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Have you ever thought that you were going through the worst thing that anybody
could ever go through and that you were all alone? If all of you are honest with yourself
then all of you would say yes. That is a part of life. Anybody that says life is easy is not
being truthful. 1 am here to tell you that life is not easy. It is not supposed to be, but just
because life isn’t easy, that does not mean it is not worth living.

I was born on May 29, 1972 to a married couple who were doing everything right.
They loved each other with all their hearts and they were going to start a family and
everything was going to be great. They had their whole life ahead of them. They were
young but they knew that raising a child would be a great experience.

Well it didn’t quite turn out the way they had planned. When I was born I didn’t
come in this world a healthy newborn. I was born with an open spine and lots of
complications. They call it Spina Bifida. It is a birth defect that they are still not sure
exactly what causes it. It is nothing that the mother does on purpose to cause this to
happen, it is just one of those mysteries that only God knows.

According from what I have been told there were a lot of complications and they
pretty much said there wasn’t anything they could do and I was going to die or either
just be a vegetable and would need to be in an institution somewhere. They wanted my
parents to take me home and just accept the fact I was going to die. In fact, my mom
didn’t even get to see me and hold me right away because of all the complications I was
having. From what I can remember being told, they transferred me to another hospital
that also said there wasn’t anything that could be done.

What the doctors didn’t know was that they may have a lot of knowledge but
there 1s a great physician out there that wasn’t going to let me die. My parents took me
home and decided that God was the one in control and so they prayed that His will be
done. Can you imagine a mom that can take there child and say "Okay God, you
brought her in this world and if you see fit to take her back then I will give her up" I
admire my mom more than she will ever know because of that, that took a lot of courage
and faith. My parents took me to church a couple of weeks after I was born and had the
church pray for me and for God’s will to be done. Word spread about me and my
condition and that started people from all over praying for me.

After I made it for a little while I think the doctors realized that I at least needed to
go through surgeries to try to help me make it through. I had to have my spine closed up
which was a major operation for a baby to go through. I had to have numerous
surgeries; the older I got the more surgeries that were required for me. I made it through
each one of them with a lot of prayer and support. God definitely was there with me
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through it all. God was also there with my parents and my family during all of this
cause they were always there for me. My parents were not the wealthiest people around
but God always provided. They had to try to work while also being there for me and my
surgeries. My dad wasn’t real healthy himself due to the fact he had asthma since he
was a child. But he was always there for me. They took care of me and made sure I had
all the possibilities to have as normal as a life as possible.

My whole family including grandparents and aunts and uncles were always there
to do what they could and to pray for me. I remember having to go away to a children’s
hospital when I was about 7 years old because of some surgery I had on my back. I had
to lay perfectly flat for months. It wasn’t easy on me and I knew it wasn’t easy on my
family because I was a couple of hours away and they did their very best to come see as
much as they could. I also would get cards and letters from so many people. Lots of
them were people that had just heard about me and what I was going through and I
didn’t even know them. They just wanted me to know they were praying for me. I will
never forget that. Even though I saw my family as much as I could and I also got lots of
mail I still felt homesick and I felt lonely.

There were times I felt all alone and like not even God was there with me but you
know, even when my family wasn’t able to be there I was not alone. At the time [ may
not have been able to see it cause I was very homesick and I missed my family very
much. It was very hard having to go a week or more sometimes without seeing any of
my family. Every time they came it was wonderful to see them but each time they had
to leave it was harder and harder on all of us. But God was right there with me the
whole time.

I think I was at that children’s hospital for a little over a year and I saw a lot of
things that I will never forget. To this day I wonder what happened to some of those
kids I met there. 1 was not the worst off one there by no means. They had some very
sick kids there. But I know God was there with them too.

Sometimes when I get down and think things are so bad I think of those kids and
it makes me realize there is always somebody worse off then I am. Some of those kids
didn’t even have family to come see them. I remember one little boy that was there
because he had been in a severe fire. About 90% of his body was burned but he always
was the sweetest boy. But the whole time I was there I hardly ever saw any family come
see him. I am very blessed to have had the support I had during that time in my life.

Never did I dream I would need that support as much as I have during my whole
life. T was one of the first ones in a wheelchair to be able to go to a public school. We
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had to always meet with the principals and teachers ahead of time to work out details so
I could get to all my classes. God always made a way for me to blend in as much as
possible with the other kids. School was not my favorite thing to do because I, like a lot
of kids, didn’t like to take the time to study. But I did feel like I was accomplishing
something by being in a public school with everybody else. I felt like that sort of paved
a way for other kids in the future to be able to do the same thing. One of my problems I
had in school though was being very shy. I think part of that had to do with the fact I
wanted to blend in with everybody and I never wanted anybody to look at me and feel
sorry for me. My parents had brought me up to believe everything happens for a reason.
So it seemed like from day one I grew up thinking okay, God you put me on here with a
disability and so you must have something special for me to do.

Being in a wheelchair was all I knew so it seemed normal to me. I remember
having friends in school but I never would get real close to any cause in the back of my
mind | always wondered if they really wanted to be my friend or if they were just being
nice to me cause they felt like they had to. I don’t remember a lot of kids teasing me or
making fun of me. Yeah there were stares but I never really paid much attention to that
but I did shy away from them and I wasn’t one that could start a conversation with
somebody. After school I would come home and I would love to go outside just to just
watch the neighborhood kids play. I couldn’t get in the middle of a lot of what they
were doing but I could watch.

[ was happy with that most of the time. A lot of the kids would try to keep me
involved. I remember sometimes we would just get in a group and just go walking
around the block and different ones would want to take turns pushing me. And we
would just talk and cut up about nothing really. But I was included. and that made me
feel good. My parents always tried to spend time with me and do things I enjoyed
doing. I loved to go shopping, I still do. I have never had a lot of money and that is not
really the point to me. It was just getting in the mall in the middle of everybody else and
blending in and doing the same things everybody else was doing.

When I was growing up, [ missed a lot of school because of frequent stays in the
hospital for different surgeries. That would make it difficult to keep up but God always
brought along the right people to help me get home bound teachers to come to the house
to help me keep up. My parents also would help me as much as they could to get my
homework done plus recover from surgeries.

Later on as I got older I started in the summers going away for a couple of weeks
to an Easter Seals camp with other kids that had disabilities. That was a lot of fun. At
first [ would miss my family but then I would get in with the kids and get to doing the
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activities and | had a blast. I made a lot of friends while I was there. I even had my
picture taken with one of the Harlem Globetrotters that came to see us. We went fishing
and horseback riding and just learned how to do different crafts and I even went
swimming.

To look at me now you wouldn’t think I was able to do all that but God always
seemed to make ways for me to be able to do things that I enjoyed. Yes I was a child
with a lot of difficulties and I had to be in and out of the hospital a lot. There were times
I was very sick and the doctors didn’t think I was going to pull through a certain surgery
or a certain sickness but the Great Physician would always pull me through and then I
would go back to doing the things I enjoyed like fishing and shopping. As a kid I think
that was the two things I enjoyed the most. I remember me and my daddy going off and
we would spend all day together in a boat in the middle of a lake fishing. That was
some of the best times of my life. I know he could have just gone without me cause it
took a lot of work on his part to get me in and out of the boat and things like that but he
never complained.

Both of my parents did everything they always could to make me have a great life
and never showed that [ was a burden to them. God would give them the strength to
help me have a good life. Now I wasn’t a perfect child I admit I got in trouble just like
any other kid when I did something wrong. I didn’t study like I should and I didn’t
always do things when I was told. Just because I had problems didn’t mean I got out of
doing things. Whenever I heard "Beverly Anne!!" I knew I was in trouble.

The main thing [ was supposed to do was keep my room clean and I never saw a
problem with the way it looked just the way it was. So I didn’t think I ever had to put
anything away. I had times I had to have my phone privileges taken away or couldn’t be
with my friends, it wasn’t very much but when it did happen that was a lot to me cause
there wasn’t much else to do.

But I appreciate my parents not just sitting back and giving me anything and
everything I ever wanted just because they felt sorry for me. That made me the kind of
person I am today. I was not a spoiled brat that had everything my way growing up. I
had to earn things just like everybody else. And whenever I did do something right my
parents where always showing me how proud they were of me.

I was brought up in church from day one and that helped me out a lot. Church has
always been a place where I felt very safe. I remember going to church as a kid and
listening to the choir and to our pastor preach about a God that could always be like a
friend to you even when you felt like you didn’t have a friend in the world.
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I also loved to hear my mom sing in church. She has a beautiful voice and I
remember listening and thinking she sounded like an angel. I even remember getting in
front of the church a few times and singing a song I loved called He’s Still Working on
Me, by Joel Hemphill:

He's Still Working On Me
Words and Music: Copyright © 1980 Joel Hemphill

He's still working on me to make me what I ought to be.
It took Him just a week to make the moon and stars,
The Sun and the Earth and Jupiter and Mars.
How loving and patient He must be, He's still working on me.

There really ought to be a sign upon the heart,
Don't judge him/her yet, there's an unfinished part.
But I'll be perfect just according to His plan
Fashioned by the Master's loving hands.

He's still working on me to make me what I ought to be.
It took Him just a week to make the moon and stars,
The Sun and the Earth and Jupiter and Mars.
How loving and patient He must be, He's still working on me.

In the mirror of His Word reflections that I see

Make me wonder why He never gave up on me.

He loves me as I am and helps me when I pray
Remember He's the Potter, I'm the clay.

He's still working on me to make me what I ought to be.
It took Him just a week to make the moon and stars,
The Sun and the Earth and Jupiter and Mars.
How loving and patient He must be, He's still working on me.

[ was involved in Sunday school and Children’s church and we would have fund
raisers and things and I would go out and join right in trying to raise money. To me that
was a lot of fun. It gave me a chance to give back to God a little of what he had given
me. [ knew that I was here for a reason and I needed to do what I could for him to show
him I was going to make the best of the life he had given me.
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Going to church was something that was a part of my life. My parents took the
time to get me up and get me dressed and ready to go every Sunday morning Sunday
night and Wednesday night. 1 even had to be pulled up and down steps to get to Sunday
School classes and if my parents couldn’t do it God always made sure somebody was
around that was willing to do it. I would go to school and there was kids that didn’t go
to church and that seemed strange to me cause going to church for me was just like
waking up every day. You just did it. Now it wasn’t just a habit, it was something I
loved doing. Whenever I had to be out because of being sick or in the hospital I hated
missing church. I wasn’t going just because my parents made me. I always knew that
whenever [ was sick or in the hospital that my church family was praying for me and
making sure people from all over were praying for me.

During those times I had to be in the hospital so much with surgeries and illnesses
I know I had so many prayers going up for me cause I would not have made it if it had
not been for God helping me through. I also believe God can work through people here
cause [ remember so many times we would get cards or letters and money and we would
never know who it was from. But whenever we did God got all the praise for it cause
we know he is the one that was responsible for whoever sent it to us.

There was times we would even be gone and when we would come back home
there would be a bag or two of stuff sitting on the porch with things in it that was very
needed but to this day we don’t know who put it there. I just know that God had his
special angels looking after us.

My parents had to try to keep their jobs while also being there for me. My mom
was trying to work and also be with me at the hospital around the clock whenever I was
there. I also remember a time when I was in the hospital out of town and my dad was
back home in the hospital with his asthma. Now I know that was hard on her but she
was always there as much as she could be for the both of us. And I know she had her
own health problems but she would always put herself aside to make sure her family
was taken care of. My dad was the same way. I know there was lots of times he didn’t
feel like carrying me up and down steps to get somewhere and getting me in and out of
vehicles wasn’t very easy either but he never complained.

As I got older his asthma got worse but he always was there for me and did
everything he could to make sure I had a good life. I remember going outside with him
and I had a plastic bat and a plastic ball and he would throw it to me and let me hit it. I
couldn’t run around bases or anything he would just let me hit it and then he would go
get the ball and throw it to me again. I also remember going outside to fly a kite. He
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would do all the work to get it started and then let me hold it so I could feel like I was
flying it.

Those were some happy times in my childhood. I did have my times of being
very sick but when I was feeling good God always made ways for me to be able to enjoy
things. I was an only child but I remember when I was about 7 years old my cousin
would come and spend the summers with us. Sometimes weeks at a time. It got to
where sometimes he stayed most of the summer. He just loved to come stay with us.

Chris and my dad were real close. Plus I loved having somebody else there. He
was a little younger than me so it was like having a little brother around the house. We
had our times where we would fight like brother and sister too. But I feel like God
brought him to staying with us because he was having some hard times and we loved
having him around. We were able to show him love and he gave back just as much. He
was so much help to me. We would go out together to the movies and to the mall and
just have fun. We also had times where when nobody else knew it we would just talk.
We trusted each other to tell each other things we wouldn’t tell anybody. I needed
somebody I could talk to that would just listen and he was there for me. He also let me
know he wasn’t going to feel sorry for me. If there was something I could do myself he
wasn’t going to do it for me, he pushed me. Which is just what I needed.

He only got to come during summers though cause the rest of the year we had
school and he lived in a different town and went to a different school. God knew what
he was doing in letting him come and stay with us some cause eventually down the road
he decided he needed a change and he wanted to come live with us all the time. I would
love to spend time with the other members of my family also. Both my mom and my
dads side of the family was kind of big with lots of aunts and uncles and cousins.
Christmas at my grandparents house was always one of my favorite times of the year.
My family has always been the biggest supporters for me in everything I have had to go
through.

I have one aunt on my dad’s side that I have been close to as far back as I can
remember. She was always there for me and I loved to go to her house on Sunday
afternoons. I don’t know why I ended up being so close to her but it just was always
easy to talk to her and she would come pick me up sometimes and let me stay the night
with her. She was single so we had a lot of time we could do things just the two of us. |
think she would baby-sit me a lot when my parents were working.

When I was real little like before the age of 3 we lived in a trailer right down the
street from where she lived with my grandparents. | remember being at my
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grandparents house the day before my 3 birthday and we looked out the back door and
the trailer was on fire. Both of my parents were at work and there wasn’t much that
could be done to save it anyway. But I remember watching people try there best to get
our stuff out for us and to save as much as they could. We had to move cause the trailer
couldn’t be saved but God made a way for us to find another place to live.

My aunt and I loved to go shopping and it also was a habit that after church on
Sundays I would go spend the day with her. I was not happy if something came up to
where I couldn’t go. I remember when my aunt decided she was going to build her a
house down the street from my grandparents. I loved being able to go stay with her.
She was also my Sunday school teacher so we would have little parties for the class at
her house. She would take me up and down steps just so I could get in and out of her
house.

I didn’t get to go spend the night with friends or with people very much cause I
was a child that had to have a lot of care and as long as I was home my parents could do
what needed to be done but that made it hard for me to go just anywhere overnight. But
Charlotte would do everything that needed to be done no questions asked. I remember
whenever she would pick me up to go stay a night with her when we got to the top of the
road she lived at she would let me take charge of the steering wheel. At that age that
was so cool to me. I loved being able to do that. And I always thought, well this will be
the closest I will ever come to driving. I was like her adopted child cause she was not
married and didn’t have any kids of her own.

She always said she was going to stay single, but I told her if she ever got married
I was going to be in her wedding. I wouldn’t miss that for anything. Well in 1984 she
did find her future husband and she did get married. I was to be in the wedding and 1
was so excited. I wasn’t too crazy about her getting married in a way though cause I felt
like she wouldn’t have any more time for me. But I went right along with it and was
going to be in the wedding. Well during that time in my life I was having a lot of
problems with bladder infections. I would do okay until I start running a high fever and
would have to go in the hospital for iv antibiotics. About a week of them and I would be
okay and could go on with my life.

Just about the time my aunt was getting ready to get married I started getting sick
with an infection and started running a fever. Plus my dad was in the hospital with his
asthma. They decided I need to go in the hospital and get iv antibiotics, so I had to call
my aunt and tell her I couldn’t be in her wedding. I was heart broken. Something I had
looked so forward to and I wasn’t going to be able to even go let alone be in it. I felt so
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disappointed cause I had never been in a wedding and I knew with all my problems I
would never have a wedding of my own.

My dad came home the day before the wedding and was able to go so I was glad
of that. And it turned out okay because my aunt and my new uncle came to my room at
the hospital, still in there wedding clothes, to see me before they went off for their
honeymoon. Now how many people do you know that would do that? That made me so
happy. And I also liked my new uncle from that day forward. He was another one that
would always do everything he could to make sure I had as much happiness as I could. 1
wasn’t pushed out of my aunts life I was just a part of both of there lives. They
eventually had a daughter of their own. I was so excited for them and while she was
pregnant it was a lot of fun talking to her about planning for the baby.

She had a beautiful baby girl and I remember thinking that I hope this child and I
can be as close as me and my aunt were when I was growing up. I loved spending time
with her and my dad also was crazy about her. I remember him telling my aunt one time
that he was going to spoil her rotten just like she had spoiled me.

Well my dad didn’t get to do much of that cause in September of 1985 my mom
woke up one Sunday morning and saw where my dad had been up most of the night.
There were a lot of times where if my dad couldn’t sleep laying down because of his
breathing he would go in the other room and sleep sitting up in his recliner. That made
it easier on him to breathe, plus he had a machine right there that he could use if he felt
too bad and that would help him most of the time. He had his share of having to be in
and out of the hospital with his asthma but he would always come back home and go
back to doing as much as he could for me and continuing to work.

My daddy also loved to work out in the yard. He had gotten where he couldn’t
work because of his asthma so he spent a lot of time at home. He would plant flowers
out in the yard and he would also love to cook in the kitchen. I used to love to watch my
dad cook. He would make pound cakes that were out of this world for me to sell to
make money for the fund raisers [ was involved in at church. I use his recipe to this day
to make the same kind of pound cake. We got real close while he spent so much time at
home. When he was feeling good he really enjoyed life.

That morning my mom saw where he was having trouble with his asthma and
asked him did he want to go to the emergency room. He kept saying no. He didn’t want
to go. She felt like he needed to go but he insisted he would be okay. He was supposed
to take part in the morning service at church so he was determined to go. It was very
early in the morning when my mom was trying to get him to go and I was still in bed.
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My dad had a younger brother that worked not far from where we lived and
sometimes he would come by our house either before or after work but never that early.
But that morning he showed up at our door. I don’t really know why but to this day I
believe that God sent him there because when he saw my dad needed to go to the
emergency room he didn’t take no for an answer. He made sure my dad made it to the
hospital.

My dad had been like he was that morning many times and went to the hospital
and spent a few days and then come home and he was okay for awhile. 1 know by the
time he left I just had gotten up and when he left out the door I said "Bye I will see you
later" Thinking ok, if they put him in the hospital my mom will take me up there later to
see him. My mom got dressed and said she was going to go up to the hospital and see
how things were and that my cousin would be coming by shortly to stay with me while
she was gone.

I called my aunt to tell her that my dad was at the hospital and she said somebody
had already called her. Something about her voice I could tell that this was different
then before. She was talking to me and right before we hung up she told me to try not to
worry too much. As I was hanging up the phone I just said "God please don’t take my
daddy away" My cousin showed up and we watched TV and worked on homework to
pass the time and I just thought it was going to be another one of those times they put
him in the hospital.

The next thing I remember is my aunt showing up at my door and I saw her with
my dad’s suitcase and I was thinking "They must be letting him come home cause she

has his suitcase" but I couldn’t figure out why she was there and I didn’t see mama and
daddy.

She sat down beside me and told me that they had done all they could do but that
my daddy had passed away. I can’t remember exactly what she said but I just remember
feeling so numb. It was like I was in a dream. I couldn’t understand how that could be
happening when I had asked God to not take my daddy away.

Shortly after my aunt told me, my mom showed up. When I saw her coming in
the driveway | wanted to just go somewhere and hide. I didn’t know how I was going to
face her. She came in and I was still in shock. All I remember of what she said was that
God would help us through this and that we would get through it together. I was also
scheduled to have some major surgery the following week on my bladder. It was going
to be a major deal and it was not even a guarantee I would make it through the Surgery.

10



Under His Wings

Because of everything going on we postponed the surgery for awhile. I remember
everybody coming to the house. It was September 8, 1985 which also was the same day
as his dad’s and my mom’s mom’s birthdays.

There was so many people that came to the house. I was ok, still feeling like I
was in a dream. [ felt like I had to hold up because my mom was worried about me and
everybody kept telling me to stay strong. So I felt like I had to for everybody else,
especially my mom. But deep down I kept wondering how God could do this after I had
specifically prayed for him to NOT take my daddy away from me.

Then I also kept hearing things that I don’t know if anybody even knew I heard.
Like it had looked like my daddy had not taken some of his medicine and that he
probably had just decided he had had enough of everything. I couldn’t figure out how
my daddy could do that to me. Didn’t he realize he would be leaving me behind to live
the rest of my life without him? My dad was an inspiration to me to never give up. I
figured as long as he could make it through as much as he had, then I could make it
through anything.

I was starting to feel like my daddy just decided to quit. How was I supposed to
go through everything I was supposed to if he even gave up. I held up pretty good with
it all or at least looked like I was holding up good up until the funeral. There was so
many people there but I don’t really remember seeing specific people. I just remember
the end of the funeral they took him out of the church and that is when I felt my heart
really breaking cause I was thinking "This is the last time I will ever see my daddy"

I was mad at daddy for leaving me and I was mad at God for taking him away
from me. I never would open up to anybody cause I wanted everybody to think I was a
strong girl and that [ was handling things okay. I felt so bad for my mom though cause
she was all on her own now to take care of me but I felt like this would bring us closer
and we would do okay as long as we just had each other.

I did miss my daddy though very much. God was with me during that hard time
even though at the time I felt like it was God’s fault. Now that I look back on it I realize
it was my daddy’s time to go get his reward in heaven. He had stood up in church
sometime before this happened and said if God decided it was his time he was ready to
go. Now, that is the way to go. He wasn’t leaving me he was going home where he
wouldn’t be sick anymore and he could still watch over me and be my guardian angel.

I believe my dad has seen everything I have been through and seen how God has
still had his hand on my life. I believe he is right there with me through everything. 1
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still miss him very much and I feel like he would definitely understand what I am going
through but I also know he is better off in heaven just looking out for me. I have times
when [ miss him so much and if [ am alone I talk to my dad just like I would anybody
else that comes in here. Two months after my dad passed away I had to go ahead with
the surgery we had postponed.

I was out of town in the hospital during Thanksgiving that year but my mom was
right there with me. I don’t remember a lot but I know my mom was with me the whole
time. I know it had to be hard on her cause they said there was a chance I wouldn’t even
make it. But once again God saw fit to help me through this trial and the doctors said
everything went really well. I was in the hospital for awhile and then had to recuperate
at home for awhile.

I was getting homebound for my school work while I was at home. I remember
the day the Challenger Shuttle blew up because I just had finished with my homebound
teacher and I turned the TV on. My heart sank when I watched that. I remember
thinking those people had everything going for them and they had to lose there life so
tragically and here I am just being a burden to everybody and God keeps letting me live.

I think that is when I started really wondering what my purpose on this earth
really was. I would think about it every so often but never could put my finger on why
my life was so valuable. I eventually went back to school but it was so hard to just go
on with my life after I had lost my daddy. I had to stay strong for everybody but I
missed him so much. I would go to school and couldn’t wait until lunch hour so I could
go to the pay phone and call my mom to see if she was okay.

I was so afraid I was going to lose her next. I know I shouldn’t have but if |
happened to call and she didn’t answer I went into a panic. It got pretty much to where
she had to let me know where she was going to be all the time. I just knew I couldn’t
handle losing my mom too. Holidays were hard without my dad that year.

Mom made Christmas be the best she could but I missed my daddy cause I
remember Christmas’s from past where he would get in the floor in the middle of all my
toys and have just as much fun as I was having. 1 don’t know how old I was but I
remember playing in the floor with him and a race track he had gotten on Christmas Eve
and we were watching TV and the news was telling the kids where Santa was so daddy
was trying to hurry me up to go to bed so I would be asleep before Santa came.

I also remember one time when I was in the hospital [ was getting released that
day and mama and daddy had gotten me a present but wouldn’t let me open it until I got
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home. When I got home and opened it was the most beautiful ballerina mobile to hang
in my room. I loved it. I would just sit there and watch it and dream. I used to say
when I was a kid that if I could have I would have been a ballerina. I was a kid with a
lot of problems but I had my dreams just like everybody else.

God continues to help me make it one day at a time dealing with the death of my
dad. God also had his hand in something at the time that I tried my best to fight but I
should have known God was going to win. The cemetery where my dad had decided he
wanted to be buried was not far from where we lived. Mom went and met with the
manager to find just the perfect spot for him. She picked a spot where he would be close
to a beautiful tree and where it would be easy for me to get to when I wanted to go to the
grave.

The manager was very kind to my mom and stayed with her while she walked
around to find the perfect spot. I know she was going through a lot having to make that
decision but the manager was very helpful. A lot of times he came by the house after
that to take care of the business side of burying somebody. I just remember him coming
by and he was so nice to both of us. I think mom was comfortable talking to him too
cause he came across as a friend and as somebody that cared. He would call just to
check on us to see how we were doing and he had heard about me having to go in the
hospital for surgery and I remember he called the hospital to see how I was doing. He
talked to mama for awhile. I think that is when they ended up becoming friends.

I was a typical 13 year old and I had just lost my daddy and so I probably wasn’t
always the most friendly person to be around. But I did like him and thought he was
nice. After awhile of being friends and coming by the house to see our Christmas tree
something seemed to be happening. Mom and this man started talking more and she
seemed to really like him. I think she really needed somebody like him to be a friend
and to talk to but when they started talking more and more I started feeling a little left
out. I was a typical 13 year old I think. I wanted my mom to be happy but I just
remember her telling me right after daddy died it was just me and her now and we would
make it through this together.

When her and Don got closer and started going out I started feeling like she had
moved on and forgot about daddy and here I was still hurting and trying to understand
why he left me. Plus there was no way a man was going to come in our lives and take
my daddy’s place. I didn’t mind him being a friend but I didn’t want him and mama to
get so close. I felt like mama shouldn’t be with anybody but my daddy. I know there
was a lot of times they knew I wasn’t happy. I didn’t dislike Don as a person but I just
didn’t want him getting close to my mom.
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Don did everything he could to convince me he wasn’t trying to take my daddy’s
place but me being a 13 yr old kid didn’t believe him. They started dating more and
more after awhile and a lot of people I am sure didn’t think it was right but even though
[ felt left out I knew it was just what my mom needed. She was happy again and |
always wanted my mom to be happy. Slowly Don and I did became friends. They
included me in a lot of things. Don really cared about us. I eventually got to where I
could be friends with him but I still didn’t want him getting close to my mom but God
won that battle.

God knew that mama needed Don in her life and I could see them getting closer.
Eventually he asked her to marry him. I knew it was the best thing but I have to be
honest at first [ wasn’t very thrilled with the idea cause he lived here in Danville and we
were in North Carolina and I knew we would have to move. [ would have to change
schools and leave family and friends. And the hardest thing was I knew I would have to
leave the house we had lived in for so long that had lots and lots of memories of my dad.
But I accepted the fact it was going to happen and it must be meant to be.

So on December 27, 1986 they got married. I was a bridesmaid. It was a
beautiful Christmas wedding and my mom was beautiful and looked so happy. They
went away on a cruise while I stayed with my grandparents. When they came back it
wasn’t long before we moved into a house in Danville. It was hard to leave my
hometown but I was going to do what my mom felt was best for us.

[ wasn’t too crazy about the house we lived in because the neighborhood didn’t
have any kids in it my age. I remember going to school in Danville for the first time and
being the new kid in town. It was in the middle of the year so I had to try to just jump
right in. [ was very shy cause I didn’t know if people were being nice to me cause they
wanted to be my friend or if they just felt sorry for me. I just pretty much finished up
the year and didn’t really make a lot of friends. I was really shy and wouldn’t get too
close to anybody. I know when it was time for me to start 10™ grade which was high
school I was real nervous. But I was glad I was still able to be in the middle of all the
other students.

I remember the very first day I went to the school I was just getting there and was
getting ready to go up the ramp to get into the building and a man come up behind me
and asked me very nicely could he help me up the ramp. That made me feel very
comfortable. We talked for a few minutes but I still didn’t know who he was. Later in
the day when I went in one of my classes there he was. He was my Health teacher. We
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got to know each other really well and to this day we are very good friends and he is
always there for me for prayer or just to be a friend.

I also found out he was the basketball coach so that got my interest up in wanting
to go to the basketball games. My mom or my step-dad would take me to the games and
either stay with me or let me stay and come back and pick me up. I had so much fun. I
sat at the end of the bleachers and was right beside where the team sat so I felt like I was
right in the crowd with everybody else.

We also liked to go to the football games but we had to park up on a hill and sit
away from the stands cause I couldn’t get in the stands. The main reason I went to the
football games was because my cousin Chris was on the football team. At the basketball
games [ felt more of a part of everything. Whenever our team won I could go out in the
middle of the court along with everybody else.

The coach even at times when I couldn’t go to a game sometimes he would have a
game dedicated to me if [ was in the hospital or something. That really meant a lot.
That teacher/coach spent a lot of time with me and really helped me open up some and
not be so shy.

[ feel like God placed him in my life to help me manage High School cause I had
no friends. I slowly made some friends and I had a lot of people that would speak to me
out in the halls but I still wouldn’t let myself get too close to anybody.

I did have one friend that was on crutches and had similar problems as I di