back. My hair had fallen out due to stress and being the major breadwinner. God has been good to me. This is not  the end of my story.  I hope that I have written enough for you to grasp on to faith and hope. I hope that you can realize from this that God is more than the world against you.

Mara
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