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The Beginning

“Hey, First Lady.” Telvin stood near the doorway as Victoria Gibson, First Lady of Covenant Blood Baptist, entered her home. Telvin tried not to look like R. Kelly caught at a girl scout campfire, but it was hard to do with the daggers Victoria was shooting him with her eyes.

Victoria couldn’t have turned up her nose or scrunched up her face any more than she had in that moment. She was in no way attempting to be discreet about the fact that the guest that stood in her home was unwanted. She’d told her husband, the good Reverend T. Gibson, more times than she could count that she did not want Telvin’s gang bangin’, dope slingin’, non-Godfearing self in her sanctified home. She didn’t want him or the demons he brought with him.

Being a man of the cloth, Reverend Gibson felt he needed to save the world. Victoria was just fine with that. She knew her husband had a call on his life early in their relationship. He was called to serve; the church and mankind. He’d been the most selfless man she’d ever met. His friends and family had all even nicknamed him “Preacher Boy.” It was only inevitable that one day she’d hold the title of first lady.

“Don’t you look like the most beautiful first lady there ever was?” Telvin complimented. It seemed sincere enough, but not enough to move Victoria.

Being a preacher’s wife, Victoria knew what came along with that. Her husband didn’t have a God complex, but a Jesus heart, which meant he desired to save as many souls as he possibly could, or mend the raggedy ones. And again, Victoria had no problem with that, except when it came to Reverend Gibson repeatedly throwing lifesavers out to folks that didn’t want to be saved. In her not so humble opinion, that was a complete waste of time and effort that he could be spending on another desperate and willing soul. Telvin was not one of those desperate and willing souls. As a matter of fact, Victoria often wondered if he even had a soul. Didn’t matter none to her husband, though. He was hellbent on saving Telvin’s invisible soul.

Telvin looked Victoria up and down, genuinely admiring the royal blue suit she wore with a diamond butterfly broach on the collar. She wore black patent leather shoes to match the black, large brim hat with crystals forming the shape of a butterfly that was displayed in the middle of the hat. Victoria was definitely in her Sunday’s best . . . only it was Friday.

Victoria didn’t accept Telvin or his lifestyle, and she wasn’t going to accept his compliments either. So, she graciously ignored it. Lifting her head slightly toward the direction of her husband’s study.

“Hey, uh, honey.” Reverend Gibson rose from his sitting position on the flowered upholstered couch. It was time for him to be the proverbial knife to cut through the thick tension that polluted the air whenever those two were in the same room. 

He and Telvin always made an effort to meet either outside of the Gibson home or at least at a time when Telvin would be long gone by the time Victoria returned home. Every now and again that just didn’t seem to work out. This was one of those times, as Victoria arrived just a few minutes earlier than usual.

Reverend Gibson stubbed his toe on the corner of the couch as he walked toward his wife. He’d always disliked that couch; felt it looked like a flower garden sitting smack in the middle of the living room. Now that it was the cause of his throbbing big toe, he despised it that much more.

When he first moved his family into the 6,000 square feet, five-level split home in the Las Vegas suburb, Victoria had the couch personally shipped from the designer in New York, who happened to be her second cousin. “Gotta keep it in the family,” she’d said. “Black folks already don’t support each other’s businesses enough. The least we can do is support our own family businesses. Praise God.”

Normally upon entering her home with her husband there to greet her, Victoria would have hurried toward him to plant a loving and passionate kiss on his lips, but not today. He didn’t deserve to be rewarded with her sugar. Not with the sour company he was keeping.

“How was this month’s women’s ministry First Friday?” Reverend Gibson hid the pain he was in behind the smile on his face as he approached his wife, poking out his lips to kiss hers.

Turning her head before her husband’s lips could reach their intended target, Reverend Gibson’s lips found a home on her cheek instead.

Victoria let out a harrumph, then turned her attention toward Telvin. She didn’t have to say a word. Her eyes said it all. It was time for him to get gone.

“Well, I guess I better head on out,” Telvin said. He could have hung out a little longer just to make Victoria uncomfortable in her own home, but he’d actually been about to leave when she arrived. “I have some business to take care of.”

“The devil’s business I’m sure,” Victoria said nastily.

Telvin looked at her and shook his head. Just slightly on the other side of fifty and set in her ways, he knew not even Jesus Himself was ever going to change how Victoria felt about him, but that wouldn’t affect how he felt about her. “I love you too, Mama,” Telvin said, kissing his mother on the cheek and then grabbing the doorknob. “I’ll holler at you next time, Pops,” he said to Reverend Gibson before walking out and closing the door behind him.

Reverend Gibson stared at his wife with disappointment while she returned a stare of her own. It was more like a cold glare. Her stare wasn’t cold enough, though, to freeze up her husband’s words.

“Do you have to be so nasty to the boy every time you see him?” Reverend Gibson asked. “What would the congregation think of a good Christian woman like yourself, a first lady no less, if they witnessed such an interaction between you and your own child? Your own flesh and blood?”

Offense took on its form in everything about Victoria. Her stance, her crooked neck, the grimace that was spread across her lips, and her twisted facial expression. “Tuh, the same congregation whose children we’ve prayed for, fed, called demons out of, helped send off to college . . . and shall I go on?” Victoria huffed. “Telvin is a disgrace and his lifestyle goes against every teaching we try to instill in our congregation. I’m surprised they even allow us to lay hands on their children seeming the excellent job we’ve done with our own.” Sarcasm laced her voice with that last statement.

“Well, if you can live with the relationship you have with Telvin, more power to you. I’ll continue to pray for you. But he’s my son and I’m—”

“I don’t need your prayers. I’m okay with my relationship with Telvin, or the lack thereof. The Bible says to hate evil, so in my eyes, I’m simply following one of the Father’s commandments, because that boy is evil.” She spoke with such disdain about her own flesh and blood. There was so much venom on her tongue that Reverend Gibson was afraid that if he did dare to kiss his lovely wife, he would taste it, be poisoned, and die. “How many mothers have we had to comfort as a result of them losing their sons in some gang related mess?”

“That has nothing to do with Telvin,” Reverend Gibson said in defense of their son.

“Maybe not directly, but indirectly it does, because he’s right out there with the hooligans causing all these mother’s such heartaches.” She shook her head. “Shameful, and plain ole evil. Just evil I tell ya. Sometimes makes me wish I had never even given bir—” 

“Hold up now.” Reverend Gibson raised his hands. He might as well have swallowed a dose of poison because he felt sickened by his wife’s words. “I love you with everything in my being, but that’s my son, and I’d appreciate—”

Once again, Victoria cut her husband off. “He’s not your son, he’s my son, and what I’d appreciate is for you to stop trying to override my authority as his mother.”

Reverend Gibson literally bent over and clutched his stomach as if he’d been physically punched in the gut. Ironically, it was his heart that had been pulverized by Victoria’s words. They’d pierced and whipped him so tough on almost every inch of his body, he felt the pain Jesus must have felt that day at Calvary.

It took a moment, but finally Reverend Gibson was able to gather himself and stand in a straight up position. “I’ve raised that boy since he was seven months in your stomach.” He pointed to his wife’s womb. “Abandoned by his pimp of a daddy who you don’t even know whether was his real daddy. Coulda been one of the tricks he had you hemmed up with every night.”

Now it was Victoria who looked as if she’d been punched in the gut. Hurt filled her eyes.

The only thing that ran through Reverand Gibson’s mind was the promise he made to Victoria on their wedding night. The promise that he would never make her cry. “And if I do,” he promised her, “it will be tears of joy.“

He’d just broken that promise and it wasn’t sitting well in his spirit. Honey, I’m so sorry.” Reverend Gibson embraced his wife with the urgency of life or death.

In that moment of a heated exchange of words, he could have turned the other cheek, simply prayed and spoke life into the situation to counter the death his wife had been about to speak over Telvin. Instead, he allowed her hurtful words to make him react with a dose of venom of his own. That was unacceptable, as he
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