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Dedication

To everyone who has ever waited for love to return.

To those who held on to hope, even in the quiet years.

To the dreamers, the believers, and the ones who never stopped praying.

To my family — thank you for your unwavering love, your strength, and your faith.

To my friends — thank you for cheering me on and reminding me that stories heal.

And to the one who kept the promise with Naomi after all these years —

this book is a tribute to the love that found its way home.

With all my heart,

Nickki Vines
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Every family has stories that shape them, but this one shaped me in ways I didn’t fully understand until I became an adult. It’s the story of my mother and her first love — a love that began in youth, was interrupted by life, and found its way back after fifty long years of separate roads, broken hearts, and lessons learned the hard way.

Growing up, I heard pieces of this story in whispers, in memories, in the soft way my mother’s voice changed when she spoke his name. I didn’t know then what I know now: that some connections never fade, even when time, distance, and life’s disappointments try to bury them. Some love stories simply wait — quietly, patiently — for the right season to bloom again.

When they reunited after half a century, I witnessed something sacred. I saw healing take place in real time. I saw two people who had lived entire lives apart suddenly look like they had come home. I saw joy return to my mother’s eyes in a way I hadn’t seen since childhood. And I realized that this wasn’t just romance. It was restoration.

This manuscript is my attempt to honor that journey — not just the reunion, but everything that came before it. The heartbreaks. The detours. The years of silence. The prayers whispered in private. The hope that never fully died. And the miracle of watching love circle back, stronger and wiser than before.

I wrote this story because I believe someone needs to know that it’s not too late. Not too late for love. Not too late for healing. Not too late for God to rewrite what life tried to erase.

This is my mother’s story.

This is their story.

And it is my privilege to share it with you It began as a whisper from the past, a memory of a promise made between two young hearts. Over time, that whisper grew into a calling — to write, to reflect, and to honor the journey of love that finds its way home.

This book is not just a romance. It is a testimony. A celebration of second chances. A reminder that God’s timing is never late, and that love, when rooted in faith, can endure the silence of decades and still bloom again.

As you read, I invite you to reflect on your own promises, your own prayers, and the quiet ways love may be returning to you. May this story bless you, stir your heart, and remind you that it’s never too late for joy.

With gratitude,

Nickki Vines
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Chapter One The Year Naomi Arrived
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Naomi entered the world on a cold Tuesday morning, January 24, 1956, the ninth of ten children born to Margaret and Franklin Vines. She was delivered in a small clinic tucked inside a rural North Carolina town where families worked hard, neighbors looked out for one another, and life moved at a steady, unhurried pace. No one could have imagined then how many twists, turns, heartbreaks, and miracles her life would one day hold.

The world around her was shifting in ways she could not yet understand. Dwight D. Eisenhower was President of the United States, and that same year he signed the Federal Aid Highway Act — a massive project that would eventually stitch the country together with thousands of miles of roads. Billions of dollars were being poured into highways that would carry families to new cities, new opportunities, and new beginnings. But Naomi was just a newborn. What did she know of presidents or politics or the changing world outside her mother’s arms.

1956 was also the year The Ten Commandments premiered — a film so grand and breathtaking that people talked about it for years. Charlton Heston as Moses, Yul Brynner as Rameses, Anne Baxter as Nefertiti — names that meant nothing to a little girl growing up in a house without a television. Yet the world was buzzing with new inventions, new dreams, and new possibilities.

Living standards were rising, and more young people were heading off to college — one in three high school graduates, they said. But for Black families in the South, life followed a different rhythm. Many worked the farms, and most young Black girls were married with children before they ever had a chance to imagine college. Naomi loved school with her whole heart. She dreamed of classrooms, books, and a future shaped by learning. But her parents simply couldn’t afford college, so she married early, raised her children, and later enrolled at Pitt Tech — what Pitt Community College was called back then. She even became friends with the president of the college and his wife, a blessing she never forgot.

The cost of living in 1956 had crept up just a little — a 1.52 percent inflation rate, they said — but the numbers still sound unreal today. The average yearly salary was $4,450. A new home cost $11,700. Gas was 22 cents a gallon. Monthly rent was $88. And a brand-new car could be bought for $2,050. Families gathered around black-and-white televisions to watch shows like As the World Turns and The Price Is Right. Naomi’s family didn’t own a TV, nor could they afford disposable diapers or the new nonstick frying pans mothers were raving about. Her mother used to shake her head and say, “This generation is blessed,” and she meant it.

Music was changing too. Elvis Presley had just stepped onto the national stage, appearing on the Ed Sullivan Show and releasing his first major hit, Heartbreak Hotel. It shot to number one on the pop and country charts and sold over a million copies. America was falling in love with a new sound.

These were the moments shaping the world the year Naomi was born — a world full of movement, invention, and possibility. And in the midst of it all, a little girl from Farmville was growing up, learning how to navigate life in a large family, discovering her own voice, and dreaming dreams bigger than her circumstances.

Naomi attended Farmville Central High School, where she first met Jackson. She was in the ninth grade, full of youthful energy and quiet curiosity. He was an eleventh-grader with a gentle spirit and a smile that lingered longer than he realized. Neither of them knew it then, but their paths were already weaving together in ways only God could design.

This is Naomi’s story — a story of love found and lost, of heartbreak and healing, of wandering and being found again. A story of a girl who grew into a woman shaped by faith, resilience, and the unexpected ways God restores what once seemed gone forever.

And it all began on that cold Tuesday morning in January 1956.
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​Chapter 2 A Town That Shaped Naomi
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Farmville, North Carolina, was established in February 1872 and named for the farming life that shaped the town. Two early leaders, James Williams May and William Gray Lang, played important roles in its development. May served as a commissioner named in the original town charter, donated land for churches, and invested his time and resources in the town’s success. He was the grandson of Major Benjamin May. Lang served more than a decade on the town board and worked on the executive committee that helped establish the Tobacco Market in Farmville.

The town grew slowly. The 1880 census recorded 111 people in Farmville and 79 in nearby Marlborough, a settlement along the old plank road that is now inside Farmville’s limits. Tobacco cultivation in Pitt County and the surrounding area began in the 1890s and helped bring the East Carolina Railway to Farmville in 1900. The railroad spurred an economic boom, and many of the downtown buildings were constructed soon after.

But Farmville’s growth came with division. The railroad tracks became a literal line between Black and white neighborhoods. Black children attended H.B. Sugg School on South George Street, while white children went to Sam D. Bundy and Farmville High School. When Farmville High School finally integrated, only seven Black students were chosen to attend — and Naomi was one of them.

Naomi could seem sweet, but she was not to be underestimated. She had a fierce streak and could be a bully when pushed. At Farmville High she began threatening white students, demanding items from them to avoid being beaten. Once, a teacher repeatedly pinched her despite Naomi’s pleas to stop. Naomi fought back with the ferocity of someone defending herself; the scuffle ended only when staff intervened and took her to the office.

Her parents were called in. Margaret Ann, Naomi’s mother, confronted the teacher: “Didn’t Naomi warn you? I don’t even pinch my child.” Franklin, her father, arrived angry and protective. He cursed at the principal and demanded to know why his daughter had been called out. “Do you think my car runs on air?” he shouted. He gathered Naomi and, with her mother, took her

Naomi ran a business, taught Zumba, assisted the mayor, cared for family members, and handed out food to the community. She loved serving people, but she wasn’t sure how a relationship would fit into the life she’d built. Their first meeting after so many years happened at her shop. They talked, and Jackson told her something that would change both their lives.

He said he had taken thirty days’ leave from the army to take her away with him. He planned to ask her to marry him, but her family would not allow him to see her. He tried for the full thirty days and never managed to get past their objections. Devastated, he returned to Germany. He later received an Article 15 for acting out, and then a Dear John letter from Naomi telling him she had married Alvin. That final blow sent him over the edge. He stopped caring about much of anything and began sleeping around, drinking, and using drugs.

Naomi was the youngest daughter of Franklin and Margaret. Short and fair-skinned, she had light brown eyes and a gentle spirit. She loved helping others: cooking, cleaning, babysitting nieces and nephews, and making sure her mother was cared for. Though still a child in many ways, she carried responsibility for the family. Her parents had taught her to save herself for marriage, and she honored that promise.

Jackson lived a few miles away. Dark-skinned with smooth skin and full lips, he was shy, soft-spoken, and respectful. He loved sports and loved Naomi. He noticed her when she was fourteen but waited because he knew pursuing her then could land him in trouble. When Naomi was fifteen and Jackson eighteen, they met at a basketball game. Naomi loved to talk, and they ended up in his brother’s car together. Jackson made a move; Naomi, determined to keep her promise, jumped out and ran. He chased her only to persuade her back so he wouldn’t get into trouble. After that moment, he never tried to force her again. He respected her wishes, and they fell in love.

Jackson asked Naomi to be his girlfriend, and she said yes. Naomi asked her parents for permission to date, and they agreed on strict terms: her sister Christine would chaperone every visit. Jackson didn’t have a car, so he relied on rides from his brother or friends. Dating Naomi was not easy — her father disliked dark-skinned men, and her mother distrusted any suitor. They made rules to test him: he had to arrive at exactly 7:00 p.m., and if he was even a minute late he might be turned away. Once, when his ride dropped him off a few minutes late, he had to sit on the porch until his ride returned because the family had no phone. If he didn’t leave by 11:00 p.m., shoes would be thrown into the room as a warning.

They could never be alone; Christine stayed in the room with them, talking while Naomi and Jackson sat together. Despite the obstacles and the humiliation of waiting on porches and strict curfews, Jackson kept pursuing Naomi because he loved her and wanted to marry her.
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