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Dedication


	 


	This book is dedicated to my dear brother, Dominique.  


	‘The great thing about dreams is that they become possible each morning that you believe.’


	Love you always!


	A poem for you


	Not every flower is made to stand alone.


	Some are made to be kept


	In the company of their own fears,


	While others are made to be caged like animals


	Sitting in the puddles of their own tears.


	But either way,


	Of the three you must choose.


	Because it’s impossible to go through life


	Without having your petals of trust, peace, and happiness


	Be tainted by the morning dew.


	We all must have the rocks and coasts of life,


	But even in the rain


	A flower can still grow in the midst


	Of the Sun’s blissful eye.


	Rain or shine,


	Snow or sleet,


	You were made to reign as God’s child every day of the week.


	So it does not matter


	The situation in which you currently sit,


	Because just like a flower uprooting itself toward the sky,


	No man has the power to take away the meaning of your life.


	You were made to stand alone and out casted


	Only to be feed with a love that’s everlasting.


	So the next time that you wonder why there are no


	Other buds blooming by you,


	Just be reminded that God still has more for you to do!


	











Author’s Notes



	 


	Greetings to each and everyone of you! Often times as we go through life, we have an idea of Christian living, but not really a zeal for it. In this piece, several of the characters experience situations that compel them to stumble their way back to Christ. With clear depictions of reality, we get a chance to see real people with real issues making the conscious decision to choose Jesus. Through broken homes, bad relationships, and terrible lifestyle choices, each character has to come to grips with the fact that there are some wounds that only God can heal. 


	The Dream Hanger covers the lives of three young females who each come from very different backgrounds, yet life has ironically brought them to the same place. As each character struggles to pick up the pieces of life, God’s purpose and plan for them becomes all the more real. By trashing their plans, they begin to pick up their dreams and live again. 


	Are you who you are because of what you are? Or are you what you are because of who you are? is a piece that deals with the lives of two young men, each thoroughly a victim of their own society. Growing up in the city streets, they each become products of what they see. Through a few bad decisions and wrong turns, they each find the path that God has for them on a road to discovering the meaning of life, friendship, and forgiveness. 


	Runaway Home is about the life of a young girl who has the misfortune of witnessing a terrible incident as a child. This incident spiritually scars her, and causes her to have a skewed outlook on life. As time wears on, it’s through the aftermath of this very incident that she will find ambition, life, and love, proving yet again that everything can be used for the glory of God. Even with all of her attempts to escape her pain, God brings her back to purpose.












	 


	 


	 


	The Dream Hanger


	 




Introduction


	March 21, 2007


	Dear Diary,


	Today’s a bad day. Nothing’s going right, nor does it feel right. With every smile and sound of chatter, I begin to whimper. Tears roll down my face with no end. Today, my heart aches with no remedy present. Today, I lie at the table, present for the roast of my failures and setbacks. Afterwards, I am bound to drink the cup of shame and devour the desert of helplessness. Where do I go now? Who am I now?


	“Thank God, that’s over.” I reply half-heartedly to myself, as I get up and close my diary before returning it to its rightful place on my nightstand. Today truly was an awful day, but not the worse to come by far. I once was a child full of hopes, dreams, and plans. I had my whole life planned out. I was going to complete my undergrad in Biological Studies at Brunel University in Knoxtown, Mississippi. Then, I was going to go on to Meharry Medical School in Tennessee on my way to becoming a doctor that specializes in pediatrics, Dr. Rayhana Ebburden. It sounds nice, doesn’t it? That was the plan. With that, I was going to be the first child of my family to graduate college. I was, but then, life took a turn for the worst, and now I’m here. Back home, living in my parents’ house, attending a junior college, when I’m only twenty-seven credits away from a bachelor’s degree. I’m twenty-two years old, never been kissed, never knowing the concept of love, but always bound to the idea of obedience (first to God, then to man). God, where did I go wrong? I did everything right, everything that you wanted me to. Being back home in Beachton, Georgia, just wasn’t part of the plan.  No,  it wasn’t a part of my plan. . . .


	Now crying uncontrollably, I close my eyes and roll over, anxious to sleep away my frustrations. 


	 




Chapter 1


	 


	Rayhana


	“Today, we’re going to watch a documentary on William Faulkner. He was an aspiring author whose writings revolutionized his generation. He. . .” The words of my American Literature professor, Dr. Stroud, are drowned out by the presence of my own thoughts. While he’s still talking, I take pleasure in my own writings. Unlike the works of Faulkner, my writings are actually relevant to me in my distress. Excuse me for being honest, but no amount of energy spent on analyzing the works of some early 20th century buff is going to get me out of here. I need a plan; I need an escape from this place, it only serves as a constant reminder of what I’ve already lost.


	The bell rings, and class is over. I have about an hour or two until my next class of crap; so, I think I’ll spend it in my own company.


	****


	Danielle


	Who’s ever lifted his eyes and really wished upon a star? Was it real or just imaginary? Who’s ever closed his eyes to envelope himself into a happy ever after? Yeah, me neither. I used to believe in wishes and happy endings, but now, I know the truth. Dreams and hopes of fairytale living are as close to raw hogwash as anyone can get. The idea of fairness, and you get what you put out is horse crap. Life’s not fair, and in the real world, good girls always finish last; in my life anyways. Here I am, on the cemented steps as they hoist me up to see every detail of my tormented life. There’s a liquor store on the corner of East and 1st, a few more apartments just like mine, dusty sidewalks, streets covered with snow, and finally, the empty warehouse at the end of the block. I used to believe that I could leave this place if I tried hard enough, but that’s not reality. I’ve been in this same rut for seventeen years, six months, two weeks, and three days. I’m pretty sure my future is set.


	“Danielle, there you are. Girl, I’ve been looking all over for you.” Robin, my best friend for all extensive purposes, who’s  just another short, plump, brown-eyed girl from the projects with fish lips and high cheekbones. The absolute last person I wanted to run into today. 


	“You haven’t looked far.”


	“You missed third period! What’s up?” Nosy, did I forget to mention that? She’s very nosy.


	“Staying black and minding my own business.”


	“It’s your junior year. Keep this up and you’ll never graduate. And nobody wants a dumb broad.”


	“It takes one to know one.”


	“Ha! Ha! I see you got jokes. But for real, I worry about you sometimes. You used to be a fun, nerdy chick that stayed on ‘A’ honor Roll. Now you act like coming to class is worse than living on death row. To tell you the truth, you haven’t been acting like yourself since Randy got…”


	“Don’t even say it.  Don’t even speak his name!”


	“Since Randy got killed. What happened to him, happened to him. Don’t curl up in the grave and die with him!” 


	That’s it. I’m out of here. 


	“Oh, where are you going?”


	“Far away from here. You know I’m so tired of you always bringing this up like it’s some kind of trump card. That was my brother. You will never understand.”


	“Danielle, don’t act like he was some war hero who died defending his family’s honor. He was a drug-dealer, in the game like everyone else. He knew the life as well as the consequences that came along with it, yet he ignored them and went on about his business.”


	“He only dealt to bring food into our house! You know what, I’ll see you later.” Off I go, down the steps and into the streets, yet again. 


	“Danielle!” 


	I keep walking. 


	“Danielle! You can’t keep running forever.” 


	"I’m good at it, so why stop now?" I can’t believe she went there. Randy wasn’t just my brother; he protected me.  Without him,  who else do I have?  


	I enter the bar on the inside of the nearby warehouse, a usual spot for me now days.


	“Hey, hey.”


	“Hey, Ms. Lady. You know, it’s a little early in the day. . . Not to mention that it’s illegal to sell to minors.”


	“Yeah, I know. So why don’t you just pour me some anyway?” I need something fast, and I’m in no mood for her crap today.


	“Alright, but just know that whatever trouble you’re trying to chase away will still be there after this drink . . . or two. . . .Seven, or eleven.”  


	“Yeah, whatever.” Two shots of gin have become my daily dose. My brother’s dead, my mom’s always mad at the world, and my father (who by no way deserves the name) left us to move south with his new wife (some foreign chick) and their children. Some life, hmmmm. 


	








Chapter 2



	 


	Holiday


	March 28, 2007


	I fear that the end is near: the end of my world, the end of my dreams, and all that that really means. Maybe I’ll become inspired again. Maybe not. I just want for one day to know how it feels to win.


	What piece of craziness is this? A little vague for a poem, don’t you think? I tell you, working at Shantel’s Jazz Spot gets weirder and weirder every day. Tonight, like every Wednesday night, is talent night. We get a lot of singers, painters, comedians, poets, and musicians to showcase their talent. Some of the musicians are so talented; they’ll play you right to snooze-blues having you move to a whole different tune, I promise you. Others just better be glad that there aren’t any tomatoes in the building.


	“Holiday, take care of table seven.”


	“I got it, Stu. You just worry about you and I’ll handle this.”


	“Yeah, alright.”


	Stu serves as our local cook, bouncer, and janitor when needed. I sure wish that I had his energy.  


	“Hey girl, are you alright?” I ask Rayhana as I make my way to the counter to reload my tray. She’s a new girl from Mississippi that started about two weeks ago. She goes to school during the day, and works here at night.  Though she never says so, most times she’s busy trying to figure out how to get up outta this dump.


	“Oh, I’m fine. I just didn’t get too much sleep last night. But I’m fine.”


	“Yeah, whatever. You just better not let Toni catch you like this. You were ten minutes late for your shift yesterday, and fifteen minutes late today.”


	“I know, I’ma get it together. I promise. I’m just in such a slump right now.”


	“Yeah, well slump or no slump, every time you walk through those doors, you better have on a jazz smile that says, ‘I’m on time for my shift.”


	“Ha, Ha. . . .”


	“Well, I’ll check back with you later. People are piling up here and there, and by God, I know we don’t have enough tables to seat ‘em.”


	“Alright, see ya.”


	***


	Rayhana


	Dear Diary,


	I feel like I’m tearing myself in two. I go to school during the day, and work all night just so I won’t have to go home. I want to move forward, but what could’ve been and what should’ve been of my past causes me to regret the present. I’m surrounded by sweaty men who’ve had way too much to drink, and women who are just as loose as the fannies that they rode in here on. My soul tells me to trust in God, but my flesh desires to know why and for what purpose. I just don’t see why I needed to complete 3 ½ years of college just to work a minimum wage job (something that I could’ve done straight out of high school).  The girl that I once was, full of dreams and hopes, she’s long gone now. I don’t even know her anymore, but I wish to God that I did. I don’t know where I’m headed. I’m blinded by the common picture of emptiness and wasted talent that lies before me. I just heard a man that can play better than Jimmy Hendricks, Louis Armstrong, and Beethoven put together. Yet, that same man’s just recovered from five years of endless addiction to heroin. I’ve heard comedians funnier than Eddie Griffin and Mike Epps times two, stuck in this crap hole with me. I’ve seen singers with voices of heavenly angels, singing for $25 a night. Decisions, decisions. The process of making much needed decisions escapes me. I feel like I’m in the middle of the sea. I’m not moving forward or backward, to the left or to the right. I’m just stuck in the middle of the sea, unsure of what awaits me, far from anyone’s reach of saving me. God, I wish I wasn’t so lost in thought.  If only clarity were to be mine. Ta-ta for now!


	“Hey, beautiful.” 


	In slides the black knight of my existence. Pooch is a 25 year-old, nice looking, chocolate-peach, Greek god who always seems to give me the chills. I wonder what happened to him. I often wonder if he’s like me, a victim of existence. As he sits in one of the empty stools before me, I gather my thoughts and act cool as if I didn’t even notice him at all. 


	“Hey, Pooch. It’s Rayhana, by the way. Don’t act like you don’t know. What’ll it be?” I ask, as cool as I can say it.


	“Bottle of Heineken, please ma’am . . . and a side tray with your name and number,” he replies with a grin. That sly devil, but he won’t catch me this time; I’ll put Jesus on him.


	“Please, in your dreams. You’re lucky that I’m still here. My shift is over in twenty minutes, and I’m out of here.”


	“You mean I won’t be seeing you tonight?”


	“Ah, let me check . . . NO!”


	“Oh, that’s cold. That’s alright though, I got you…”


	“Hey man, let’s go,” ejects the heroin addicted musician as he walks to the bar. Gee, he’s a lot cuter up close, but a devil in the sand I bet. “I’m not trying to be here all night.”


	“Man, be cool. We have to wait on Al anyway. Why don’t you just sit down, enjoy a drink, and chill out.” 


	The man sits down reluctantly, as if it pains him to do so. He’s obviously agitated.


	“What’ll it be?” I ask, as if by habit. His presence annoys me for some reason. I don’t know why, but his vibe just rubs me the wrong way.


	“Sweet tea will be fine.”


	“And while you’re at it, drive that tea through Long Island if you can, please ma’am.”


	“No, sweet tea is fine. Just sweet tea!” He says it with such force that even I am taken aback. Our eyes pass a glance for a second or two, nothing romantic, just a space of confusion.  Who is this man? And why is he so darn demanding? But, it is my job to give the customer exactly what he wants.


	“Sweet tea it is, sir.”


	“Thanks.”


	 




Chapter 3


	 


	Danielle


	Here I am, babysitting for my neighbor, to make some extra money. School is behind me now; it’s a phase that I never want to go through again. Momma doesn’t know that I dropped out yet. She has enough to worry about, I guess. So naturally, I leave the house every morning at 7:30 only to travel up two flights of stairs to babysit for Janel. At 3:45 sharp, I drag my butt right back down the steps and go straight to my room (locking the door behind me) just in case momma feels the need to play ‘private-I.’ I’ve been doing this for about a month now, and she still hasn’t caught on. Some mother I have. . . 


	Robin kills me. Just because she’s been to bible study a time or two, she tried to put the Word on me last night. Talking about some, ‘God ain’t pleased with you,’ and ‘He made you to be more than a couch potato.’ She better be glad that we were on the phone and not face to face, because I would’ve really hurt her feelings then. First of all, I don’t spend my time on the couch. She’s the one who does that. And it’s not like I'm sitting home, lazy, not doing anything. I’m working, and considering my history, ‘God should be very pleased with that.’
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