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FOREWORD
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My mother, Princess, Prophetess Dr. Sasha Lecher had a hard struggle all her life and she learned God is the only answer when you’re in darkness. To be rejected and cast out from everyone you love is a traumatic loss of a social life that once was a source of fulfillment.

Being in darkness is a terrible opposition that one has to face on their own. Being weak does not make you less of a human being. Prophetess Sasha hid in silence for many years and escaped through many vanities. Jesus said, “MY GRACE IS SUFFICIENT FOR YOU, FOR MY POWER IS MADE PERFECT IN WEAKNESS”. (2 COR. 12:9) 
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By Princess Evangelist Corinthia Ariella Yocheved



	[image: image]

	 
	[image: image]





[image: image]


INTRODUCTION
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Living my life as a female became one of my hardest struggles and one of my deepest pains. I went through a period of finding God and then losing God, being stripped of all my spiritual blessings and earthly blessings.

All my life I have been abused and suffered many losses; one of them was so devastating to my entire well-being, the temporary loss of my twelve-year daughter in May of 2002. 

To have your only child illegally kidnapped and tortured for three years made me analyze my position with God, and I asked the question, “Why did God change on me?” Why did he become so cold? How could I find his favor again? 
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Chapter One
A Prophetess Is Born
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Nine thirty in the morning, a Princess of the House of Joseph (Israel), and Prophetess was born. “Royalty’s” parent’s Victor and Janice Yancey had a healthy seven pound, eight ounce female named Latosha Marie Yancey...a full blood Hebrew, Creole full blood Cherokee Indian with British ancestry.

My parents were a very odd match. My mother, Princess Janice practiced Jehovah’s Witness, and my dad practiced nothing. My mom was born in Pontiac, Michigan, a satisfying (Upper Middle Class) suburban place to live with her parents and grandparents.

Mama was born to James Simmons, a young, handsome nineteen-year-old British, Cherokee Creole American army soldier. James had humble, graceful, beautiful beginnings, being born to a British, Creole, American father, William, who also served honestly in the United States as a farmer. 

His mother, Ella, was a devoted Jehovah’s Witness. She was very beautiful and was raised in Sumter, Alabama. She was of British, Irish, and French descent and full blood Cherokee Indian.

Ella’s father was British; a mixture of European blends such as French and Irish. He was considered a wealthy Barrister with a Christian background. Ella’s mother was also of the Christian religion.

She inherited a conservative upbringing through her mother’s devoted Baptist order.

Ella’s mother, Janet, was a tall, beautiful woman who was made with a beautiful blend of Cherokee Indian and that makes her full blooded Indian.

I consider myself a beautiful blend of British, Creole American, Irish, French, Indian, and Hebrew Israelite - A Seminole Princess of Israel. My appearance expresses all these unique blends: the fair and golden-sun complexion, the hazel dove shaped brown eyes; exquisite high cheek bones, and long synthetic dark black hair. My skin burns in the summer to a red pottage Morocco color. I inherited my mother’s 5’7” height. We both are very beautiful people and devoted to religion. I have a passive, meek, and quiet spirit that came only from mother. 

My mother’s mom, Flossie Dickerson, (my grandmother) was born in Montgomery, Alabama. A full blood Indian, Alaskan... Flossie was of a Baptist background. She was the youngest of all her siblings. My grandmother was a very pretty young lady, who resembled Eartha Kitt. She was a petite lady with class, dignity, and loyalty to her family. 

At seventeen, she met my granddad in Montgomery, Alabama, while serving in the army. They married right away and she left her family and headed up north to Pontiac. Ms. Flossie bore thirteen children. She had two single children, one set of triplets, and four sets of twins. My mom was the second, single eldest daughter. Our family make-up was, I can say, huge. 

My father, Victor Yancey, has faith in God. Both of his parents believe in God. His parentage started in Milwaukee, Wisconsin. He was born in 1956. His mom was a full blood Creole Indian with British Creole heritage.

His father was an intelligent full blood “Creole American Native” who was very witty, outspoken, and a careful man. He laid down things that needed to be laid down. 

Mr. Senior Yancey met his beautiful wife, Dede, a full blood Indian with British and Hebrew Israelite ancestry; tribe of Joseph descendant when they were young. 

They had a very long relationship that consisted of many children. Richard, Alonzo, Timothy, Doreen, Hattie and a few others. My father, Victor, was the baby boy; he was spoiled and didn’t get along with most of his siblings. 

Mr. Victor Yancey was a British Creole full blooded Indian, 100%... 

When my dad was an adolescent, he hung around his eldest brother Alonzo. He was the most peculiar man I have ever laid eyes on as a child. He had beautiful British blonde features and he just stood out among the rest. We called him Fuzzy. However, he was a natural blonde with blue eyes...My dad and Uncle Fuzzy began a nice, long-term relationship.

My dad met my mom at North Division High School. Mr. Victor Yancey was seventeen years old and Princess Ms. Janice Yancey was sixteen years old. They fell in love for all eternity. 

Victor was attracted to my mom’s shyness and her love of reading books. When he passed by her in the high school hallways, she would be reading a book, and Victor would just walk up to her and embrace her with a hug, and say, “Miss Yancey, may I read this book with you?” 

They were a unique couple. On the other hand, Janice was drawn by Victor’s masculinity and his love for wrestling, and yet he was a sentimental person. They started their moonlight and candles a little early. At seventeen, my mom was pregnant and her family went nuts. 

Janice’s mom was not very fond of my father. They felt he was sort of too weird. For instance, he would sleep over with Janice. Of course, he wasn’t allowed to sleep in the same room with her, but instead of sleeping on the couch, he would be found in the basement, sleeping only to the sound of the washing machine.

He was so crazy for them. I remember my grandmother saying when I lived with her as a teenager that my father was a fool. Maybe he was but yet I still had some respect for him, even when all others had not. 

Furthermore, mom was a Jehovah’s Witness, so becoming pregnant caught her by surprise. She wanted to do the right thing, so marriage was the first thing that came to her mind. Before she mentioned marriage to Victor, he asked her to marry him. Janice said, “Yes,” and she asked that Jehovah forgive her sins of fornication and be pleased to honor her marriage.

However, they didn’t marry until after I was born, because she had not reached eighteen years of age yet. Therefore, they married six months prior to their second child being born. 

Everyone in the Simmons family was excited to embrace the first daughter, grandchild, and niece. My grandmother was given the honor to name me. She picked an American girl’s name, Latosha, and gave me her middle name Marie. I was Latosha Marie Yancey, and I was a beautiful child. 

My first year of life was surrounded by extended family members. My grandmother’s house which was a brick single family home on Monroe Street consisted of most of her kids, even though some had their own homes. 

My mom and dad shared a cozy upper duplex not far from downtown Milwaukee. Everyone loved having me over. My mom’s baby sister and baby brother would always come in and pick me up from our two family duplex.

My aunt, Michelle, being an adolescent would ride her bike over from Monroe Street, which was located on the west side of Milwaukee, just to visit me. Michelle was a fraternal twin, her soul brother was Michael, a future Navy officer turned religious leader.

On one sunny afternoon, my mom took me to have pictures with Peterman. It was a nice bonding engagement. My mom took me to several nice outings on many occasions that were not very expensive.

My mother continued her Jehovah studies, and my father attended most of them with her because of his love for her. My mom didn’t take on any job; her religion’s doctrine was that the husband was to be the sole provider. 

My dad was employed at a small factory. It was all he could find at eighteen and having a high school diploma so he only had a limited moderate income.

Janice received much help with raising me. Her two sisters, Karen and Christine Simmons, pitched in a lot with my care. Karen was the third eldest sister, a triplet; however, her two soul sisters died at birth. Karen helps my mom a lot and she bought many gifts over to the house.

I love the family bond on my mother’s side. Christine, the fourth sibling, also a fraternal twin, and her soul brother, Christopher, was born on New Year’s. Christine was more like my mother; shy and mysterious. I was surrounded by love of many and deeply appreciated. However, what they didn’t know I was born to be a special prophet of the Lord.   
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Chapter Two
Mama’s Little Blessings
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The first five years of life were all about being nurtured and learning baby basics and remembering my family member’s faces. 

A baby boy was born, a second of five talented children. Victor Yancey, Jr. was born July 14, 1976. The home was no longer occupied with just me. I had a special friend to run around the house with. 

Father continued to work and supplied our needs. Meanwhile, mom prepared the meals and taught us the meaning of giving thanks to Jehovah God in his beloved son Jesus Christ name. That prayer was our daily devotion prior to our meals and at night a prayer of protection. 

Victor and I would run through the house and we would play hide-go-seek. We were three and four-year-olds living it up. 

On the other hand, Mom was pregnant again with her third child. She was a beautiful, healthy, eight-pound baby girl. Princess Lisa Renee Yancey was the third oldest, who grew up to be an independent liberalist, and confidante and also whom broke my heart. 

Being the eldest, I was the first kid to start school. I was very excited to begin kindergarten class and asked mom all sorts of questions. I attended a suburban school called South 88 Street School. Mother bought me about four school outfits, school supplies, and a book bag to begin class. 

I was a little timid once school actually started. However, I remember after the first day of class, I was all warmed up and could not wait to attend again.

The following year, I was enrolled in another suburban elementary school, South Seventy Eight Street School. My brother, Prince Victor, attended my second year with me. 

One day, my aunt Michelle picked me up from my parent’s house and took me to grandma’s house. Everyone was over, because grandma got sick and had to go to the hospital. Karen and Christine were left out with their kids. 

Meanwhile, I was led to go out to the backyard while it was yet very dark. All of a sudden, grandma’s dog came near to me, growling with red eyes. I was terrified and ran up the steps to the front porch and went to the door and it was locked and the dog was coming towards me very fast. I was panicking and screaming, “Open the door, Aunt Michelle!” She was on the phone and told me to hush up so I ran across the street towards my aunt’s as they were getting into the car. The next thing I saw was a huge light and I blacked out. I had been hit by a car. 

My grandmother told me years later how my car accident took place and how everyone was startled. Aunt Karen was hollering. My aunt Christine was going mad and yelling. She kept fainting and going in and out. The paramedics had to sustain her and was about to put her in the ambulance with me. I blanked out all the way to the hospital. 

As I arrived at the hospital, they began immediate surgery. My mom told me I was out for at least fifteen hours and was heavily sedated. I nearly awakened to see surgeons operating on me, but I was still heavily sedated. I had one leg hanging up with a metal pin going through one side of my leg to the other. I felt some needle pain, however, I was back to sleep.
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