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I BELIEVE IN MIRACLES
CHAPTER 1
OFFICER DARCY

   As I walked along the street that evening after church, I felt a peace that seemed to lift my heart and my footsteps.  I could still feel the praises in my heart for the Lord.  The church service had been so uplifting and the power of the Lord had filtered through the sanctuary.  The service had been full of praise and worship, and I still felt that as I walked.
   It was late in the fall, yet it had not gotten very cold, and that was surprising for Ohio. Thanksgiving was a week away and we still had spring like weather. I wore only a light shawl over my shoulders. 
   I didn’t live far from our church only four blocks.  Three times a week and on
Sundays I’d walk to and from church to my apartment. I had become familiar with every house.  I knew the little black and white Terrier would bark at me every time as I passed the second block.  I knew every crack in the sidewalk and where the one bent bar was located in the rot iron fence I passed as I neared my apartment. I paid little to no attention as I walked. 
   That particular evening I thought, was like all the others a short walk home enjoying the remembrance of the service I’d not too long ago participated in.  But that evening walk would be one I’d always remember and one that would begin to change my life forever.
   As I walked along the sidewalk, I thought of nothing else but the service.  I didn’t hear or see the police car that trailed slowly behind me.  I noticed very little and as I mentioned before, my thoughts were only on the Lord.  So when the lights began to flicker on the police car I froze not sure what was happening. It sped past me driving up on the sidewalk to block my way, and then stopped quickly.  It rocked back and forth until it stopped. Suddenly I was brought back down to earth and to the realization that I was being stopped by the police.
   I had some dealings with the police, but it had been when I was younger and they had helped my mother and me.  I had no reason to fear them, but that night I was fearful.  Even before the officer got out of the car, I felt a heaviness settle over me.  It was as if my spirit was saying to be brave.
   There was one officer in the car.  I watched anxiously as the door swung open on the driver’s side.  He stood there and stared at me for nearly a minute.  If he wanted me to feel intimidated, I did.  The street light above us lit up the area where we stood. I could see him clearly.   He was very tall, Caucasian, his facial features were set in a stony cold expression.  His eyes were cool gray, the color of the ocean on a cloudy day.  What I saw in them frighten me.  There had been eyes that had looked at me like that before and that person hated me.  I thought inwardly what had I done to this man.  I began to pray silently.
   He walked around the car towards me.  One hand covered his nightstick on his hip the other just barely resting on the top of his gun holster.  All the time he walked towards me, he continued to stare hatefully at me. He stopped only a few inches from me.  I had to look up at him; he towered over me a foot or more.
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   “Are you Victoria Allbright?” His voice seemed to hiss at me like a snake.  I nodded yes then, I began to tremble.
   “The sister of Robert Wilmont?”  He seemed to force the name from his lips as if he didn’t want to say it.
   Again I nodded yes slowly.  Robert was my brother, my half-brother.  I trembled again as I thought of him.  He was dead and I thought I would never have to think of him or hear his name again.  The officer that stood before me was frightening, but Robert was terrifying.  I thought that was all in the past.  I wondered what was going on and who this officer was.
   As that thought entered my mind, he grabbed me roughly by the shoulders, turned me around and threw me up against the rot iron fence.  As I turned my face to try to look back, he pushed it against the fence.  I remember how the fence felt cold from the weather and how my face hurt from him pushing me.  My Bible and purse fell to the ground.  He pulled my shawl from around my shoulders then proceeded to frisk me.  His hands moved along my body touching me where there was no need to be touched.  I felt helpless and frighten and it seemed he knew how I felt.  He prolonged the search, his hands touching my legs beneath my skirt.  Again I trembled, trying to move away from him.   That seemed to make him angrier because he turned me around quickly pushing me back against the fence.
   “Are you trying to resist arrest?” he asked harshly
   I shook my head no quickly but to no avail.  Even as I began to deny it, I saw him take the handcuffs from his side.  Again he turned me roughly slamming me up against the fence and cuffed my hands behind my back.  He began to read me my rights.  I was numb.  I stood there listening but not believing, wondering how this could happen.
   He pulled me roughly to the car and put me into the back seat, then gathered my things from the ground and put them in the front seat with him.  I watched him uncertain as he pulled off.  Then he looked back at me through the rearview mirror, and stared at me so intense and angrily that I looked away quickly.  He abhorred me it seemed and I realized he wanted to harm me.  I felt helpless.  I was totally in his hands to do whatever he wanted.  I’d always felt safe with the police.  They had always been there for me and were a safe haven to me before the Lord came into my life.  I never had a reason to be fearful of any policeman, but this one I did fear and it had something to do with Robert. 


Letters…

Letter One
State Side
October 1991

Dear Friend:
   I’m not very sure how to start this letter or what I should say.  I do know that I want to encourage the men and women who are fighting for us in a place far away from home.
I can’t began to know your thoughts or fears at being in the midst of a war.  I’m very sorry you have to be there.  I think you are a very brave person and more so if you are a woman as I am.  I do not think I would have the strength or endurance to make it there.
   I would like to say that being an American citizen, I am very proud of you all.  I know these words mean very little when things get really dangerous.  So I just want to say that we, someone very dear to me, like a mother.  We both are praying for you.  In the midst of any situation, I believe God can work it out.  I believe God can bring you home.  I will end this letter with these words.
Please be encouraged and believe In God,
A Friend

THE ABSENCE OF AMY

CHAPTER ONE

AMY


   She had the desk three over from mine.  The office we worked in held nine desks with only a few feet separating each one.  We did not need much room to key in information in our computers.  Out of college two years and that had been the only job I manage to get.  It was boring, degrading with the education I had and it did not pay much.  Yet I did have a job.  It fed me.  I was able to pay rent on an inexpensive one bedroom apartment, that I often felt cramped in.  Yet it was my home.  My job also paid for the suits I had to wear and also my new car, which was in itself a symbol status that I could not afford.
   Each day was just like the other to me.  Each weekend identical, drinks with the guys, running after women and later to crash at my apartment half-drunk out of my mind, only to wake the next morning hung over.  My life seem to be drifting with no meaning.
   There was only me.  My parents and grandparents I never knew.  I was raised by an elderly Aunt and Uncle, who died only a year apart after I started college. There were no other relatives, no close friends and no woman I could trust, I felt.  I had been betrayed twice.  I made up my mind that putting faith in any woman was out.  I had become a sync.  
   Then she started to work in our office.  She was so different.  I notice that right away.  I was about fifteen minutes early that morning, wanting to leave early for an out of town concert that evening.  Mr. Hanks our supervisor showed her in.  He must have been impressed; he was being very nice to her.  At first I thought he was trying to hit on her.  I watched him closely.  He had a record of flirting often with the ladies in the office, but that time he seemed just genuinely friendly.
   I was the only one there so he started towards me.  I watched her.  She was very lovely in a natural kind of way.  She was about five feet it seemed.  Mr. Hanks towered about a foot over her.  She wore a blue and white flowered print dress with long sleeves and a wide white collar.  It made her look very feminine and petite.  It reached a few inches below her knees which surprised me, because all the women I knew were into the return of the miniskirts.
   She also wore white two inch pumps.  Her complexion was brown skin, a shade lighter than mine which was caramel color.  Her hair was pulled back and plaited in a long braid down her back.  Along the side of her face dangled a group curls that danced about her when she walked. As she neared me she smiled hesitantly, yet genuinely.  I stood up quickly as they reached my desk.  I stood towering over her and Mr. Hanks.  She had to look up.
   I stared down at her then, openly and embarrassed later after I thought about it.  She wore no makeup, no earrings, no lipstick, no eyeliner, nothing, no jewelry, and no wedding band I also noticed.  She smiled then as if I had not been the first person to stare at her like that.
   “Amelia this is Connor Lloyd, Connor Amelia Wright.  The new person on the block”  Mr. Hanks made introductions.  She extended her hand at once.  I took it eagerly.  I don’t know why.  There had been ladies coming and going in my life the last two years and I paid little to no serious attention to them, sure they were like the rest, users.  Yet I offered this girl my hand and inwardly I was fearful because I felt I would offer her the world if I could.
   She placed her hand in mine. “How do you do Connor?”  her voice was very clear and bold contrary to her hesitant smile at first.  Her hand was soft yet I felt strength there.
   “Connor is the brains around here.  He knows how everything works.  I’ll leave you in his capable hands Amelia.”
   “Yes sir” she said slowly to Mr. Hanks as she eased her hand from mine, which I had foolishly held too long.  What was wrong with me?
   We both watched as Mr. Hanks left.
   “Well Amelia” I said slowly feeling in awe of her, feeling she knew it.
   “If you would like to get situated at your desk first and maybe in about fifteen minutes I can show you around.  We can collect your supplies then.”  I suggested
   “That sounds fine Connor” she hesitated a moment, then said “Most everyone call me Amy except for my Dad who named me.”  She smiled then and said “he makes sure to call me Amelia”
   “Okay Amy it is”
    I went back to my desk and instead of preparing manuals for her to look over, I was sitting there staring at her surprisingly to myself.  I was not staring lustfully, just in wonderment.
Then the others started to come in.  I watched as she began to greet each of them.  She was very friendly and outgoing.  She even managed a smile from Beverly Kerp.  I could not believe it.  Every morning Beverly came to work, in a bad mood.  Not speaking to anyone, even if they spoke to her.  She was in a bad marriage, had three children she did not want and seemed to hate the world.  Yet this girl, this Amy had gotten a positive reaction out of her.
   After I took her on a tour of the company and we had collected the supplies she would need, I started to train her.  She was easy to work with and talk to.  I found myself straying from training her to talking about myself and sometimes my family which had only been my Aunt and Uncle.  I learn from her that she was the youngest of seven children.  The only girl of three sets of twin brothers.
   The morning passed quickly and it was lunch time before I knew it.  I offered to take her to lunch although that was something I never did anymore, spend money on taking a woman to lunch or anywhere else.  After my former relationships, I was determined not to ever wine and dine another lady.  Yet there I sat asking her.
   She smiled uncomfortably, then declined saying:
   “No, no thank you.  I can’t”
   I assumed immediately she had a guy.
   “I understand” I replied, sure I did.  She only smiled at me as if she was sure I did not.
   The rest of that afternoon and the two days that followed went by quickly it seemed.  I did not go out of town as I had planned, although I could have.  Amy had caught on well and if she needed any help I knew the others could help her.
   Each day I arrived there early purposely to see her come in.  She would be very cheerful, happy it seemed.  She would smile at me and say “Good Morning” just as she did everyone else.  I was drawn to her, but I was sure she had no inkling of how I felt.
   What amazed me was the fact that it was not physical.  It was just her, just being next to her.  When I was with her I felt at peace.  I didn’t feel I had to pretend or put up my guard with her.  I could be myself.  I wanted that feeling to continue.  I continued to watch how she carried herself.  She still dressed very modestly and attractive in mid-length dresses or suits.  She always looked very nice and neat.
   The third day she took down the braid and wore her hair brushed down in curls about her shoulders.  It was dark brown and full.  Still she wore no makeup or jewelry and she looked very pretty, very feminine without it.
   Those few days she spent not paying me or anyone else much attention.  She seemed to be putting all her energy in learning her job.  It was the fourth day and Thursday that she surprised me by coming over to my desk.
   “Connor, can you help me?”  Her voice came out anxious. 
   I turn to her trying to hide my joy at her coming to me.
   “I think I’ve wiped out all my input for the day.”  Her eyes were wide and unsure.
   “Well let’s have a look.”  I replied as I got to my feet.  She was looking up at me doubtful.
   “I- I don’t know what I did.” She said quickly, and then started for her desk.  I followed.  
   At her computer I saw immediately what had happen at once.  I had done the same thing at one time.  I was sure we all had pushed the delete button accidentally.  Automatically the computer trashed any deleted items.  Some computers you could undo deletes but not on these.  I retrieved the information from the trash bin quickly and Amy was set to go again.  She was relieved and I too because she was.
   It was Friday that things started to happen.  I learned more about Amy Wright.  She came in that morning earlier than I.  When I arrived she was there.  She stood at her desk taking objects from a box to set on her desk.  She wore a very neatly cut royal blue suit.  It had a white collar and cuffs and also large white buttons down the front.  Her hair, she had pinned back in a simple ball to the nap of her neck, with a few curls escaping at the sides of her face.
   “You must be feeling at home now.”  I said motioning to the box.
   “Yes, a little.”
   I noticed the pictures she set out.  There were three white, five by seven frames.  Each holding a picture of a toddler.
   “My niece and nephews.” she said, and then continued “They are all my older brothers’ children.  Jacob has the girl.  Her name is Alexandra.  John has the boys, not twins.” She smiled then.  “Their names are John Jr. and Jacob II because Jacob’s wife can’t have any more children.”
   “I’m sorry.  What about your other brothers?”  I asked
   “They are not married.  Mark and Michael are in their last year of college.  Kevin is engaged though and Kalem is an Evangelist and not engaged, yet.”  She added
   “I have a feeling they all spoil you very much”
   She giggled then, a soft low sound.  The first time I’d heard it. “If they didn’t spoil me something would be wrong wouldn’t it?”
   I understood her point.  I notice the other things she set out, a pencil and pen holder, her own coffee cup.   Then she took out a pocket size bible.  Then others started to come in and our conversation was over. Just before lunch that day an incident occurred that would change the peace I felt between us.
	
PRAYER CHANGES THINGS
CHAPTER 1
 SAMUEL BROWN


   As I walked towards the elevator, I felt as if I was being pulled in several different directions 
at one time.  The dinner that I had just eaten with Pastor White, his wife and their son Thomas, 
seem a heavy weight in my stomach.  I actually felt sick.  But I knew it wasn’t the dinner. 
 It was the idea that Pastor and Sister White wanted me to be their daughter-in-law, Thomas’ wife.
   I had my suspicion one evening after Bible Class.  Sister White ask if I would like to join the church group going to the convention over the weekend.  It was a singles convention.  I knew there would probably be a lot of match making that weekend.  I wanted no part of that.  I didn't feel it was time for marriage for me.  I tried to wriggle out of it, but she insisted and Dad thought the idea was great.  I know he felt that I worked too hard and that I needed to be away from him and be with the young adults in the church.  I was sure he wanted to see me married soon also.
   Marriage, I hadn’t thought much about.  My life was full from the moment I received the Holy Ghost.  I dedicated my life to God.  I was on several of the church boards.  I sung in the choir and I assisted the church secretary, which was great.  I was where I most love to be, in church.
I was twenty-three and a lot of the mothers in the church often dropped hints of it being time for me to marry.  I wasn’t so sure about that.  Just as the Lord had guided me from the moment I 
was saved, I knew God would show me the way when the time came.  
   Just about everyone seem quick to put Brother Thomas and I together.  I felt as if I was being pushed and I couldn’t push back.  I knew my father wanted us to marry as well.  The whole church congregation did.  I was sure they thought I should consider myself blessed to marry Brother Thomas.  He was the Pastor’s son, and he had a very promising position at a major bank in town and he was saved and filled with the Holy Ghost, most importantly.  It was clear that the Lord was working in his life.  Even though with all those qualities, I still didn’t love him and I felt it all wrong in my spirit.
   I took it upon myself to fast and pray over the decision that would turn my life around.   Although I prayed and fasted, the Lord still had not answered me up to the point that the bus pulled out of the church parking lot heading towards Washington D.C. the city the Convention was being held at.
   They put Brother Thomas to sit next to me of course.  We talked as friends might have.  At lease I did.  About him I was not so sure and I felt anxious because of some of the things he slid into our conversation, such as what his goals were at his work place.  I knew he was going to ask me to marry him.
   I continued to pray to the Lord, because I knew in my heart that he had the answer.  If it was to marry Brother Thomas, that I would do without question.  For I knew the Lord knew all things and knew me better than I knew myself.  I decided then to lay my burden of worry down and just give it all to the Lord.  
   Well my suspicion of a proposal was well found.  That first night of the convention, I was invited to have dinner with Pastor White and his family after service.  All while I dressed that evening, I prayed within myself to the Lord for strength to get through what lay ahead.  My roommates were ecstatic about the dinner.  Making it more known what I suspected.   With my mind leery upon the pending evening, I put all my efforts into finishing to get dress.  My mind was not up to picking out anything in particular, so one of my roommates help me to pick out a pretty white dress.  They giggled as they mentioned that it was a good color.  I knew what they hinted at.
   I was glad that evening to get to the service, which was uplifting and did take my mind off the uncertainty I felt.  We left right away for a nearby restaurant.  We ate first then Pastor White began to talk, basically about Thomas, his future and how he needed a good wife to stand by him.  Pastor White glanced from me to Brother Thomas.
   I watched him intent, afraid not to.  Pastor White was a tall man.  When he walked in any room his presents was known.  His voice was heavy and boisterous, even when he tried to speak low as he was then.  He was in his early fifties.  He skin was the color of dark creamy chocolate.  His hair had grayed a bit at the sides. 
  Sister White was just the opposite of her husband.  She was about ten years younger than he.  She stood no more than about five feet.  Her voice was a fine soprano. That sound like a melody when she talked.  Her hair she usually kept in a French roll, but on occasion she would let it hang, where it reached below her shoulders.  Her completion was very light.
   Thomas was a mixture of them both.  He had his father’s height and smile.  His complexion was that of light caramel.  He spoke softly, yet I also heard a heaviness in his voice when he became excited during testimony services.  His hair he wore cut close, making the natural waves show clearer.  He was very handsome.
   The few times I ventured to glance at Brother Thomas I found  him staring at me and not trying to conceal how he felt.  It was Sister White who finally came out and said “Dear what Pastor White is trying to say is that we all think you and Thomas would be such a good match for each other.”
   I looked at Thomas then waiting for him to reply.  He did, more than I wanted to hear.
   “My mother is correct Deborah.  Those are my thoughts exactly.  I have been drawn to you from the first Sunday you and Deacon King came to our church.  I know this may be a lot to take in right now, but I do care for you and I do with all my heart want you to be my wife.”
   Well it was said and I sat there staring speechless at Brother Thomas.  I suppose anyone else would have been overjoyed.  Brother Thomas was a good, steady person and would always serve the Lord first.  What else could I possible want?  I didn’t know, but I did know marrying Brother Thomas still did not feel right.  Finally I did get my voice back.  I knew I had to say something.  They all were staring at me.
   “I- I can’t answer you right now Brother Thomas.”  I said truthfully
   “I know you can’t” Brother Thomas replied “I know the part Samuel Brown has played in your life.  But that is the past Deborah and I believe Samuel Brown is not ready to marry yet, but I am.  I hope and pray you are.  I don’t want to rush you into it, really.  But would you like to dine with us again after service tomorrow night?  Maybe you will have an answer then.”
   “Yes, dear you sleep on it and pray.  The Lord knows the best in the end.”  Sister White replied
   “Yes mam.” was my feeble reply
   We left shortly after that.  During the drive back to the hotel, Brother Thomas and I talked of the service that night.  Yet, in my mind I thought of the person he had mentioned, Samuel Brown.  That had been a long time ago, seven years.  We had been teenagers together.  Another life time ago.
   When we arrived back at the hotel, Brother Thomas walked me to the elevators while his parents looked on.  After he made sure I was safely inside, he asked “You promise to think about what I said?”
   “Yes I promise.” I replied, knowing I would think of little else.
   “I would like an answer tomorrow night.” he insisted. I looked away then.
   “Sister Deborah” he said softly.
   I looked up at him
   “An answer” was all he said, then let the elevators doors shut.
   When they did, I felt that all possibility of not becoming Brother Thomas’ wife was gone.  I could just say no, yet I had no good plausible reason. There was no reason outwardly, but inward my spirit cried no! and again no!
   I actually felt the tears of despair began to form in my eyes and I started to pray again silently asking the Lord to show me what to do.  To guide me as he always had.  He had never failed me, yet I was feeling at that moment lost.  I tried very hard to keep the faith and then I began to wonder if I was fighting something that was meant to be.  I thought, maybe that was why I hadn’t received an answer from the Lord. 
   The elevator came to a stop.  I stood there feeling very lost, waiting for the doors to open.  They did slowly and I could only stand there and stare in disbelief.  There standing before me was Samuel Brown and Kirk Anderson.

WHAT HAPPEN TO SAMUEL BROWN
SAMUEL BROWN

CHAPTER 1


   I stood next to Kirk as he waited for Deborah to walk up the isle to him.  I breathed a sigh of 

relief.  I had been waiting for this day for over seven years.  I knew Kirk always thought that I 

loved Deborah,  I think they all did her father, my parents even Brother Thomas who surely loved her also.  Deborah had always and will always be a very close friend.  I had only loved one woman in my life and at that time she was as young as I, twelve.  I would always love her until the day I die.
 Kirk turned to me nervously.  I smiled and patted him on the shoulder.  “It won’t be long now my friend.   How do you feel? Are you going  to get through it?”  I teased.
   Kirk nodded saying “I can’t believe I’m actually here.  I’m marrying Deborah.  I thought I had lost her forever, you know that.”
   I nodded then said  “I know.”
  “I know too Samuel.  I could never have given her the love she wanted.  Only God could do that for her and me as well.”
   I nodded thinking my friend had come a long way.  “Kirk at one time I thought Deborah would choose you over God.  She loved you so much, but found strength to put her feelings aside and choose God.”
   “I’m glad she did.”
   I nodded then said “If I’m not mistaken you too received the Holy Ghost within the same week.”
  “What”
   “Yes, according to mom.”
   Kirk smiled and then laughed.  At that time the music began and we watched as the wedding party began to walk in.   After the women Tesa and Tara who had grown up to be lovely young teens came in together, then Miss Wanda’s nephew the ring bearer came in.  Sister Evelyn’s niece a cute little flower girl, Sister Wilma came next looking very lovely in pink satin dress which was trimmed in white lace and then the doors were shut.  I looked over at Kirk who seemed on pins and needles looking towards the sanctuary doors.
   The wedding march began and the doors were opened.  We both stared at Deborah who was dressed in a beautiful white princess gown with pink flowers along the bottom.  Her lace veil flowed over her face also trimmed in pink flowers.  She had a lovely pink and white flower bouquet. Elder King stood beside her holding her arm tenderly and they began to walk towards us.  Kirk continued to stare at her and I was almost certain I saw a mist in his eyes.  I was very happy for them both.

***********************

   Kirk and Deborah left for their honeymoon going to Hawaii and I left after spending a week with my family. I went to my next missionary assignment, which led me to Lawnview, Chicago.  I would meet Elder Stanley at the airport who would send me to my location.  I was told it was a poor area, filled with gangs, drugs, prostitution and many shootings.  I was up for it. I had been to many cities exactly like Lawnview.
   I purposely asked for assignments in the states.  I had a serious reason to do so.  For the past seven years I had been in missionaries in every country but the United States.  I was running and God knew it, trying to forget about Constance McGarthy, the girl we harmed all those years ago and the one girl I loved.  I had to find her and at lease own up to what I did not do and that was to stop the gang from hurting her and help her, but I stood there and did nothing, then ran away and left her.  I was very ashamed that day and this day because I did nothing.

MERRY CHRISTMAS CAROL
CHAPTER 1

   My name is Merry Carol Nash,  I’m sitting in a holding cell waiting to see what they will do with me.  I just got busted robbing a neighborhood church and hitting the deacon with a brick.  I’m fifteen, yet I feel much older than my age, having seen and did so many things.  They are deciding if they will try me as a juvenile or an adult.  That’s understandable my rap sheet is a mile long. I’ve robbed, attempted to kill and stolen many things including money. I wouldn’t be surprised if they put me in with the adults.  The only thing I knew would stop them if they were fool enough to feel sorry for me.
   I grew up on the streets of Compton in California.  Just one of many who grew up to be what their surrounding were.  At the tender age of five my mother was sending me to the corner drug store for cigarettes and beer.  The store clerk always gave me the items, he knew my mother, he knew I was Mable’s girls.  My mother was young when she had me, fifteen or sixteen.  I never knew who my grandparents were.  My mother died of an overdose when I was ten and never mention who her parents where, just that my grandma loved me.  My father I never knew.  I often tried to figure out what races flow in my body.  My mother was African American with dark skin and tight black hair that made a perfect afro.  I had that same dark skin, with dark gray eyes and straight black hair that needed no perm.  I had no idea what my ethnicity was.
  By the time I was ten I knew the ins and outs of surviving the streets.  There were many times when we didn’t have a place to lay our heads at night.  A hallway or empty spot under a bridge often worked.  My mother never worked and if she got any money from the government it went to feed her drug habit.  So I learned early to steal just so not to be hungry.  I got very good at it and never got caught until later when I was a teen.
   When my mother passed there were no social workers snooping around or trying to send me to a home or get me in the system.  For that I was glad.  I had already did enough of dodging the men that hung out with my mother.  I knew if she wanted a fix bad enough she would offer me up. I didn’t want to worry about that again. My mom died in an alley way and I stood not far off with a group of people watching as the ambulance took her away.  I never knew where she was buried and I didn’t care.  I was ten yet it felt like a burden had been lifted off me.  I didn’t have to worry about my mother taking my money or my food.  I knew I could easily take care of myself on the streets and I did.
   For a year I stole food and clothes and survived making my home with the homeless under the bridges.  I was eleven when I ran into my first incident that made me realize that there were others on the street that did what I did and were far more dangerous. I had left the grocery store where I lifted a few cans of potted meat and crackers.  On the way out the door I slid a soda in the large jacket I wore.  I thought I was home free; I made it pass the clerk.  However less than a block away I was confronted by three children who were my age or a little older.  They didn’t mince words.  One shoved me back so hard that I hit the pavement like a brick.  The other kicked me hard in the side and the third lifted my food.  They ran off down the street.  I sat on the ground watching them, still hurting but pulled myself up. I was either going to go after them or be hungry the rest of the night.  I didn’t like being hungry.
   I followed them a good clip behind.  They never knew I was there.  I believe they didn’t think I would follow them.  I followed them right to one of the underground Crips gang location.  I waited until dark then in early morning and I went in.  Had I been and looked older they probably would have known I wasn’t one of them and killed me.  But I was sure they thought I was theirs.  I lingered with them for two days without being discovered.  I ate with them and hung out with them. It was like a rich person’s house there.  Anything I wanted right there. The older gang members were dress to the tees with leather, chains, earrings, belly rings, big curly hair or dreads and plenty of drugs and weapons.  They were cool I thought. The second day I saw the three who jumped me.  It was early morning and everyone was waking up.  Out of all the many weapons I took a bat.  I hit the boys on their legs as they lay on the floor and then kick the girl as she had kicked me.  Then I ran.  I returned to my place under the bridge and enjoyed my plunder I took from the Underground Crips.
   I thought that would be the last of them but to my surprise and fright the next day some older gang members came right to my bridge and collected me.  They brought me right to the head gang member.  His name was Shane. He was tallish, thin and draped with fur on the leather vest he wore and down the side of the leather pants he wore.  Around his neck was at least a dozen chains dangled.  I thought I would be faced with someone who wanted to kill me but instead he was smiling.
   “How did you get in here girl?”
   “I just came in.”  I said slowly
   “Why did you come in and beat up my kids?”
   “Because they beat me and took my food.”  I said with an attitude.  I wasn’t afraid of him although I should have been.  Yet even at that young age I thought I was rough.
  He let out a loud laugh and said “Ria what should we do with her?”
  Ria came out of the next room.  She was beautiful and looked like one of those black beauty queens from Africa I had seen in a book.  She wore her hair in a huge afro with large dangling earrings.
   She smiled at me then said “If she got the drop on those three, our best, we should keep her.”  And that was the beginning of my becoming a gang member of the Underground Crips.  For the next four years it was my life and I loved it.  Where I had been nothing but a homeless child like many others, I became something, a member of a gang and I had family.  We looked out for each other.  Ria took me under her wings and show me the ways of gang life.  She also taught me how to dress and look as pretty as she.  I learn how to handle myself fighting, using a blade and a gun.  I dappled in drugs, drank liquor and had men.  I made a name for myself. I had a rough reputation and was often called ‘No Mercy Merry’. 
  I rose on the totem pole of the Crips, before long I sat next to Ria and Shane. I turn fifteen and with that Ria began to change towards me. All the love she had for me turn to hate.  Shane also changed, all the love he had for Ria he now focused on me.  I knew it and Ria knew it.  He began to send her out on different missions and I stayed at the place and sat next to him.  It wasn’t long before we became lovers and Ria began to do heavy drugs.  Had I had any conscious or guilt I would have known better than to bite the hand that fed me.
  Ria was in no shape to hurt me but she had close friends in the Crips that did. I spent the next six month watching my back.  I believe Shane knew what was going on, however he left me to fend for myself.  I did and I could.  It was a freak thing of my own doing that got me in this cell.
   I was out by myself, that’s how I rolled, getting cash for my own needs. The gang long ago made sure that I partook of none of the their stuff.  I only had what Shane would give me.  And that was very little.  I began to realize he was about finish with me and would grab another young thing, younger than me.
   I was roaming the street on our turf but still on my guard because most gang members traveled in groups, just my being alone could finger me for trouble.  It was late and a few days before Christmas.  Everything was decorated for the season.  Lights in the store windows, red ribbon hanging from light poles.  These meant nothing to me, just crazy decorations for one day.  A reason for people to spend money that I needed.
  I was headed back to the place.  I had scored on a quick pull at a convenient store and a mugging, but then I came upon this church just outside of town.  It was dark the lights were out except for the one over the double doors and at that door was this guy who seemed to be locking up.  It looked like he carried a money pouch under his arm.  The money they gathered from their members I was sure.  I wonder how much was in there thinking it may be a big score.  Maybe enough to pull out of the Crips and maybe start my own Crip gang.
   The guys back was to me.  I pulled out my gun and walked up to him quietly.  One quick whack on the head and the money would be mine.  He didn’t hear me I thought.  When I was right behind him I lifted the butt of my gun to hit him hard on the head.  He turned at that moment and I hit him hard on his brow.  He didn’t fall but I saw this gigantic hand coming at me. I was pushed so hard that I fell to the ground hitting my head on the concrete step.  Everything was gray, then black.









