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Love had knocked on my door a time or two in life, but none of it compared to the love that Raheem and I have. I’ve never had a person to sit with me through my manic episodes, to love me wholehearted or to see the how bright my future is during my storms. 

I met Raheem Johnson at a turning point in my life. I had gone thru what I thought the worst heart break ever only to turn around and run into everything opposite of what I healed from. Spending countless nights soaking my pillow in tears over guys who just didn’t see the same potential in themselves that I see, that got exhausting.  Life can get crazy when you live for love but if you stand for whatever you believe, then nothing can stop you from obtaining what you desire. That the faith Raheem gave me with love.

My name is Candance Garrett, I was born in New Orleans La. But I grew up in a place not far from the city on the Mississippi state line. Raheem was from the city too; he was a full ninth ward boy to the heart. Grown up between the two states I use to hear my friends talk about the lights, crowed streets with masked people, people dressed in full character mode the smell of great food and just the overall laughter of people having the time of their life, I knew I wanted to go there. 

I couldn’t ask my mom or my dad because I was the only girl out of three two brothers, and I was the middle child. Most days I was like a mother to my brothers because our mom was busy with the streets. Our dad worked a lot and had other households he took care of so we only seen him on the first to pay mama rent and the fifteenth to collect the same money he would give to mama so he could drink. My dad was an alcoholic and my brothers, and I hated everything about him. I wasn’t that close to my brothers either. They were street runners trying not to become everything my dad was but was running straight into it.

I fell in love with Raheem because he showed me everything a man was supposed to show me. He protected me, wine and dined me, supported me physically mentally and emotionally. He was more than I could ask for. 

One Christmas eve morning my dad came to the house rude and drunk. My mom wasn’t feeling her best and Raheem was there making dinner for the holiday. 

We begin to eat and fellowship as everyone arrive at mams house. Raheem put so much love and thought into catering to my mom for the holidays out of the love he had for me, and she appreciated every minute because she didn’t have to stand on her feet this year for a broken
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