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Chapter 1; on a ship
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Once upon the time there was a handsome young fellow Ajani of unknown bajan and african american lineage who married a woman named Chrystal. Christal also had unknown afro Caribbean lineage and she loved him. They had children on a distant hill in a two story suburban home of port st Lucie. Ajani went back to the U.S Navy  soon to come home. Ajani sends letters to chrystal, his true love.

Letter 1

Ajani shares a letter to his partner chrystal, “I love you to the depths of my heart with blissful reminisce . I love you to the stars that rocket the wind, when I open my lips to breathe my cheeks clasp from my teeth, to smile at your raw beauty. You are the only one who keeps me afloat in the war I am fighting. I want you to know this because you are truly special to me, I am fighting a war full of navy and yet I feel alone. Gasping in a sea of lies. I need you chrystal! You make me prosper. When I get home I'm going to get you the furniture you've always wanted, and I'm going to build you a huge garden shed with a big ole chicken pen. you and the children will love it and there will be a pool for the kids and a brand new dog. One day you won't have to lift a finger. All I'm asking is that the place be kept clean and food be ready for me. Sometimes I will take off the load and clean up and cook for you when necessary, to keep the load off you. Remember when we were in high school eating bread in empty fridges? My stomach was growling intensely and I didn't think I could keep up with my grades,  but  we made it for sure.

Letter 2

I was floating on the top of the violet, blue, foreign sky of neon clouds on the ship with foaming ocean waves directing the boat. Right now the weather is thrashing with thunder and lightning. The boat is tilted side to side in a ruckus. When I think of you, i know we are going to be alive. How are the kids?

Chrystals letter

Chrystal- the kids miss you and Ranny keeps asking for dad. I weep in sorrow to hear my baby cry for you. Every time I hear an angel's voice, it reminds me of you, and when I eat, I think of your eyes, how keen they are. This burden is not setting me free. And the 3 babies run across the room as I write to you. They are African warriors. They don'tlisten. My son loves basketball; Ron Ron loves to wrestle; Ranny and Ray sing together often. We all miss you and wish you well.

Stares at the letter after reading it, then holds it up to his face and smells the paper. It smells of lavender fabric softener and perfume with the lady scented with the scent of an old folded-up paper. He folds the paper in a hot dog style.Ajani roughly folds the paper and stuffs it into his pocket as the wind rudely abrupt the moment of love struck. The wind violently shakes and combats the boat. the ship rocks in a startling thrash, with a rocking, rioting frenzy. The boat zooms past the current, and the wood of the boat then begins to shudder.

Captain Shane came to Ajani to help me steer the boat. This storm is just crazy.

Ajani - i got you captain

The boat thrashes! The men used both of their hands  to get the hurling hurricane under control. The ocean takes the water with its hands and throws every bit of water back onto the boat. 
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Woooo! Something strange happened! the murky, ominous wind howls like a haunted, wounded dog. Then silence surprisingly made the soldiers' eyes pop out in shock.

Captain Shane, who was the brightest of the soldiers, said, “Everyone needs to be careful because when going past the eye of a hurricane, there is more violent weather to come.” So the soldiers stopped relaxing for a while, and a ghostly sound whined. With an aggressive roar. the weather showers a haunted bath of the  clash of thunder and rain, lightning as laser light darts past the soldier. Tuck began to rocket speed throw up his meals from the pit of his caving stomach out onto the floor out of sea sickness. He stares into the ground and then scratches his head  as if he didn't know what to do.  Then a sudden Whirl whirl, wind shutters and then abruptly there were bombs being thrown at the navy seal ship. then red light, the shape of a sphere, painted the sky over their eyes. With all the blinding and  light disastrous combustions of violent weather, the hope has become so dim. Ajani wondered if he would make it home safely. Ajani, who was dark chocolate in complexion, broadly raged against the wind as it pushed him back, and he thrashed his arms with intense strength and agility. Ajani was strong and black, like his father, his grandfather, his grandfather's father. Because of the harsh conditions slavery ,his ancestors became tougher. Stronger with broad shoulders, long limbs and huge feet. His body made him athletic and was useful for the military. Ajani skipped and stomped up the ship despite the constant tilting of the ship and aimed at the cannon destroying the enemies on the other ship of rivals.  Fire and hellish screams emerged out of the depths of the ocean and the water ate the ship into big chugging gulps. Captain Shane abruptly strook his hand on the back of Ajani and patted Ajani on the butt then said, “well done sir...You are an honorable man”

Next 3 years

The ship loads more soldiers abroad and the Ajani’s eyes are chapped like a sponge, and an onion peel deprived of water. Yet he is soaked in sweat. His face harvests the baron of the trip in his eyes; they start to maximize in expansion, blowing up and becoming hollow of sight. Ajani rubs his sandpaper skin between each part of his mouth and eats his skin. While quenching his hunger by eating the rubber of his dying skin on top of his lip. The sun blares its unforgiving light. Ajani doesn't want to let his wife know of the danger in his life and he begins to open the envelope with the new incompetence of strength, and mind. His hands dried and soiled to a raisin in the abrasion of the heat. He is no way the man that he is today. The skin shakes off its shells and cracks to tips, shifting in the sandy wind.

Captain Shane says, “man i can't see straight anymore, But we can make it soldier”

Ajani says,you are a brave man who can do anything you put your mind to.” We all can and we will get out of this, “freak man my eyes burn!”

Captain Shane, says holy sausage its hot!

Ajani says, my eyes hurt. if only I drink my tears.

The laughter gave the soldiers the strength they needed to survive

What looked like a huge gaping, angel ring of light that is of songs. carrying the soul and voice in colors that set a black man free, Ajani  says, “ i'm not an angel  your hallucinating.” She lends him some water and a meal and the whole navy soldiers carry the wrecked ship on a board to the other navy seal”  ship. The soldier begins  to make his move onto the angel, hoping to get lucky.”

The woman who is in the navy named Britney began to yell, "Knock it off soldier” Ajani just accepted the rejection and moved on. 

Michael the mailman came in to send Ajani a Letter. Shane and the boys said, ooouuuooo! you have a letter from your sweetie Pie.

The letter says good morning, “I am making dinner for the kids and Ron Ron is crying against the room sick of a fever and a broken arm from basketball. If you are reading this by now I have a lump on my breasts. I wonder if it is cancer, I have been fainting with many dizzy spells. I'm going to get more X rays done. 
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Chapter 2 Coming home
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Ajani drops off from the bus in the rain to get back to St Lucie county from the Navy. He yanks out his phone with shaky hands of adrenaline and intense pleasure to meet his wife Chrystal again as his eyes dilate and warmth sizzles into his square chiseled cheeks, he calls the phone and goes to voicemail. The Veteran strikes the phone over and over again, jamming his bitten fingernails to the screen.  rain leaves sticky wet prints on his fingers from the sour patches he ate on the bus leaves a mess on  Ajani wallet as he puts his finger in his pocket

Ajani says, “honey I'm coming home are you ok.” I'm 15 minutes from the house. As he leaves a voicemail on the phone. Then he hangs up. The thunder burps a loud sound in the sky, that is followed by a scream, and a dash of a kaboom! Blue and yellow lines cross the sky. bright flashes follow. thunder yells and screams bloody murder of hell bent rage. 

Ajani sobs and rubs his cheek. The bus goes to  north 15nth street. His feet plops to the ground splashing mud onto his  knees going on the bus , Ajani sighs with a slight weeping groan. The boots are of much sentimental value but he values his wife and kids more than anything. He stares at his boots. A loud motor sound with a fume of smoke settles down to the floor from the rain. The bus takes off to his startled eyes and the rain pours in slow motion. Ajani looks up in the sky and holds his palm to the rain, there is a feeling that everything is going to be ok yet everything is never going to be the same. There was an energy of an invisible halo over his head. There was a surge of energy in his veins. The heavy muscular body of his felt light. As if he were floating. It was a dream-like state that manifested within himself. Ajani looks up to the sky and the clouds and feels this angelic sweet warmth that overcomes him just knowing that happiness will follow him for the rest of his days. as if there was another world out there waiting for him.

Ajani shakes his head to snap out of his fantasies and looks at his watch that says  5:50pm eastern time. The sun is ripe and it's setting away into darkness and he needs to get home soon to avoid trouble, Ajani  scurried in a surging dash onto the sidewalk to meet his wife at home and the rain just keeps giving him tears of hope yet His heart stops with an aching feeling that increases in its empty void expression of lack of validation that things will be ok. He sobs again and rings the doorbell 3 times and nothing happens, and his heart skips a beat; it's fleeting. Ajani remembered there is a key he fumbles his hands in his pocket till he feels the wintry wet keys and then he yanks it out like a sword and sticks it in the keyhole the door creaks a, sad sound with the following a scent that ripped his nose and hurt his heart to shreds, he ran up to the bed and saw his wife, rotting in agony.

The children with ribs that showed stretched their lungs. Their vocal cords were so undeveloped they became scratcheonof a chalkboard. Aterrifying sound to be heard. Ajani didn't hug the children back as they ran to him. He yanked them off and went to the
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