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Intervention
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JOYCE TOOK THE QUICKEST route from Germantown to East Mount Airy. Her brother had called for an urgent family meeting. Their mother was already there; she spent at least one week a month with the baby. It was just three days into her stay.

Joshua had been gone for months. All Ivan had told them was that his cousin was alive and well. The thought depressed her even more than she already was. A shot of brandy helped her sleep at night.

It was a mystery to her why she even bothered to wake up. Her name was smeared all over town, making it nearly impossible to land a job. Joyce was still collecting unemployment, while her brother Manuel covered their mother’s expenses, including the family house in Germantown.

She longed for another drink. There was a bar along the avenue that opened at seven in the morning. It took all her willpower to pass it by. Manuel had sounded urgent over the phone. It was almost eight o’clock when she pulled in behind his Mercedes.

Her mother came to the door when she rang. Elaine looked distraught, taking hold of her daughter’s arm and guiding her into the living room. Manuel and his wife, Delores, were standing when she arrived. All eyes were on her. Her heart raced. Her first thought was Joshua.

“What’s going on?” she asked, not really wanting to know. It was too early in the morning for bad news.

“Have a seat, baby,” Elaine said, pressing her onto the sofa. She settled next to her while Manuel remained standing beside his wife’s chair.

Joyce’s gaze settled on Delores. “Is the baby all right?” she asked hesitantly.

“Marian is fine, sweetheart,” Delores assured her. “We invited you here to talk about your little problem. Actually, it’s become a rather big problem. Joyce, we’re all worried about you.”

Joyce met her brother’s eyes, frowning at the implication. “Manny, what’s she talking about?”

“It’s your drinking, Joyce. You’re way outta control. We wanna get you some help.”

Joyce’s jaw dropped as she looked from one face to another. “Ya’ll tryin’ to commit me!” she exclaimed.

Delores shook her head. “Joyce, no! This is just a family intervention. Your mother planned everything.”

“Mama?” Joyce called out, looking Elaine up and down.

Elaine patted her leg. “Baby, you’ve been drinking too much lately. It’s affecting your life. You’re out of a job, and now you’re just moping around the house all day. I called Manuel to see if we could find a solution.”

“Well, I haven’t got a problem besides finding myself a job!”

Delores had heard it all before. She glanced at Manuel and sighed. He stayed focused on his sister.

“Damn it, Joyce! You need to listen to somebody. Go and get yourself some help if you don’t wanna take advice from us.”

“Hey, don’t be blowin’ smoke up my ass about being an alcoholic. I can quit any damn day of the week I please.”

“Joyce, watch your mouth!” Elaine scoffed. “You cannot speak to us this way. We’re your family. The only one you have. You should be grateful we care enough to intervene. Now, you need to accept the fact that you are not well.”

Someone rang the doorbell again.

“I’ll get it,” Manuel said, grateful for the escape. Joyce got on his nerves. She was embarrassingly loud.

Jesse was smiling ear to ear, as usual, when Manuel opened the door. Nothing ever seemed to bring the man down.

Manuel breathed a sigh of relief. “Man, I’m glad you’re here! Joyce is in there cussin’ up a storm. Maybe you oughta do one of those exorcisms on her.”

Jesse laughed, patting Manuel’s shoulder in good will. “I highly doubt that’ll be necessary, Brother Manuel. Our sister’s just embarrassed because she’s been called out. May I come in?”

Manuel stepped aside, allowing Jesse to enter, then led the way to the others.

Joyce rose to her feet at the first sight of the collared minister. “Lord have mercy, they done called the exorcist!” she scoffed.

“Father Jesse has been kind enough to volunteer his time for you,” Elaine said, standing by her side.

“That’s right, sister,” Jesse affirmed. “God loves you, and so do I. We’re all family here.”

“Family?” Joyce shot back, looking him up and down. “Father, your church folk hung up a newspaper clipping about me losing my job for everyone to see! Now, if that’s y’all’s idea of love and compassion, I can do without it. I was humiliated!”

“I know. It’s a sickness. But it can be helped. Joyce, you don’t have to live like this. God wants the very best for His servants. Your success is His. We’re all here to help you get back on your feet.”

“Well, what do you propose to do about it?” she asked, resting a hand on her hip.

“Well, Sister Joyce, we need to find the underlying cause. I’m a certified counselor. You can tell me anything. I’m not here to judge. And sister, I apologize for the embarrassment. I usually check the community billboard, but the article slipped by my radar. You have my word that it will be removed immediately. I hope this won’t keep you from joining us in worship. I truly want to help you, and I know that I can. Now, can we all just have a seat?”

The women obliged, returning to their places. Manuel joined Father Jesse on the loveseat before Joyce and Elaine.

Jesse’s presence made Joyce feel guilty all of a sudden. She rolled her eyes and sighed. “Look, before y’all get started, sometimes I like to take a nip before class. It helps me get through the day. Maybe I overindulged that one time, but I can hold my liquor as well as any of you priests!”

Jesse chuckled. “Hey, I won’t deny it. Alcoholism remains an issue within the clergy,” he said. “But personally, I’ve never indulged. It’s just not my thing. I was trained in the Episcopal rite, where confession and absolution were practiced. But in our church, we believe that only personal repentance and reparation can atone for sins.

Now, the first step to inner peace, Joyce, is admitting that you have a problem. Can we do that?”

Elaine nudged Joyce with her elbow, prompting her to roll her eyes and sigh. “Yeah, a’ight. Maybe I’ve been hitting the bottle more than usual lately.”

“Well, your support group is right here,” Jesse said. “Each of us is gonna tell you how we feel about you, starting with me. Sister, I’ve come in the spirit this morning to tell you that God’s love endures forever. Nothing can separate us from that love. But to acquire wisdom is to love oneself.”

Elaine felt his eyes on her. She smiled, took her daughter’s hand, and squeezed gently. “My precious baby girl!” she declared. “You mean everything to me. I want nothing but your happiness. Let’s conquer this demon and reclaim your life.”

Jesse patted Manuel’s shoulder, prompting him to speak next. Manuel cleared his throat, locking eyes with his sister. “Look, I know I’m not the easiest person to get along with, but don’t ever think I don’t love you, Joyce. I’m hard on you because I do.”

Delores smiled proudly at his declaration. “We all do, Joyce,” she affirmed. “God’s plan for you is to prosper and to give you a life filled with hope. We must set the example for Marian. I know you can do this. You’re a wonderful person, filled with love.”

“Amen!” Jesse declared.

Joyce felt their eyes on her. She tried to blink back her tears, but they fell anyway. “I’m just tired!” she said, sniffling. “I had to be the perfect child growing up. Never any room for mistakes. Daddy was a preacher! I don’t think he ever forgave me for getting pregnant at fifteen.”

Delores’s mouth fell open, her heart skipping a beat. She glanced at Manuel, then Elaine. Both were locked on Joyce.

“I lost that child,” Joyce continued, staring at nothing in particular. “I think I lost Daddy, too. He never looked at me the same again. Then here come Manny, starting that same rigidness all over again after Daddy died. Drinking was my escape. Nobody but Joshua understood me, and now he’s gone. I just feel so alone.”

Jesse nodded understandingly. “Well, I won’t push you, sister, but I know that God can fill that void in you. Is there anything too difficult for the Lord? All you need is faith. Believe in yourself, Joyce. There’s a little girl upstairs waiting for you to spoil her rotten!”

“How true!” Delores said.

Joyce brushed the tears from her eyes and tried to smile. She appreciated the time they allowed her with the child.

“Joyce, your father loved you,” Elaine said, locking her fingers around her daughter’s. “He cared for all his children. Major always said his babies were blessed beyond measure. But he knew you’d be the one to rebel. You were so headstrong as a child!”

“Ain’t nuthin’ changed,” Manuel muttered under his breath.

Joyce heard him loud and clear. She tossed a throw pillow his way, sparking laughter.

Jesse smiled at their playfulness. “Well, that doesn’t sound like a father holding a grudge to me,” he said. “Joyce, you graduated from Penn State with honors. You helped your mother raise Joshua. Now you’re taking care of her, singlehandedly.”

“Not if I can’t find a job.”

“Oh, I still have some leverage in this city,” Jesse assured her. “We’ll just see what can be done. But first things first, I need you to enter a treatment plan. I know of a place not far from here. It’s an outpatient facility, but the program is intense. Delores has agreed to cover all expenses.”

Delores found it difficult to read Joyce’s expression. Then, suddenly, their eyes met.

“Please?” she asked timidly.

She released a soft sigh of relief when Joyce finally smiled.
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SARAH RENTED A HOTEL suite in Berkeley, newly arrived from Philly. It took a few months to find a place of her own. In the meantime, she bought a Volkswagen Jetta, just something to get around.

Gary Blue, a freelance photographer from Oakland, found her a place not far from his own retreat. He was eager to shoot with her again. She knew it came with strings attached but hoped the pregnancy would keep him at bay, at least for a while.

The place was newly built, safely tucked away in Orinda. Sarah signed a lease agreement with the developer. It included an option to buy. Gary lined up a few modeling gigs for her, and she worked until the pregnancy began to show.

Six months passed in a blur. Brenda had just flown in from Philly at her daughter’s request, planning to stay for a while. Sarah would need her around. It was her first child.

The plane landed in Oakland, and Sarah was there to receive her party. The change in her caught Brenda off guard. She stopped suddenly to look her over, then approached and pulled the girl into her arms.

Brenda arrived with two bags, just enough for an extended stay. A skycap stacked the luggage onto a trolley for her. When Sarah reached out to carry one, the elder slapped her hand away, taking charge of the trolley herself. Sarah smiled knowingly. Her mother was now in control.

Brenda reserved judgment on the house, a modern three-bedroom villa, gated, with a pool in the back. She had never verbally approved of anything her daughter did. Sarah wasn’t sure if it was jealousy or simple indifference, but she had learned to live with it over the years. The elder made herself at home, unpacking her own bags.

Sarah converted the back room into a nursery and had fun decorating. She settled into the rocking chair, gently caressing her love bump.

“It won’t be long before I hold you, pumpkin. It feels like an eternity. I can hardly wait. You’re the best thing that’s happened to me, little man.”

She grabbed the locket around her neck and opened it. Inside was a tiny photo of Joshua, Manuel’s younger brother, in his cap and gown. The necklace was a gift from him. She wondered where in the world he was now but was too ashamed to ask the family. Suddenly, she felt alone.

“Girl, what have you done?” she whispered, choking back tears.

“Sarah, you all right?” Brenda called out. The girl’s weeping had drawn her to the room. She stood in the doorway, smiling softly as she looked on.

Sarah wiped her tears hurriedly, but Brenda had seen.

“Lord, is this really Sarah Richardson in here crying?” she teased.

Brenda went back for a dining chair and carried it into the room. She settled next to her daughter and gently teased her hair.

“Go on and cry, baby. I knew you’d break down at some point. It’s scary, isn’t it?”

Sarah didn’t reply, only sniffled, holding back her tears.

“I bet you’re worried about the pain,” Brenda said.

“Mama, this isn’t my first pregnancy. I remember the pain all too well.”

“Oh, but giving birth is different. It’s a little more intense. But you needn’t worry about that. I’m here for you. Sarah, this child will live! Lord knows I prayed long and hard enough for this.”

“Well, I still can’t believe you had two of us!” Sarah said. “You were always Wonder Woman to me.”

Brenda laughed.

“That’s the strength of a mother, sweetheart. It’s in you, too. Your grandmother knew you’d be a girl and named you Sarah. And boy, did she have you all figured out! ‘You ain’t gonna baby this one for long, Brenda. She’s an independent soul, tough, resilient, and exuberant.’”

“Did she really say all that?” Sarah asked.

“Well, it’s true, isn’t it?” Brenda chuckled at the look on her daughter’s face, then kissed her sweetly.

Sarah’s ankles were swollen. Brenda had noticed at the airport. She positioned herself in the chair just right, then laid the girl’s legs across her lap.

“Lord, look at these feet!” she declared, massaging them gently. “I bet you’ve been moving furniture around.”

“Well, who else was gonna do it?” Sarah scoffed.

“Your husband, had you not been so fast giving your ring back!”

Sarah’s heart dropped. She had hoped her mother wouldn’t bring Garrett up. But there it was. Brenda was still taking his side after everything.

“Mama, we’re not together anymore. What will it take to get through to you?”

“Well, Garrett was the only one who could handle you. I’m sure he would’ve been a far better provider than that stranger you’ve been having an affair with. Look at the trouble he’s gotten you into. The shame of it all, Sarah! You missed out on a good thing. Now, that’s just what.”

Sarah met her mother’s eyes as she suddenly sat her feet back on the floor. The girl looked deeply offended, on the verge of tears.

“Sarah, you had the ring! All he wanted was for you to give him a child. And you do this?”

Sarah smirked, her voice dripping with sarcasm. “You know, Mama, you’re absolutely right, just like always. I should’ve let Garrett cheat on me with God only knows who. Hey, a little penicillin fixes everything, right?”

Brenda’s eyes narrowed at the sharp edge in her daughter’s voice. “And there’s that mouth!” she scoffed. “You can’t be too smart with a man, Sarah. The Good Lord made them the head of the family. He meant for them to lead.”

Sarah said nothing, staring distantly through the nursery’s bay window. From where she sat, she had a clear view of the forest-lined patio. The trees swayed gently in the wind, easing her nerves.

Brenda studied her in silence for a while. Her “baby” was beautiful, made in her likeness, even if she had her father’s color. She smiled proudly.

“Sarah, why don’t you tell Mama who the baby’s father is?” she said softly. “I won’t get upset. The damage is already done.”

Sarah met her gaze, stunned by her nerve. She shook her head. “I don’t need a man to raise my baby, Mama.”

Brenda’s smile faded slowly. “Your baby?” she repeated, raising a brow. “What about his rights, Sarah, does he even know you’re carrying for him?”

“All this child needs is me,” Sarah replied. “If that ain’t enough, then God is.”

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
A SONG FOR YOU

PART 2

4d°) 4 ® )
F/

a novel by

RAngela N.Maté





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





