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    In Loving Memory of Lucille Wilson...
 
Thank You...
 
This one is for you Granny...
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Endless, without ever ceasing eternal: to persist unendingly,

The day we spoke the words of forever,

A promise so profound, binding me to another,

Together we face every trial and tribulation,

As equals, filling and feeling each journey with true devotion,

Through three ways or three days, First and Three:

Our love will last an eternity,

For I am a child of God, looking back on my past,

Living in the present, seeking the future that will last,

I hear the words spoken, but it's all about how I follow what's revealed to me,

In every household, there is a head to lead,

I narrate through each chapter, sharing one moment, one time, one day,

My mind bared for all to see in a real and urban way,

My mission? To be an experience relatable to many,

For what happens in our lives has a reason, broken down for us to learn plenty,

We bear much as Job did, testing like a testimony we can share with others too,

To let them know this is my story and I'm proud to tell it true,

Pure as the unconditional love we receive from up above,

God is love, truly amazing and pure as a dove,

I offer you a glimpse into my life and those around me too,

May these personal messages touch your heart, your soul, your very being through and through...

Welcome to ‘First & Three: forever love’.... 

Poem By: Damaris Andric 
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It was a beautiful morning, and I couldn't help but feel grateful to have woken up for another day. As I stood in front of my mirror, appreciating my reflection, I heard a soft knock on my bedroom door.

"Who is it?" I called out in a nurturing tone. "It's Chandon," came the sweet morning voice. "Come in, my little sunshine."

My six-year-old son walked in, his smile lighting up the room. I had promised myself that I wouldn't baby him too much after his birthday last week, but I couldn't resist calling him by his cute nickname. He slowly made his way towards me, his deep dimple showing on his right cheek.

"Look at your hair," I chuckled as he ran his fingers through it with his left hand, only making it messier. His dark brown hair with light tips and natural curls was a sight to behold. With golden brown skin and light brown eyes, he was truly a handsome little man.

He reminded you of a young Jaden Smith, with his stylish flow hawk haircut that he had been asking for since the beginning of summer. We promised to let him get it if he behaved well in school and helped out at home, and so far, he's been doing great. Even though I was initially unsure about the layered cut, our stylist Esquire did an amazing job, and it really stands out. 

“Come here, my little man.” I beckoned to him as he walked towards me with a slight skip in his step. As he jumped into my arms, I couldn't help but smile.

“How are you this morning, honey?” I asked as I held onto him. “I'm good, Mommy. But I'm hungry; can't you hear my tummy growling?” 

I was always impressed by how he never wasted any food given to him. He may have been taller than most six-year-olds, but he had a slender build and certainly didn't look like we were starving him. I was grateful for his healthy appetite and ability to manage his meals well.

"Oh really?" I joked, poking my son's belly playfully. He squealed with laughter and eventually begged for me to stop, unable to handle any more tickles. After catching his breath, he responded with a cheerful "yes, Mommy."

"What would my little man like for breakfast this morning?" I asked, smiling down at him. He thought for a moment before exclaiming, "oatmeal, orange juice, and eggs!" 

"Well, I think your father and I can make that happen," I replied.

I couldn't help but wonder where my husband was as our son happily chatted away. "Chandon," I called out. "Yes, Mommy?" he responded.

"Did you see your father this morning?"

"No, I didn't," he answered.

"That's okay, my big boy. Why don't you go wash your face, brush your teeth, and comb your hair? Your church clothes are laid out for you in your room. When you're ready, come to the kitchen."

"Yes, Ma'am," Chandon said obediently. As I sat him down, he marched off to do as I had instructed.

After the Sabbath, it was Sunday morning, and I made it a priority to ensure my family attended church every week. We went for services on Sundays and Bible study on Wednesdays without fail. Although I was not a preacher's daughter, I had the privilege of going to church from the age of 10 to 17 with my paternal grandfather who was a deacon in the church. My grandmother, his wife, was the Sunday School teacher. The service always started at 7:30am on Sundays, and in the early years, I begged my grandfather to take me with him instead of my grandmother.

Every Sunday, before we went to church, my grandpa and I would make a quick stop at the local 'mom & pop' store. He loved getting his favorite treat - an ice-cold cola soda and a bag of lightly salted peanuts. He always made sure to grab me my own bottle and bag too. We would pour the peanuts into the soda and snack on them as we made our way to church, laughing and chatting along the way. Those memories will always hold a special place in my heart, now that I have my own family and am all grown up.

My thoughts were interrupted by the sound of my baby's voice coming through the monitor. It was my sweet little Yasmin. "Someone is up and ready to play," I laughed to myself. But before I could go and get her, I heard my husband, Gaddan, already talking to her on the other end.

"Good morning, my sweet little daughter," Gad cooed, his voice filled with love and adoration. "How is daddy's little pumpkin muffin doing today?" She answered in her own special language of baby babble, causing a heartwarming smile to spread across my face.

I realized that I would be making breakfast on my own this morning. He would have his usual 30 minutes of playtime with our daughter before getting her dressed and bringing her down for breakfast. It was almost 7:00, and we needed to leave for church at nine, but Sunday school began at 8:45. I reminded myself to finish getting dressed and head to the kitchen if I wanted to make it on time.

Fifteen minutes passed, and I found myself in the kitchen, whipping up some delicious Belgian waffles for Gad and myself. I also made oatmeal, scrambled eggs, and freshly squeezed orange juice. As I was cooking, I could hear my little Yasmin happily babbling away in the other room.

I heard a familiar voice call out from behind, saying, "Good morning, Hun." I turned to face Gad, feeling a sense of joy as I leaned in for a kiss. It was always a bit of a challenge with his nearly 6'4" frame, but I loved how it added an element of excitement to our relationship. Gad's complexion was a lovely shade of light golden brown, and his amber eyes never failed to captivate me. His sandy-brown hair reminded me of Chandon, and he bore a slight resemblance to the actor Jesse Williams, but with his own unique look.

"Do you need any help, Love?" Gad offered. "No, my caramel candy cluster, just give some food to Yasmin - we'll all eat together soon," I replied to Gad with a smile. He nodded and replied with an "okay."

After a few minutes, Chandon emerged from his room, fully dressed and with his hair neatly combed. He wore a gentle smile as he joined us at the table for breakfast. "I'll be done soon, Chandon. We can all eat together," I reassured him. His smile widened as he turned to talk to Gad. "Dad?" "Yes, Chandon?" "Can we work on a project today?" "What kind of project do you have in mind, son?"

It took me another 10 minutes to finish preparing breakfast. As I cooked, I eavesdropped on their lively conversation. Once they finished, they agreed to build a model airplane together. The plan was for him to drop Yasmin and me off at home after church, and then the two of them would go to the nearby department store to purchase a model airplane kit.

This arrangement worked perfectly for Yasmin and me. It gave us the opportunity to spend some quality girl time together. I could also take the chance to wash and redo her hair. At 11 months old, she already had thick, dark brown hair that fell just past her
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