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Before We Begin

In the heart of Los Angeles, where the city's vibrant energy often masks the hidden scars of violence, one woman embarked on a relentless mission. A mission born from personal tragedy, shaped by over three decades  of unwavering dedication, and fueled by an unyielding spirit. I am that woman.

A mother who has known the unbearable pain of losing not one, but two beloved sons to senseless acts of violence.

Yet from the ashes of grief and despair, I became a counselor, victims' advocate, anger management specialist, and community leader.

This is not simply my story. It is a testament to the strength of the human spirit.

It is a journey through loss, healing, faith, and the determination to create change when the world feels broken.

In 1988, I helped launch what would become the Stop the Violence Movement, a grassroots effort that gave voice to grieving families and hope to communities struggling with violence.

Drive By Agony is the story of that journey.It is a story of heartbreak, resilience, and transformation. Most importantly, it is a reminder that even in our darkest moments, hope can still be found.
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Life is a journey filled with unexpected turns, challenges, and triumphs.

My name is Lorna Hawkins, and this story is not mine alone.

It belongs to every mother, father, grandparent, sibling, and family member who has endured the unbearable pain of losing a loved one to violence.

In 1988, my life changed forever when my firstborn son was murdered.

In that moment, I entered a reality I could never have prepared for.

Rather than allowing my pain to consume me, I chose to transform it into purpose.

Out of heartbreak, Drive By Agony was born.

What began as one mother's response to tragedy grew into a movement that offered hope, advocacy, and support to countless families affected by violence.

When my second son was later taken from me, the grief felt unbearable.

Yet even in the darkest moments, I knew I had to keep moving forward.

Through marches, rallies, victim advocacy, television programs, and community outreach, I devoted myself to addressing violence and helping others find a path toward healing.

Along the way, I learned that forgiveness is not about forgetting.

It is about freeing yourself from being trapped by pain.

This book is a reflection of that journey.

It is a story of loss, faith, resilience, and the power of community.

Most of all, it is a story of hope.

To those who have experienced loss, know that you are not alone.

To those seeking change, know that every positive action matters.

And to every reader who opens these pages, thank you for allowing me to share my 
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“Growing Pains”

My name is Lorna Hawkins, and I was born in 1952 in Carson, California. I grew up in Wilmington, a small town with a large harbor, and was the fifth of seven children. 

Wilmington, in Los Angeles County, offers a unique blend of suburban tranquility and a bustling maritime industry. Growing up in a big family taught me responsibility and leadership. My parents instilled in me the values of hard work, community, and compassion. I loved jump roping and exploring the shoreline, which connected me to nature. My childhood in Wilmington laid the foundation for my journey as an advocate. The sense of community, resilience, and compassion from those early years shaped my mission to make the world safer and more compassionate. 

My parents migrated from New Orleans during World War II. My mom loved blues music and often played tracks from Muddy Waters, Little Walter, and Chuck Berry. Later, my dad became a deacon at the Church of God in Christ in Harbor City, California. I have a memorable story involving my mother and a church visit. One day my mother, and I drove to my father’s church, and she was upset because my father hadn’t come home the night before. I was about four years old, and must have been sick that day because I always went to church with my dad. She went into her glove compartment, pulled out a gun, and fired a shot into one of the church windows. 

Pastor Sanders came out holding a white flag, asking for permission to approach our car. She allowed him to come closer. She then told the pastor, “Tell that bald-headed so-and-so to get his ass home after church! He didn’t come home last night.” 

It is a blessing to remember when my father would sometimes take me to prayer sessions for the sick or near death. These sessions involved intense prayer, anointing with olive oil, and laying hands on the sick. 

“A Journey Marked By Fear”: 

During the Great Depression of the 1920s, my parents, like many Black families, faced the harsh reality of societal prejudices and economic challenges. It was a time of immense struggle for our community when discrimination was rampant and opportunities were scarce. 

One day our family embarked on a journey from California to New Orleans, little did we know that we would soon find ourselves in a situation that would leave an indelible mark on my memory. The road stretched before us, a winding path through a landscape of uncertainty. Southern states were notorious for their racial tensions, and news of Black individuals being lynched by Southern whites cast an ominous cloud over our journey. Our family’s sense of foreboding grew with every mile we covered. 

It was a sultry evening when a Black man, his face etched with anxiety and distress, suddenly appeared on the side of the road, frantically flagging us down. At that moment, my heart pounded, and a shiver ran down my spine.  

We knew that stopping for a stranger in such uncertain times was risky, but compassion overcame our caution, and we pulled over to offer assistance. The man’s eyes bore the weight of fear, and his voice trembled as he recounted his harrowing tale. He had narrowly escaped a lynching, after witnessing a lynching a gruesome fate that had befallen many of our fellow Black citizens in the South during those dark days.  As we continued our journey, we found ourselves navigating the winding roads of uncertainty, both literally and metaphorically. 

We sought shelter in a vast, old wooden building that resembled a large, abandoned church. Its creaking doors opened to us, and we entered, the echoes of our footsteps resonating through the dimly lit interior. Inside, we huddled together—my family and these strangers who had become part of our momentary refuge.  

The hours passed slowly, our hearts pounding in rhythm with the tick of the old clock on the wall. The darkness outside seemed impenetrable, and the silence was broken only by whispers of prayer and muffled sounds of our anxious breaths. 

Throughout that long night, the specter of racial violence hung over us, casting a long shadow on our souls. It was a night of fear, uncertainty, and shared humanity. We couldn’t resume our journey until morning, for danger still lurked in the darkness. The following dawn brought with it a renewed sense of hope and a determination to continue our journey to New Orleans. 

As we left the shelter of that old wooden building, I couldn’t shake the haunting thoughts of the events from the previous night. The knowledge that a man had been lynched along this very road left a deep scar on my consciousness.  

As I reflect on that pivotal moment, I recognize how it shaped my determination to stand against violence and injustice. Little did I know that this early encounter would become a catalyst for my lifelong commitment to the cause of violence prevention and advocacy. Nor did I know about my great grandmother Hatie Pierce. 

My great grandmother, my mom’s grandmother Hatie Pierce, I never had the opportunity to meet, was a catalyst for change in many ways. Years later I would find out how much. 

She was born in 1829, she was a slave, born into that position, she was grateful her master was nice, and never sold any of her family members. She was from North Carolina, and 103 when she appeared in the newspaper of the Capitol of Madison, Wisconsin.  Her middle son Sam Pierce was being honored for his numerous years of service as the first person anyone wanting an audience with the Mayor had to speak to. His demeanor, and non violent ways he would calm people down made him the perfect choice for the Governor’s office. For almost 40 years of service as a worker who knew people quite well, he could almost read their minds and was ready for them, never arguing. Before that time he had worked, and retired as a Pullman Porter. Just a few years after the Civil War, a Chicago businessman George M. Pullman began hiring thousands of African American men—including many former slaves—to serve white passengers traveling across the country on his company’s luxury railroad sleeping cars. 

While they were underpaid and overworked and endured constant racism on the job, the Pullman porters would eventually help to fuel the Great Migration, shape a new Black middle class and launch the civil rights movement. 

Rise of the Pullman Palace Car Company 

In 1859, as the railroads were expanding their reach across America, Pullman convinced Chicago, Alton and St. Louis Railroad to let him convert two old passenger cars into new and improved sleepers. These more comfortable, luxurious sleeping cars were an instant hit, affording wealthier passengers the amenities they were accustomed to at home and allowing middle-class travelers to enjoy a taste of the good life. 

The first Pullman porter began working aboard the sleeper cars around 1867, and quickly became a fixture of the company’s sought-after traveling experience. Just as all of his specially trained conductors were white, Pullman recruited only Black men, many of them from the former slave states in the South, to work as porters. Their job was to lug baggage, shine shoes, set up and clean the sleeping berths and serve passengers. 

The Perfect Servants 

George Pullman was open about his reasons for hiring Negro porters: He reasoned that former slaves would
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