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Dedication

This book is dedicated to anyone who thinks that they are now too old for love. You are never too old to give, receive or be loved.

This book is dedicated to my friend and Texas mother, Evangelist Ida B. Johnson Walls. God bless you.
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Introduction

In Book 1 of the Women of the Fellowship Series we were introduced to Jillian Forrester, Vernice Washington and Erma Jamison. These three women are different in their looks, occupation and residences but simultaneously, they are alike in that they all three want to be loved.

Jillian is a single professional woman living in Cincinnati, OH who has it all. Her own house, car, corporation, education and money but where is the love?

In Book 2, Vernice is a single mother of a high school senior about to go to college on a full athletic scholarship. Vernice and her son live in windy Chicago going about their daily lives. Vernice works hard at her job striving to get ahead and be promoted. David, Jr. works hard at school wanting to make his mother proud and himself independent.

They attend church and very active in the national organization, The Christian Church World Fellowship Conference. Vernice works on the national planning staff and would love to meet a very nice, Christian man and eventually remarry.

Vernice didnt really want a stepfather for her son because his biological father wasnt a good father.

Now that her son is almost fully grown, she doesnt have to worry about a stepfather for her son, but her desire is only for passionate love in her life.

In Book 3, Ms. Erma Jamison is so happy for her goddaughters because they have found the love and happiness for their lives. While still at the wedding reception of her goddaughter, Jillian Forrester Randolph, a man from her past approaches her to ask if she is now ready for the change in her life with rekindled love.

The Women of the Fellowship Series is all about love for everybody at any age and at any stage.

Julia Royston
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Chapter 1

Erma Jamison loved weddings. She was honored and privileged to be at one of her god-daughters weddings, Jillian Forrester. Jillian was marrying Byron Randolph. Bishop and Mrs. Randolph along with their twin sons, Byron and Myron Randolph from Indiana had been Ermas longtime church conference friends. Today was not a church conference but a glorious day for a wedding. It had rained earlier so the ground was glistening and the sun was shining. The banquet hall for the reception was decorated beautifully and she was seated at the VIP table along with her longtime friend Frances Thompson. Erma and Frances were to be joined at their table by the grooms parents, Bishop and Mrs. Randolph and the brides mother, Delores Forrester, a fellow Texan. Ruby Williams and Ida Mae Washington were in attendance but thankfully, not seated at the table with Erma. They had all known each other since childhood but over the years, Erma was no longer friends with Ruby or Ida Mae.

The room was crowded with family, friends, corporate leaders and other well-wishers awaiting the wedding party to enter the beautiful Martin Mahogany Mansion located in downtown Cincinnati. The mansion overlooked the mighty Ohio River. There was a porch that surrounded the building, a grand hall with an entrance that lead to two winding staircases. At the bottom of the staircases, were round tables complete with gold accessories, white covered chairs with gold bows, fine gold china settings along with delicate center pieces at each table. The dark mahogany wood floors and elegant hanging chandeliers complimented the decorations perfectly. There was a full band, dance floor, a table for the honored guests and a never ending buffet of food, drinks and assorted desserts. The feast was fit for a king and queen. The music serenaded everyone as they greeted each other until the wedding party arrived.

Erma, I thought the church was decorated nice but girl, this room takes my breath away, Frances said leaning over to Erma.

Yes, honey it is simply lovely, Erma replied.

Bishop and Mrs. Randolph walked over to Erma before taking their seat and Bishop Randolph said, Erma thank you so much for coming back to Cincinnati from Texas for the wedding, especially since you were just here in April. We greatly appreciate it. You have always supported our sons and we thank you.

Yes, Erma thanks so much, Mrs. Laura Randolph added.

Bishop, I wouldnt have missed it for the world. I chased those boys down enough hallways along with Jillian and Vernice. I am glad that I am still alive to help them celebrate accomplishments as grown, successful men, Erma said.

Me too Erma, Mrs. Laura Randolph added.

Laura, you look gorgeous in that dress, Erma remarked.

Thank you. Myron and Vernice havent set a date yet, but I guess Ill have to get another one real soon for their wedding, Laura replied.

Yes and I will have to budget for another plane ticket to get back here for that wedding too. They just have to let me know a date and city, Erma said.

Theyll let you know. Myron didnt want to take anything away from Byrons wedding. So Vernice and Myron said they would let everybody know after this wedding, Bishop Randolph stated.

Yes, they havent even let me know and Im in the same city with Vernice, Frances, Vernices mother stated and continued, I am so proud of them both and excited for my daughter, grandson and soon to be son in law. Lord help me.

Lord, help us both, Laura Randolph said as she laughed. The Randolphs left the table and started greeting guests at each table along with Delores, Jillians mother and Frances, Vernices mother. Erma remained in her seat and just watched the whole scene. She saw so many faces of people that she recognized and hoped to speak to before the night ended. Erma was seemingly glued to her seat and remembered her own wedding nearly fifty years prior. The scene was nothing this opulent or grand, but the love was there just the same.
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Chapter 2

48 Years prior

I now pronounce you husband and wife. Harold Jamison you may now kiss your bride, Rev. Russell Smith said to his new son in law.

Thank you sir, it is my pleasure, Harold Jamison said as he lifted the veil and kissed her until he felt a tap on his shoulder.

It was her father, You can kiss her some more tonight on the honeymoon. We are hungry and its time to eat.

The small white church just over the railroad tracks was ablaze with laughter in addition to the heat and could be heard by any passerby in the East Texas town of St. Charles, Texas.

I am pleased to introduce to you, Mr. and Mrs. Harold Jamison, Rev. Smith said. Erma would have loved to have heard her father say, my daughter and son in law at the end but it didnt happen. Her father probably didnt think it was necessary or want to make the ceremony different from any other girl that he had married in this church. But, Erma was different. Erma was his daughter and only child. Erma wanted to feel special. Erma often wondered what it would be like if she had been born a boy. Would her parents then think she was special?

Erma stood on that small raised stage in that long white lace dress with a small veil now removed and her arm wrapped around the one person who thought she was special enough to marry, Harold Jamison. Harold was a little shy but he was smiling as he looked at Erma who was looking back at him.

Erma and Harold were born in St. Charles, Texas located 15 miles outside of Kilgore and 30 miles from Longview Texas. The trees are tall, the grass is green and the cotton grows wild along the road. It was August of 1970 and one of the hottest summers ever, but that didnt stop them from getting married. Harold had waited two years after they graduated high school to marry her. She was encouraged by her teachers to go to college and in spite of her parents objections, fulfilled that dream of a two year associates degree in administrative studies.

The groomsmen were Harolds friends from work and the bridesmaids were Ermas best friends for life, Delores, Frances and Ruby minus Ida Mae. Because of the heat, the girls were standing there in light pink dresses and fanning themselves with the small bouquets of flowers that were handpicked from the Smiths flower garden grown for this day.

The ladies of St. Charles were excellent seamstresses and were always making uniforms for one occasion or another and Ermas bridemaids dresses were no different.

St. Charles, Texas was just like any other small town in Texas. It was segregated and accepted injustice. There was the fear of being lynched, constant oppression and much hopelessness. Life was just hard being born in the 1950s and growing up in the 1960s in East Texas. Cotton was still king in Texas just like most towns in the U. S. Deep South. Summer was summer everywhere, but Texas was a different type of heat to work in each day. Most of the men worked in the cotton fields as sharecroppers and their mothers and wives took in wash for pay or were hired out as maids to clean houses or offices. People in St. Charles were accustomed to hard work, going to church and they stayed alive by keeping out of the way of the local authorities by following the written and unwritten rules of the town.

The young people attended Booker T. Washington Elementary with the one teacher for all grades, Ms. Tucker. School was open even during harvest time. It was a one room shack, clean and crowded with all of the students it could hold. Ms. Tucker was proud of her school and every student in it. Ms. Tucker made each student take pride in their school as well.

Ms. Tucker often said, If this was the only place that the city will let us learn, we will take pride in ourselves and keep our school neat and clean. Ms. Tucker believed that education was a way out of poverty, sharecropping and being maids even if they were girls. All of the parents didnt agree with Ms. Tucker, but Ms. Tucker kept saying it in spite of the parents and society. Society was not on their side especially if you were female. Most girls families believed that they should prepare themselves and look forward to marrying a nice man, raising children, living in a nice house and that was considered the good life.

Erma originally had four friends and they were called the fab five. Ida Mae had beautiful, smooth dark brown skin but, everyone called her Black Ida. She could fight and was strong against any boy in school. Frances was born breech and the mid-wife pulled her leg too hard which caused it to be bowed. Most people called her bowlegged Frances. Frances parents could not afford to get her legs fixed so she walked with a slight limp. Erma had teeth that protruded out of her mouth. Erma was able to close her mouth, but it wasnt easy.

Delores was naturally gorgeous. Her mother named her Delores but her dad always said she looked like Dorothy Dandridge. Ruby was red boned and light skinned with freckles and light reddish hair. Her family called her red. As she got older she died her hair black so she would blend in but her natural hair color was red.

The kids at school and church picked on the Fab Five constantly. Being called by not so nice names gave them a complex, but because they had each other, the fab five kept going anyway. They believed that one day they would be blessed to live the abundant life that God had promised.

Ida Mae always kept them laughing, but she lied so much no one knew when she was actually telling the truth. She got plenty of whippings for her lying and Ida Mae was glad that she was dark skinned because it hid the scars. Frances kept them all dreaming of more and things outside of Texas. Frances loved clothes, was a great student and wore long skirts to hide her bowlegs. Delores was chased by all of the boys and men alike. They just couldnt get enough of how beautiful she was. Delores was tall with light brown skin, hazel eyes and long sandy brown hair. Delores was smart and kind to all.

Ruby just wished she didnt have those dots or freckles all over her face. The freckles wouldnt wash off and no makeup would cover them. Ruby tried once to cover the spots but got a whipping from her mother because she used too much of her mothers Fashion Fair foundation on her face. Erma was average height with medium brown skin, smart, kind and gentle to all but she had crooked teeth. Ermas parents didnt have the money to get her teeth fixed so she talked with her head down or her hand slightly raised to her face to hide her teeth. In the end, Erma just wanted to be loved and get her teeth fixed. Ermas parents werent very loving. She didnt know her grandparents because they died before she was born so she didnt know how her parents were treated. Erma was a girl and the only hope for her to get out of this loveless house was to find a love of her own. She was a good child and didnt get many whippings like some children and especially not as many as Ruby and Ida Mae.

Parents in those days believed in whippings. You could get a whipping from your parents, someone elses parents or just an adult in school or at church. Good behavior was enforced.

The greatest relief from life was church. There was freedom at church. You could sing, clap your hands, scream, fellowship, dress up and be considered a human being in church. Erma and her four friends loved church. They sang in the sunshine choir, were junior ushers each fifth Sunday, on Saturdays, clean the church and anything else that needed to be done.

Sunday was always a time of worship, fellowship and a little rest from all of the hard work of the week.

Erma! Ermas mother called.

Yes, maam?

Come in here and get your dress shoes on that your father shined last night. Her mother said sternly.

Yes, maam.

Yes maam, no maam, yes sir and no sir was the majority of her conversation with her parents. Erma didnt spend time with her parents without a purpose, a task or duty. Erma pulled her Sunday dress over her head quickly and ran into the kitchen to get her Sunday black patent shoes that her dad shined with the big tub of Vaseline. It seemed that Vaseline could be used for everything including a moisturizer, shoe shiner, healing balm and lipstick or lip shine as her mother called it.

Once Erma put on her shoes and ran to her mother who was waiting on the front porch. Ermas father was already at church. He had been there much earlier to prepare for service. They had an older truck but it wasnt necessary to drive because they lived in a small house next to the church called the parsonage. The Smiths always arrived to church before anyone else. Erma helped her father with getting the church ready until her other four friends arrived.

Ida Mae was always the first to arrive. Ida Mae always came early to get out of her house. She walked alone to church which wasnt a good idea but she always said, I can handle myself.

Hey Ida Mae, how are you doing? Erma asked when Ida Mae walked toward her. Ida Mae was in her usher uniform. The uniform was a black skirt and her one short sleeve white blouse.

Im fine. How are you Erma? Ida Mae responded.

Fine I guess. Erma said.

You ready to usher this Sunday? Ida Mae asked.

Yes, there is your stack of fans on the end. Ive got each of us the same number of fans to pass out during church, Erma said.

Erma, look who is coming in now, Ida Mae asked. Erma was bent over straightening some of the fans that had fallen over on the seat. She didnt want any of the piles of fans to be uneven.

Ida Mae, I cant guess and you might lie to me anyway. I dont trust you, let me look for myself. Erma said with her back still to the front door.

Suit yourself.

Just then Erma heard footsteps on the wood floor coming closer and a voice said, Hello Erma.

Erma turned at the voice too quickly and dropped all of the fans in her hand because she was so nervous. She could only get out, Hey.

Let me help you with that, Harold said as he bent down to help Erma pick up the fans. Harold Jamison was handsome with smooth brown skin that had been tanned by the sun, smart and kind. Erma had watched Harold several times from her bedroom window as he passed her house going to the store.

Thank you so much, Erma said as she looked up over his head to a giggling Ida Mae. Erma just rolled her eyes.

Here you go, Harold handed her the fans and walked away.

Thanks, Erma said as she took the fans from his hand. He looked in Ermas eyes and winked so slightly.

When Harold walked away, Erma clinched her teeth and said, Ida Mae can you ever be a friend and tell the truth! I didnt get to adjust my hair or dress or nothing before he walked up cause I cant trust you.

I didnt lie Erma. I made a statement.

Yes, you did. Erma was hot mad at Ida Mae. She didnt like to be teased or made fun of and especially, not by Ida Mae with those big white teeth just grinning.

Erma remembered Ida Mae saying, Girl, look, theres a bug on you!

The other girls would jump, scream or holler at the thought of a bug on them. Then Ida Mae would then smile with those big white teeth and say, Ha, I made you look!

She was lying all the time. There was no bug. No reason for alarm. In the end, the attention was on her and she had the last laugh.

One fifth Sunday while ushering, Ida Mae played a trick on Erma. She told Erma that Old Mother Robinson needed a fan. She walked to the front of church during the sermon and Old Mother Robinson already had a fan in her lap. She was scolded by her father for distracting him during the message and he almost lost his thought.

Delores came to church with her parents in a car. She had her uniform pressed and ready to usher. Frances and Ruby came in last. Their families lived the furthest away from church so they always arrived right before service started.

Good morning yall, Erma said as they reached down to get their fans on the back seat.

Good morning Erma. Good morning Ida Mae, Delores, Frances and Ruby said in unison. The five girls went outside to say a quick prayer and came
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