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Black Sheep, Black Sheep

        Consolation from the throne

                Black Sheep, Black Sheep…   

             Where have you been…

Hiding with your lovers, hiding with your friends…

Black Sheep, Black Sheep…

Where have you been…

Don’t you understand…

 I’m your everlasting friend…

Black Sheep, Black Sheep…

Why are you in so much pain…

Black Sheep, Black Sheep…

Don’t you understand…

The king’s heart is in My hand…

Black Sheep, Black Sheep…

Why have you lost hope…

Black Sheep, Black Sheep…

Don’t you understand…

 I can help you cope…

Black Sheep, Black Sheep…

Why do you cry…

Black Sheep, Black Sheep…

Don’t you understand…

I’m here to dry your eyes…

Black Sheep, Black Sheep…

Why is your head down…

Black Sheep, Black Sheep…

Don’t you understand… 

I’m preparing your crown…

Black Sheep, Black Sheep…

Why are you looking for temporal gain…

Black Sheep, Black Sheep…

Don’t you understand…

Life in Me is eternal gain… 

Black Sheep, Black Sheep…

Why worry, why fret…

Black Sheep, Black Sheep…

Don’t you understand…

I know your name…

I engraved it in the palms of My hands… 

Black Sheep, Black Sheep…

Why so much anguish and pain…

Black Sheep, Black Sheep…

Don’t you understand… 

I understand rejection…

I understand pain… 

Black Sheep, Black Sheep…

Give Me your pain…

Black Sheep, Black Sheep…

Don’t you understand…

You’re the reason why I came…

Black Sheep, Black Sheep…

Won’t you come home…

Don’t you understand…

My arms are open wide…

I’m crying…

My child won’t you come…

Black Sheep, Black Sheep…

 Don’t you understand…

I want to be your shepherd…

As only I can…

Black Sheep, Black Sheep…

There was never any lack…

Black Sheep, Black Sheep…

Don’t you understand…

I was with you in HELL…

My blood brought you BACK!!!!


Preface

A Journey: To Hell and Back will detail major events in my life that almost destroyed me, but instead have served to make me a stronger person and a more effective lover of God. My journey to hell led me through a fiery furnace that burned 70% of my body with 2nd and 3rd degree burns, and an over three months hospital stay where God provided personal consolation and healing. After God miraculously saved me from a life in the streets heaped with sin, my zeal for God resulted in my making additional mistakes, including renewing the abusive relationship that had almost cost my life. My desire to end this marriage resulted in my backsliding and having numerous demons move into my empty vessel, prison, exposure to drugs and AIDS. My journey from hell led me through deliverance from self-consciousness of the scars covering my body, college graduation with honors, and a ministry of restoration. 

A Journey: To Hell and Back was written for those who need to know that there is life after death; there is life after failure; there is life after sickness; there is life after divorce; and there is life after prison. The purpose in writing this book is not to glorify the failure or success in my life. This book was written through my tears. The events contained within are true. Sharing them is not meant to harm or embarrass anyone. They are only shared so that those who need spiritual, emotional, and physical healing may be encouraged to seek life after hell. 

Over twelve years ago God told me to tell the whole story, because this was an opportunity to glorify Him. My limited understanding didn’t comprehend the magnitude of what He meant. Over the years, He has made His instructions increasingly clearer. I offer my life as a source of encouragement to every mother who has a wayward child, every woman who has been abused, every teenager who is confused, every person who has given up hope, every person trapped in a comfort zone, and every person who has lost faith. Rather than curse the darkness, I have chosen to light candles, and thus begin to rise from the ashes of a life that literally burned itself out.

The Bible tells us clearly that we overcome by the words of our testimony and the blood of the Lamb. God has placed within my heart the desire to share these events so that others may be helped. Yet, He alone has been able to give me the strength to share the things that I would rather forget. It is my desire that in sharing my struggle, and exposing the source of my pain, others will be encouraged to hold on when all looks hopeless. My life can only be described as a trip to the pits of hell and a remarkable testimony of the Love of God that bought me back. This is not an attempt to glorify the devil or his angels, but to expose him for the thief and robber that he is. Jesus truly has power over death, hell, and the grave. 


My prayer is that your life will be enriched by something written in this book. If all I have found from the tragedies of my life is bitterness, resentment and tears, my pain has been wasted, but if I can share my pain and the victory that has come from it, then the pain can't hold me hostage. It was a hard task to expose the source and root of my pain, but if others are encouraged to hold in spite of odds that seem insurmountable, what I endured and overcame has everlasting value. This book is a testimony of the wonderful saving grace of my Lord and Savior, Jesus Christ, who loves us enough to even reach into the pits of hell and with the redemptive power of His blood snatch us back from hell’s grip. Not only does He have the power to snatch us from the pits of hell, but He alone has the power to work all things out for the good of those who love the Lord and who are the called according to His purpose. I could never repay Him for all that He has done for me, but at least in my obedience in writing this book, I have acknowledged the debt.


The names of some individuals in this book have been changed to respect their rights to privacy. Other names have been changed to protect those who love them.

All scripture references are from the King James Bible, unless otherwise noted.

________Introduction by Earline Hall

A Journey: To Hell and Back is a gripping saga of a young woman’s journey from adolescence to adulthood at an accelerated pace. This book is an exploration of a troubled teen’s journey into the underworld to emerge as an independent, confident, and self-assured woman. Pitfalls, tragedy, and trials that lure a young honor student into the mean streets of Atlanta and finally, New York mark the story. 


The story is a modern day version of Dante’s Inferno. Each layer of Hell corresponds with a new low in the protagonist’s life. Finally from within the very bowels of Hell, she cries out to the Lord for salvation. This spiritual epiphany becomes a turning point in her life, thrusting her forward from Hell. 


This book will appeal to a very diverse audience. It’s easy flow and intricate plot twists, will serve to hold the attention of readers who prefer books from non-spiritual genres. The tremendous suffering and miraculous ending of this book will offer hope and comfort for anyone suffering from loneliness, heartache, or disappointment. It provides a realistic and human perspective on many social topics such as teenage rebellion and pregnancy, domestic violence, divorce, AIDS, substance abuse, prostitution, and the legal system. This book is a necessity for anyone who has been a part of or will work with any of these populations. They say you don’t know a person until you’ve walked a mile in their shoes. Author Charlotte Johnson generously invites you to borrow hers.


The Path to Hell

The Devil has come to steal, kill, and destroy.

 
It has often been said that the road to hell is paved with good intentions. This is cliché not a fact. This road was paved with pain, deceit, insecurity, pride, stubbornness, foolishness, and disobedience, more appropriately known as sin. This road seems to have no beginning or perhaps its beginning was before my birth. A series of events before my birth would serve to breed a root of bitterness in me that would send my life spinning out of control. It wasn’t the circumstances of my birth that had such a profound effect on most of my life. The manner in which I learned of these circumstances is what cut me into crumbling pieces.


One of my earliest memories is that of being at the Well Baby Clinic in Warren Williams Apartments. Warren Williams is a public housing project in Columbus, Georgia. During one of our visits to the clinic, I remember the nurse calling me Charlotte Alexander. There were two Alexander babies at the clinic with my aunt that day. One was my uncle Carlton Alexander, and the other baby was me. There is less than three weeks difference in our ages. The nurse was confused as to which Alexander baby was being seen. We were both receiving examinations. There was no explanation for this memory, because I must have been very young. I remember that my aunt Pickle (Carolyn) explained that my name was Charlotte Russell. Somehow, even at this early age, I understood that at some point in my life, my name was Alexander. I pondered this in my heart for years. During my seventh grade year this mystery would be thoroughly, publicly, and maliciously explained to me.


Being a teenager is an extremely emotional and difficult period in anyone’s life. Additional complications would make this time in my life even more complicated. This was the first year for integration in the Muscogee County School System. It was a time of violence, resistance, racial uprisings, and confusion. This was added to the natural confusion already present in my life. The teenage years are a time when you don’t know exactly where or how you fit into your environment. You’re no longer a child but you’re not an adult either. These are very fragile and delicate years. They may be termed as the years that only the strong survive. Youth requires an extreme amount of nurture, love, and patience during these years. This is often difficult to balance with appropriate discipline. These years are during a season that we seek independence, while seeking a place of belonging. This wasn’t going to happen for me, for many years. Circumstances beyond my control would make me the target of jealousy in its cruelest form.


When I was born we lived in Warren Williams Apartments, and this is where most of the early years of my life were spent. The projects in Columbus were remodeled regularly and well maintained, and by no stretch of imagination could they be classified as a dump for low-income people. Most of the people in Warren Williams had lived there for years or closer to forever. Everybody knew each other, and everybody knew everybody’s business. It was here that the foundation was laid for my journey to hell. Rather than our living there being a financial necessity, it was my mother’s choice. This housing project represented safety and security to her, because she had spent most of her life there. We had moved out of Warren Williams for three years, during my third through six grade years. However, my grandmother still resided in Warren Williams and we spent a considerable amount of time with her during this period. Ma’Dear kept us most of the time when my mother was working.

During the three years that we were away from Warren Williams, we had moved to a better neighborhood, or it was supposed to be a better neighborhood. There were several attempted burglaries at this address, and our bicycles were stolen regularly. The last attempted burglary was successful. My mother was awakened by the sound of broken glass. She ran into the kitchen to discover an arm coming through the kitchen window. She was able to escape through the living room door, in an attempt to get help from a neighbor. The burglar chased her down the street. He caught her, shortly before she made it to her destination, knocking her down on a grassy hill. While she struggled to get away, he cut her across her arm with a knife. Barking dogs disturbed the quietness of the night, serving to rescue her from the attacker. The continuos barking alerted her friends. They came to the door to investigate the commotion. The confusion was enough to cause the burglar to release her. When the burglar ran back up the street towards our home, Mama was able to make it to her friend’s house. There she called the police and my uncle, Teddy.

During the interval, the burglar returned to our home. My younger sister, Crystal and I were still asleep, in separate bedrooms. After entering my bedroom, he approached my bed, careful not to awaken me before he had me secured within his grip. Sleepy and dazed, the eyes of this stranger looming directly over my face, staring directly into my eyes startled and confused me. Placing his hand firmly over my mouth, he forced me to scream silent screams that were never heard. Grabbing me around the neck with his forearm, he began dragging me from the bedroom and towards the backdoor of the house. I managed to remain wrapped in a sheet. As he was dragging me out the back door, a blast of light shone in his face. It was the headlights of a taxicab that was pulling into the driveway. My uncle had just arrived in the taxicab. The police hadn’t yet arrived. The burglar or would be rapist let go of me, and began to run, with my uncle in hot pursuit. The police arrived some time later and joined the search. Darkness aided the burglar’s escape. After chasing him through a nearby neighborhood, they were unable to catch him. He had gotten away with a small amount of change from the top of the dresser, my lunch money, approximately fifty cents. My sister slept through the whole incident. This incident would leave my mother resolved to return to the safety of the project. We were moving back to the project, but not because we were struggling financially. In fact, financial we were thriving. This is one of the things that would serve to make me a misfit.

There is another early memory that has lingered with me, Gussie Pope Chubby Decker Shop. Chubby Decker may be imagined, but not the shop. This was a dimly lit shop with no attractively displayed mannequins, bright colors, or stylish trends. There was nothing appealing about the shop or the name of the shop. The most distinguishing feature about the shop was that the clothes were as wide as they were long. This was a shop that sold clothes for fat children, like me. This was the store that catered to my needs through my sixth grade year, because I was extremely over weight. While I appreciate the need for the shop, if there is a need for any store to be attractive, it’s one that caters to this clientele.

A startling event would occur the summer before I entered Junior High School, Miss Fat would become Miss Fine. Almost miraculously, the pounds began to drop off, without a special diet or any effort on my part. By the time I began my seventh grade year, I was wearing a size nine. No more Gussie Pope! I could shop at the finest stores in Columbus, Georgia, again. My mother was really excited about my going to Junior High School. For more than one reason, I needed a new wardrobe. Mama thought going to Junior High merited a new wardrobe, including clothes and expensive shoes. Every weekend, the shopping sprees were on. The dresses took on a new look; they may still have been wider than they were long. However, they were also short and shorter. Ma’Dear hemmed them for me to show just the right amount of my legs. The shortness of my dresses sparked a wave of jealousy and conversations that began on the first day of junior high school. 

This was also the time when I developed a love for Cocoa Butter, in my efforts to ensure there were no marks on my body. The things that were a part of my daily ritual were Cocoa Butter Lotion, Cocoa Butter Bath Oil Beads, Cocoa Butter Soap, and pure Cocoa Butter. This may give the appearance that I was being conceited, but actually, I was still carrying all the words said about me when I was overweight. The words didn’t stop with the weight loss, the message just changed. I was still convinced that I was unattractive. The Cocoa Butter was my effort to improve my appearance. My attention was focused on making sure that my legs looked good. I was still very dissatisfied with my appearance. I had learned that there was one way to get the attention that I was desperately searching for. My short dresses kept males of all ages looking, and making passes at me. Lust had nothing to do with attractiveness. It didn’t matter that they had only one interest. I thought that it was kind of amusing. I had learned to accept this as one of the realities of life, since a person that my mother trusted to come into our family had molested me years earlier. This man not only violated her trust; he violated her child. Knowing that Mama loved this man, the secret was kept for many years. 

The seventh grade was marked by change, and not just in my appearance. This was the first time in three years that I would attend school with people from Warren Williams. It was the first time that classes would be separated based on academic scoring. I was placed in academically advanced classes. As the only Black in some of these classes, again I wouldn’t fit in with the people from my neighborhood. It would have been easier if the Whites hadn’t accepted me, but it was Blacks. There wasn’t a problem with the people in the classes. This helped to make me a further outcast with the people that I would walk home with each day. There would be days that I would be forced to fight and had no idea what brought the fight on. There would be many cruel and heartless things said about me and to me on these journeys home. I learned to pretend that the words didn’t matter. Words don’t hurt; they destroy. They murder from inside your heart.

Oh! Back to my early memory of the Well Baby Clinic, the memory that didn’t make any sense. The trips home were often emotionally painful for me. On one of these trips home, someone explained to me that my mother and father weren’t married when I was born. In front of everybody walking to Warren Williams, one of the girls called me Charlotte Alexander. When I didn’t respond, someone else asked her why she had called me by this name. Everybody in the group had already heard the story, that is with the exception of me. She was more than glad to oblige with an explanation. She explained that my parents weren’t married when I was born. My name had indeed been Charlotte Alexander for a short period of time. Again, as I was accustomed to doing, I pretended that it didn’t matter. This would serve as the catalyst that not only broke my heart, shattering the one thing in my life that was perfect, my memory of my father, but would also cause my mother’s heart to be pierced through with great sorrow for many years. 





























































