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Dedication
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This book is dedicated to the late Evangelist, a man whose shoes were hard to fill. There’s no beauty in life without pain. Soar high. . . .soar high!




	

Introduction:


April 1, 2015


Momma Dee


Twiddling my fingers like I’m the last Girl Scout or something, I sit patiently waiting in my seat.  See that’s how all of these high-priced doctors get you.  They make you schedule appointments way in advance, sign you in, and then show up late themselves. I took a whole hour off this morning just so that I would be on time, and when I get here, he’s late.  


Sitting impatiently in my seat, I can’t help but think that I have a hundred things to do today.  I have to pick up both Tammie and the boys from school, help them with their homework, start dinner, get them ready for bed, and I still have to work the graveyard shift tonight.  Getting a nap is out of the question, especially if I don’t leave here pretty soon.  


In the midst of my thoughts, the door opens.  Thank you Lord! It’s about time. “Well, we have the lab results back.” In walks Dr. Taylor as he finds a seat of his own. 


“Well?” come on, are you going to tell me or what? I’ve been waiting here just about 40 minutes, and I don’t have all day.


Taking a sip of his coffee before continuing, “I don’t see any progress.  We’ve been treating this as best we know how and nothing seems to be working.” Taking a deep sigh, he continues. “I think that you should consider alternatives.”


“Alternatives? Like what?”


“Like rest for one? Look at you, you’re getting up in age and you’re still pushing anywhere between 40-50 hours a week working.  With your health and your condition, it makes no sense to keep treating you if you refuse to rest your body long enough to let the treatment take effect.”


“Well, . . .” shifting in my seat. “I can . . .probably take a day or two off.”


“I’m not talking about a few days. . .” pulling his chair closer to me now. “I’m talking about a few years. . . maybe even permanently.”


Feeling his words hit me like a ton of bricks, my eyes fill up with tears of suppressed hope. “You know I can’t do that. . . .I’ve got my children and my grands depending on me to—“


“If you don’t take some time off, . . . they won’t be depending on you. They’ll be burying you!” backing up in his seat and heading for the door with his charts.  He stops just short of the door, “With you pushing yourself the way that you are, your body won’t hold up too much longer. . . .I give you two, maybe three months tops.”


Gasping for air, I grab my chest, trying to save the last little bit of life still within me.  Gathering my thoughts, I look at him with boldness, “God has the last say so.”


Laughing a little to himself, he replies back “That He does. . . Let’s hope that He’s on our side on this one.” And with that, he walks out, leaving me to comfort myself.  Oh Lord, . . . Oh my Lord!




	

Chapter 1:


April 12, 2015


Momma Dee


Sometimes, I believe that joy and sadness are seeds of love, because you can never have one without the other.  Standing here in my kitchen, my mind falls back to when I was a little girl and life was carefree. How ignorant I was? But yet and still, my mother bore with me. She understood that I had yet learned about life, and I think that’s why she always had so many tears in her eyes.  She loved me too much to let the pain show; I didn’t understand it then, but I know now. So today, I stand here with my soul so heavy.  With nothing else left, I sing, because that’s all that is left in me. Starting first with a hum, and then with a trickle of a sound, my whole life is summed up in this moment to be song a loud. 


“If I had wings, I’d fly away. If I had wings, I’d fly away. If I had wings, I’d fly away from down here. Oh Lord, I would pick up my cross, put it on my shoulder, lift up wings, and fly home to glory. Wings, wings, wings . . . I sure wouldn’t be down here—“


“Momma Dee, what are you singing?” startled, I turn back to see Tammie, my baby girl.  Watching her walk in all groggy with bags underneath her eyes, it’s clear that waking up is the last thing that she wants to do this morning.  Stumbling to the table, she looks up at me, anxiously waiting for breakfast.  Still stirring the grits, I just smile.


“That’s just some old song that my momma used to sing on days like this.”


“What days? Sunday mornings? . . . Grandma, that ain’t no ‘Jesus Loves Me.’” Oh my Lord, this here child sure is a character.  Laughing somewhat to myself, I can’t do anything but look at her.  My poor baby,. . . . my poor baby.


“Well. . . .since you think that about my song, why don’t you sing one sweetie? Something that’ll make this old lady smile, you hear.”


“Oh Momma Dee, I don’t think that I can sing anything this morning.  I’m not up yet like I should be.”


“Really? Because it seems to me like you’ve stayed up late last night watching TV.”


Not really wanting to admit it, she just shifts uncomfortably in her seat. “Momma Dee, I’m 12 years-old. And in just about two months, I’ll be 13 which would make me a teenager.” 


“And you’re point is?”


“Why do I have to be the only teenager on the block to have a bed-time on the weekend?” just looking at her, my blood runs hot.  I promise you, when these children get to be a certain age and start to smell themselves, Jesus Himself can’t reason with them.  


“Because you’re the only teenager that lives on 501 Franklin Drive. Now don’t you forget it.” Watching her fold her arms, I can just tell that she has a mouthful of sly thoughts still brewing, but luckily she’s not dumb enough to say them at the moment. Thank the Lord for that.  


Turning back to my grits still steaming on the stove, I feel just as faint as I want to be.  But with six kids in the house, who’s going to do this if I don’t? Shoot, it feels like I have everybody piling up in here like it’s some kind of free room and board or something.  There’s Sonya (whose 34 and already twice divorced) and her two boys (Tyrell and Zectric), Lamar (who’s 26 years old, and still can’t seem to find a stable job), Bridgett (who’s pushing 21), and Tammie.  Momma told me that I should've waited to have children later on in life, but the good Lord said otherwise. Now here I am, pushing 50 and still have to work two jobs, because my children aren’t stable enough to carry their own weight.  Maybe I breastfeed them too long. Maybe I sheltered them from too much.  Maybe I just didn’t push them enough, because none of them, and I mean not one of them is doing anything with their life right now. Taking a deep breath, I have to contain myself, at least in front of Tammie.  She doesn’t need to be exposed to all of this. With no other way to vent, I just start back singing.


“If I had wings, I’d fly away.  If I had wings, I’d fly away. If I had wings, I’d—“


“Oh good Lord momma, will you give that song a rest already.” Turning around, it’s Bridgett who from the looks of things just walked through the door. As a baby, I nick-named her Bridgee, because she was the only bridge that held me and my poor Robert together. Humph, how dumb was I to even think that a baby could hold a man? But we live and we learn.  When she was younger, she was a spitting image of me, and up until this day, she still is.  And I don’t just mean the looks either.  No Lord, she’s got my attitude, my temper, my ways. . . .my everything.  It’s like watching a play by play some odd 20 years later, but momma told me that I’d get it back someday. Moving to the oven to check the biscuits, I try my best to keep calm, not really wanting to say anything that we both would regret.


“And where have you been?” turning to her now.


“Ok momma, get a grip.  I'm not Tammie alright.  I’m grown and I can do what I want to do.”


“Not as long as you’re in my house! If you want to do your own thing, then get out and get your own place.”


Coming closer to the table now, “Ha! Ha! Are you serious right now? This ain’t even your house! This is Grandma’s house. Taking about I got to leave. I ain’t got to leave if you ain’t never left!”


“Watch your mouth!” Whipping her neck and rolling her eyes, she just smirks.  Lord knows that child got the devil in her, always has.  The more that I look at her, the worse off I feel. 
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