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Introduction

When we are born, we have no idea how our
lives will turn out. Growing up, I never knew I would face the
things I did. However, it was all in God’s plan for my life. In
this book, you will read how I was nearly killed, many times, and
how the devil set a trap for my life while providing me with
everything I ever wanted to keep me his slave and to try to destroy
my life. I wanted to make it big in the big city with all the
bright lights. I had so much money I didn’t know what to do with
it.

That was my goal – to have money, money,
money, and to be in movies and theaters, I thought. I was on my
way. However, God had a plan laid out for me that looked very
different. It included being saved, preaching His Word and living
for Him. The devil thought he had me – but only God did in the
end.

This book is my life story. In earlier
years, I was on a roller coaster headed straight for hell. But God
showed me visions and gave me my family. As I look back over my
life, I can and do give God all the glory, honor and praise for
saving me, keeping me and giving me His love. If you don’t have
love, you don’t have anything. God’s love kept me every time a gun
was pointed at my head, every time I was beaten and every time the
devil himself tried to kill me. May this book bless you as you read
it, and may you know that God is a keeper and He will never leave
you nor forsake you. Remember, Jesus loves you, and so do I.

Minister Bonnie Baker












Publisher’s Note –
For the sake of continuity and navigation some adjustments to the
text were made. Front and back matter written specifically for that
respective edition was removed from both Parts 1 and 2. The chapter
numbers of Part 2 were changed and minor text modifications were
made. We hope you enjoy the flow of this Special Edition.
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 Chapter 1

In the Beginning

I was born in the small town of Vredenburgh,
Alabama (population 500), to Jack and Clara Richardson, the seventh
of ten children. When I was born, the devil immediately tried to
kill me. He attacked me with double pneumonia, and I had to stay in
the hospital for two months before I was well enough to go
home.

In all I had seven brothers: Jack, Burlee,
James, Clarence, Armie, Alexander and Nathaniel; and two sisters:
Barbara and Emma, known as Hattie.

As a child, I got into all kinds of trouble.
When I was between four and six years old, I would dance for my
family, especially my eldest brother, for pennies, nickels and
dimes. This is when the seeds were planted – the love of dancing
and the love of money.

When I was growing up, our home was the
center of attraction. One reason was we had a television. Even
though we had an outhouse, we were one of the first families to
have a television and a telephone. Also, neighborhood boys would
come to our house to play ball on my brothers’ baseball
diamond.

When we were kids, our family washed clothes
in a large, black boiling pot. We grew peach trees, pecan trees,
corn, beans, okra, sweet potatoes, tomatoes, greens and sugar cane.
We ate meat from pigs and chickens that we raised as well as fish
that my parents caught. I walked to school every day, thirty
minutes each way.

In our small town, everyone knew everyone.
Our town had one general store, where we would buy items on credit.
It took about twenty minutes to walk to the store. We had to walk
there barefoot, and in the summer, the hot blacktop road would burn
our feet. We occasionally made shoes from aluminum pop cans, milk
cartons, pieces of wood and rubber bands. We would smash the cans
with our feet until we molded them to fit.

My dad worked at the sawmill and drove a
truck. Meanwhile, my mom cooked for everyone. A potbelly stove
provided us with heat. It was my responsibility to make a fire each
morning at five o’clock. If I overslept and my mother woke up
before I made the fire, it felt as if a fire had been lit on my
backside. In fact, one of my brothers and I apparently received the
most whippings of the siblings.

At age ten, the devil tried to kill me
again. I almost drowned while at the beach in Pensacola, Florida. I
was on a field trip with my fourth-grade class, and a little boy I
liked told me to go with him into the water. I went in, and he left
me standing there. Immediately, the waves rolled in and took me
under. I received mouth-to-mouth resuscitation and was revived. But
as I grew older, the devil continued to try to take my life. One
time was when I was twelve and I was almost beaten to death.

Despite these tragedies, I was popular in
school. In ninth grade, I was chosen both Homecoming Queen and Miss
Vredenburgh High. During homecoming festivities, I wore a crown and
had two attendants in my court. This was a big deal for me, and a
large part of the town was present on the Crowning of the Queens
Night. The homecoming parade took place the next morning; we rode
in cars and on floats. Also as part of the homecoming festivities,
we went to J.F. Shield High School in Beatrice, Alabama, where
homecoming queens and their attendants from nearby towns came
together to socialize.

The Teen Years

At age fifteen, I gave my life to the Lord
and was saved. I was a member of a singing group at church. One
night after singing in church, I was in my parents’ bedroom, and
the power of God hit me. I began to sing the song “Call Him Up”
loudly. The power of God rested heavily on me until I saw a light.
I followed the light through several doors. I began to yell so
loudly that my parents thought I had lost my mind. They became
nervous and upset, and I shouted until I passed out.

However, although I was truly saved, I did
not have the Holy Ghost; therefore, I had no keeping power. I
stayed saved for only about a year and a half, then I turned my
back on God in favor of something I loved – dancing.

When I was seventeen, separated from God, I
married my first husband just to get out of my parents’ house
because my dad was so strict. I was married for eight months. My
husband beat me badly and would not allow me to go out of the
house. I was living in hell. Finally, one of my brothers came and
took me back to our parents’ home, but I did not want to live with
my mother and father anymore.

At the time, my sister Barbara lived in
Detroit, and she said I could stay with her. Even in Detroit, far
away from my troubles, the devil still had a contract out on my
life. I became involved with a man and began using different drugs
with him. The week after I stopped seeing him, he was found shot to
death in his mother’s driveway. Had that been an ordinary night, I
would have been in the car with him and would have been killed too
because every night we would sit in the car and talk. Again,
someone was praying for me, and the devil’s plan to kill me was
aborted.

Then my life again seemed like a roller
coaster ride. The next man I started seeing was a pimp. It seemed
as if I always picked the wrong men. This man took me through.

The Big City

I thought, I am in Detroit, the big city. I
was so happy to be there. I would have my boyfriend drive me all
over the big city just to look at the beautiful lights and tall
buildings. Where I came from, there were no lights and it was pitch
black. In Detroit, I would jump up and down and shout, “Look at the
beautiful lights.” When it snowed, Barbara and I would sit by the
window and watch the snow fall for hours. I would take my
boyfriend’s Cadillac and do donuts in the snow. Wow, what fun this
was! I was in the big city, and I was enjoying it all. Then I
thought, I can make it BIG.
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 Chapter 2

The Street Life

The pimp introduced me to the bar life. He
began taking me to the bar night after night to see if I would like
it. We would sit and drink for hours while he informed me of how
much money I could make being a barmaid. He pointed out men groping
the barmaids while giving them money. He told me: “You can do the
same thing and make lots of money. Will you do it for me? Do you
love me?” He looked me in my eyes and said, “Do it for me.”

Show Me the Money

I said, “Okay, I will do it. I will be a
barmaid for you.” At nineteen years old, I was immature and
innocent and didn’t know what I was getting into. We left but
returned the next day so I could apply for a barmaid position.
Shortly after that, I became a barmaid and began making lots of
money. Life was getting good, or so I thought. After all, I had
never had that kind of money before. I remembered when I was at my
parents’ home and two or three dollars seemed like a lot of money.
But when I began making this kind of money, I jumped for joy
to be able to hold a ten, twenty or fifty dollar bill in my hands.
I thought I was in heaven and thought I had it going on.

The sad part was I didn’t end up keeping a
dime of the money. I had to give every penny to my pimp. The Bible
states that money is the root of all evil, and I was no
exception.

One Horrifying Evening

One night while working as a barmaid, I met
a man who said he would give me a lot of money if I would go home
with him. Not knowing anything about this kind of life, I said,
“Yes, I’ll go home with you.” I didn’t know that would bring me
face-to-face with death. We left the bar around 2:00 am. supposedly
to go to his house. But I found out he didn’t have a house. He took
me to his friend’s apartment. And when we arrived, there were six
more men there.

The man I left the bar with immediately
changed. It seemed as if the devil had entered his body. He started
calling me out of my name and saying terrible things to me. He
said, “I will not give up a dime, and you are going to do
everything I say.” I was so afraid that I did just that. The men
proceeded to tie me up and tape my mouth shut so I couldn’t scream.
At this point, they pulled out guns to let me see them. Then they
told me if I tried anything, they would kill me.

The man began to rape me over and over
again. When he finished with me, he told each of the other men to
rape me too. One by one, each man raped me over and over again. I
went through five hours of torture as all seven men raped me.
During this period, I continued slipping in and out of
consciousness. It felt as if my insides were torn up. I thought, I
don’t want to live anymore. They have messed up my body.

At that point, it was approximately 7:30 in
the morning and all the men were high. The man who brought me to
the apartment said to one of the other men, “Okay, you can kill her
now and put her body out in the big dumpster in the alley.” Then
one man pulled out a gun and pointed it at my head. I could not
run, move or get up. I thought I was dead. I began to go back over
and examine my life. I thought I would never see my mother or
father again. I thought I would never have children. I began to
wish I had died from pneumonia when I was an infant.

After being raped continuously for five
hours, my body was weak, and I was totally out of it. At the time,
I was just nineteen years old and weighed between eighty-eight and
ninety pounds.

Another one of the seven men threatened to
kill me, and I passed out. When I came to, they were slapping me
and calling me out of my name. I got up slowly and tried to walk as
they continued to kick me and call me terrible names. Walking was
extremely difficult, but I made it outside. The man who said he
would kill me put me in his car and drove away.

I had tears in my eyes and rolling down my
face. But the man said: “Tell me where you live. I am not going to
kill you. I had to do what I did to you inside that apartment, or
they would have killed me and called me a punk.” He said, “I’m
sorry for what they did to you.”

I looked at him and didn’t know if he was
going to kill me or not. I said with a weak voice, “You are going
to take me home?”

He said, “Yes, I’m taking you home.”

I would have gone immediately to the
hospital, but I could not walk well and I was in so much pain.

As we drove, he said, “You know, my mother
is saved, and I should be also.” I did not say anything because I
still didn’t know whether or not he was going to kill me. He
continued to talk as we rode along. I lost sight of the location of
the apartment and where I had been. All I knew was it seemed far
away.

As we got close to my apartment, my heart
began to weep and my soul began to get happy. He began to cry and
said, “Miss, I am so sorry for what I and my friends did to you.”
Once we reached the apartment, I could not get out of the car. He
came around to my side of the car and helped me get out. I did not
say anything. He said, “Don’t let her die.”

Trying to walk, I constantly fell, got up,
fell again and got up again until I reached my apartment door. I
looked back to see him still sitting in the car. I remember
thinking, He is going to come in and kill me. But at that point, I
didn’t care anymore. I knew I had to make it to the bed or I would
pass out right there and die. I had not eaten for a day and a half,
and I was extremely weak.

Later that morning, my pimp came over and
said: “What’s wrong with you? Get up. We’re going to the bar.” But
I could not move. My legs and thighs were badly swollen, and
walking was still extremely painful. I told my pimp what had
happened, but he did not believe me. I had cried so much and so
hard that I could not cry anymore. I just wanted to go back home to
my mother and father. However, my pimp told me he that loved me.
That was all I wanted to hear.

Time passed, and I recovered and returned to
the bar. I remembered saying that being a barmaid was not for me
because there wasn’t a lot of money in it and I had to make big
money.

Dancing the Night Away

Next, my pimp introduced me to go-go
dancing. I auditioned to be a dancer and got the job. I began
dancing at several clubs. I began drinking, meeting people and
making lots of money. I thought I was making money being a barmaid,
but I made more money dancing. The other dancers had told me it was
easy to make lots of money in this business and, of course, this
sounded good to me. I thought I had struck it rich, and I thought I
was all that and a bag of chips. I worked from noon until 2:00 am.
I danced so much that when I retired for the night, I was still
dancing. At that time, dancing was all I knew. However, the bar
life took a toll on my life.

It seemed like every man who came into the
bar wanted to buy me drinks and wanted me to sit with him. The men
also wanted me to do table dances for a hundred dollars or more.
Big money was made from table dancing and regular dancing. Even
though the bar was raided many times and we would go to jail for
indecent exposure, our boss would get us out, and we would be back
dancing again until the bar closed. I became so popular that men
would come in and ask for me. This
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