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           I would like to dedicate this book to the man who helped created me, my father. -Andrew "HAMP" Brown- Thank you for granting me life and the opportunity to be a better version of you. Your absence as a dad has brought the gift of me being a presence father to my children. Learning from your past mistakes have given me the chance to forgive you and myself for the things I will never get answers to. Thank you for the beautiful smile you left me, the wonderful loving heart that pumps everyday, the electrifying smooth shiney chocolate coated skin, Without you there is no me. I will always love you for you. Nothing more, Nothing less.
                                          Yours Truly
                                       (Son) Alex Brown
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INTRODUCTION
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Being a parent doesn’t come along with a manual book on how it is to raise a child. For some odd reason, it seems like life itself is the best teacher to show you how to go about it. 

Karlette thought otherwise as she mistakenly got impregnant by her sperm donor Andrew. It didn’t take long before time would tell her that he doesn’t want any parts of this fatherhood attached to him.

She still holds high hopes of wishing it is all a lie. 

As the rain knocked against the window panels sounding like a police officer beating down the front door, she rocks back and forth in the lazy boy recliner.

Sitting all by her lonesome, she couldn’t get the words “I’m going to marry you one day” from out of her head.

Andrew always promised her things he couldn’t fulfill as a man. That merry dream was quickly shattered into pieces the moment he walked out of the front door a day before their newborn was due. 

After three long years of being a first-time parent, she is preparing to relearn how to be a mother all over again.

About to now have two kids, and already struggling with her first born Brian, life doesn’t get any easier for her during this late 80’s era.

This is the crisis period where crack cocaine is being introduced to the world. Easy to get a hold of and a whole lot to go around.

Theres not much the police officers can do about this pandemic; due to the streets having rules and laws of their own. 

That little plant that brings along pure happiness and no worries; known as marijuana, isn’t as popular anymore. Sad to say, Karlette easily becomes a victim to the powerful addicting drug early. 

Fooling herself into thinking she can run from her problems, she believes getting high is the closes feeling that will take her there. 

Can she make a change in time to keep custody of her kids, or will the foster care center be their new home?
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CHAPTER 1
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DELIVERY DAY

“It’s time Miss George.” 

The doctors shout as they burst through the big steel hospital doors. 

While squealing in pain, she grunts through her teeth.

“Hurry up and get this damn boy out of me!” 

Ether, Andrew oldest sister stands by to support her throughout the delivery; holding on tight to Karlette’s hand as if they both are hanging on for dear life. 

The bond they share gives the impression of them being blood sisters. 

It isn’t long before the push-and-breath method takes its course.   

As the hand’s tic and toc, before you know it, the clock reads 9:09am.

September 9th, on an early Sunday morning, there I was. Every bit of 6lbs. 6oz. covered in newborn fluids, grasping for air like a goldfish fresh out the pond.  

The doctors immediately begin to clean the afterbirth from my skin so the family can hold me as their new bundle of joy. 

But that ideal is cut off quick like my umbilical cord. The whole room notices something isn’t all the way normal, while they watch me have a hard time breathing on my own.

Dr. Green marginally props up against Karlette’s bed, and calmly whispers.  

“We’ll bring your son back to you, as soon as we get done running a few blood tests on him.” 

The look on her face said something her mouth couldn’t voice. Once all the nurses departed from the room, Ether slides closer to her dear friend, and mumbles.  

“Kal, have you been doing drugs while you been pregnant with that boy?” 

Kal is her nickname, short for Karlette. 

Tears begin to fill her eyes, the same way as liquid being poured into a cup. While slowly nodding her head back and forth; Ether takes it as a yes. 

She doesn’t judge her sister-in-law, knowing that her brother Andrew was the manipulating person to blame for hipping her onto this lethal drug. 

Running the streets, chasing women, and getting high is the way of life he chooses to live. 

The room marinated in silence for quite a while. Sitting patiently, as they wait for the doctors to return with the news, they both have a clear idea bout. 

The results finally arrive back. After fifteen minutes, Dr. Green comes inside with a folder full of paperwork.   

“Excuse me Miss Ether, if you don’t mind, may you exit the room for a moment as I discuss the test outcomes in private, please.”

“Sure, no problem. I’ll be right outside if you need me sis.”

“Ok, I’ll see you soon honey.”

She gathers a few of her items and begins to exit out the door. 

Right before completely disappearing, she turns back to give Karlette a wink, as if everything will be ok.

“Dr. Green, is my baby boy doing fine back there?”

“Alexander is doing quite well ma’am.” replying with a few wrinkles of concern on his face.

“Are there any drugs usage you would like to tell me about Miss George?” 

“Huh?”

Hesitating for a moment, trying to produce a lie to help save her from the truth. 

But as they all say, “women lie, men lie, numbers don’t.”

Her mouth slowly creeps open, stuttering “Umm...ummm...ummmm.I.....I.” 

Gently rubbing her back, like he’s trying to massage the words out of her, he politely interrupts the distorted sentence. 

“We found a high volume of crack cocaine in his blood stream.” 

There is no way talking herself out of this one. It is time to face the music. 

She begins to gush out into tears. 

“Yes! Yes! I’m so sorry. I really am! I’m just going through some things right now sir!”  

“I understand, but I’m going to need you to calm down for me please if you don’t mind.”

“Ain’t nothing wrong with me. Just bring me my damn baby!!!”

“Just take a deep breath please Miss George. I will explain to you what’s going on. But you must relax first.”

“How can I relax when you’re not telling me shit!”

“Well as far as I know, he’s breathing normal on his own now. I will have a nurse bring him out to you as soon as he’s cleared to go.”

“Thank you, thank you lord! That’s all I needed to know.”

Still being terrified with the thought of Defacs taking her child away, she begins to go into a panic attack. 

With no hesitation, Dr. Green pushes the emergency button, signaling for the other nurses to come inside and assist him with help. 

Following ten minutes of an oxygen breathing treatment, Karlette breathing is back to its regular rate. 

Ether frantically paces back and forth in the hallways, not having a clue what exactly is going on behind the closed doors. 

All she knows is, it couldn’t be anything good. 

“Excuse me Miss Nurse.........Hello there!  I’m talking to you Dammit!”

“My apologies ma’am, I didn’t notice you were seeking my attention. How may I assist you?

“I’m just trying to figure out what’s going on with my sister-in-law back there.”

“I’m so sorry ma’am, but as of right now, I can’t say exactly what the matter may be at this moment. But I’ll be more than gladly to update you with any new information I’m given.”

“Mhhhmmmm...I hear ya. Thank you anyways.”

“My pleasure, you are more than welcome.”

The nurse couldn’t provide her with any report on the current situation. 

Apparently, they love to say the whole shebang is confidential, even if you have a family member clinging to life, you wouldn’t know about it until they were dead.  

Now that the smoke has cleared and the fire has settled, Dr. Green grant Esther permission to enter back into the room and continue caring for her companion. 

Once getting situated, she pulls a comb out of her purse, and proceeds to comb Karlette’s hair.

“Child let me try and do something to this damn nappy skull of yours while I got the chance.”

“You can just slap me a ponytail up there and call it a day. I forgot to bring my S-Curl spray with me.” 

“Good God of mighty, yo jerry curl can’t even curl if jerry told it to.”

“Girl who you telling, I already know my kitchen is pop locking back there.”

“I choose them naps over that juice you be spraying anyday. Yo ass would have had all these damn pillows greasy as hell in here.” 

“You keep on, you lucky I just drop this baby, I’ll curl and fold yo ass up if I had the strength.”

The loud laughs they produce travel down the hallways as a bypassing nurse alerts them to lower their voices. 

Being the two clowns they are, the chuckling continued.

It is all over. The crying, panicking, and worrying lastly comes to an end. 

Everyone is making funny jokes about how big my feet are as an infant baby. Even the doctors are startled to see the boobies’ fit the hospital provided. 

Dr. Green makes a slick joke of his own. 

Stating, “Most babies wait ‘til they are around six months to fulfill these types of shoes.”  

Ether giggles, struggling to get her words out while talking under her breath.

“This boy got a set of big ass feet just like his daddy.”  She voices.

“Hamp damn sho can’t deny this one! Your brother marked this boy with every bit of him.” Karlette loudly broadcasts.  

When it came to Andrew, there was no filter on her mouth. You can surely tell when a man scars a woman heart. They don’t seem to ever have many pleasant words to say about them. 

Shortly after signing a bunch of paperwork to be released, Dr. Green asked one more tough question.

“Will there be a father to sign his birth certificate?” 

The look that is being given to him resembles an angry diamondback rattlesnake. Biting her tongue was never a preference, being blunt is the only way to be.

“Dammit look around, do you see a man in here to sign it for him!?” 

“I don’t mean any harm by that; I’m just trying to do my job the best way I know how.”

“Well finish your job and hurry up and get me the hell up out of here. I’m starting to can’t breathe in this room. And you keep on asking me dumbass questions isn’t helping it any.”

“You got it! I’ll have someone bring a wheelchair up and you’ll be on your way."

Ether tried warning her about my dad. Even his mother indicated how he was going to walk out of her life the same way he did his previous babymama a few years prior.

But just like most women, they think that having a baby by a man will keep him around longer. 

Maury infamous quote from his tv sitcom says it all. 


-The lie detective test determines......that’s a lie. - 


“It’s bout time we roll up outta this cold behind place baby.” Ether chunk deuces while heading for her purse. 

“You going to sho’ll roll me up outta here in this wheelchair too.” Karlette comments back.

“I should make yo big ass walk the whole way. Had me thinking you was back there dying earlier child.”

Ether is another person who doesn’t care about speaking her mind. I guess that’s why their bond is so compatible.

The laughing becomes uncontrollable, and tears begin to drop from their eyes. This time, it’s tears of joy. 

The snickering continued as they departed from the room. 

Vaguely making it down the hallway, right before getting on to the elevator, a clerk nearby announces to them. 

“It sure sounded like y’all were having a party down there, I was on my way boo.”

“Nall that was just my crazy sister-in-law in there making all that got darn noise like she ain’t never had a baby before.”  

“Woman no I wasn’t, you better sho’nuff hurry up and get me outta here before they have to hear me tell you something their ears don’t deserve.”

Bursting back into glee, the commotion grew much louder now that there’s a third-party included in the circle of laughter. 

Spending over 12 hours in a small cubicle box, they decide to take a break in the main lobby for a few minutes. It is only a matter of time before I will take my real first breath of fresh air.

Being a newborn, and out in the air too long can cause major health issues. Doctors recommend parents to keep babies inside for at least three months to build up the immune system so it will be able to fight off any toxins or diseases that may come along.

Ether began to store the belongings in the trunk, as Karlette incessantly thanked Dr. Green for everything he had done for her throughout the delivery. 

“I really appreciate you for dealing with me sir. I know I’m not the easiest marble to roll with, but you got it done.” 

“Oh, there’s no worry. Honestly, I have seen a lot worser happen in this place. You did a great job.”

“With the occupation you got I’m pretty sure it gets buck wild in there at times.”

“Only if you knew the half. You all go ahead and get that baby boy of yours to his new home so he can get comfortable and cozy.”

“You right, but if he goes to doing all that crying, I’m bringing him right back to y’all.”

Giggling together for the last time, they tell each other goodbye.

Lastly, we are on the way to our residence. Having to immediately keep me from outdoors, Aunt Ether hurried us to our destination as she dodged through traffic like a ping-pong ball.  

“Here we are! Welcome home little man!” 

“Thank you so much for being there for me sis. You just don’t know how much that really means to me.”

“You know I’m here for you anytime you need me, Kal. I won’t let the relationship between you and my brother ruin what we have built.”

“You a real one for that. That’s why you my bitch forever.”

“Sho you right about that, now bitch get out my car and get my nephew in that house like them doctors told yo ass to.”

“I can’t stand yo black butt sometimes, but I damn sho love you no matter what.”

“Woman you don’t know what to do with me or without me. But I’ll make sure to stop by and see you guys tomorrow when I get off.”

“Okie dokie, let me get him inside first and I’ll come back to grab his bags.”

Without having much to carry, Ether instantly hops out of the car to give a helping hand. After embracing one another for the final stretch today, my mom is finally able to have me all to herself.

Smiling hard like a little kid in a school picture, she places me in the bassinet and stares down into my eyes. Rubbing her hands across my head like a soft bristle brush, she bends over to kiss me on the forehead.

“I love you baby boy, don’t you scare me like that no more you hear me? You had me in there cursing that doctor out for no reason.” Sniggering to herself. 

To the breast pump she goes. Producing enough milk to last me throughout the night. Being able to sit back and kick her feet up while Brian is spending time at his Aunt Janette house.

With no one around to interrupt her favorite show -The Young and The Restless-; she binges watches episode after episode until dozing off into the night. 
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CHAPTER 2
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NEGLECTION

Time sure flies by like a speeding sports car on a highway. I went from being the baby boy, to the second oldest out of four kids.  

That’s right, this woman done pushed two more knuckle heads out of her within the last couple of years. It actually feels good to be a big brother in some sort of way. 

Although I’m still not the oldest, sometimes it seems like it when dealing with my younger two siblings.  

We all have different daddies, except my little brother and sister. They share the same father. 

Being the only man that stays with us at times, everyone loves it when he cooks neckbones and potatoes. The civilians that live in the neighborhood would say they can smell it cooking through the walls.  

There are always enough leftovers to eat on for at least the next two to three days. My mom will nag at him about not breaking down the pans he cooks in. 

Especially the big silver crockpot that will take up most of the space in the refrigerator. 

Mr. Payne happens to be a much older guy, about twice her age. But that’s how she likes her men, older for whatever reason. 

He is an honest straightforward guy. Teaches us how to respect our elders, and one another as well.

But as time progresses, I can notice how he let his kids slide with certain things that he wouldn’t dare allow me to get away with. 

Wondering to myself is this what comes along with them being his biological children versus me being the stepchild. The favoritism was well overstood.  

But hey, there’s no way I’m jealous of how he treats my siblings. Concluding that it isn’t his fault that I have a dad of my own who doesn’t care to come by and see me. 

I’m learning how to accept the hardest things in life much earlier than most kids.

Recalling from last night, while he was at work, they both ate up all the tootsie-rolls and I was blamed for it once he arose home. 

“Alex, Preston, Bianca, come here now!”

“Yessir!!!” as our voices echo to the same tone.

“Who done set up here and ate all this candy like this?” 

“It wasn’t me daddy; I promise.” Preston answers first.

“Not me dada!” Bianca replies.

“Was it you boy? You the only one who can possibly get up there to do something like this!” Looking me ferociously in the eyes.

“No! I been in the room playing with my toys.” I reply.

“No!! Didn’t I tell you it was No Sir!? And since it wasn’t nobody, you all finna get it. Alex you first!” 

Since I’m older than both, means I get punished first. 

With using all his energy on me at the beginning, left only a bit of wind to discipline them with. Their whooping’s never lasts long. Soon as they
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