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            "No one can serve two masters. Either you will hate the one and love the other,or you will be devoted to the one and despise the other."  Matthew 6:24 (NIV)

      

    


"They called it sight.

Said I could see what others couldn’t.

But sometimes, I wished I couldn’t see at all.

Faith will teach you how to pray.

Fire will teach you how to stand.

And love

love will teach you how to let go." — Leona Mae Holloway

I come here with a veil over my face, folks said it meant I could see things others couldn’t. They were right. I’ve seen sickness break a body and prayer put it back together. I’ve seen rotten skin grow back in less than four days. 

Some call me healer. Some call me witch. Don’t matter. When a child’s burning with fever or a woman’s weeping herself to sleep, they don’t care what name they put on me, they just want the help.

This here’s my story. The fire and the calling. The days I prayed till I could hear God breathing. The nights I sat with the dying and watched them cross over smiling. The days I wondered if my hands were meant to heal... or to hurt.

I ain’t perfect, but I’m His. And if you walk with me through these pages, you’ll see God comes in the fire, but He stays in the quiet.

Come on in. Sit a while. You’ll see for yourself.
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Chapter One: The Veil
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ILLUSTRATION: A NEWBORN wrapped in a white cloth, a faint shimmer like a thin veil over her tiny face, with hands reaching toward her.

“Every good and perfect gift is from above, coming down from the Father of the heavenly lights, who does not change like shifting shadows.” James 1:17 (NIV)

I am Leona May Holloway. I entered this world on May 6, 1935, with “the” veil over my face; they say that means you can see what others can’t. I smell storms before they come, I hear names whispered in the wind, and sometimes my hands burn hot when someone near me is hurting. My life has been equal parts prayer and fire, scripture and smoke. Everything I know about healing, I learned from God, the Bible, and the old ways passed down through the women in my bloodline.

My mother, Clarissa, taught me the language of the Holiness Church, a world of fervent songs and thunderous praise, where feet danced and tambourines shook the walls, and where modesty and devotion clothed every day. She taught me to fall to my knees on worn wooden pews, to let holy fire wash over me as gospel voices soared.

But it was Mama Sweets, my grandmother, the town’s midwife and a quiet conjure woman, who revealed another heritage, stitched together with wisdom carried across the waters from generation to generation. From her, I learned the secret language of leaves and roots: how comfrey could knit bones beneath the skin, how honey soothed burns and wounds, and how sage smoke swept heaviness from a crowded room. Before each harvest, Mama Sweets whispered to the plants, coaxing their medicine with gratitude and respect; no leaf was gathered without thanks. In the kitchen, magic and prayer braided together one hand anointing with oil, the other stirring healing into simmering pots.

Sundays, for me, were a marriage of spirit and flesh: the house ringing with Mahalia Jackson’s voice spinning from the record player, kitchen air thick with the promise of catfish sizzling or biscuits rising golden. The sacred and the everyday lived side by side, so that even the hush between gospel songs tasted of grace. God met us there, in chords and in crumbs, filling every room with a holiness stitched from both hymns and healing hands.

And maybe that’s why folks always say I was born to walk two roads, one paved in scripture, the other lined with roots and bones. In my house, neither path felt strange. Prayer and potion shared the same breath, one hand reaching for a tambourine, the other for a jar of herbs. Still, I learned quickly that not everyone saw them braided the way I did. Some eyes followed me with awe, others with suspicion. But truth is, from the moment I came into this world wrapped in “the” veil, “Ordinary was never meant for me, not with the veil stitched to my beginning.”
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