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	ot in a million years did I ever think I would be writing a book on my life. Everyone I tell my story to, and there have been hundreds, tell me I need to write a book. So here I am, a first time writer, sharing a true story of DIVINE INTERVENTION. I am basing it on a miracle that happened to me, in May of 1993. Hopefully, my story will sometimes make you laugh, and other times make you cry. My life has been full of joy, and sadness. Good times, and bad. It is truly a miracle, and I mean miracle, that I am still around, to share my story, hopefully, to the masses. Please share my story with others, as I have to you, that's what God would want. I hope you enjoy what I have to say. May you find peace within. This is a piece of my journey….let the journey begin.


	








Chapter 1
Childhood
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	et’s go back as far as I can remember on my Dad’s side of the family. I would go up, to my Nanny’s and Papaw’s house, when I was like 2 or 3 year’s old. My two cousin’s, Chris and Chip, would also go up there a lot. All of us were about the same age. I really don’t know how Nanny, put up with a house full of kid’s. The hallway in that house, seemed like it went on forever. My cousin Chip, was a biter. We were constantly fussing and fighting, over the smallest of things. As I was running down the hallway one day, I ran into my Papaw’s bedroom, at the end of the hall, and jumped on the side of his bed. Chip was right behind me, and took a big chunk of my back with him. I let out a scream, that would wake up the dead. The neighbor’s I’m sure, heard all the commotion going on. I went as hard as I could, crying all the while, to get Nanny. She spanked the devil out of him for biting me. I don’t remember Chip biting anyone, ever again. Chip and I were more like brother’s, during this time of my life. We rode our bikes together, played baseball on the same little league team, you name it. We were like “Frick and Frack,” if you saw one of us, you probably saw the other. We would go by to see Aunt Phyllis (Chip’s Mom) at her place of work. She always had a smile on her face. She would give us a couple of dollars, probably just to get rid of us. We went to the shopping center in our neighborhood, Thruway Shopping Center to be exact. There was a store there, that had the best banana splits known to man. There were balloon’s hanging on a string, with the price of the banana split, on a piece of paper inside. This special, was for banana splits only. On this one occasion, we chose two red balloons. The server took her needle out, and popped the first balloon. Ten cent’s was in it. She took out her pen again, and popped the other balloon, a penny. You would have thought we had won a million dollars. Two banana splits, for eleven cent’s, the deal of a lifetime, or so we thought. Chip and I played for the Dodger’s little league baseball team. We were playing in the championship game, back in 1963. The team that we were playing, had gone the entire season, undefeated. Near the end of the game, the coach told Chip to go in and take over in right field. This was the bottom of the sixth inning, their last at-bat.  A construction crew was building Forsyth Memorial Hospital, right across the street from where our game was being played. We were leading 2 to 1, with 2 outs. The winner of the championship game, won a trip to an amusement park, in the Blue Ridge Mountains of North Carolina. This was a big deal for 8 and 9 year old kids, back in 1963. Then I heard the crack of the bat, making contact with the ball. Chip was in right field, when the ball came his way. Now Chip at the time, was in LaLa land, not paying any attention, to what was going on. I found out later, that he was watching the hospital being built, on the next road over. The ball went right between his legs, and rolled all the way to the fence. We lost 3 to 2. The other team, was celebrating their victory, while back in our dugout, everybody was crying. Our coaches, were trying to console us, but to no avail. Chip and I, got over the loss of our team, and headed home. Our championship dream's over, for at least, another year. Chip and I, played a lot of board game's, back in those days. I was beating Chip, when all of a sudden, he decided to quit. Of course, we got into an argument. I took an open-fisted swing at him. Nanny, had a two foot tall glass goose, sitting on one of her end tables. Chip ducked, no pun intended, and I came in contact with the goose, taking off his head and neck. Chip started yelling, “Nanny, Nanny, Jonny broke one of your geese.” I said, “now, I’m going to break your neck.” I connected with a right hook, and then a straight left. Chip looked like the wicked witch, as he went to the floor. A few minutes later, we were best bud’s again.                  


	Chip and I would go to the baseball fields, to shoot off our rockets. Thruway Shopping Center had a hobby store, where we would go to buy our rockets and engines. They had all different sizes, that you could buy. The more thrust the engine had, the more expensive they were. Most of the time, we would purchase a single stage engine. They were recommended, for the smaller twelve-inch rocket, that we had. It would go up in the air around three hundred feet. That wasn't quite high enough, for Chip and I. So, we saved up our money, and bought a twenty-four-inch rocket. We went back to Chip's house, to build this beast of a rocket. On top of the rocket, was a clear capsule. We would find bugs, to put in it. We bought a three-stage engine, for this size rocket. It would put out different colored smoke trails, to let us know what stage it was in. We slipped the rocket on to the launch pad, lit the fuse, and ran. We turned around just in time, to see our rocket come to life. The first stage had blue smoke coming from the back. Looking up, the second stage took over, with a puff of white smoke. It must have been, seven or eight hundred feet high at this point, with one more stage remaining. Red, would be the color of the final stage. It must have gone up in the heaven's, twelve hundred feet, or so. We heard a loud pop, the parachute had deployed. It took a minute or two, to fall gently back to earth. It landed within sixty or seventy feet, from where we had just launched it. We wanted to inspect, our precious cargo. Burnt to a crisp. We told the man at the hobby shop about it. He said next time, put a bit of tissue paper, between the engine and the capsule. So we tried that, and it worked. After using the twenty-four-inch rocket over and over, it was finally worn out. So we came up with this bright idea. Why not put a three-stage engine, in our twelve-inch rocket. Bad idea! We lit the fuse, and took refuge, behind our bikes. When the rocket left the launch pad, it turned and flew straight over our head's. We turned to watch, as it flew into the sunset, never to be found, or seen, ever again.


	 





Chapter 2
Respect
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	y Papaw would go to Florida every summer for two weeks, to see how his watermelons were coming along. I have a picture to this day, that show's him working, in that watermelon patch. He was a hardworking man, that made his living in the produce industry. He would get up and go to work at five in the morning, seven days a week, for as long as I remember. I learned a lot of good things from Papaw. He taught me right, from wrong. He taught me to be good to people, no matter what background they came from, or the color of their skin. I went to his place of business, during the middle of the day, one time. Now you have to remember, this was the late fifties or early sixties. Black's and white's, had separate bathrooms, and drinking fountains, back then. I can remember him saying that this needed to change. He told me that he may never see it happen, but that I would. Most of the people he employed were black. He treated them with dignity and respect, unlike the other's that worked there. They would go to him when they needed to borrow a little money. I do the same thing, to a needy person, to this day. He would explain to the person borrowing the money, the term's, in which they were to pay it back. He would always get his money back. You learn a lot from your elder's, and I tried to emulate everything he did. He took me to a sporting good's store, to buy me a baseball glove. As soon as I walked in, a glove caught my eye. It was a Rawling's glove, that cost about twenty dollar's. Now back in the early sixty‘s, twenty buck's was a lot of money, especially for a baseball glove. He held up a couple of other gloves, that cost about 7 or 8 dollars, but I already had my mind made up. Needless to say, I walked out of that store with the Rawling's glove and a big smile on my face.


	He was very proud of his yard. He kept his lawn immaculate. I remember playing baseball, in that big front yard. My cousin's and I would gather up 3 or 4 other kid's in the neighborhood, and play a game of baseball. Before game time, I remember getting Nanny's flour out to put down on the lawn, to use for our baseline's and batter's box. We would take scissors, and cut out what grass we had left, in the batter's box. We would cut it down to the dirt. We got out every lawn chair, that my grandparent's had. We would use the lawn chairs, for our homerun fence. My grandparent's house had a breezeway, with glass windows, that you could roll in and out. Needless to say, glass and baseballs, don't mix. We would knock a window out, about once a week. But you know what, I can't remember Papaw saying a single word, to any of us. He would just shake his head and walk away. When he carried me to buy clothes, he would always tell me, to get what I wanted. When I would buy socks, he would always say to get two pairs, of the same color, in case one got a hole in it. He would buy me shirts, underwear, you name it. He was the best. Chip and Chris would go up there a lot and sometimes spend the night. One Saturday night, we stayed up late, so we could watch a show called Shock Theatre. Chris and I, stayed awake the entire movie, while Chip went to sleep, about halfway through it. When the movie, I think it was Dracula, Chris and I crept out of the room, without making a sound. Now back in those days, the stations, all two of them, would sign off, at eleven o'clock. There was a low hum, coming from the T.V. set. Chris and I got into bed, just waiting for the event that was about to happen. Chip had woke up. He told us the next morning, that the curtains were standing straight out, due to the wind blowing through the open window. He started screaming, "Nanny, Nanny, Nanny." He came running down the hallway, like a jet. He jumped into bed, with Nanny of course. Chris and I, made fun of him the next day, saying what a sissy he was.


	Sometimes, if we were on our best behavior, Nanny would take us to Tom's, to get a cheeseburger. They had the best cheeseburgers and homemade ice cream, in the world. We would go back to Nanny's house, where we would indulge ourselves, with food. I could go on and on, about my grandparents, and how they influenced me. My Papaw left this earth in 1983. He had a heart condition, that took him away from us. He was 77 year's old. Aunt Phyllis, his daughter, taught him how to sign his name. He retired, a millionaire. My Nanny passed away in May of 2008. She lived to be 100 year's old. Her Mother, whom we called Granny, lived to be 109. Granny, worked in Nanny's garden until she was in her late eighties.


	 


	 


	Speaking of Granny, let me share with you, a little story about her. I know it's hard to fathom, but she was born in 1886. She was an encyclopedia of information. Granny had a daughter named Verly, who lived down in the eastern part of the state, near Fayetteville, N.C. Granny, would alternate staying with Nanny, and Verly, for a few months at a time. Verly, was diagnosed with cancer when she was around 77. She was Granny's oldest daughter. Verly, had a doctor's appointment one day. She got into her car, and off she went, along with Granny. When Verly arrived at the doctor's office, the nurse called her back for her exam. Granny, waited patiently in the family waiting room. The doctor was going over the medication list with Verly, when he asked, "who is going to remind you, how and when, to take your medications each day?" Verly responded, "my Mother." The doctor replied, "your Mother." Back many years ago, people got married, and started a family, a lot sooner than they do today. Granny was 13 when she got married. She had Verly, when she was 15 year's old. The doctor sent his nurse out to get this 92-year-old wonder woman. When Granny sat down in the exam room, the doctor, couldn't believe his eyes. While Granny was in there, the doctor gave her the usual examination. She was in better shape than her 77-year-old daughter. She was in fabulous condition. Maybe a surprise to the doctor, but not to me.


	On another occasion, Granny, had written a letter to my Nanny. This was in the days prior to computers and e-mail, which everyone has these days. Verly's mailbox, was at the end of her long, dusty driveway, which was a long walk for a 92-year-old lady. When the letter arrived, Nanny opened it up and began reading it. I heard her let out a big laugh. At the end of the letter, Granny had written a p.s. This is what it read, “I couldn’t make it to the mailbox yesterday, so I waited until today to send it.” What a character Granny was. 


	This is my last Granny story, although there are many, many, more. I never knew Granny’s husband, (my great-grandfather) but the stories she told about him, I feel like I did. The story that Granny told me, goes something like this. My great-grandfather, went to the store to pick up a loaf of bread. He came back, some three years later. He left, to join the Army. Can you believe it, THE ARMY? Granny looked at him and said, "it took you long enough, to go to the store, and pick up that loaf of bread." She was something else. I will never forget the time's I spent, with Nanny and Papaw, along with Granny. They are etched in my memory, forever and ever.


	 





Chapter 3
Lucky….or Not
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	 have a few stories of my Dad, I would like to share with you. His name is Don, and let’s just say he had a wild streak in him, back in the day. One time my Papaw, (Dad’s Father) was headed down to Florida, for a couple of weeks. Before he left, he told Nanny, “whatever you do, don’t let Don near that car.” It was a brand new, 1951 Chevrolet. My Dad was 15 at the time. He already knew how to drive, because my Papaw had already taught him. MISTAKE. Well, I don’t have to tell you what happens next. Dad took the car out, without anyone knowing. He was on a dirt road in Rural Hall, sliding and spinning the car, all over the place. What happened next, is very fortunate. He rolled the car over, and it landed on its wheel’s. He was very lucky, he didn’t get hurt. He was able to drive home, in the damaged car. When he got home, he asked my Nanny to come outside for a minute. When she saw the car, she let out a big scream. She said, “your Daddy's going to kill you." Papaw was due home from Florida, in a few hours. So Nanny and Dad had to come up with a plan. Nanny told Dad, to bandage his head up, and get in the bed. A few hours later, Papaw arrived. He could not believe his eyes when he saw the car. The top of it was almost flat. He went into the house screaming, determined to get Dad. "Thelma, where's that boy at?" She looked Papaw dead in the eye and said, "Don is in bad shape. He's in the middle bedroom, resting." Papaw quietly opened the door and entered the room. Dad started moaning and groaning when Papaw came in. Papaw looked back at Nanny and said, "my goodness, that boy’s in bad shape.” Papaw called the wrecker service, to pick up the damaged car. The body shop fixed it, and it was as good as new. My Dad would survive, to see another day.
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