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There are some voices in life that sing because they are gifted. Then there are voices that sing because they survived. My cousin, Evelyn Nelson, belongs to the second category. Still Singing Between The Lines more than a book. It is a testimony of endurance, faith, loss, redemption, and the undeniable power of the human spirit when touched by God's sustaining hand. Life does not deal every person the same circumstances. Some are given stability. Others are given storms. Evelyn's life journey carried hardships that could have silenced many people — childhood trauma, foster care experiences, abuse, rejection, unimaginable loss, and the painful reality of having both parents taken violently from her life. Yet somehow, through darkness, a song remained. That song became perseverance. That perseverance became purpose. And purpose became this book. As family, I have witnessed that some people are not defined by what happened to them; they are defined by what they choose to become despite what happened to them. Evelyn chose not to surrender to bitterness. She chose not to allow pain to become her identity. Instead, she continued searching for Light. Throughout these pages you will discover something extraordinary — not merely hardship survived, but transformation experienced. You will encounter moments that challenge understanding, moments of spiritual mystery, divine encounters, music as healing, and what happens when grace enters places where brokenness once lived. Her story reminds us that life can wound deeply, yet healing remains possible. It reminds us that rejection does not determine destiny. It reminds us that what appears buried in shadows can still carry music. The title itself speaks powerfully: Still Singing in the Shadows. Not singing because everything became easy. Not singing because life became fair. Still singing despite it all. Evelyn's life journey carries a message for those who have endured abandonment, grief, disappointment, abuse, loneliness, and seasons where hope seemed distant. Her story says quietly but powerfully: "Keep going." "Keep believing." "Keep singing." Music has a way of reaching places words cannot. Faith has a way of carrying people farther than strength alone ever could. Evelyn's journey stands as evidence of both. As you turn these pages, may you not only read her story. May you hear it. May you feel it. And perhaps, if life has ever placed you in shadows of your own, may you discover that there is still a song within you waiting to rise. With love and respect, William A. Baker Sr.
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MY PURPOSE QUEST
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A Hebrew Platform for Identity, Purpose & Resilience
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✦  ✦  ✦

My Why
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To create and share transformative music and stories that reveal God’s kingdom truths, so that those who have fallen between the cracks can discover their true identity, purpose, and resilience in Christ — regardless of their circumstances.
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✦  ✦  ✦

Manifesto • Pronunciamento • Decree
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I am a daughter of the Most High God, chosen before the foundation of the world to carry His melody of redemption to those who have fallen between the cracks.

My life is a testament to Adonai’s faithfulness — from a foster child on a dirt road to a kingdom ambassador through music and testimony. Every hardship I’ve endured has been transformed into a powerful note in the symphony of my purpose.

I declare that my literary songwriting and music production are divine weapons that break chains of identity confusion and release the captives into their God-ordained purpose. The resilience forged in my “degree from Hard Knocks University” is not mine to hoard but to share as a beacon of hope.

I stand firmly in covenant with Yeshua, embracing my Messianic heritage and walking in the fullness of Torah and Spirit. The revival fire that transformed me during my Bible school years of 1976–1979 continues to burn within me, igniting transformation wherever I go.

I am anointed to unite diverse people in worship and purpose — just as I’ve witnessed seven denominations worship under one roof and multiple nationalities come together in the recording studio. This is my divine assignment: to be a bridge-builder in the kingdom.

Fear has no hold on me. I step confidently into kingdom marriage, ministry, and movements, knowing that He who began a good work in me will be faithful to complete it. My latter days will be greater than my former days.

I am loyal, warm, respectful, resilient, and a great listener — these are not merely personality traits but spiritual weapons in my arsenal to fulfill my divine purpose. Through them, I reflect Yeshua to a broken world.

Today and every day, I choose to walk in righteousness, peace, and joy as a woman of Yah, embracing my sacred charge to transform lives through the power of music and testimony. My legacy will not be measured in accolades but in lives forever changed by encountering the God who never abandoned me.

I am not a victim but an over comer — more than a conqueror in Yeshua Hamashiach.
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This is who I am.

This is my manifesto.

This is my covenant declaration.
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✦  ✦  ✦
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Mishmeret
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Meh-SHEH-ret

Sacred Charge • Hebrew (Ethiopian/Amharic)

My sacred charge is to steward the testimony of God’s faithfulness through literary songwriting and storytelling that brings healing to the wounded, identity to the lost, and purpose to the broken.

I am entrusted with creating musical bridges that connect foster children, survivors of domestic violence, front line warriors, and those who have fallen between the cracks to their heavenly Father.

As a resilient kingdom woman who has experienced both the depths of hardship and the heights of revival, I stand watch over the message that one’s circumstances never define their destiny in Christ.

I guard this truth with excellence, knowing that each song and story I produce is a vessel carrying Jeremiah 29:11 hope to those who need it most — creating a legacy of resilience that will echo through generations.
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“For I know the plans I have for you, declares the Lord,

plans for welfare and not for evil,

to give you a future and a hope.”

— Jeremiah 29:11 (ESV)

––––––––
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A portion of my daily Jewish/Messianic Devotional on the My Purpose Quest platform.

INTRODUCTION

Let me be straight with you from the jump.

The first book — Still Singing in the Shadows — told the truth. But it didn’t tell all of it. Not because I was hiding. Because some truths need time before they’re ready to be spoken out loud. Some things you have to carry awhile before you can set them down in front of another person and say: here. This is what it actually was.

This book is that moment.

Between the Lines means exactly what it sounds like. There were lines in the first book — sentences that moved past certain moments quickly, that named something without fully inhabiting it, that told you a thing happened without telling you what it felt like to be inside it while it was happening. I moved fast through some of those moments because I was still learning how to stand still in them. How to stop and let the reader feel what I felt instead of just know what I knew.

I’m standing still now.

I want to tell you about the cellar. Really tell you. Not just that it existed and what it represented — but what the air smelled like and what the cold felt like and how a child learns to leave her body when her body becomes a place she can’t stay.

I want to tell you about the three nights the death angel came. Each one. What the paralysis felt like, what it took to break it, what I understood afterward that I couldn’t have told you the next morning.

I want to tell you about five years on Skid Row not as a fact but as a life — the people I met there, the choir I sang in, the ministry I didn’t plan but couldn’t help doing because that’s what you do when you’ve been broken enough to speak the language of the broken.

I want to tell you what it feels like to be thirteen years old with a secret too heavy to carry and no one to give it to.

And I want to tell you — finally, directly, in my own words — what it cost to break a generational pattern. What it cost to stand in the river of everything my grandmother passed to my mother and my mother almost passed to me and say: no further. Not on my watch. Not through me.

But here’s what I also want to tell you, because this is not a book about suffering. It never was.

It’s a book about what happens when you refuse to be silenced. When you keep humming even when the sound barely escapes your lips. When you crawl into a garden of lily of the valley hidden inside a lilac bush and you sing to flowers because flowers don’t tell you your voice isn’t loud enough.

It’s a book about a name that breaks paralysis. About a thread that holds through everything. About a God who goes ahead of you into your pain and hides small mercies in the places you’ll eventually fall.

I know that God. Not about Him — I know Him. Personally. Consistently. The way you know someone who has showed up for you in the dark so many times that you’ve stopped being surprised by it and started being grateful in advance.

That relationship is what this book is really about.

A word about this edition.

Still Singing in the Shadows: Between the Lines is not a replacement for the first book. It’s a graduation. If you’ve already read Book 1, this is what comes next — the deeper room, the fuller story, the things I was still finding words for when the first manuscript closed.

If this is the first time you’re meeting me — welcome. You can start here. Everything you need to know, I’ll tell you. I’ve been practicing for this conversation my whole life.

There’s also something else in these pages I need to tell you about.

Two movements that were born from this story.

The first is Protect the Children — because what happened to me in that cellar is happening to children right now, today, in houses that look perfectly ordinary from the outside. And I am not willing to be quiet about it. Not anymore. Not ever again.

The second is the Silver Streak Lady Resilience movement — because silver isn’t just my name. It’s a framework. It’s a way of understanding what survival actually looks like when it’s being lived from the inside. And I believe with everything in me that there are women reading this right now who have silver streaks they haven’t named yet. Who have survived things they haven’t given themselves credit for surviving. Who are still singing in shadows they don’t yet know how to step out of.

This book is for them.

This book is for the child in the Cadillac. The teenager in the bathroom. The woman on Skid Row with gold shoes and a song nobody asked for and a God who wouldn’t let go.

This book is for you.

Now. Let’s go between the lines.

––––––––
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— Evelyn Nelson, Silver Streak Lady™

2026

“He that hath an ear, let him hear...” — Revelation 2:7
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CHAPTER 1

Childhood Bugaboos

Puff... wow. 

There I was, standing barefoot on the cold aluminum floor, my round brown eyes wide open, wondering if the flames on the stove were going to come and get me. 

My hero—my big brother—somehow always knew how to control those flames, even though he jumped back as if he were in a fight with them. In my little mind, it was a battle, and I watched closely. He was eight. I was not quite two. 

Suddenly, there was a knock on the faded wooden door, and the whole morning shifted. It felt strange—heavy somehow. I could hear my other brother screaming, “I want my bike! I want my bike! I want my bike!” My hero was now in a shouting match with strangers. Swiftly, he picked me up, grabbed our infant brother, and in the middle of chaos, we were rushed into a car—a four-door blue and silver Cadillac sedan. My other brother was still screaming for his bike as I sat on my older brother’s lap, tears streaming down my chubby cheeks. I stared out the window, my little heart pounding so hard I thought it would burst from my chest. A strange woman tried to console my screaming brother while the other two children sat quietly, their mouths full of chocolate candy. All six of us were crammed into that car. As soon as the candy was gone, the screaming began again. “Where’s my mommy? I want my bike!” You’d think, being the only girl, I would have been Miss Diva — but no. I was too busy observing, analyzing, and, of course, inwardly singing. That was my norm, even in the middle of trauma, because that’s what my momma taught me from the womb — there was always a song. But where was she now? Still, I looked out the window, my tear-filled, round, cheeky brown eyes searching. Yet somehow — whether in the past, present, or future — there was always a song. And in that moment, the song sounded like this: I FEEL SO ALL ALONE I FEEL SO ALL ALONE Does anybody understand The questions in my mind Destroying my world of peace? My little heart — it was so sublime. Paralyzing my soul,It was shaken by mobility. Du du du... du du du... They took away my hope, Leaving no stability. Du du du alone... Du du du alone... So all alone. Can’t you see? Can’t you feel? So all alone. Being a step ahead during my childhood in learning how to deal with rejection—while remaining grounded in God’s Word—made a significant difference in my life. Even as a child, I understood rejection. I immediately related to figures like Moses, Joseph, David, and Jesus—each of whom had experienced rejection before stepping into their purpose. I created a dream world I often retreated into, especially when I could relate to the characters unfolding in my real life. Though I was forced to attend church, it eventually became a part of me—particularly through the experience of Vacation Bible School. I learned to serve early on. I helped set up tables, chairs, and props, and I stayed afterward to clean up, putting everything back in its place. Serving gave me a sense of belonging—something I longed for but never fully received at the foster home. The rewards of serving were quiet but lasting. They led me to seek and depend on favor—not from people, but from God. The church family cheered me on far more than my foster family ever did. Except for the oldest foster sibling, he became a kind of hero to me. I could see that he gave his best and did his part, yet he didn’t receive as much recognition as the middle and youngest foster siblings, Monty and Martha. I learned early on to see life from the underdog’s perspective. Ted never gave up. He always went the extra mile and constantly wore a smile, though I could feel the heavy weight he carried—the longing for real love and the quiet pain in his heart. Because of him, compassion began to grow in me. I slowly turned away from hate, abandoning the ritual of poking pins into a doll in fits of rage against anyone who hurt me. I had been given a strange-looking doll—one I thought was ugly—just as I had often been told I was ugly by the youngest foster sibling. She would tell me to go play in my room, where I “belonged,” and to mind my own business. She was eight years older than me and would retaliate anytime I received recognition. She would grab my arm and dig her long, cat-like nails into my skin until it bled. I was defiant. I refused to cry. We weren’t allowed to tattle, so I couldn’t report the abuse. My anger and rage built quietly over time until one day I finally slapped her hard enough to end the ordeal. After that, when I began receiving attention from the oldest sibling, she slowly withdrew from her vicious behavior. The pin-poking stopped. The outward hatred subsided. But the bitter, uncontrollable crying continued—night after night. I didn’t know how to stop the feeling of wanting to die. Even though I had the church family cheering me on and my big foster brother offering empathy, I still felt overwhelmingly lonely. The terrible nightmares were constant—the evil laughter in my ears, the visions of running away, and the sensation of falling, only to wake up shaking violently. I felt as if I were constantly fighting off the faces of demons. Eventually, those visions faded for a while, but I never told anyone about the episodes. I was afraid it would be considered tattling. At the time, I had no understanding of spiritual warfare, yet those experiences kept me alert—hyper-aware of both seen and unseen battles. I began channeling my anger inward through reflection and by comparing myself to the Bible characters who had faced rejection and betrayal. Joseph became my anchor—his dreams, his endurance, and the way he rose above rejection resonated deeply within me. Over time, I turned rejection and pain into a kind of survival game. I decided I would live like the heroes I read about in Scripture. I retreated into a make-believe world where I imagined myself becoming like those biblical figures who fascinated me far more than Dorothy from The Wizard of Oz, Cinderella, Mary Poppins, or even the characters from West Side Story. And when the darkness would creep up my body like a heavy blanket—paralyzing me with fear—I felt as though death itself was trying to overtake me. But I soon learned that even the thought of Jesus would cause that deathly presence to disintegrate. I remember that experience happening at least three times—always at night. The “death angel” never succeeded. Yet another hidden force in my life remained—molestation. Being raised not to speak unless spoken to kept me from revealing what was really happening to me. That enforced silence dulled my fight-or-flight instincts, not only in childhood but in later years as well. The denial of my own voice left deep scars that would shape much of my life. If I told on the foster sister of her abuse, I was the one who got punished. In those days, tattling was forbidden. So I endured it—no crying allowed. She called me all kinds of names. I would repeat, “Sticks and stones may break my bones, but names will never hurt me.” That only made her angrier. She would dig in harder. The day I finally slapped her back, I was the one who got yelled at—and grounded. But something shifted in me that day. From time to time, whenever the youngest of the Jones siblings became upset with me, she would dig her cat-like nails into my arm until she drew blood. It wasn’t a one-time incident. It happened again and again. Each time, I learned to stand still. Each time, I swallowed my tears. Each time, I told myself I was strong. I finally found the courage to tell my favorite cousin, Mary, what was happening to me. She was devastated. Because of the fear that had built up inside me — convinced there was a boogeyman lurking around the house — I wet the bed almost every night until I was eight years old. I was terrified to walk outside alone to the outhouse tool shed in the dark. The foster mother made sure my wet mattress was placed outside where visitors and friends could see it. It was her way of humiliating me — proof, she thought, of my weakness. I didn’t realize how fast I could run or hide until I was eight years old — the day I received the licking of my life. I had accidentally broken the half-tilted antenna on my foster father’s 1957 Chevy. I loved fixing things. I was always meddling with something in the house. Most of the time, when something broke, I somehow managed to repair it. It surprised even me. I remembered watching my brother try to fix the television. He became frustrated and gave up. The next day, curiosity got the best of me. I decided to try — and to my surprise, I made it work. So why not fix that antenna? I had fixed so many things before. I believed I could make it better than it had been. But when I attempted to repair it, the antenna snapped off completely. My heart dropped to the ground. I knew there was going to be an explosion. Something big was about to happen. Panicking, I tried to prop the antenna back into place, tilting it carefully with fear and trembling hands. When it wouldn’t stay, I ran and hid. It felt like I was hiding for hours. Finally, my cousin found me and said my foster dad wanted to see me. We both tried to reassure each other — surely it wouldn’t be that bad. I had tried my best to fix it. But as I walked toward the dining room, a chilling voice echoed inside me: This is it. You might even die today. All six faces were watching. Their expressions were heavy, tense. But my foster father’s face — that was something else. It looked like death. He grabbed my arm. Before I could react, he began beating me with the three-pound metal antenna. I screamed. Everyone started shouting, “Stop! Stop!” I vaguely remember seeing blood. That image froze inside me. Somehow, I jolted free from his deadly grip and ran — like a flash of lightning. Afterward, I crawled into my secret hideaway and stayed there for hours, singing silently inside my heart, trying to push the pain away. You’re probably wondering about that hideaway. Nature has a way of welcoming broken children — and it had already begun preparing a refuge for me, even before that day. The neighborhood kids often came to our yard because it was the largest in the area...As we were playing kickball one afternoon, Skippy kicked the ball straight into the thick lilac bushes. I dropped to my stomach to reach it, pushing aside branches and leaves. That’s when I saw it. Tucked inside the lilacs was the most unusual arrangement of flowers. Lily of the valley — my favorite — growing where they had no business growing, right in the middle of those bushes. The aroma was heavenly. That hidden cluster became my peace in the valley. Not long after that, my foster dad disappeared from the home. For years, I carried a quiet guilt, wondering if it was somehow my fault. Life shifted again. I became Cinderella. Snow White. All of the above. The chores multiplied, and so did the insults. I was called ugly. Stupid. Worthless. Those words echoed longer than the sound of any beating ever could. Spring and fall meant deep cleaning — inside and out. Mopping. Sweeping. Dusting. Ironing. Outside, I pushed the old-fashioned grass cutter across the yard, then later the hand mower — over two acres of land. Winter was the hardest. Shoveling wet, heavy snow. Then dry, biting snow. Making pathways from the front door to the back door. From the front door to the mailbox. From the front door to the driveway. From the back door to the trailer in the yard. I was eight years old. (It’s interesting now, thinking about how my Papi had to provide for his family at eight. Trauma has a way of repeating itself in different forms.) Mary, my favorite foster cousin, stopped coming around after witnessing the beating I received. It traumatized her. But before she pulled away, she made sure I had her beautiful, classy, stylish clothes whenever they no longer fit her. I will always remember the favor I had with my cousin Mary — especially after one of the worst Christmases of my life. I hurried to unwrap a bright, colorful package from my foster mom and the youngest sibling. They were watching me closely, waiting for my reaction. I could hardly contain my excitement. Layer by layer, I peeled away the pink tissue paper. There, lying flat in the box, was an old, gray, tattered sweater. “What’s the matter, Evelyn? Don’t you like the sweater? It’s for ugly, stupid girls like you.” They stared at me. In that moment, I wished the floor would open and swallow me whole. My heart felt crushed into pieces. But instead of crying, I smiled. I shrugged it off. Their faces fell — confused, disappointed. They had expected tears. That incident reminded me of the little Osgood girls in the neighborhood — girls who were less fortunate than I was and often picked on at school for wearing torn and tattered clothes. That so-called gift shifted something inside me. It made me think about their shame. It made me more sensitive. I began giving away the best of my old clothes — the ones that no longer fit me — so they would have something nice to wear. Of course, that caused me to be picked on too. So I shrugged that off as well. Looking back, that season shaped me. It taught me never to forget the rejected ones in my space. But later in life, I also learned something harder: Not everyone who is hurting is ready to be helped. So I continually escaped pain — and its scars — by immersing myself in church functions: hayrides, making decorations for parade floats where our church was proudly represented, roller skating, snow sledding, Vacation Bible School, and religious instruction classes. Church became my refuge. From time to time, I would watch my friends leave those events with their families, laughing and walking hand in hand. I would wonder what it felt like to belong to a real family. Somewhere deep inside, I began to sense that the Jones family was not my real family — and maybe that was why they couldn’t love me as their own. So I learned not to expect love. In fact, by the age of four, I had already grasped the difference between obligation and love. I reminded myself of that often, especially during the nights when the bitter, uncontrollable crying would not stop. I didn’t know how to silence the overwhelming feeling of wanting to die. So I fought what I later came to understand as an orphan spirit — clinging to hope that one day I would find my real family. At the age of ten, my fragile world of hope shattered. My heart was crushed into pieces. I couldn’t express what I was feeling. When I found out that my biological mother had died, that news struck me harder than learning I had five brothers and two sisters — information that felt distant and blurry. My four younger brothers were separated and placed two by two into different foster homes. My oldest brother was placed with the two youngest boys, but he was blamed for much of the trouble and eventually sent to Boys’ Industry outside of Rochester, New York. I fell into a deep depression. I had always dreamed of finding my real mother. I knew I was different. I knew I didn’t belong to the Jones family. My grades began to drop, and I was on the verge of failing fifth grade. That same year, the Gideons handed out Bibles at school. I still remember receiving mine. That Bible became my best friend. Whenever I felt lonely or confused, I turned to it. Whenever I had questions, I searched its pages for answers. Meanwhile, Mrs. Jones brought in another foster sister around my age. Her name was Evelyn too, but everyone called her Peaches. Peaches didn’t stay long. She didn’t like what she saw and quickly moved to another foster home. For her, life in the boondocks with the Jones family — and with me — was too boring. But while she was there, she brought laughter into a serious and secluded atmosphere. She was fun. She was hilarious. And for a brief moment, she brought light into my world. One scripture became my anchor: Psalm 27:10 “When my father and my mother forsake me, then the LORD will take me up.” I don’t believe my mother and father intended to forsake me. The foster system came and took all six of us at once. There was no intervention from our grandmother, Ruby Mae Wilkerson. My mother, Jessie, and my grandmother had been estranged for years. From what I was told, my mother had my baby brother and me with the same Puerto Rican man — best known as Paco, my Papi. Years later, when I finally had the chance to speak with him, I asked what it was that made him fall in love with her. He smiled and said, “She was beautiful... and she could cook!” After my baby brother was born, they eventually went their separate ways. He later told me that if he had known she was in abusive relationships, he would have rescued her. He never believed in laying a hand on a woman. He deeply loved his mother, his baby sister, and his brother — and from the age of eight, he had to help support them after his own father deserted the family. He always wondered what happened to his baby girl — the one he named — and to his son, whom he named after himself. Later in life, I learned that Puerto Rican culture is deeply rooted in close-knit family bonds. Family is everything. One passage carried me through those years: Psalm 23 The Lord is my Shepherd; I shall not want. He makes me lie down in green pastures; He leads me beside the still waters. He restores my soul. He leads me in paths of righteousness for His name’s sake. Yea, though I walk through the valley of the shadow of death, I will fear no evil; for You are with me; Your rod and Your staff, they comfort me. You prepare a table before me in the presence of my enemies; You anoint my head with oil; my cup runs over. Surely goodness and mercy shall follow me all the days of my life, And I will dwell in the house of the Lord forever. Soon, I had almost forgotten that I had a deceased biological mother and seven siblings. I became absorbed in hayrides, church functions, picking fruit, and going to carnivals — anything that felt alive. Even though I saw my six siblings twice after our mother’s funeral at what we called “mini reunions,” my interest slowly faded. My visits with my baby sister, which had been twice a month, eventually dwindled to once a month. Somewhere inside, I was protecting myself. And when the ache became too heavy, I went to my garden. Song Insert — “My Musical Garden” My Musical Garden My Musical Garden Far from the pain — what’s there to gain? In my beautiful, beautiful, beautiful garden, Yes, my Musical Garden. My Musical Garden, My Musical Garden — The flowers tell me, “This is where your pain is set free.” In my beautiful, beautiful, beautiful garden.
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