
Introducing the Mains 

 

Althea 

 

           Thank you Lord for waking me up this beautiful 

winter morning.  Another day another blessing. Some 

mornings I'm filled with memories of all the beautiful 

things I've experienced.  Other mornings I’m faced with 

the realization that the more things change the more they 

stay the same. Back in the 1960s I thought that by the 

year 2000 the world would be so different; flying cars, 

floating houses.  Unfortunately, it’s pretty much the 

same shit.   

My thoughts are interrupted by a deafening crash, and I 

rush over to the window to see what lay in store outside 

my window.  My mind flirts with images of a 

horrendous accident.  I know it's wrong to relish in 

mayhem.  But my life has become, well to put it nicely; 

boring. 

            I spend the majority of my days in this window, 

watching the world speed by without giving me a 



thought.  It frightens me, fills me with feelings of 

insignificance.  I'm one little old lady on one busy 

street.       

Looks like a man and a kid in the car.  Now tell me how 

in the hell they hit a tree.  Kid makes me think about my 

son. Wish he would stop by; spoiled brat.  Would it kill 

him to call?  So obsessed with his big life.  He's an 

accountant for some big old firm. Sends money, but 

won't hear from him for weeks.  I miss him and I get 

lonely up in this old house.  

I like cooking recipes I get from the newspaper.  I can 

still do that, so that’s a blessing.  Last few years been a 

daily replay of the same old shit. Walk to the store, cook 

something, tidy up, watch T.V, day in, day out.       

My name is Althea Allen.  Me and my husband William 

bought this house in 1974.  Neighborhood was different 

then, but not that much different to brag about.  People 

was people then.  What they got running around now 

posing as people; are a bunch of self-centered idol 

worshiping fools. Was a time when people invested their 

energy nurturing relationships, instead of fancy clothes 



and cars. There was pride in raising a family and being 

there for ‘em.  

William passed away 10 years ago. Some days feels like 

he ain't never left, like he right up in this house with 

me.  I swear sometimes I hear his change jingling 

through the house. He always had loose change in his 

pocket.  I smile as I remember how he would pick up a 

candy or two for Kenneth on his way in from work. I 

miss him.  I have a few friends in the neighborhood, and 

I talk to em every now and then, but it ain’t the same.  I 

be interested in knowing what’s going on in Kenneth’s 

life. Wish he would find a nice girl to marry.  Give me 

some cute little grands to fuss over.  I know he be busy 

but would it kill him to stop by every once in a 

while.  I’m grateful for the times he does visit; however 

sparingly they are.  It’s not like I have much else going 

on.  Truthfully every sound outside brings me running.  

           My Willie and I had some good times in this 

house.  Got them memories cheerfully lodged in my 

brain. Other night I was remembering how we would sit 

out there in that yard.  Summer heat frizzing out my 

pressed hair.   We’d be eating my favorite; yellow 



vanilla ice cream.  Sticky, sweet, sugary and rich.  So 

rich you could imagine it being churned by a strong 

woman, with a big wooden ice bucket, sitting on a 

wooden stool.  As I reminisced I could taste it sliding 

down my throat in sweet lumps of icy relief. Those were 

some good times. Really good happy times, Willie and I 

had. 

            I’m a go down and ask that man if he want some 

Kool Aid for him and the boy. Just made a pitcher.   

“Morning Mister. Would you like some Kool Aide for 

you and the boy.” 

“No lady,” he declines.  He seems annoyed. 

His eyes look glassy.  Probably a vodka man.  Know 

one when I see one.  I peer at the son.  He’s a pretty 

boy.  Not so little. Teen probably, all limbs. Bright Big 

long eyes shaded by thick long lashes. Had to turn away, 

reminded me of my boy when he was bout that age. 

Miss my Kenneth maybe I’ll give him a call when I go 

back in. 

"Cops should be here soon" I say. He looks at me 

incredulously.  Awkward silence.  

"Well you and the boy ok?” I ask him.  



"We fine lady," he barks.  He turns and starts nervously 

talking to the teen kid.  

I remember when Kenneth was that age. He was so 

disinterested in what his father and I had to say. Guess 

we spoiled him. We both worked. Gave him all we 

could. Paid his way through college. He ain’t work them 

five years he was away in school. We wanted him to 

focus on his studies.  We was so proud of him.   

I’m a go sit up on this step.  Eventually the ambulance 

and cops come and no one is hurt. That’s good. Had 

some excitement for the morning. Not to benefit from 

their misfortune, but I get lonely up in this old house. 

Glad they was all ok. Good clean excitement. Shame on 

me, don’t know what I be thinking sometimes.  Lord, I 

rebuke these thoughts. 

 

 

Calvin 

 

         Bright and early. On line bright and early. 

Reminds me of my service days.  I served my country, 

fought in Iraq. Army. My brother and I enlisted after 



9/11/01. He fell in service a year ago. My life has 

spiraled out of control since. I’m missing him. Lost 

myself. Been dealing with a lot of loss. My marriage is 

on the rocks and I haven’t seen my son in a few days. 

I've been self-medicating.  Alcohol dosage overload. I 

miss my brother. We grew up in South Jamaica Houses 

better known as 40 projects. As children we spent whole 

summer days outside. Up at 8am. Out at 10am. Back in 

at 9pm. We would ride our bikes all over Queens. Wind 

whipping our faces, sun brazing our arms and legs.  Just 

the two of us, with one dollar each.  That was enough 

for the whole day. Quarter water and chips lunch. 

Shared butter roll breakfast. We were poor and didn't 

even know it. Felt rich as two little princes. Out on daily 

quest, riding our steeds across our fiefdom.  

         They open the doors and the welfare line starts 

moving. They call it public assistance now. Back in the 

day it was welfare. Presently a little more modern, but I 

remember when it was on Sutphin Blvd. Went there 

with my mother when she applied or had to bring 

documents. Never thought I’d be here. 



My life’s been a menagerie of nightmares since I lost 

my brother. Been drowning in rum, vodka, cognac seas. 

Allowing my pain to spread cancerously, so the alcohol 

could devour my logic. Insides matching outside, brain 

side mirroring dysfunction. Filling out the application I 

check undomiciled.  I’m homeless. Sleeping on a 

friend’s couch. 

I hear my name called.  I’m grateful the wait wasn’t 

long. I follow the caseworker through double doors to a 

cubicle. Cute little caseworker oddly familiar, and 

smiley. Really smiley maybe she’s having a good day. 

Catches me off guard.  

“Good Morning, sir. I will need you picture ID and 

social.”  

I hand her my documents. She asks questions and I 

answer but I’m not really even paying attention.  

“Have you ever been married?” she asks.  

“Yes mam.”  

“Still married, divorce, or separated?” she asks.  

“Forced separation. Restraining order,” I answer.  

She looks at me with a concerned face. I give her a 

blank stare.  She turns to the computer and begins 



clicking through the interview.  

        I start thinking about my wife. Claims she’s 

pregnant, claims the child isn’t mine. I believe her. I’ve 

been absent the past year of our marriage. Detoxing 

deployment, battle scarred, out of work and, empty since 

I lost my brother. I called her selfish during our last 

sparring session. Sober now, I know she deserves 

happiness. Just wish that happiness was with me. Why 

would she want a sad, fucked up, out of work drunk, as 

she so eloquently labeled me?  She says the man she’s 

screwing is some big accountant, and I won’t even look 

for work. She has a point. I spent the last year sipping 

her money down in bars nightly before tripping my way 

in the door and up the stairs into our bed.  

         I loved her the moment she opened her mouth and 

asked me to step out of her way. She was fiery, short 

and brown skin. She had big long bright eyes shaded by 

long eyelashes.  And her lips, man, they drove me crazy, 

they formed a thick heart shaped smile at all 

times.  Ebony.  Once we started, Calvin and Ebony we 

were inseparable. She wore her hair straight and jaw 

length back then. Whenever I think back to those times I 



can’t help but grin ear to ear.  She was fine, still fine. 

Knew she wasn’t a street running hood rat. Spoke well 

and all that. We grew up around the same way. Kaliq 

was born when we were seventeen. We got married at 

twenty. We took the precautions to not get pregnant 

again. Life was a rush then. A happy struggle, dizzy 

with opportunity and ambition to get out of the hood. 

We both were able to finish high school and start 

college. Ebony graduated at twenty three years old.  I’m 

seven credits away from graduation. Studied via the GI 

bill. We attended York College.  Neither of us were 

straight A students, we just wanted from life. Didn’t 

want to be trapped up in 40 projects. We worked 

alternating shifts and went to school one after the other. 

Saved income tax refund money a few years and bought 

our first house at twenty six. We dreamt big, both of us. 

That was my prime time. Loved our son together. He’s a 

beautiful seventeen year old young man now. Dark like 

me, with big liquid eyes like his mother, same crazy 

long eye lashes. He loves science.  He’s a junior at 

Stuyvesant high school.  Says he wants to be an 

Engineer. I’m proud of him. I feel myself grinning. 



“Sir. Is everything ok?”  

“Yes mam.”  

“Have you ever served in the military.”  

“Yes ma’am. Army.”  

“Do you have your DD-214?” she asks.  

“Yes mam.” I hand her my documents.  

           I’m angry my brother’s not here.  Angry I can’t 

see him. I know I can’t continue to Olympic nose dive 

into alcohol bottles. I really don’t enjoy swimming 

through libation rivers. It’s just that I been trying to 

numb the pain. Drown out the ugly reality that he’s 

gone, and that I have some serious problems. I’ve started 

meetings and counseling at The Veteran’s Hospital in 

St. Albans. That’s been helping. Haven’t had a drink in 

three days. It did take a drastic intervention. But at least 

something’s a work in progress.  

        I was driving my son to the train station last 

Monday morning when the silence in which we drove 

was suddenly broken as I forced my car to bear hug a 

tree. The previous night’s vodka fest was still lingering 

in my system. Not my best moment. Thank God he’s ok. 

After that Ebony kicked my ass out. I wasn’t trying to 



leave, but the more I apologized the less she wanted to 

hear. That’s when I was labeled, and when she told me 

about the baby. I lost it, started breaking shit in the 

house. She called the cops. Restraining order followed.  

“Sir.”  

“Yes ma’am.”  

“I need you to sign.” Says the caseworker. I look up and 

she’s all smiles. “You're eligible for emergency food 

stamps, and all done. You can put your documents up.”  

“Thank You mam.” I reply. 

“Have a great day sir.”  

Glad that’s over. Wasn’t so bad. Smiley little 

caseworker. Living civilian life all happy, not a cloud in 

her sky.  

 

 

 

 

 

Ebony 

 

         It’s rainy out, cloudy and overcast. I love days like 



this. Wish I could stand out in the rain. Face tilted 

upward, as the purity of heaven sent drops baptize me 

from the outside in. Walking to my car I replay the 

events leading me to this junction. I’m pregnant, just got 

positive results from a home test and the father isn’t my 

husband. 

           My name is Ebony Hughes. I’m a personal 

assistant at JK Harris & Company, one of the top 

international tax resolution firms in New York City. I 

have an awesome salary, I drive a BMW and I’m 

currently working on my CPA. I’m ambitious, I’ve 

always been. I’ve worked my way from poverty to 

success. At seventeen years old I was a teenage unwed 

mother. By twenty-three, I was a married college 

graduate raising a straight A student.  At age twenty-six 

my husband and I bought our first home. Together we 

worked hard, really hard, and reaped the benefits. 

           Currently my marriage is shredded fabric 

frenzy.  A delicately torn destruction strewn across the 

span of a year. I’m ashamed to say that I’ve had an 

extra-marital affair with my boss Kenneth. I’m smart 

enough to know this destructive relationship and 



resulting pregnancy are my way of hurting my husband 

Calvin, as much as he’s hurt me. I’ve abandoned all 

thoughts of reconciliation with him.  

            In the beginning we had a pure timeless kind of 

love. The kind all young girls dream of. My son resulted 

from this naivety. I got pregnant the first time Calvin 

and I had sex. We used a condom, but it broke. Plenty of 

times I think back, and think maybe we used the 

condom incorrectly. Perhaps we didn’t know what we 

were doing. We were both virgins. Two kids playing 

with a loaded gun, unaware of the life altering potential 

and consequences of our actions. We set out to discover 

new lands and found a whole new beginning. New life, 

unexpected and awarded to two extremely young people 

just beginning to live life themselves. Kaliq is a 

beautiful gift. Everything we loved in each other we 

loved the minute we glanced down at that little face. I 

smile to myself. I love my child so. Could never have 

abandoned him, the way my mother abandoned me.  

          I was terrified when I found out I was pregnant 

with Kaliq. Terrified to tell my grandmother who raised 

me. My birth mother was eighteen the summer I was 



born. She graduated High School while pregnant. 

However because I was born in July she was able to go 

away to college on her full scholarship to Clark in 

Atlanta Georgia. She completed her undergraduate 

studies in four years, and continued right after to Law 

school. She’s a successful Lawyer practicing in Atlanta. 

She’s practiced Law for about twenty five years, 

building a comfortable life for herself, and has never 

glanced back at me; her child. She would call, even 

visited but for whatever reason I never went to live with 

her. No one even told me she was my mother till I was 

18 with a child of my own. I guess somewhere deep 

down I resented her once I was old enough to 

understand that the majority of children live with and are 

loved by their birth mothers. I believed my grandmother 

was my birth mother, until one night I overheard them 

talking on the phone.  

“Karen when are you going slow down your career, and 

take time to be a mother to your child?” 

“She’s gonna put two and two together one day, how 

will you face her then?” 



“She’s your child. I love her but you are missing out on 

her childhood” 

“Okay baby, just think about it. When are you going to 

visit? You haven’t been home in about 5 years now.” 

“Okay, baby I love you.”     

“No I won’t say anything. I will let you tell her when 

you are ready.”  

“Okay, Good night baby. I love you, Karen.”  

           I stood at my bedroom door shocked. A giraffe 

could have walked down the hall, and I wouldn’t have 

been as flabbergasted as I was by, what I had just heard. 

Mama ain’t Mama. Cousin Karen my Momma. I crept 

back into bed.  I held that secret for almost a decade. It 

was the first one I remember having. It made me uneasy; 

knowing something I wasn’t supposed to know. Every 

time Mama called me, whether it was for dinner or to 

put up my clothes, I knew she was really calling because 

she knew that I knew. This information weighed on me. 

I might as well have been a charm school enrollee, 

walking around with a stack of books on my head.  Part 

of me was glad Mama raised me. I loved her and I didn’t 

really know Karen. Not to mention Mama was the 



sweetest woman. Everyone loved her. Everyone in our 

family, everyone in our neighborhood, everyone at our 

church.  Plenty of times I wondered if something was 

wrong with me to cause my birth mother to not want me. 

I spent many nights pondering that question.  

           I guess I wasn’t as obvious as I thought. Mama 

never caught on, and I never said a word.  Kaliq was 

about one years old when she told me, guess she thought 

it was time. Karen sure never said a thing the two or 

three times she visited us. 

I must have been about twelve the last time she visited. I 

kept hoping she would tell me that she was my mother. I 

was an excellent student, had good manners and used 

exceptional vocabulary. I wanted to show her what a 

great daughter I was.  I hoped once she saw how 

wonderful I turned out she would break down and 

explain to me why she left. I knew whatever kind of 

explanation she had would be just fine with me as long 

as she confirmed that she loved me. By this time I knew 

she was a lawyer. By now I knew I lived in the projects. 

I wanted to live somewhere nice like Atlanta. Where I 

heard people had big country houses. She didn’t say a 



thing about being my mother. Didn’t say much about 

anything, other than how busy the firm was and how she 

couldn’t stay long. 

I was awestruck by her sophistication. She was 

beautiful, like an adult size doll. Hair was all done up, 

nails all manicured, and her make- up was always 

flawlessly applied. And the language she used. She 

sounded like an English teacher. I wanted to be her, 

wanted her to take me with her, to this dream life of hers 

so far away and removed from my existence. She 

seemed more interested in talking about herself. Smiled 

when I told her about how well I was doing in school. 

She didn’t really show any signs of genuine interest. I 

remember her seeming uncomfortable and in a rush to 

get away from us. Away from a life she was ashamed of 

or didn’t want to be reminded of.  After two days and 

one night she was gone.  

I despised her once she left. I cried plenty of nights after 

that. I felt angry, inadequate and unworthy of all the 

good things she had in Atlanta and didn’t want to share 

with me.  I haven’t thought back to those pre-adolescent 

feelings in a while. I could never think of abandoning 



Kaliq like that. I don’t know what to do about this 

unplanned and inconvenient pregnancy.  

Whenever I try to swallow the possibility of maintaining 

a committed relationship with Kenneth or my husband 

Calvin, every brain crevasse threatens exploding. I will 

eventually have to end my relationship with Kenneth. 

Probably once I complete my CPA.  I like Kenneth.  We 

have a lot in common and enjoy each other’s 

company.  I just can’t or won’t commit to another long 

term relationship.  Especially after all I’ve put into my 

presently failing marriage.   

Calvin and I fought together liberating ourselves from 

South Jamaica Houses. I remember the day I met Calvin. 

I was on my way to the store to get flour and canned 

gravy for my Mama’s famous smothered pork chops.  I 

was looking at the cracks on the sidewalk trying to step 

on them so I could break Karen’s back. We collided 

abruptly.  As I apologized, I gazed upward into the eyes 

of a tall dark toothy guy.  He smiled down at me and my 

heart skipped four beats. 

“Excuse me.” I stammered.  



“It’s all good shorty. Where you heading in such a 

rush?” He replied.  

He was extremely cute with a strong street accent.  His 

street drawl appealed to me but I acted annoyed.  

“Excuse me, but I’m on my way to the store.” I 

answered.  

“No problem I’ll walk you.”  

“It’s a free country.” I shot back as I rolled my eyes.  

“So what’s your name?” he asked.  

“Ebony.”  

“I’m Calvin, nice to me you, Ebony.”  

I liked the way my name sounded coming out of his 

mouth. I was a little nicer as he walked me home. We 

exchanged numbers and started talking on the phone. 

We didn’t have a whole lot in common other than liking 

some of the same shows and both wanting to go to 

college and get out of 40 projects. I guess that was 

enough. We fell for each other hard. We were 

inseparable. It makes me sad to think how much we 

have grown apart. I miss who we were. I miss those two 

ambitious kids gazing upward into a universe filled with 

limitless possibilities. 



         My biggest problem with his so called crisis is that 

we were able to climb so high supporting each other. 

Yeah he lost his brother, yeah he was in Iraq but look at 

how much our blood sweat and tears has afforded us. 

It’s like he’s spitting in my face. All our work to finish 

High School and college with a baby, while working 

crazy jobs at ridiculous hours so that we could be 

homeowners.  Our life was chaotic then. We saved 

income tax returns, used hand-me downs from friends 

and family for Kaliq.  Even for ourselves. We really 

struggled to achieve our success.  I’m baffled that he 

would literally gulp our dreams and accomplishments 

down vodka bottles.   He’s so weak and I’m so 

disgusted.  

When he started staggering into our bed nightly, I would 

pretend I was asleep and ignore his drunken 

smell.  After it continued for months my feelings 

evolved into infuriation. We began arguing 

constantly.  What the hell was he thinking? He left me 

holding all the responsibility, not to mention the 

expenses.  We were an unstoppable team. Instead of 

leaning on me for support he chose to lean into alcohol. 



How and when did alcohol become such an appealing 

option? I feel like he just abandoned everything and said 

fuck it. Fuck me basically. How could he, not him, not 

us after all we had been thorough. I just can’t 

understand.  

Sleeping with my boss is what it is; sexual attraction, 

proximity and opportunity.  I do have feelings for him; 

however at this point in my life I would be equally 

content not sharing my bed with anyone.  I’m tired 

investing my energy in anyone else besides myself.  I’ll 

do it for Kaliq because he is my son but no one else is as 

deserving.  My affair with Kenneth became the one 

thing in my life I could take hold of and control, at a 

time when all else was rampantly careening into chaos.   

“Look at this jackass. Stay in your lane asshole.  Oh 

shit!!”  

  

                                 Zanay 

 

I wanted 

Some kind of awesome  

Love.  



Feeling like a 

Moon creator  

An Earth shaker 

asked for dream maker 

Hope he isn’t a Heartbreaker 

Sanity shaken heart aching,  

kaleidoscope of dreams while awakened,  

Kind of love 

          I was sixteen when love stretched its slender 

fingers around my heart, gripping it firmly as it 

suffocated each aching beat. With all sirens wailing I 

proceeded down this wet slick ride into a new abyss. 

When together all else melted away. This love was more 

than any love I imagined nights before drifting off to 

sleep. I read a lot and spent my night's day dreaming of 

myself dressed in a peach gown dancing across fluffy 

white clouds, with a tuxedoed young man in a baby blue 

sky.  I'm an ultimate romantic. 

         We met a sunny winter day in Jamaica Parson train 

station. We swiped through the turnstile at the same time 

and made quick eye contact. Not sure how eyes 

contacted but somehow or the other they did. We both 



got in the same cart. I snagged the last seat. He stood 

across from me leaning against the subway train's 

double doors. I read my book.  He bopped to whatever 

beat played in his IPOD. He was tall, dark and 

extremely cute. His long eyes and thick long eye lashes 

were as dreamy as the dancer in my dream.  I didn't 

realize I was staring at him. I smiled a nervous smile and 

quickly dived back into my book. 

         We went on this way for about two weeks. I was 

way too shy to say anything. Some mornings I just acted 

like I didn’t even see him. At nights the tuxedoed young 

man I danced with in my dreams now had his face. I 

wanted to say something to him but I just didn’t know 

what. Plus weren’t guys supposed to make the first 

move anyways. Then a week and a half went by and I 

didn’t see him. Every morning as the train doors closed 

and left the station cart absent of his presence I felt my 

patience annoyed to the point of exhaustion.   Once I 

saw him again I defiantly had to say something.  I 

shuddered at the thought of not seeing him again.  

        Then just as suddenly as he was out of circulation, 



he was returned to our subway car one Monday 

morning. I almost gasped when he sat right next to me. 

“Hi,” he said.  As he stared right at me with those liquid 

eyes.  With words that slipped out so simply, his voice 

was as sweet as cherubs pouring verbal divinity into my 

eager ears.  

“Hi,” I said softly, a mere decibel over a whisper. My 

mind was racing. I wasn’t sure what to say.  

“What’s your name?” he asks 

“Zanay.” I reply.  

“I’m Kaliq.” 

He looked really tired and stressed, no longer the 

nonchalant guy bopping to music cascading out of a 

loud MP3. 

“You ok?” I asked 

“I lost my mom, in a car crash two weeks ago.” Silence, 

I was stunned.  

“I’m so sorry.”  

“Thanks. I almost can’t believe she’s really gone.” 

That was the longest shortest train ride ever. We sat and 

talked to the last stop, back again to Jamaica Parsons 

and then back to the city. Oddly enough the time felt 



short; as if for three hours we had stopped time.  We 

talked about our dreams, interest aspirations. He talked 

about all he was going through with his family. His life 

had been unusually sad. I just wanted to be there for 

him. This was the first time I ever cut school. But I 

couldn’t just abandon him when he needed someone to 

talk to. Why would he just sit down and pour his heart 

out to me? I felt kind of special. I mean my dream man 

had just confided in me. A girl he barely knew. We 

finally got off the train at Battery Park and sat on a park 

bench.  In silence we sat holding hands. 

We had lunch from a hot dog vendor before we headed 

back to Queens. We exchanged numbers and developed 

an agreeable friendship. Kaliq and I continued our train 

ride chats before school each morning. We spent our 

nights exchanging friendly text. I was on cloud nine. I 

didn’t even think it was weird that he didn’t show a 

romantic interest in me. We were simply two friends 

having fun and getting to know each other. I loved him 

but I wanted him to make the first romantic move. 

Damn, Kaliq you are my dream maker. I know you 

could never be a heartbreaker. 



 

                                  Marissa 

 

        It’s 5:00 pm and getting dark out; dawn’s foreplay 

into night’s stiffness. How I’d love to sit back and watch 

Mother Nature, as she transitions each day into night. 

Not today I think as I rush to the babysitter to pick up 

my baby girl Maliah. She’s three months old, super 

adorable and cute. I’m eager to see her. She’s my first 

child. Didn’t think I would have children. I was twenty 

five when I had her. Not that I think that’s old it’s just 

that I don’t date much. I’m kind of shy and intimidated 

by relations with the opposite sex.  I know that’s rich 

coming from someone who doesn’t know the identity of 

their child’s father. The usual Maury candidates are 

promiscuous young women with a plethora of men to 

run paternity test on. I have only one potential father; I 

just don’t know who he is. 

I met Maliah’s father one night in a bar.  I don’t know 

his name or remember what he looks like. But I do recall 

him being tall, strong and dark.  What are the odds I’d 

get pregnant the first time I did something as crazy as 



having a one night stand?  This whole situation feels 

horrible, not to mention shameful.  

        My name is Marissa Morrison. I was born and 

raised in a middle class Queens neighborhood called 

Cambria Heights. My mother is a retired Correction 

officer who raised me by herself.  I never met my father 

as he was killed in a drug related shoot out before I was 

born.   I had an incessant yearning to know him the 

entirety of my childhood.  My mother tried to tell me 

about him but she didn’t have much to go on.  She 

barely knew him. She did her best. But a choppy story is 

a weak substitute for the real thing.  She didn’t know 

anything about my father’s family.  He was a foster 

child who never knew his birth parents.  My mother 

however still managed to fill my childhood with an 

abundance of happy memories. We spent every Easter in 

Disney World and vacationed every other summer to 

different states.  I was a superb student which resulted in 

my requests being met without hesitation or delay. My 

mom never married nor had any other children.  It was 

just the two of us. 



I currently live in Laurelton Garden Co-opts and have 

worked as a caseworker for NYC for the past three 

years. As a teen I was devoted to my studies at an all-

girl high school named Mary Lewis in Jamaica Estates 

Queens. I chose to attend St. Johns University because 

my mom had a friend who some way or the other pulled 

enough strings for me to go tuition free. 

Work has helped me come out of my shell a bit. 

Probably since I interact with people from all walks of 

life. Due to the economy’s slow recovery the public 

benefits business is booming. The office is always 

packed and the city always seems to be hiring. 

Nonetheless, I believe Mr. Obama is doing a great job 

bringing our country out of the recession. I named my 

baby girl after the first daughter because I love that 

family. I want a family like theirs one day.  I often find 

myself fantasying about having one. Handsome adoring 

husband, two beautiful kids, a cuddly little dog. I 

fantasize about most everything. Fantasize about my 

dream man, dream car, dream house, dream everything. 

When I was a kid I would fantasize for hours. I would 

kneel on my bed, arms propping up my chin, as I gazed 



out my bedroom window. In my favorite daydream I 

was an unlikely princess unknown by my subjects, 

awaiting discovery by a handsome prince. He would 

have searched numerous castles looking for me. This 

prince beloved for his kindness towards others, searched 

for a princess not prim and beautiful as standard. He 

searched for a smart, loving, and caring princess not 

distracted by the trappings of material treasures such as 

jewels, and fine clothing. Upon discovery he would ask 

for my hand in marriage. Together we would forge an 

awesome alliance bringing together two nations in 

peace.  We’d rule together, adored by our subjects for 

our kindness and generosity. Yeah I use to get carried 

away with my daydreams. Maybe being an only child 

had something to do with it. I smile to myself as I 

remember that silly little girl I use to be.  

        My life is so unlike any daydream I concocted as a 

child.  My adult fantasies consists of thoughts of what it 

would be like to be married and raising Maliah with her 

father. Unfortunately for me, I’m clueless to his identity. 

The night we met, I went to the Skylark Bar on Merrick 

Blvd.  I was bored with my mundane life and its 



chameleon of content-ness. I was craving excitement 

and spontaneity. Wednesday night was free drinks for 

ladies till 11pm. As I sat at the bar I noticed this 

handsome guy. He was tall, and dark. I watched a smile 

spread across his face as he looked my way. Feeling 

bold I went and sat next to him. Five shots of Tequila 

will do that to you.  

“Hello handsome.” 

“Hey,” He replied.  

“How bout we get outta here and make this night 

memorable.”  

He looked at me like I was crazy.  

“I gotta go miss. Have a good night.” He threw his 

money across the bar and fled like a cow escaping 

slaughter. I felt like a moron. What the hell was I 

thinking? I had three more tequila shots and decided to 

call it a night. As I stumbled to my car I realized I was in 

no condition to drive. I sat in the passenger seat and 

shoveled through my bag looking for my cell phone so I 

could call a cab. As the phone rang I looked in my rear 

view mirror and was startled by something or someone 

spread across the hood of the car parked behind me. I 



got out straining my eyes to see if my vision was correct 

or if my drunkenness encouraged delusion. Walking 

over to the car I saw the same tall, dark and handsome 

stranger from the bar. I remembered how humiliated I 

was and started walking back to my car. I heard him 

moving and I turned around to see if he was ok. He was 

staring at me.  

“You ok?” I asked 

“Yeah,” he replied.  

“I was about to call a cab. Do you want me to call you 

one?” I said as I held up my phone.  

He grabbed my hand. 

“It’s fine. Don’t need no cab, cutie.” He pulled me in for 

a kiss. I was tense. Nothing like this had ever happened 

to me.   I’ve had one serious relationship, which ended 

what feels like life time’s ago.  As my nostrils filled 

with the smell of liquor, I remember that not mattering. 

He picked me up in his strong arms and placed me on 

the car. Extreme fog slugged across Queens that winter 

morning. It was unusually warm with a slight crisp in 

the air. Everything was silent and still, time marbleized 

as we entwined our bodies. I kissed him back. Fumbling 



with each other’s clothes, our undergarments were 

simultaneously removed as our sex organs demanded 

orgasm. Underwear absent, I could feel his clumsy 

fingers touching then entering my vagina.  Lustfully 

overwhelmed I consented as he penetrated me right 

there on that car.  All reason was abandoned. The car 

was wet and cold against my bottom contrasting the 

fieriness surging through my body. I wrapped my legs 

around this stranger as he slid in and out of me. I felt 

recklessly dirty and alive. As I think back to that night 

and the feel of his sex ploughing through me, I feel 

myself biting into my lip. Just as suddenly as we started 

it was over. I looked at him amazed as he hurriedly 

closed up his pants.  He backed away from me and 

jumped into his car. I watched the car crazily swerve 

into the sunrise. I picked up my underwear and sat in the 

car pleased with myself and somewhat embarrassed. 

Hope no one saw us. I remember thinking I would keep 

this dirty little experience a secret. And I put it out of my 

head, until the next month when my period went AWOL 

.  

 



Kaliq 

 

        Today was my mother’s funeral. Grappling with 

her being gone as a fact, and not some nightmare I’m 

walking through is draining me. There’s this big empty 

hole in 

the pit of my stomach, feels queasy and uneasy. 

Remembering her coffin being lowered into the grave 

expands the hole. I’m nauseated at the thought of her life 

being completed prematurely. It feels so not right. My 

name is Kaliq Hughes, I’m seventeen and should not be 

burying my mother. 

Now it’s me and my dad. I am trying to stay level 

headed. I love him but he was the drunk; driving 

inebriated through Queens. How is she the one killed in 

a car crash? This shit just don’t make sense. I don’t want 

my dad to die, but my mom was so full of life, so 

ambitious. My dad the drunken zombie was wasting 

away his life. He has stopped drinking and that’s a good 

thing, but it took him smashing us into a tree and my 

mom kicking him out before he sobered up. He better 

stay sober. Numerous nights I lay in bed listening to 



them fight.  Every time I was about to get up and kick 

his drunken ass they would quiet down. If he even 

thinks about picking up a bottle again I’m a represent for 

my mother and whip his ass.  She was side swept by a 

drunk driver on her way to work last Tuesday morning. 

She lost control of the car and it flipped over smashing 

her inside. They say she was killed instantly. I still can’t 

believe she’s gone. She was so full of life, a serious no 

nonsense kind of woman. Why my mom?  

The funeral was beautiful. They had a large blown up 

picture of her dressed in red on the altar. Red roses 

arranged in a heart framed the oversized picture. My 

mom was smiling her beautiful big smile. That smile 

would light up her face. Thinking about it is breaking 

my heart all over again. That photo was one of the 

pictures we took when we did family portraits three 

years ago. We were still a happy family then, the three 

of us. She loved red. She was beautiful. I know everyone 

says that about their mother. But she was badd. My 

friends would tease me about my MILF (Mother I’d 

love to Fuck).  I used to get mad. But I’m smiling now 

thinking about my mom.  



Most people didn’t know it. But she was funny too, she 

would always try to come kiss me when she was 

wearing her avocado clay masque. She would put that 

mask on every Saturday morning. I can see her now 

sitting in her recliner feet curled under her as she read 

over her school work. She was working on her CPA. 

She was smart and quick. You couldn’t slip anything 

past her. She would dissect a lie like a samurai ninja, 

chopping sharp blades through fruit. One time I was 

trying to sell her on me going to the library a Friday 

night after school.  Told her I had to work on a science 

project. She didn’t buy that. How many freshmen are 

dying to go to the library on a Friday night? That’s what 

I have left; memories.  A whole shit load of memories. I 

don’t want memories. I want my mother here. I feel a 

cold breeze whip across my face as I sit in our back 

yard, night moon shining down on me.  Wish I could get 

out of here, wish I had a motor cycle to ride off to 

somewhere.  I’d ride through this breeze, wind whipping 

across my face.  Moon sleeking off my bike. 

I start thinking about the girl from the train. Sweet girl 

reminds me of my life before my uncle died and my dad 



started drinking. Next time I see her on the train I’m 

going to talk to her.  I wanted to before but I had so 

much going on. I didn’t really want to complicate her 

life. I was trying to process my dad’s new found 

drunkenness and my parents obvious impending 

split.  Didn’t think death would be the thing to separate 

them. Train girl was cute. Light skin with a halo of hair 

surrounding her head. She wore her hair natural not 

straight. And it was all over the place, tamed by a head 

band or bow depending on the day. She had chinky, 

little dark brown eyes and dimples I lost myself in the 

first time I saw her.  She had a different kind of style, 

really cute.  I was nervous to say something to her, but 

next time I’m a just go for it.  What do I have to lose?  

As I tiredly climb the stairs to my room I hear my dad in 

their room crying. I don’t even want to face him or 

console him. He was a mess at the funeral. I didn’t shed 

a tear. I was disgusted by his grief. I remember thinking; 

dude you should have spent the last year being a 

husband and father instead of a drunk. I shake my head 

and go to my room. Collapsing on the bed I gaze up to 

the ceiling. Tears escape my broken heart and cascade 



down my face. The image of my smiling mother 

engulfed in blood red roses, fills my head as I drift off to 

sleep.  

  

Kenneth 

     

It’s after midnight and I can’t sleep. I keep replaying the 

day’s events in my head. I attended the funeral of my 

employee/ lover today.  Ebony.  I find myself staring 

into night’s darkness, my mind rejecting her absence as 

a reality. I can’t believe she is gone. The last month I’ve 

been thinking of a future with her in it. I live in a five 

bed room Tudor revival home in Addisleigh Park 

Queens. I’m successful, handsome, and single. I wanted 

to share this life with her. Ebony was smart, sexy, 

confident and extremely ambitious. We shared a lot of 

the same qualities. I could see us forging a life together. 

She has a son who is about seventeen years old. Way I 

figured it, he’d be off to college by next year. It would 

be us two, stacking money, exploring the world 

together. I could even see us having a child, if she 

wanted. I never really saw being saddled with children 



as desirable. I envisioned us travelling the world, and 

enjoying the arts. I never met a woman like her, and I’ve 

had many women. Images of us fucking on my home 

and office desk flash through my mind as I close my 

eyes in search of sleep. Even in death her absence temps 

masturbation.  Damn, Ebony even now I still hunger to 

feel you. I knew it was a matter of time before she 

would vanquish her pathetic vampire of a husband. He 

was sucking her vitality and focus. I hated him. As I 

watched him at the funeral, I had difficulty imaging her 

wasting pussy or time on such a loser. Their boy even 

looked annoyed by that half of a man.  

           In our romance’s dawn I loved her as a result of 

the comfort she afforded me in running both of my 

businesses. She worked as my personal assistant at the 

tax firm for the past three years. We became lovers 

during the last ten months. My mind strays to our 

fallacious rendezvous between office meetings. She 

made me look forward to business trips and conferences 

out of town. I miss her. I wanted to give her the world, 

she deserved it and more. She worked from the bottom 

up and accomplished so much given the cards she was 



dealt. She was thorough in managing the business and 

personal aspects of my life.  

         My name is Kenneth Allen. I grew up in Jamaica 

Queens, two blocks south of Baisley projects.  I’ve lived 

in Queens my whole life with the exception of the five 

years I attended The University of Miami. I loved 

Miami; beautiful beaches, woman and nightlife. What 

19 through 24 year old wouldn’t consider Miami 

paradise. I partied with models at night and chilled on 

the beach with bikini clad divas during the day. This 

was the mid 1990’s. Not to mention the business 

connects that afforded me access to the nation’s finest 

cocaine.  I’m sure you can imagine that as an accountant 

at one of New York’s top Tax Resolution firms, that I 

have clients who pay premium dollars for discretion and 

quality. I’ve afforded myself a lifestyle the majority of 

my peers would kill for during this recession.  My 

success is sustained by my ability to create awesome 

business ties with people from all walks of life.  I have a 

few trusted childhood friends on payroll who do my leg 

work, allowing me to keep my hands dust free.  One of 



the benefits of my success is that I’ve been able to give 

back helping my brothers out.   

I just can’t fall asleep. As I begin to pace the room I turn 

on the night light and go to the safe. Inside is the ring I 

bought her. I was going to propose New Year’s Eve 

2013. I spent fifteen thousand on a customized ruby 

engagement ring. She loved red. Beautiful fiery woman, 

with a fiery personality to match. I crumble back to the 

bed and imagine her warm body lying naked in my 

arms, consoled only by sleep’s caress.  

Calvin 

As my eyes open I look at the clock then over to 

Ebony’s side of the bed. It’s been two months since she 

passed. I still have been drink free however it’s been the 

hardest sober span of months imaginable. Kaliq’s 

ghostly movements have sustained my depression.  Even 

blinking takes thought and diligence to execute. I feel 

guilty that I’m the parent he’s left with. Ebony really 

was our life’s glue.  

I force myself up and go down to social services for my 

recertification. As I approach the building I remember 

the friendly little caseworker.  I ascend to the public 



assistance floor after getting a number and listen for my 

name. I wait about an hour and a half before my name is 

called. As I stand and follow her to the cubicle I feel 

myself smile as she comes out with her little perky self. 

I follow her back to her cubicle and start taking out 

documents before she even asks. Last time I was here I 

saw the same worker. People in the waiting area say 

every time you come you see someone else. I remember 

her being nice. As she looks up at me smiling her 

complexion turns ashen.  

“Are you ok, ma’am?” I ask 

“Yes you just seem vaguely familiar,” she responds.  

I remember thinking that when I applied but brushed it 

off.  

“Where did you go to High School?” I ask.  

“I went to an all-girls high school. Doubt that’s where I 

know you from.” 

“Don’t know, ma’am.” I start handing her my picture Id. 

She continues piercing me with her eyes. 

“You ok?” I ask again. 

“Have you ever been to the Skylar Bar?” she asks. 



It hits me hard as a Mack truck going a hundred miles an 

hour. Shit. This can’t be that freak from the bar. That 

lady looked older and trampier.  Every nerve in my body 

screamed flee. We sat there in silence our eyes replaying 

our encounter.  

“I have a daughter.” She clears her throat. “We have a 

daughter.” She says clarifying. My eyes find themselves 

to a picture of a baby on her desk. I feel sick, looking at 

her bewildered I stand and run from the cubicle.  My 

mind is racing as I run into the hall. I couldn’t get out of 

the building fast enough.  

I go home and sit in the living room staring at the 

wall.  I hear Kaliq come in and go to his room.  I sit 

there till night fall.    I must have I slept there because 

soon after I hear Kaliq descending the stairs.  He goes to 

the front door, picks up something and walks over to 

where I’m sitting.  

 

“You’ve got mail.” He drops an envelope in front of the 

couch and heads out the door.  I pick up the 

envelope.   It’s blank, no address or return 



information.  Just my name printed across the front.  I 

open the envelope, unfold, and read the letter inside. 

Dear Calvin Hughes, 

My name is Marrisa Morrison.  First I apologize for any 

disruption to your life.  I simply wanted to let you know 

that a child resulted from our improbable 

encounter.  I’ve enclosed my number and address.  If 

you would like to be a part of Maliah’s life you can 

contact me.  I know what it is like to grow up without 

the presence of a father.  If we can arrange a way to co-

parent I think it would be in her best interest.  I’m not 

looking for you to provide me with money or a 

relationship.  I am only requesting that you allow my 

daughter the opportunity to know and possibly be loved 

by her father. 

 

Thank You 

Marrisa Morrison 

 

 

 

  



Marissa 

 

          Calvin blew into our life one breezy 

afternoon.  As I approached the door to my coop I was 

surprised to see him waiting in the doorway.   I was 

holding Maliah who smiled up at him as if she knew 

who he was.  Our eyes met and we both smiled 

awkwardly.  

“Hey, can I come in so we can talk?” he asked. 

We proceeded into my apartment. I offered him a seat 

and a glass of water. He accepted and asked if he could 

hold his daughter.  I handed her to him and went to the 

kitchen.   I remember placing my hands on the kitchen 

counter forcing myself to relax and breath.  I couldn’t 

believe he was here.  It had been two months since I 

wrote him.   I figured he decided to disregard my 

paternity claim.  In my mind I rationalized that from his 

perspective if I so recklessly slept with him then I was 

naturally promiscuous.  In that line of reasoning any 

number of men could have been my child’s father.  I 

almost wanted to cry right there in that kitchen. Was he 

angel sent?  Did this mean Maliah would get to have a 



relationship with her dad?  The thought thrilled me.  I 

pulled myself together and took him the glass of water.   

We sat and talked.  He said he wanted to be a part of 

Maliah’s life. He told me he had a son.  Also told me 

about his recently deceased wife.  I told him about 

Maliah.  Her likes and quirks.  Told him I would love 

him to be a part of her life.  I also told him about 

growing up without my father.  He stayed three 

hours.  He helped me put Maliah to sleep.  He was 

gentle and patient with her. It was heavenly to watch.  I 

felt as if I had been awarded a generous blessing.  God 

was smiling down on me that day. I don’t know what 

moved his heart.  But we are grateful to whatever angels 

pointed him our way.   

It’s been one year since that fateful day.  We’ve started a 

romantic relationship.  Calvin has returned to college, 

and will be completing his Bachelors in computer 

science this semester.  I’m deeply in love with 

Calvin.  And am so grateful for the chance to love 

again.  Each life’s breath is a state of excessive 

delight.  Each waking moment better than any childhood 

daydream come true.   



     

Calvin 

 

I wish it didn’t take me losing my wife and almost 

killing Kaliq to realize the value of life.  Human life is 

so short compared to the span of universal time.   We 

have a tendency to live as if we have infinite time.  Then 

when faced with the reality of death, we’re startled by 

the realization that we really don’t have as much as we 

believed.   It took me losing loved ones to grasp the 

importance of each moment.  I squandered the last year 

Ebony and I had together.  Losing her commissioned 

immeasurable guilt.  Reminisces of the pain and 

disappointment I must have caused her devoured all 

else.  I was so self-absorbed with my own pain that I 

never stopped to think about what she was going 

through while I grieved for my brother.  Subsequently 

when Ebony died I never addressed how Kaliq was 

mourning his mother. 

One morning I found myself on the banks of an alcohol 

river.  Rapidly speeding currents laced with guilt, 

sadness and pain tempted my submersion.  I sat staring 



into metaphoric currents, alcohol on the brain.   And 

then as if heaven sent Marissa’s letter cascaded to my 

feet.  As I read I knew that no more time could be 

wasted.  Truthfully I didn’t know if I wanted to chance 

damaging another relationship.  Perhaps this child was 

better off not knowing me.  What were the chances that I 

was her father?  These thoughts surged through my 

head. Marissa and I had such a reckless encounter.  She 

so randomly slept with me, how sure could she be that I 

and not some other reckless sex partner was Maliah’s 

father.   I decided to ignore and then indulge the letter.  I 

wrestled these thoughts back and forth probably a 

million times within the span of eight weeks.  I finally 

decided to go the address in the letter.  I had to do the 

right thing.   After a year of misguided actions I needed 

to make amends.  Amends with Kaliq and to this child if 

she is mine.   

I went to see Marissa and Maliah.  We talked and I spent 

time with them.  We eventually had a paternity test 

done.  Turns out; Maliah is my daughter.  Believe it or 

not we have built a trusting loving relationship.  Maliah 

and Marissa have given me additional purpose.  Marissa 



is a kind loving woman.  She’s a little demur, 

surprisingly.  I mean, considering the way we met.  I’m 

thinking about asking her to marry me.  

Once I met them I knew I wouldn’t turn my back on 

them.  I decided to make my time count.  I’ve also made 

some strides towards repairing the rift between Kaliq 

and me.   

When I found out Maliah was mine and had to break the 

news to Kaliq.  He was livid.  He was furious that I had 

cheated on his mother in addition to everything 

else.   I’ve apologize but he says he can’t forgive 

me.  I’ll never give up on my son.   I’ve told him that 

whenever he is ready I will be waiting for whatever type 

of relationship he will allow me to have with him.   

I’m happy with the life I am constructing with Marissa 

and Maliah.  Malleable like clay we are molding a future 

together.   For the past year I’ve been using each day to 

perfect and develop myself, so that when I lay down 

each night I’m proud of the man I’m becoming.  

Kaliq 

 



Thank you for Zanay.  I’m not sure where my life would 

have been without her. Prior to my uncle’s death and my 

father’s drinking, I lived a pretty happy existence.  My 

parents weren’t rich or anything but I never really had 

any struggles. My mother’s death exposed me to 

ungovernable feelings of loss.  I mean I knew people 

who’ve lost loved ones.   I just never understood the 

range of emotions entailed with that grief and 

mourning.  One day I found a scarf she must have 

misplaced in my draw.  Upon touching it and smelling 

her favorite perfume lingering in the fabric, I felt myself 

spiraling into depression.  Knowing I wouldn’t be able 

to see her again in life endorsed gut wrenching 

emptiness.   

Zanay provided the air needed when I felt suffocation 

overcoming me.  She listened when I didn’t know where 

to turn.  She provided refuge when the walls in my home 

became too small for two grieving people.  We’ve been 

dating a year now.   

Holding her Magnolia corsage awaiting her decent into 

my arms, I feel love surging through each synapse.  We 

are going to her prom tonight.  In August we will both 



be attending college in New Jersey.  I will be going to 

the New Jersey Institute of Technology.  Zanay will be 

attending Princeton.  My mother’s death forced abrupt 

maturity.  Zanay held my hand throughout this 

progression. 

I have been trying to forgive my father.  I know 

logically that my mom’s death was not his 

fault.   However I feel such disappointment whenever I 

think about how he treated her the last year of her 

life.  I’m unsettled by thoughts of her last year as a 

series of awful events that accumulated in tragedy.  To 

add injury and insult to my grief he confessed to 

cheating on my mother and having an illegitimate 

child.  I remember thinking; this man is a piece of 

work.  I know that he wanted my forgiveness but I was 

unwilling to award him with it.   Zanay with her 

insightfulness; pointed out that until I forgave my father 

I’d be wasting the same type of valuable time we wasted 

as family before my mom’s death. 

“Imagine if you lost your father today.  You’d feel grief 

about all the unresolved aspects of your 

relationship.  Life’s too short to waste time being mad at 



things outside our control.  Why not own it, use what 

life gives you as an opportunity to better yourself.  Give 

your mom that.  Let her rest in peace knowing that in her 

absence her family was strengthened instead of 

dissolved.”  

I just looked at her like how smart can one young person 

be.  That’s Zanay.  Always insightful with knowledge 

preceding her years.  After college were gonna get to 

married.  Heck I want to marry her now but she thinks 

we should wait until we graduate.   Yeah lots of 

insight.  Thank you for Zanay. 

     

Kenneth 

 

A year has passed since Ebony’s death.  A few days 

after the funeral I went to visit my mother.  As I sat 

outside on her step waiting for her to return from her 

morning store errand, I found myself thinking about my 

childhood.  I thought about the three of us; mom, dad 

and I.  I remember what it felt like hanging out with 

them.  I reminisce about my childhood self, riding my 

bike past them as they sat on the porch. 



I knew they were watching me with pride.  That use to 

feel real good.  That security and love I felt as a child.   I 

wonder if my mom thinks about those times.  Smiling to 

myself I looked up to see her turning the corner.  As she 

walked toward me, with her cane in hand I notice her 

struggling with three or four bags.  I rushed over to help 

her.  She seemed smaller, weaker than the last time I had 

seen her.   

“Hey mom, how you doing?” 

“I’m blessed boy, happy to see you.” 

She still had her vital wit and happy demeanor.  I was 

struck suddenly by the realization that in the next few 

years I could in fact lose my mother too.  I mean she 

wasn’t sick or anything.  But she was getting up there in 

age.  Not to mention life took Ebony who wasn’t even 

forty.  What’s to say life wouldn’t take my mom also?  

“Boy what you thanking on?  You sure in some deep 

thought.” She said interrupting my thoughts.  

“Oh nothing mom,” I replied.  

“Mom how would you like to come and live with me?” 

It was out before I even realized what I was saying. She 

paused and looked at me as if she had seen a ghost.  



“Kenneth you ok? You ain’t in no trouble, is you?   

“No mom.  I just miss you.  Was just hit with the 

thought of you in the house by yourself.  Thought 

maybe you were lonely.” 

“I do get lonely, but I’m okay.  Don’t know if I could 

live in that big ole house a yours anyways.  I do be 

lonely, but all you need to do is visit more.” she said. 

“Yeah I think I can manage that.” I replied 

I gave her a big hug. 

“I love you, mom.”  

She looked at me with tears in her eyes. 

“I love you too boy.  Now let me feed you.  You looking 

scrawny.” 

She cooked my favorite; fried whitens, cornbread and 

peach cobbler.   

After that I started visiting her three times a 

week.  About a week after that initial visit I bought her a 

Shih Tzu puppy.  Someone told me they are loving 

companions.  My mom loves that dog; she named him 

Russell.   For the first time in a long time I’m truly 

happy.  I’m placing value in what really 



matters.  Making the most of the time given, by 

spending it with the ones you love.  

 

 


