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What Others Say About books by Shelia E. Bell

“Shelia E. Lipsey Bell is one of the few authors who sets my heart to blaze with her writing. Her writing is intense, complex, unforgettable and most of all, needed in the world today. Shelia's novels have everything Christian fiction novels need: brilliant plots, timely conversations, and faith building passages!  Keep your eyes on Shelia E. Lipsey...she is definitely a legend in the making.”—-  Ella Curry, president of EDC Creations. Publisher of Black Pearls Magazine. Based on novels Beautiful Ugly and My Son's Wife

By Sherri Gregory March 27, 2016 “The Real Housewives of Adverse City)

Shelia, you have done it again, your writing style, storyline and great details as always is above and beyond . From page one to the end, I was talking to myself and turning the page to see what are they going to do next? I got into each character individually and as couples, the drama and life situations are here and there is a lot! Everybody has a separate journey, and I can't wait to see how they handle this. Shelia, please come on with the next book. I can't give anything away (as bad as I want to, especially Pastor Carlton Porter- he is all over the place and he is spreading more than the gospel around). but I can tell you this please get your copy, I'm telling everybody I know this is a must read, you will enjoy.

The Life  of Payne by Shelia E. Bell This book was clearly a tall tale of struggle, Payne and how much can one endure the hardships from as close as a family member as your mother. No matter what the main character did to earn her love, he still was pushed away. Sadly, this fictional story is all too real for many individuals that have family members that are addicted to drugs or just blatantly lost their way. Shelia Bell knows how to flesh out the most from her characters so that she can deliver the best to her readers. Superb job, looking forward to reading more from this author.  Amazon Reviewed by Michael D. Beckford, Author of "Little Black Bird" 

To all the literary supporters who have made this series of characters come alive and stay alive, forcing me to keep moving in my God given talents and gifts.
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“There are three things in life...not worrying what they are, not caring what others may think they are, and enjoying the wonder of what they might be.” Tom Althouse

––––––––
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Senior Pastor Hezekiah McCoy and First Lady Fancy McCoy relaxed in first class on their return flight from Paris, France. It was the third extravagant trip they’d taken in the past year. Before Paris, the couple enjoyed a twelve-day Alaskan cruise, and before that, they joined a pastor and wife from another church on a trip to Cozumel, Mexico. 

“Can you believe that changing our identity has never come back to bite us? I mean it’s approaching five years since we relocated to Memphis, and we haven’t had a single issue. I felt a little shaky when we applied for our passports, but bingo, no problem at all,” Fancy smiled and squeezed her husband’s hand.

“Look, Fancy, no need to bring that up,” Hezekiah said in a soft tone to assure that the passengers around him couldn’t hear him. “That’s why I shelled out plenty of money for our new identities. I’m just glad we had cash stashed away so that when we got out of prison we could afford to get the best of the best. Dude covered all the bases for us.”

“You’re right. I mean from new birth certificates, social security cards, passports, the whole nine yards. It’s like we entered into a witness protection program because our past has been totally eradicated.” Fancy laughed lightly.

“Like they say, you get what you pay for. And for us, it gave us a new chance at life.” This time Hezekiah squeezed Fancy’s hand and kissed her on her right temple.

“Yeah, the price wasn’t cheap; it left us with nothing, but for us to become Hezekiah and Fancy McCoy, it was worth it. And the boys, well, I’m glad we were able to legally change their last names instead of having to do it the way that we did ours.” 

“Fa sho, baby. Fa sho.”

Fancy leaned over in the plush first class seat, resting her head on Hezekiah’s shoulder. “Baby, do you think we travel too much?"

Hezekiah looked at his wife, shook his head and sighed. "Okay, now where is this coming from? You always have to have something to worry about, Fancy. What would make you say something like that?"

"I don't know. I was just thinking. I mean, I know you’re the senior pastor at Holy Rock, but before we left for Paris, I heard grumblings from some of the members.”

“Grumbling? What kind of grumbling, and from who?”

“Some of the members have been talking about how much time you spend away from the church and the pulpit.”

Hezekiah eased around, readjusted himself in the seat and looked into his wife’s eyes. “I don’t care what anybody says. Let them come to me with that bull and I’ll set ‘em straight. I’ve been the senior pastor of Holy Rock for two years. Before that, I was the associate pastor. You, of all people, know that I’ve given my all to that church, and so have you. I won’t let anyone make me feel guilty about indulging my wife or my family. You hear me?” 

“I’m just saying. I don’t want a lot of unnecessary drama started. Don’t get me wrong; I love the way you spoil me with all of these exquisite trips. I love the jewelry you lavish on me too,” she said as she looked on her wrist at the expensive diamond encrusted timepiece. “But I don’t want folks looking upside my head like they have a problem with the blessed life God has allowed us to live.”

“Look, I may not rake in the millions like some of those pastors on television, at least not yet,” Hezekiah smiled, “but Holy Rock treats me nice, real nice. You know what I mean?”

“Yes, baby, I know exactly what you mean.”

“And hey, the church membership has grown almost triple since I became the senior pastor, so there’s no need to worry your pretty little self about a thing. Remember, you were worried when we moved out of the house Stiles turned over to us when he left Holy Rock. But what did I tell you about that?”

“You said we deserved to have our own and not something already lived in.”

“Exactly. Now don’t get me wrong, it was a blessing when we were able to move from a cramped apartment and into that house, but it’s nothing like choosing our own. And the icing on the cake is that the church pays for it all without us having to do anything wrong.”

Fancy shifted her head slightly and then said, “You’re right. It’s just that you know how some folks can be, baby. That’s all I’m saying.”

“And like I said, I’ll handle anyone who tries to stir up mess. We’re going to enjoy our lives as much as we can and as often as we can. So enough of that talk. Now what about the boys. Have you talked to them?”

“Yes, I called them before we boarded the plane. They're fine. Khalil was actually at church when we talked, which nowadays is the norm for him, praise God. He was going over the plans for the senior youth participation in Jubilee. I can’t believe it’s just two weeks away."

"Neither can I. How did he say that's coming along?"

"He says everything is going according to plan," Fancy responded. "And if that's what he says, then that's what I believe. He's committed to what he does. Who would have thought that he would come out of that juvenile detention center a totally changed young man. No more drugs. Can you believe God delivered our son from heroin and coke? Baby, it's a blessing."

"Yes, God is a good God. And our youngest? I assume Xavier was somewhere with his head buried in an African American history book of some sort, huh or on that game?" Hezekiah remarked, his thick lips upturned slightly to form a smile.

"You know it. He said he was at home reading a book called “Eyes Off The Prize.” At least, I think that's what he said it was called. Something about the United Nations and the African American struggle. Later he and Raymone are supposed to be going to the movies."

Hezekiah's chest seemed to poke out a little, listening to Fancy talk about their two sons. His oldest son, Khalil’s life had taken a total turn for the better after he was released from a boys' juvenile detention center in Chicago. Initially, when it was time for his release, he was dead set against moving to Memphis with his parents, but when his maternal grandmother suffered a heart attack, he had no choice. In order to be released he had to have someone sign papers stating that he would live with them and that person or persons would be primarily responsible for him. Fancy's father, the boys' grandpa, told Fancy and Hezekiah that a troubled young adult living in the house would be too much on his ailing wife, especially with Khalil's drug abuse and criminal history. So, he really had no choice and within days after his release, he relocated to Memphis where he began to flourish. He spent a majority of his time at Holy Rock working with youth and young adults, much like his mother used to do at the church. 

Hezekiah saw the positive change in his son and he was grateful. Khalil seemed to love the church, and it didn’t take long for Hezekiah to appoint him as the Youth Ministries Director. The young man loved his new role and proved to be quite good at it. He thrived beyond Hezekiah and Fancy's wildest imagination. It was definitely an answered prayer. 

Their youngest son, Xavier, who had never given them a moment's trouble a day in his life, was still the same Xavier; smart as a whip and enthralled in learning all about the struggles, history, and religion of African Americans. He had an insatiable love for gaming, too. Unlike his brother, who changed girlfriends like he changed underwear, seventeen year old Xavier was more of a loner. He was quiet and reserved and other than hanging out with his best friend, Raymone, he kept to himself. 

Overall, life for the McCoys was pretty darned good, which was why Hezekiah didn't want anything tarnishing what he had built for himself and his family. He would address Fancy's concerns about meddling, gossiping church folk as soon as he got home. That was for sure.
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In every marriage more than a week old, there are grounds for divorce. The trick is to find, and continue to find, grounds for marriage. Robert Anderson

––––––––
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Rena gathered the last few items of clothing and toiletries and placed them in her carry-on luggage bag while Robert stood in the doorway, his arms crossed, and a deep furrow on his brow. His bearded face revealed it had been some time since he shaved, something he used to be obsessed with doing. Lately, things had been on shaky ground for him and Rena. 

"So how long are you going to be gone this time?"

"What do you mean by that?" A deep wrinkle stretched across her own brow as she spoke. Her voice escalating in an unpleasant tone, she continued. "Look, I don't know what you're insinuating, but the last I checked I was not your slave, Robert. I'm your wife. So get over the attitude already."

"Attitude? I wouldn't call it that. I'm just sick of you running to Memphis to that dang church every time you hear about something going on there. What is it about that place, Rena? You would think that after five years together and four kids that you would be over dude."

"Is that what you think this is about? Or should I say is that who you think this is about? Stiles? Get over it, Robert. It's Holy Rock’s fortieth Jubilee, and I don't see one reason why I shouldn't be able to go to Memphis with my parents to celebrate it without you making a stink over it. Mom and Dad aren’t getting any younger, you know, and I don’t see why you have a problem with me traveling with them."

"Have it your way," Robert shrugged his shoulders, turned around, and walked away.

"Uhhhh," Rena said aloud. 

Her text notification sounded, temporarily distracting her from what had just happened between her and Robert.  

"You ready sweetheart?" her mother texted.

"Yes, you and dad otw?"

" be there shortly." 

"K. See you in a few," Rena replied.

"Bye," her mother responded.

Rena finished the last of her packing and then hurried to the family room to tell the kids goodbye. She was determined not to let Robert dampen her mood or rob her of her joy. She parked her luggage at the front door then went to the family room where she saw the kids piled up on the sofa watching a movie on Netflix. 

"Make room for Mommy," she told one of the kids.

Rena looked at the faces of each of her four kids. Two though she hadn't given birth to, were just as much hers as the twins who she conceived with Robert. They were the four reasons she continued to fight for her marriage to survive. Granted, lately she may not have been fighting as hard as she probably could have, but nonetheless she was in the fight to win. 

For the past year, she and Robert's relationship seemed to hit one brick wall after another. Rena didn't know if it was the routine of their relationship, their up and down financial situation, or if it was the fact that she felt like Robert's feelings had changed somewhere along the way. Initially, when she noticed the change in him, she thought it had to be another woman but she soon dismissed that thought. Robert was not the cheating kind. At least Rena didn't believe that he was.  

The fact that he was so upset that she was going to Memphis for the weekend with her parents was almost too much for her to take. She wouldn’t describe Robert as a jealous man, but ever since she and Robert met and fell in love, Stiles had been the thorn in Robert's side. Robert told Rena and her parents on numerous occasions throughout the years that Rena had never gotten over her feelings for her ex. Rena couldn't understand that thought process because as far as she was concerned, Stiles was nothing but a distant memory from a painful, long ago past. Sure, she was concerned about him and his family and probably always would be, but that was the extent of it. After all, before Robert, Stiles was not only the first, but he was the only man, she had ever slept with or fallen in love with, so of course it would stand to reason that he would hold a tender spot in her heart, but nothing more. If Robert couldn’t see after all the years they'd been together that she loved him, then that was his problem. She had enough day-to-day worries dealing with the kids and her career.

Mr. and Mrs. Jackson arrived, came inside, and said their hellos and goodbyes to their son-in-law and their grandkids. Rena followed suit by kissing and hugging her children, forewarning each of them to be on their best behavior for their father while she was away.  

Robert walked them to the door, barely saying two words.

"I love you. I'll see you Monday," Rena told him and kissed him on his cheek.

"Enjoy yourself," he said dryly, as he waited for her to exit the front door after which he abruptly closed it.

Rena shook her head, pursed her lips, and walked toward her parents' car. She couldn't hold back the excitement swelling inside at the thought of getting away from Massachusetts, if only for a few days. 

‡
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Stiles wasn't particularly looking forward to his trip to Memphis. His emotional wounds and pain remained fresh. Since leaving Memphis after the death of Baby Audrey two years ago he hadn’t returned to the city. The thought of returning to Memphis and to Holy Rock only served as a cruel reminder of the devastation he experienced there. Losing his little girl because of the stupidity of his lying, cheating, ex-wife, Detria, made his anger fester until he could hardly manage to get through each day. Several of his newfound church friends tried to tell him that holding on to his grief in the manner in which he was doing, was not good for him. But how could they know if they never experienced losing a child, an only child at that. People could say what they wanted to say, but Stiles didn't care. He couldn't let go of the anguish inside no matter how hard he tried and how much he prayed. The thought of Detria and how she ruined his life was ever present. 

His friend and confidante back in Memphis, Leo, was the one to tell him that Detria’s baby daddy and Stiles’ former friend, Skip, was still married to Meaghan. Meaghan was the girl Skip was sleeping around with while he was seeing Detria. Skip and Meaghan had a baby of their own, too and with all the money Detria had shelled out to him when she got her high seven figure settlement from the car accident, Skip opened several Subway franchises, and was doing quite well for himself. 

Elijah, the little boy he had with Detria, lived with him most of the time. Detria never really cared much for children, which was obvious when Baby Audrey was alive and now evident with her son. Stiles had heard that she hadn't put up much of a fight to keep him from Skip once she got over the initial fact that he was married and had moved on with his life. On the contrary, she had fully recovered from the tragic accident and except for limited mobility in her right arm, she was back to the old slick, conniving, selfish Detria. 

Stiles chuckled lightly to himself as he thought about how she had all of that money but probably no peace. He packed his last few items and said aloud, "Vengeance is mine, saith the Lord."
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A secret's worth depends on the people from whom it must be kept. Carlos Zafon

––––––––
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Nervously rubbing her left arm and breathing heavily, the mysterious woman waltzed through the airport terminal like she was a jet setting millionaire. Her stride revealed confidence and she had a certain air of sophistication about herself as she prepared to board her flight to Memphis. 

She'd been silent for forty-one years, forty-one years too long. Now was the time for her to step out of the closet, show her face, claim her place, and shock the Grahams, especially Pastor. Her sister, being the mean conniving control freak she was, had played her, taken advantage of her illness, and like a fool she had allowed her to do it. The witch had forced her to keep her silence back then by threatening to tell everyone about her illness. But now there was no longer a reason to hide because the wicked old witch was dead. 

As she approached the airport boarding ramp, the woman carried on a conversation with herself. “Chauncey Graham, I’m going to show you that I’m not one to play with. And while I’m there, it will be the perfect time to pay my dear sweet boys a visit. Certainly, they’ll be glad to see me.” A disturbed look engulfed her round, full cherub-like face as she thought, This visit to Memphis is going to be good. It’s going to be real good.

‡
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Pastor was elated that he was going to render a message during the Jubilee service. It had been years since he’d graced the pulpit and delivered a Word from the Lord. Accepting Hezekiah’s offer to share a word gave him a sense of renewed energy. To think that once again, God had shown him favor to the point that he felt like his old self again was incredible. Two strokes, the death of his soulmate, Audrey, the secrets that had been unearthed after her death, and of course the tragic death of his granddaughter, Baby Audrey, were all enough to crush a man's spirit and make him question his trust and faith in God. But not Pastor. He held strong to his faith and refused to believe that God had forsaken him. His wife, Josie, was in good health too and for a couple who had both recently celebrated seventy years on earth, they were living quite well. They travelled occasionally and entertained frequently.

Speaking on Jubilee Sunday wasn't the extent of Hezekiah's generosity. He had recently asked Pastor to return to Holy Rock as one of the five associate ministers he had on staff, and again, Pastor humbly accepted the role. He would oversee the Seniors' Ministry. He and Josie already taught a senior's class on Sunday mornings. It was something he'd always wanted to do with Audrey, but Audrey had always been into being a trophy wife and a showpiece for Pastor. As for Josie, she loved teaching just as much as she loved God. She had served in the church all of her life and had been a Sunday School teacher for years up until the year she fell and broke her hip. She was incapacitated for quite some time but when she met Pastor, she was on the mend and back to being the vibrant Josie she once was. 

Josie was right by Pastor's side, supporting him, helping him with his study notes, and similar to Audrey, she kept her man dressed sharp. They made a good couple.

"Honey, I printed your notes for Sunday School and your speech for Sunday."

Pastor walked over to Josie and planted a kiss on her cheek. "Thank you, baby."

"I guess we'll do some shopping later today. I want to find something special to wear for Jubilee. And you could use a new suit yourself," Josie told Pastor as she stood up from the computer and faced him.

"Nothing to it, but to do it,” Pastor jovially said. "We can have lunch while we're out. How about that?"

"Okay, I'd like that. I’ve been wanting to try that new Italian restaurant in midtown."

"Anything you want," Pastor said, patting Josie on her rear and kissing her again, this time on the lips and with deep affection.

As they got dressed and ready to go out, they talked about Hezekiah and Fancy. "What do you think about Pastor McCoy's expensive taste?" Josie asked Pastor. "Some of the senior ladies, who attend the Golden Friends monthly luncheon, say that he and the first lady spend far too much time away from the church. They say when you were senior pastor, and even when Stiles was pastor, that neither of you believed in gallivanting around like him and First Lady Fancy."

"That’s none of our business, and what people need to keep in mind is that everyone is different. None of us are the same. Pastor McCoy and Sister Fancy happen to love exploring new places. That’s on them."

"I guess so," Josie said hesitantly. "But the trips are so lavish, and it's not like he's going on these trips because he has to speak at other churches. He and Fancy seem to be travelling the world on the church's dime. I'm just telling you what folks are saying."

"Are you sure you don't feel the same way these folks feel?" Pastor questioned.

"I just think that they both should be more considerate of the church's expenses and what people say."

"And I say, if they are taking advantage of the church and its benefits, then that's between them and God. God will bring to the light anything that's not of him."

"You always say that, Pastor."

"I say it because it's true. Let God handle it. We're here to serve Him and trust in Him. Now to change the subject; I can't wait to see my children. Stiles should be arriving Friday morning and if Francesca and Tim decide to come they'll drive down early Sunday morning."

"I'm so glad that you and Francesca talked. It's an answered prayer. And her health, she's doing well, isn't she?"

"Well, we’ve only spoken a couple of times over the last few months, but she did call last week to tell me that they might drive down for Jubilee.”

“That’s still good for Francesca. You know she shuts herself off from you and Stiles so whenever she does decide to reach out, it’s a blessing. That’s all I’m saying.”

“Yes, you’re right, and God is good. For someone with AIDS, Francesca defies the odds every day. No one but God can do that. No one but God."

"Well, are you ready to go?" asked Josie. 

"Yes, I'm ready."

They locked up the house and walked out into the two-car garage. Pastor proceeded to walk spryly toward his black on black Lincoln Continental.

"Honey, I think we should go in the Mini Cooper. You know how difficult it can be finding a parking space downtown, and at least with the Mini we can ease into the smallest of parking spaces."

"You're right," Pastor said. "The Mini it is." He opened the door to the green and black, four door Mini Cooper and waited for Josie to get inside before closing her door and walking around to the driver's side. 

"Babe, do you think Stiles is bringing his new girlfriend with him?" Josie asked, as they headed to their destination. 

"He didn’t say anything about bringing anyone with him. And according to him, he's not involved with anyone. He says he and that woman I think you’re talking about, uhhh, I can’t call her name right now, are friends. Her daddy was the pastor up until he died. She works at the church," Pastor replied. 

"Yeah, I remember you saying that her daddy died and that she works at the church. I'm just glad to hear Stiles laughing again. When I talked to him last week, he sounded like the Stiles I knew before his divorce and before, well you know, before poor little Baby Audrey died." Josie's sadness resonated in the tone of her voice and the expression on her face.

"Yes, he's come a long way," Pastor added. "And he still has a long way to go. But all I can do is trust that in time God will heal his heart totally and completely."

"Enough of that. I’m just excited about  Jubilee. I know the church is going to be packed; if that's even possible since it's almost always at overcapacity on Sundays already."

"That's one thing I can give Pastor McCoy credit for; he knows how to draw the people to the church. He has some powerful, life altering sermons. I'm sure he's going to deliver another one on Jubilee Sunday."

"I'm sure he will," Josie said. 
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“The truth is, unless you let go, unless you forgive yourself, unless you forgive the situation, 

unless you realize that the situation is over, you cannot move forward.” Unknown

––––––––
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Stiles was scheduled to fly out on a red eye Friday morning, but Tuesday evening after Bible Study, he went online and cancelled his flight. He decided to drive the eight and half hours from Houston to Memphis. He believed it would help to relax his mind. He would listen to his motivational audio books, play some of his favorite music, and spend some alone time with God.

He contemplated asking Kareena to come along, but changed his mind about that, too. He really liked her. She was sweet, sensitive, and his definition of sexy. When he was with her, he felt at peace, not stressed, but calm and satisfied. That was the reason he had to steer clear of the two of them embarking on a relationship other than friendship. He didn't want to hurt her and he didn't want to be hurt again either. He wouldn't even take it to the good Lord in prayer, because he didn't want to chance God giving him the approval to become involved with her.

Kareena was not only sweet, she was kind, generous, a great listener, and she loved the Lord. Stiles felt that she understood him and she definitely didn't judge him. She didn't pressure him to be in a relationship with her, but they did spend lots of time together
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