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Chapter 1: When the Call Came

The car door slammed as Lil Henry climbed inside my jeep, greeting me with, “Hey, Mom, thanks for picking me up. I really appreciate it.” He then let out a quick, tiring sigh of relief after his long, anticipated wait.

I responded with concern and a hint of anxiety in my spirit, “Not a problem. How was practice?”

“It was pretty good,” he replied with hope evident in his voice. “The team is young, so I tried to work with my receivers a little more on their routes and coming off the line. Man, I can’t wait to find a school.”

I added, “Well, Henry, at least you’re back on that football field! Do you think you can get some good film with this team? How are you with the plays—do you know them?”

Henry answered, “Yeah, the plays are easy. It’s just going to be about whether the line can block and if these receivers can get open to the ball. We’re still building on that line.”

Then, my maternal instinct took over, and with a note of spirituality, I said, “You know, Henry, what you want to do is big. God is dealing with you. It’s got to be in His will. Everything you’re going through is for a reason.”

Henry quickly chimed in, “I know, Mom,” but I cut him off before he could continue. “Speaking of that, you know you need to go talk to your dad. Now, listen to me—please just hear me out. Henry, you have the right intentions, but you must do things the right way. God says to honor your mother and father, and you and I both know that wasn’t the right way, Henry. I have to be Mom first; it’s my job to guide you. Besides, no one is promised tomorrow, so you can’t go around nursing this grudge.”

“I know, I know, Mom. I’m not mad,” Henry replied. “I’m going to talk to him, but I just needed to let this sit with him first. I know how Dad is—I want him to realize he’s wrong.”

I then said, “I get it, but you’ve got to trust God and just do your part. Don’t go cursing yourself by trying to do things your way.”

Henry scratched his head in a spirit of submission and said, “Yeah, I get it.” I could hear the hurt and hope in his voice as he added, “Mom, I know we’ve had our problems, but I will try to talk to him—I want us to be OK.”

His eyes were serious, and I knew he cared deeply for our family. I told him, “Henry, we never know what tomorrow will bring. It is important to speak now, clear up any misunderstandings, and let God fix the little cracks before they grow.” His quiet yet determined response filled me with the deep ties of our family—the love that held us together even when we sometimes hurt each other.

As we drove along the familiar street, I reflected on how God is always there, even in the everyday moments we sometimes take for granted. I never imagined that something so ordinary could soon change everything.

Just then, my phone rang. I glanced at the screen and saw it was my daughter, Tierra, the twin sister of Henry. I answered quickly, and almost immediately, her voice trembled with panic: “Mom, Dad just got hit by a car!” she cried.

Those words were like a sudden, cold splash of water. In that moment, everything changed. The soft murmur of our conversation in the car vanished, replaced by a surge of fear and confusion. I hit the brakes hard. The car came to a sudden stop as my mind raced to understand what had just happened. Yet, before I could process it, my instincts took over, and I hit the gas. I found myself in an uncontrollable panic.

“What do you mean, hit by a car?” I managed to ask, my voice shaking as much as my hands on the steering wheel.

Tierra’s voice grew even more frantic. “He was crossing the street, and then—then something happened. I can’t explain, Mom, please hurry!” Her words tumbled out in a rush, and I felt my heart pounding louder than ever.

Henry, who had been listening quietly, looked at me with concern and then tried to calm his sister down, directing her on what to do. He understood the seriousness of the situation, and I knew we had to act fast. I began to drive as quickly as I could. Every red light and turn seemed to stretch out as I fought against my rising panic.

Suddenly, a loud, constant scream cut through the chaos. We realized it was Henry’s wife, Stacey—somehow, she had pulled up at the scene. I then heard Henry trying to calm his wife and sister down, trying to get more information about what was going on. He urged Tierra to keep talking to their dad if she could.

I could not imagine a worse feeling than the fear, shock, and desperate need to be there for my husband. The familiar streets I had known for years now blurred—the cars, the buildings along the side, even the trees by the roadside—as my sole focus became getting to him as soon as possible.

The drive turned into a blur of red tail lights, honking horns, and a rising sense of dread. I pressed down on the accelerator, knowing every second counted. My thoughts returned to the conversation with Henry—about fixing broken ties with his father—and now I was forced to face the possibility that something might already have gone wrong.

I tried to steady my breathing as I navigated busy streets and dodged other cars; the world outside seemed to move slowly, as if time itself were holding its breath. I recalled moments when love had been our saving grace—a kind word, a gentle touch—and I understood that love is not merely a feeling but the force that holds us together in our darkest moments. I kept my eyes fixed on the road and my thoughts on one thing: getting to my family as quickly as possible. Even as the fear in my heart grew, a small voice inside whispered that God—the most powerful force—would help us through this crisis.

When I finally reached our neighborhood, the sight before me resembled a bad dream. The street was awash with flashing lights from police cars and ambulances, and a small crowd had gathered near the curb. I quickly pulled over and jumped from the car, my legs shaking with urgency.

I saw a group of paramedics leaving, yet a figure still lay on the ground—it was my husband, Henry Thomas Tolliver IV. That name! A name that resonated with me that day louder than it had ever before.

My heart clenched as I rushed toward him, but a uniformed officer gently stopped me. “Ma’am, please step back,” he said, beggingly. I longed to rush forward, hold him, and assure him that everything would be all right, but I knew I must wait. I stood there, helpless and broken, watching the paramedics move on even as he remained on the pavement, praying for one more attempt to bring him back.

Minutes stretched into what felt like hours as I waited. Every sound—the beep of a honking horn, the soft murmur of the bystanders—reminded me how fragile life could be. I was overwhelmed by the fear of being without him. I recalled all the times we had laughed together and the small acts of love that had built our lives. In that harsh light, I prayed that my love for him would be enough to bring him back.

I remained there until nearly 2:00 in the morning, when the investigation finally came to a halt. Numb and filled with sorrow, hope, and an odd clarity that only deep crisis can bring, one thought rose above all others: God is love. I didn’t know whether it was my attempt to suppress my anger or if it was my deep love for God—or perhaps both—but something compelled me to remember that God is love.

What if I told you that the key to all the success, joy, and happiness in the world is love? What if I told you that love is the key—the final answer, your true salvation from total and incomplete destruction?

1 John 4:7,8 (NIV)

“Dear friends, let us love one another, for love comes from God. Everyone who loves has been born of God and knows God. Whoever does not love does not know God, because God is love.”

Those verses repeated in my mind like a mantra. Even in fear and sadness, I saw that love was the one thing that could hold us together—a small, bright light in the darkness.

The rest of the night passed in a haze of questions and emotions as family and friends attempted to comfort me. I sat at home, helpless, trying to make sense of every detail of the day—the heated discussion with my husband before I left the house, the ride with Henry, the shattering phone call from Tierra, and the frantic rush through the streets filled with worry and desperate hope.

In that quiet moment, I began to see love differently. I remembered how love had always been a constant presence in my life—a source of strength. I recalled the small moments of kindness: the way my husband held me when I was scared, the smile our children gave when they saw me, and the gentle words they spoke when times were tough. Even as I sat in shock and pain, I felt that love remained, perhaps as a soft whisper in the back of my mind.

I started to understand what God had been showing me all along: love was not merely a warm feeling in times of happiness but a deeper force that could help us heal and move forward even in the worst times. I thought of moments when a simple act of love had made all the difference—a friend’s call on a difficult day, a comforting hug, or even a kind smile that lifted the heaviest burden. It was then that I realized love was more than an emotion. It was the glue that held our lives together, the quiet strength that helped us rise after every fall, the gentle promise that no matter how hard things got, there was always a way forward.

That night, as I sat with my thoughts, I also realized that God must be the focus—He was the one I needed to hold on to, not only to help me but also to push my family forward from this ordeal. He could make sense of it all, for I needed answers.

1 Corinthians 13:4-8 (NKJV)

“Love is patient, love is kind. It does not envy, it does not boast, it is not proud.

It does not dishonor others, it is not self-seeking, it is not easily angered, it keeps no record of wrongs.

Love does not delight in evil but rejoices with the truth.

It always protects, always trusts, always hopes, always perseveres.

Love never fails. But where there are prophecies, they will cease; where there are tongues, they will be stilled; where there is knowledge, it will pass away.”

Family is the first place where we learn about love. From the moment we are born, we are enveloped in the care of our parents, siblings, and extended family. This simple, strong love makes a child feel safe and a parent feels proud—even when family members fight or make mistakes, the bond remains deep and enduring.

I thought of all the times my own family had shown love: the frequent hugs, the warm smiles on special days, and the everyday care we shared. Even the small fights or disagreements were part of a larger story—a family that cared deeply, even when words fell short.

Family love is not perfect, and sometimes misunderstandings and anger build over time, yet when we look closely, we see that love is always there, mending the broken parts. In the quiet moments after a fight, when apologies are made and forgiveness is given, the true strength of family love shines through.

The next morning, I was awakened by a loud cry—Tierra. I jumped up without a moment’s hesitation, and as I rushed from my room, Shaundriah, our eldest daughter, was already there, embracing her like the caretaker she always had been.

In that instant, I realized I was awake—this was not a nightmare. I turned back, closed my door, and sat on my bed to do what felt best at that moment: I cried. In that moment of helplessness, I knew I had to pull myself together. I remembered what my friends and family had urged me the night before: “It’s time! It’s time to figure this thing out!” Though I repeated it to myself, I had no strength to rise immediately.

As I lay there in complete silence, I noticed a message on my phone. Compelled to check it, I discovered it was from my dear friend. I played the message, and she spoke with assurance and clarity, saying, “Hey girl, I had to stop what I was doing because I needed to relay this message to you. I don’t know what’s going on, but you’ve been praying about something, and God told me to tell you this. Okay, you ready? God told me to ask you this. He said, ‘Do I have your attention now? Woooo, chile! I don’t know—I don’t want any parts of this; I don’t know who you are or what this is…’” Then the message ended.

My eyes widened in disbelief. She was known for her sensitivity to the spirit world. She had delivered her message with an urgency that left my soul aching and questioning, “What is it that You want from me? I feel so lonely—I keep trying to see and hear, but it all seems to miss. Who am I?”

Hours passed, and I could not bear another minute without my husband sharing these moments with me. I felt it was so unfair. Yet, I tried again—I got up and stepped out of my room. As if by fate, Tierra emerged at the same time. We exchanged a look and immediately hugged, our silent reunion filled with unspoken emotion.

After a long moment, I led her to the couch so that we could finally talk. “Okay, Terra,” I said, “what happened? Walk me through everything. What did you all do last night?”

Tierra quickly gathered her thoughts. “Well, we were just talking—you know how Dad is. He was pretty OK. He was playing the game and asked if I wanted to walk across the street with him to the store, so of course, I said yes.”

Before she could say more, I interrupted, “Was he still angry from before I left?”

She replied immediately, “Not really. All he said was that you didn’t seem as happy for him as he was about the new job he just got.”

I looked down, thinking that although I was happy for him, it wasn’t about the money for me. We had so much going on—I was broken, and so was he. I realized we were on two different subjects, and the thought made me feel awful. Yet, I let Tierra continue.

She explained that he had expressed resentment concerning the confrontation with our youngest son, Lil Henry. This had been the final subject my husband and I had fought about before I left. Tierra then recounted that she told him, “He’s your son—you can’t stay mad at him.”

His response had been, “I know I’m not mad at him, but I could’ve beat his ass,” and she let him have that feeling. He then waved it off and insisted he was really OK. That detail brought me a measure of relief—we had managed to talk things through before I left.

Tierra continued her story: “Anyway, I went to put on my shoes and he came into my room and asked, ‘So you’re really going to walk to the store with me?’”

With a smile on his face, she looked at him and said, “Of course.”

He then responded, “You love your dad, don’t you?” and she giggled, replying, “I sure do.” They got ready, locked up the house, and walked out laughing and talking.

Before they took their walk, something compelled him to remove his bracelet—a simple rubber band bracelet he always wore. It held deep spiritual meaning for him; it was his armor of God, his protection from the world. He had asked her to start wearing it because he felt she needed it. Initially, she refused, saying he needed it more, but he insisted that she needed it—and that he was OK. Reluctantly, she took it, knowing it would make him happy.

They proceeded to the store. Tierra recalled that during the walk, he complained about the journey, saying, “I’m getting old,” but Tierra—his cheerleader—kept urging, “Come on, Dad, you got this!” They eventually made across the street to the race track and gathered their items. As they left the store, he looked at everything Tierra had bought and asked, “Is that all you wanted? Do you want anything else?” Then she remembered something, ran back, and grabbed her famous biggie-size drink, as she always did.

They left the store and headed back home. Tierra mentioned that the pedestrian signal had not changed the first time they crossed, so she pressed the button again, but he soon gave up on it working. As they attempted another crossing, they had a clear gap—but while the light on the opposite side was green and cars were coming, they waited. They caught a big gap, yet as they crossed, three cars halted, and one car failed to stop.

At the last moment, she felt something push her; when she looked back, she realized it was her dad—the push had been him. She immediately dropped her drink and ran to him. She recalled begging God not to take him, and she remembered that she was wearing the bracelet. In desperate hope, she snatched it off and put it back on him, though it did not help.

I was left feeling angry, hurt, and confused—bombarded by signs and messages from God trying to crack the code. “What is all this? What does it mean?” I kept asking myself. Just then, as I listened to Tierra finishing her story, I heard the front door open. Lil Henry and his wife, Stacey, entered. Henry immediately ran into my arms, hugging me tightly.

Between tears, he said, “Mom, Dad came and saw me last night.”

I looked at him and said, “Explain.” He continued, “He was standing right here—where we had an argument. He had this big bag in his hand and was packing. He told me he was sorry. Then we started talking. I can’t remember everything he said, but we ended up talking and laughing. He even put his PlayStation in that bag.” We hugged as he explained, and my heart ached—I wasn’t sure whether to feel relieved or angry. As tragic as everything was, he was at peace, and nothing made sense anymore. I needed God to answer my questions.

“What is going on?” I wondered.

Just when I thought I had endured enough, I received another call. I excused myself from Henry, Tierra, and Stacey, noticing the incoming call was from Dr. Reed—a pastor I had met earlier in the year and recently reached out to regarding my husband’s spiritual well-being. I remembered that in my panic last night, I had texted her for help. She called to check on me and relay a message from God. When I answered, I could hear both concern and pity in her voice, yet I held myself together. I was intrigued by her words. She explained that as soon as she realized he had passed, God had spoken to her spirit, assuring her that he was with Him and that he was exactly where he needed to be, and that he was OK. Her story aligned perfectly with everyone else’s. I began to understand that this was meant to be and that I must accept it because God is God. I was also curious about their conversation the other day, so I asked her if she could share what they had discussed.
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