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“What you do in front of
people is nothing if you are not living the same life at home
behind closed doors.” Joyce Meyer

 


 


Upon arriving at Augustine Prep,
thirty-three year old Brianna Madison stopped by the teacher’s
lounge and made her morning cup of strong black coffee before
heading up the hall to her seventh grade classroom. This was her
first year teaching for the upscale private co-ed school in
Germantown. It was a blessing the first lady of the church Brianna
faithfully attended told Brianna about the teaching position. It
was right on time too, since Brianna recently returned to Memphis
just over a year ago, having relocated from Dallas-Fort Worth.

The position paid a good salary, far more
than Memphis Shelby County school system. Everything about
Augustine Prep, from the fine-dining style cafeteria to the modern
architectural design of the buildings—everything about Augustine
Prep shouted money, big money!

Entering her classroom and closing the door
behind her, Brianna approached her desk, and placed her handbag and
mug of coffee on it. It was seven ten a.m.—twenty-five minutes
before her first group of students would come dragging into her
room.

She picked up her mug, took a sip of the hot
cup of caffeine, and went over to the third floor window. Eyeing
the students below as their wealthy parents, drivers, and some of
them drove into the parking lot in their fancy cars, was quite
amusing and a little irritating.

Growing up, it wasn’t like Brianna lived in
the poorest part of town. However, her youth was nothing like any
of these kids. The family financial stats of most of the students
of Augustine Prep ranged from hundreds of thousands to millions of
dollars—a long way from her middle class family life.

Brianna’s father was a smart man who
invested his dollars well. His salary as a supervisor for a large
auto firm, afforded Brianna and her sister a comfortable lifestyle,
combined with their mother’s income as a paralegal.

A tap on her classroom door startled
Brianna. “Good morning, pretty lady,” the man said, entering
Brianna’s classroom.

“Good morning, Trey. I
can’t believe you’re already present and accounted for.”

“Had no choice. I’m not
one to lose a bet.”

“Oh, I see. So that’s why
you’re showing your face, huh?”

“Most definitely. I don’t
want to lose the chance to take you to dinner.”

Brianna laughed. “I can’t believe the bet is
for you to be on time and in your classroom at least fifteen
minutes before your students or—”

“Or else, I’ll have to
resign myself to missing out on the pleasure of your
company.”

“How did I agree to that?”
She took another sip of her now almost lukewarm coffee, moved away
from the window, and placed the cup back on her desk. Folding her
arms, she took a stance back, smiled, and shook her head. “You
really are a piece of work.”

“I’ve been called worse.
So, how much longer are you going to torture me? Are you seriously
going to make me get to work early for the remainder of the
month?”

“Yep, sure am. And I don’t
feel bad about it either. And uh, plus the end of the month is in
only three days away, silly.” Brianna grinned and shook her
head.

Trey feigned a smirk on his face before
resuming the conversation. “Okay, have it your way. But be prepared
Friday night, seven o’clock. I’m going to show you the time of your
life.”

“That is—if you win.” She
turned away from him swiftly and went to her desk. Opening her side
desk drawer, she removed her laptop and pushed the
power button.

“I guess that’s my
cue.”

“No, stay as long as you
like. But here’s a hint. Just because you’re at school doesn’t mean
you’re in your classroom.”

Trey looked at his phone and then rushed
toward the door. “Gotta go. See you later. I have uh, three minutes
to get to my classroom.”

“Yeah, which is uh, only
right across the hall.” Brianna laughed. “Bye, Trey. I’ll talk to
you later.”

“Have a good one. I’ll
stop by later to see what you’re up to.”

“Sure.”

Brianna smiled as Trey
closed the door. She leaned back in her chair and watched him as he
sauntered across the hall. He was fine as heck, divorced, and like
her, he had no kids. If only Brianna was interested in a
relationship. If she had been, it would have been with a man like
Trey, but she was cautious about becoming involved with anyone. She
had secrets, past traumas, far too many disappointments, and
heartbreaks in her life. If only things had been different then she
could have—would have, chosen differently. Now here
she was, back in Memphis, a city she once called home but said she
would never return to. Here in Memphis, she was living a recycled
new lie and life, wearing an even broader smiling face on display
for the world—but alone she cried the tears of a clown.
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“The big ‘aha’ moment is
that the trauma never goes away.” Viola Davis

 


 


Until age five, Brianna lived in an
orphanage in Haiti. She did not know her biological parents.

The living condition of the orphanage was
appalling. There were days upon days when Brianna and the other
orphans barely had scraps to eat, and the water was often the color
of the darkest night.

A massive earthquake in Haiti when Brianna
was four years old, buried the little girl underneath heavy mud,
dirt, and concrete rubble. Rescue workers discovered Brianna and
two other children days after the earthquake. It was only by God’s
grace she made it through that ordeal alive. The girl and boy found
next to Brianna were orphans the same as Brianna. The three of them
often begged on the streets together.

The little girl and boy weren’t as fortunate
as Brianna—they died next to her. Brianna heard them take their
last breaths. She inhaled the constant stench of death from their
decaying bodies. She may have been only four years old at the time,
but Brianna knew even then, this would be something that would
haunt her forever.

Healthcare was already poor before the
earthquake. After the quake, it was practically nonexistent.
Meaning, Brianna received little if any medical care for the severe
injuries she sustained. The rubble weighing on top of the lower
half of her body for all of those hours interrupted the blood flow
in both of her legs, permanently damaging some of the nerves.

Unable to walk, Brianna learned how to move
around the filthy orphanage by using her upper body to drag her
lower body. This is how she foraged for water and scraps of food,
often-going days without eating.

Several months after the quake, Brianna
encountered the Madison’s, part of a team of volunteers who
travelled from the United States to Haiti to help with the massive
cleanup.

The day the volunteers, Grady and Linda
Madison, visited the orphanage, Brianna was lying on the broken
concrete floor. Linda gasped when she saw the small figure huddled
in the corner of the dark, bare space. The child looked like a
toddler rather than the five years old she was at that time. Her
hair was matted. She was filthy, frail, and malnourished

Meeting the Madison’s was a life-changing,
turning point for Brianna and another little orphan girl named
Aspen who was two years younger than Brianna.

Grady and Linda filed to adopt the
girls.

Brianna celebrated her sixth birthday in her
new home in the United States of Memphis, Tennessee.

Brianna’s physical disability didn’t matter
to Brianna because with her new family, life couldn’t have been
better. Anything she and Aspen wanted, their parents, especially
their father, got it for them.

Brianna relied on her custom designed
wheelchair to get around. Her parents encouraged her to practice
walking with crutches and wearing her leg braces. Brianna refused.
She would scream and cry sometimes for hours whenever she had to
put the braces on. “I can’t. I can’t, Mommy. I can’t walk,
Daddy!”

After countless failed tries, her parents
stopped trying to get her to wear her leg braces. For them, and
everybody in the family, it was easier that way.








3

 


 


“Delusional pain hurts
just as much as pain from actual trauma. So what if it's all in
your head.”

Octavia Butler

 


 


Brianna and Trey talked, laughed, and
enjoyed each other’s company.

“How’s your
lobster?”

Brianna closed her eyes and savored the
tantalizing flavors of the tender and buttery lobster meat. “Ummm,
divine.”

“Good. When you told me
you liked seafood, I knew I wanted to bring you here. Of course,
that was if I won the bet. And I did.” Trey laughed.

“Yep, you did. If I had
known you were going to deliver a meal like this I would have let
you win a long time ago.” She chuckled and then put another forkful
of lobster into her mouth.

It had been months since
Brianna had been out with friends to enjoy a meal, and she’d never
really gone out with anyone of the opposite sex on a real date. And
she didn’t consider this as a date. It was more of a friendly wager
between friends. Sure, she knew Trey liked her in a romantic way.
He had expressed his feelings for her by flirting on numerous
occasions. Yet, each time he told her how he felt, Brianna brushed
him off. It wasn’t that she didn’t like Trey because that was far
from the problem. Her truth was she didn’t like any man. And no,
she wasn’t gay or bisexual or anything like that. Her problem was
that four letter word—l.o.v.e.

All of her life she had been cast aside like
a rag doll. First, by her biological parents who she had no idea if
they were dead or alive, and then her adopted mother who abandoned
her. Then when she was a teenager the one and only guy she
seriously dated after she graduated from high school, Joshua
Baines, duped her.

When she initially met Joshua, Brianna
thought he was the next best thing since sliced bread. He was
handsome, articulate, funny and charming. He flirted with her all
evening while they enjoyed game night at her friend Tramesha’s
apartment.

Game night was the first evening Joshua came
to Tramesha’s apartment for the wild and fun gathering. When he
showed her attention, her first reaction was to pull back. She’d
never had a boyfriend, and she didn’t want to be taken advantage of
by the first guy who came along professing to like her. But there
was something different about Joshua, plus Tramesha had assured her
that from what she knew about him, he was a cool guy.

The more Joshua talked to Brianna, the more
she loosened up. By the end of the evening, she’d given him her
phone number. Like the saying goes, ‘the rest is history.’

Brianna and Joshua spent just about every
weekend together. He would come to her small studio apartment at
least once during the week. He didn’t pressure her for sex, which
gave him a few brownie points, not that he needed any.

Brianna wanted to be pure as the driven snow
when or if she ever became a bride. In her mind, however, that was
highly unlikely unless the good Lord decided to work a miracle in
her life.

♥

 


“You have to go to church
again?” Joshua texted one Sunday morning
after they had been seeing each other for some weeks.

“I told you, I’m active in
my church, plus I have to do a solo this morning. You’re welcome to
come,” she said as they texted back and
forth.

Joshua told her early on that he was a
believer, but he didn’t make a habit of going to church on a
regular basis.

“Nah, I’ll pass. You put
everybody and everything before me.”

Her phone rang just as she was heading to
church with her father and sister.

“Hey, I hope you aren’t
upset,” she whispered into the phone as soon as she answered the
call.

“Well, I am. I want to
spend time with you. Seems like you would like that but you always
have to run to church. Don’t get me wrong, I know you’re religious
and all, but seems like if you’re feeling me like you say you’re
feeling me, you would want us to spend as much time together as we
can. You know I work long hours during the week. The weekend is the
only time we have to hang.”

Brianna listened. Joshua raised a valid
point, but she couldn’t miss church, not today anyway.

“Why can’t you meet me at
church? Our service isn’t longer than two hours and then we can
spend the rest of the day together.” She glanced at her father. It
didn’t appear as if he was listening to her conversation. He and
Aspen were talking about something so hopefully he didn’t hear her
side of the conversation with Joshua.

Silence.

“Joshua? Joshua?” She
pulled her phone away from her ear and looked at the screen. The
call had ended. Had he ended it on purpose or had there been a bad
connection? She wanted to believe the latter so she called him back
one time, two times, three times. Each time the call went straight
to his voicemail as the words call
forwarded appeared on
her phone screen.

Feeling some type of way, she went to
church, but she couldn’t get Joshua out of her mind. When she was
called to the front of the church to perform the song “God Will
Provide” by Tamela Mann, thoughts of Joshua and their conversation
was quickly replaced with an overwhelming presence of the Holy
Spirit. Brianna song like there was no tomorrow. Each word of the
song filled her with unspeakable joy and praise. The congregation
was on fire.

By the end of service, Brianna barely
remembered the heated phone conversation between her and
Joshua.

Before
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Trauma shatters your most basic
assumptions about yourself and your
world — “Life is good,” “I’'m safe,”
“People are kind,” “l can trust others,”
“The future is likely to be good” — and
replaces them with feelings like “The
world is dangerous,” “l can’t win,” “I
can’t trust other people..."

— Mark Goulston
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