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Chapter 1

“He who angers you conquers you.” Elizabeth
Kenny

 


Hezekiah McCoy sat in his wheelchair
ferociously contemplating his next move. George had received his
sentencing and had reported to prison for a short two-year stint,
if that long, leaving Hezekiah mostly in Detria’s hands for his
care and well-being. He was glad he had George take him to the bank
before his shyster friend and blackmailer left to spend time with
the young boys he so desperately craved when he was a free man.
Maybe he would get a real wake up call, Hezekiah surmised, as he
thought about George and his sick obsession.

Hezekiah withdrew his money and placed it in
several other banks and money market accounts. It was close to a
hundred thousand dollars, the same amount that was inside the walls
of the condo he had, thanks to Holy Rock, before his traitor son
changed the locks.

Again, Hezekiah put George on the case.
George hired a shady locksmith who was able to pick the lock and
give George and Hezekiah access to the condo one last time, only
for Hezekiah to discover all of his money was gone! He was in a
total uproar. If he could exact vengeance on the one who he knew
stole it, Khalil McCoy, his eldest son, the boy would have been
dead. Son or no son, Hezekiah would have laid him out like Marvin
Gaye’s daddy did Marvin. He would be looking up to heaven from
whence cometh his help. He could have very easily gotten George to
hire someone to off Khalil, but Hezekiah had other plans.

Whereas he was still tied down to a
wheelchair and unable to walk, he had regained some of his speech
and most of the time people could understand what he was
saying.

“Give me back my money, you conniving,
sneaky, thief!” he screamed into the phone as loud as his still
weak voice would allow.

Khalil, on the other end, laughed heartily.
“Hey, Pops. It’s good to hear from you, too. It’s been a minute,
hasn’t it?”

“I want my money,” Hezekiah seethed.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about. Then
again, let me think. Oh, could you possibly be referring to the 100
grand that was put away in that safe inside Holy Rock’s condo?
Ummm, if that’s what you’re talking about, I say finders
keepers…losers weepers. By the way, you have no proof that money,
that is, if I actually found it, belongs to you. I say if anything,
it belongs to Holy Rock.”

“You betta return my money…every penny of
it,” Hezekiah cursed and demanded as much as he could get the words
out.

“Look, Pops, it’s been nice talkin’ to ya,
but I gotta go. It’s time for Bible study and I have a full house.
You should stop by sometime and hear the word of God, man. See ya.”
Khalil hung up the phone, leaned back in his office chair, clasped
his hands together, and smiled.

If his father thought for one minute that he
was about to turn over the money he’d found, then he was crazier
than Khalil claimed he was after having had the stroke. No way
would he ever tell anyone about the stash he’d found. He had
thought for a brief moment about turning it over to the authorities
so it could be returned to Holy Rock, but he decided against that
idea. There was no way he could actually prove how much his father
had embezzled, or if the money came from other sources Khalil was
yet to discover.

He looked over his notes for this evening’s
midweek message, then put them aside and picked up the office
phone. He picked up his cell phone and searched for the number to
Memphis Police Department. When he found it, he dialed the number
on his office phone.

“This is Pastor Khalil McCoy, senior pastor
of Holy Rock Church. Will you connect me to someone who can help
me? I’d like to report a crime of embezzlement.”
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Hezekiah was beside himself. How dare Khalil
talk to him like he was some fool on the street. He showed no
respect and then he all but boasted and admitted that he had taken
Hezekiah’s stash. It was times like this that he truly wished
George was around, but that wasn’t the case and it wouldn’t be for
quite some time. He had to learn how to make things happen on his
own like he wasn’t trapped in a wheelchair with extremely limited
mobility. He rolled around in the small space of his room at the
assisted living facility.

“Detria, I need to see you,” Hezekiah
practically yelled into the phone, obviously taking his frustration
with Khalil out on her.

“Hold up, what’s with the attitude? Good
evening to you, too,” she said sarcastically.

“I need you to come over here now,” he said
again, ignoring her reply to the manner in which he spoke.

“Uh, it’s seven o’clock at night and I’m
busy, Hezekiah. I won’t be able to come tonight. Maybe tomorrow or
the day after. I do have a life outside of you wanting me to be at
your every beck and call, you know,” she snapped.

“I said get over here now, or you’ll be
sorry,” he ordered.

“Ughhh, I’m sick of you and all of your
threats and demands.” She paused momentarily and then said, “I’ll
be there as soon as I can.”

Hezekiah ended the call abruptly and then
proceeded to call another number saved into his phone.

Detria huffed and puffed while she stopped
getting high, and then proceeded to get dressed. She called
Priscilla on her cell phone and asked her to drive her to where
Hezekiah was so she could see what he was up to now. She was
literally fed up with being pushed around. It was equivalent to a
form of abuse because when he wanted something, he would stop at
nothing to get it. If she got up close enough to him, though he was
in a wheelchair, he would slap her or hit her. His threats of doing
something dangerous to her if she didn’t abide by what he said kept
her nervous and afraid. She thought she could relax her feelings of
fear now that George was locked away and Hezekiah was limited on
who he had to carry out his dastardly deeds, but it wasn’t like
that. She was still allowing him to manipulate her, but enough was
enough. It was time she put an end to her jumping up and running to
see what he wanted. Her sights were set on doing whatever she could
to become Mrs. Khalil McCoy, First Lady of Holy Rock. That would
take up all of her time.

“Are you ready?” Priscilla asked, jerking
Detria from her thoughts.

“Yes, let’s go. I want to get this over
with.” She sighed and waltzed out the door with Priscilla trailing
behind.

“How’s the kid?” Hezekiah asked the woman on
the other end of the phone.

“He’s good. How long are you going to be in
that place? We haven’t seen you since before you had the stroke,”
the woman said.

“You don’t need to see me. As long as you’re
getting some change every month then you should be fine. Just stay
away from me unless I say different. Understood?”

“Yeah,” she said, sounding like a timid,
submissive young girl.

“You still go to church?”

“Uh, no. Not really.” Her voice was mild
mannered and soft. Besides the woman who he had a kid with,
Isabella was his next best-kept secret. Isabella had a kid too,
which wasn’t his, but Hezekiah made sure they were provided for as
long as she remained loyal. He put her up in a two-bedroom bungalow
in Arlington. He kept her quiet by threatening to put her back out
on the streets.

She was homeless, barely a teen, when
Hezekiah first encountered her through the homeless ministry Holy
Rock ran. Three times a week a crew, which included Hezekiah,
combed the streets of Memphis witnessing to the homeless. They
carried them prepared foods, toiletries, clothing, blankets, and
anything else they felt these individuals needed.

When he saw Isabella, he immediately felt a
tug at his heart. The girl was skinny, frail, and all alone on the
streets. Despite her frail state, she was still beautiful. She
looked like she was of Indian descent with long scraggly coal black
hair, soft buttercream but pale colored skin and dark eyes. She
told them with some reservation at first that she had no parents
and had been on the streets since she was eleven years old. She
told them she was eighteen, but Hezekiah didn’t believe it. He
guessed she was more like fourteen or fifteen.

Isabella wandered to Memphis a few months
prior to the day Hezekiah and his team ran into her. Hezekiah
couldn’t leave her on the streets. He didn’t want to leave any
homeless person on the street, but such is life, and that was the
reason he started the homeless ministry. If he couldn’t rescue
every homeless person, at least he could get Holy Rock involved in
doing something for these people who had fallen on hard times. He
understood most people were just a paycheck or two away from being
homeless and that it could happen to anyone. He hadn’t always been
blessed to have money and he was far from being rich, but he had
found his calling in the ministry and it had treated him well.

Hezekiah put her up in a motel. He continued
to pay for her to remain at the motel and would visit her often. He
soon discovered she was not exactly innocent as she acted. On one
of his weekly visits, he saw a man exiting her motel room. He was
shocked and angry. He took her for an innocent young girl but he
later discovered she was getting money by prostituting, and she was
using the room Holy Rock was paying for to turn her tricks.

When he confronted her about it, she
confessed that she had been a prostitute for as long as she had
been on the streets. She was from Canton, Ohio and had migrated to
Memphis via stowing away on trains, hitchhiking, and doing whatever
necessary to find money and keep her belly filled.

Hezekiah told her if she expected him to
continue to keep a roof over her head she had to promise him she
would stop prostituting herself. The girl agreed, but weeks later,
when Hezekiah saw her belly growing bigger, he realized it wasn’t
from eating too much. He made sure she was well fed but food wasn’t
what was causing her weight gain. Hezekiah wasn’t a doctor but he
suspected she had a brat in her belly.

The girl confirmed that she was pregnant and
didn’t know who the father was. Hezekiah got her some medical
attention, put her up in a small apartment, and the girl started
attending Holy Rock. Their relationship took a major turn when
Hezekiah came to the apartment one evening to check on her. Shortly
after he arrived, they were laughing, talking, and watching movies,
which they sometimes did. He fell asleep on the sofa and awoke to
the girl lying underneath his arm, curled up and sleeping as well.
He pushed the hair back off her face and stared down at her. She
was beautiful. He looked at her swollen belly, and then kissed her
on the top of her head. He was no better than George in a way
because he liked them young, and Isabella fit the definition of
young, beautiful and she was experienced.

The teen woke up, looked up into Hezekiah’s
eyes, and then pulled herself up until she was positioned on top of
him. Day turned into afternoon. Afternoon turned into evening as
Hezekiah gave his flesh everything it wanted.

 



Chapter 2

 “Anger is a wind
which blows out the lamp of the mind.” Robert Ingersoll

 


Fancy opened the priority express envelope.
Tears flooded her eyes and she placed a hand over her mouth as she
read its contents.

You have fourteen days from the receipt of
this letter to get out of my house. No exceptions, no extensions.
The house has been officially sold to a private buyer. You thought
you could destroy me, hurt me, and kick me to the curb. You should
have known better, Fancy. I thought we had something that would
last a lifetime, but you proved that wasn’t the case. I loved you.
I tried to make you happy and give you everything a woman like you
could possibly want. But it wasn’t enough. You made that clear when
you turned your back on me after I had the stroke. You don’t have
to worry about seeing a lawyer. My lawyer’s business card is
included in this letter. You will see I have already filed divorce
proceedings. You and my sons have turned out to be a huge
disappointment. Everything I’ve done for you only to be treated
like I’m nothing. I guarantee this though, Fancy, you reap what you
sow. Karma is real, baby. Believe that. The letter was signed,
Once the love of your life, Hezekiah.

Fancy collapsed on the sofa in the family
room and wept. How could he do this? What happened to the love they
once shared? They had been through so much together, all for it to
come down to this? She still loved Hezekiah, no matter how much he
believed she didn’t. He was the one who had wronged her, but now he
had turned things around to make it appear all that happened
between them was her fault. It wasn’t. She pulled out the business
card. Minutes later, as if by design, the doorbell rang. Fancy got
up and slowly walked to the door. She opened it and saw a
sheriff.

“Yes,” she said humbly. “How can I help
you?”

“I’m looking for a…uh,” he looked at the
paper he held in his hand, “Fancy McCoy.”

“I’m Mrs. McCoy. What is it?”

“You’ve been served, ma’am.” He pushed the
envelope into her hands, tipped his sheriff hat, and then turned
around and left.

Fancy opened the envelope while standing in
the doorway. When she opened it, she saw the official copies of
divorce papers Hezekiah had filed for “irreconcilable
differences.”

She remained in the open doorway while she
cried. All the years she and Hezekiah had been together…since they
were teens, had come down to this. He was divorcing her and
throwing her out of the house they had shared since he became
senior pastor of Holy Rock. Granted, the boys had taken her side
against their father, but how could Hezekiah blame them for that?
He was the one who had cheated. He was the one who had stolen from
the church. He was the one who physically tried to run her down in
his chair. He was the one who had betrayed her with God knows who
this woman was that sent her that Will in the mail. So how could he
blame her for the demise of their marriage?

Fancy was heartbroken. She felt all alone.
She had no true friends she could call on. Her life and world
revolved around Hezekiah, and she didn’t trust other women. She
finally closed the door, turned around, and walked back into the
family room where she retrieved the first envelope she had received
earlier. She picked it up, walked along the hallway, and went
upstairs to her bedroom. Throwing the papers haphazardly on the
nearby night table, Fancy flung herself on her bed and continued
sobbing.

 



Chapter 3

 “Men can starve from
a lack of self-realization as much as they can from a lack of
bread.”

Richard Wright

 


Xavier and Ian returned from a three-day
weekend getaway to New Orleans. He needed time away from family and
all the drama going on at Holy Rock and between his parents. With
his dreams of attending Xavier dashed for now, he made the trip to
enjoy himself in the New Orleans French Quarter. He invited Ian to
come along and they had a great time. They had much in common and
Xavier found Eliana’s brother easy to talk to and to hang with,
except Ian could act a little too flamboyant at times for Xavier’s
taste. Nevertheless, he tried to ignore that about Ian’s
personality and chose to concentrate on the good times he enjoyed
with him.

Before taking the train to New Orleans, the
two of them had spent most of their free time together since they
met at Eliana’s house a few months back. Their relationship was
innocent and until they arrived in New Orleans, they considered
themselves platonic friends. All of that changed the second morning
they were there. Since that time, they had become lovers and Xavier
couldn’t be happier. He thought there would never be anyone who
could make him happy, make him smile, or make him feel the way
Raymone had made him feel, but boy had he been wrong. He still
thought about Raymone, and occasionally tried to reach out to him
via email, but never received a response. Raymone no longer had the
same cell phone number, had deleted his social media accounts, and
it was as if he never existed. It weighed on Xavier heavily at
times because he was the reason for Raymone’s permanent disability
of living as a quadriplegic. He prayed time and time again to God
for forgiveness, but for Xavier it never seemed to be quite enough.
He felt so guilty, so horrible about the accident. Was it because
he was a gay man that he was being subjected to these awful
feelings? Was God getting back at him for the lifestyle he lived?
He tormented himself constantly because he didn’t want to be the
way he was. He didn’t want to succumb to the desire he had for
other men, but it was like he was an addict. It was as if he was
addicted to living this often persecuted lifestyle.

Now that he had met Ian, he struggled even
more with his sexuality. One part of him adored the relationship he
and Ian were developing and the other part of him was in a mental
struggle for him choosing to lie with a man and not a woman.

“Hey, we have to do this again,” Ian said as
they walked to the Memphis Central Station parking garage where
they had parked and left their cars.

“Yeah, we do. I had a great time,” Xavier
said, “but now it’s back to work. I’m sure there’s plenty of drama
I’ve luckily missed out on since being out of the M-town.”

Ian laughed as they continued the short trek
to their individual cars parked next to each other.

“Well, thanks for inviting me to go with
you,” said Ian.

“You bet. I’m glad you accepted.” They
arrived at their cars and stood in between the two vehicles.
“Since, uh, since things went to the next level, where do we stand,
in your opinion?” Xavier asked. He didn’t want to appear too
forward or act like he expected anything to be different, but
inside he hoped they would get closer.

“I say we take it one day at a time. I really
like you. I like you a lot, and of course I still want to see you.
But you told me you’re still dealing with some issues about your
friend who was horribly injured. You feel it’s your fault, and you
said yourself you don’t know if you’ve gotten over him completely.
I wouldn’t want to push you into anything, Xavier. Just because we…
well just because things turned up in New Orleans, I don’t expect
anything from you other than friendship. And you told me too that
you’re wrestling with your homosexuality. Unlike you, I’m in a good
place. If God doesn’t accept me the way I am, then I figure it’s
his loss, you know.”

Xavier nodded, not in agreement per say but
because he was listening, really listening to every word Ian spoke.
He wished he could be as carefree and not give a darn what others
thought but he wasn’t like that. He cared what people thought and
what they said behind his back. He wasn’t as strong and secure in
who he was like Ian.

“I won’t live my life like I’m a mistake,”
Ian continued. “I am who I am. If anybody doesn’t like it then
that’s on them, and not me. I believe in God and from what I’ve
been taught, he made us. He knows everything about me and about
you, Xavier. Do you think us being homosexual escaped him when he
was the one who formed us? It says he knew us before we were formed
in our mother’s wombs. What does that say about him?”

Xavier looked at Ian curiously. He had never
heard it put quite like that before regarding his homosexuality. If
God made him, knew him before he was formed, ordained every day of
his life, then surely God knew his lifestyle. What Ian said made so
much sense. He had a lot to think about. Thanks to Ian, he could
look at things in his life differently. If his brother, his mother,
or his wayward father didn’t approve of him and his choices, that
would be their problem and not his. That’s what he momentarily told
himself. Whether he could actually begin to see things like Ian, he
didn’t know, but he was sure going to give it a try.

The two of them embraced and said their
goodbyes. “I’ll talk to you later,” Ian said.

“Yeah, maybe we’ll hook up tomorrow, have
dinner, or something. I want to check out the new super hero movie
that came out this past weekend. You up for it?”

“Sure, just text me or give me a call. I’m
going back to work tomorrow but we’ll talk later tonight.”

They embraced, then opened the door to their
respective cars and got inside. They waved at each other as they
started their cars and drove off.

Xavier exhaled, smiled, and then went into
deep thought as he replayed the conversation he and Ian had. He had
to stop being so hard on himself. If he was going to live this
lifestyle, he had to learn to be okay with it. He didn’t want to
run from his problems any longer. Yes, he still had plans to go
away or maybe stay in Memphis and attend college. People did it
everyday—attended school online. He planned to look into doing just
that. Ian opened his eyes and his mind to a lot of things. Ian was
smart, intelligent, funny, and successful. He attended college
while working a full time job and he still made time to do many of
the things he loved.

Xavier thought about it more and came to the
conclusion that he could do what needed to be done at Holy Rock, go
to college, and still live his life the way he wanted to live it.
He told himself he would no longer be under the rules and decisions
of others, including his parents and his brother. He was not going
to hide who he truly was…that was his intent. He prayed he could
pull it off.

 



Chapter 4

 “All good things must
come to an end.” H.H. Riley

 


Xavier arrived at home and all was rather
quiet. The house was dark. He didn’t sense life anywhere. He
stopped in the kitchen, opened the refrigerator, and got himself a
bottled water and made two hoagie sandwiches out of some shredded
barbeque chicken he saw in the fridge. He piled both sandwiches
with chicken, lettuce, tomatoes, onions, and lots of mayo, his
favorite condiment, followed by a sprinkle of pepper before topping
it with the top parts of the giant size hoagie buns.

Next, he looked inside the kitchen pantry and
moved around some bags of tortilla chips, popcorn, and cookies
until he found a bag of potato chips. He got the bag of chips and
took his sandwich and water upstairs to his bedroom.

That was another thing he thought about as he
walked up the stairs. He was a grown man. He needed his own spot.
He could afford it now that he was on Holy Rock’s payroll, and
making a darn good salary.

As he walked past his mother’s room, he saw
the door cracked. He walked over and peeped inside and saw her
lying across the bed. He tapped lightly on the door. “Mom, you
awake?”

Fancy quickly raised her head. “Xavier,
honey. You’re back. Did you have a good time?”

“Yea, I did. I needed that break. New Orleans
is the bomb,” he said, laughing lightly.

Fancy sat up and
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Keep looking up..
That's the secret
of life..
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