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Dedication

I dedicate this book to all of my children and grandchildren who were spared, by the grace of God, after my suicide attempt. Margo, Rhonda, Chaunci, Elyse, Azlan, Jacqui, Joshua and Julia all had the right to life. It is God’s will that you are here. Not just to be here, but He has a purpose for your lives. I pray that each of you will seek His face to learn and fulfill His purpose. I love each and every one of you, as I have expressed to you time and again.

I also dedicate this book to Mama who is now in heaven with Jesus. The tireless sacrifices she made for me and my siblings were extraordinary. Her remarkable ability to love, nurture and support me throughout my life was supernatural. She trusted God with all of her heart. Her living example has made me who I am. She was the strong beautiful mother I needed. Mama consistently told me that, through Christ all things are possible. I live by that truth today.

Finally, I dedicate this book to my brother and sister-in-law, the late Alvin and Margie Smith, who lovingly raised my daughter, Margo. To my brother Jimmy and the late Carolyn Smith who took me in when I had no place else to go. I am eternally grateful. 
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Chapter 1 – I Don’t Want to Live Anymore
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IT’S 1964 I’M HERE tonight over the little gas stove in our bathroom. I turn the gas up full blast while inhaling with all of my might. I want to die tonight. I don’t want to live to see the disappointment on my mother’s face when she finds out I am pregnant. I have let everybody down. I don’t want to face anyone. I am seventeen, a senior in high school. In 1964, girls were not allowed to go to school pregnant. 

This last year of my life has felt like a ride on the world’s most dangerous rollercoaster. I have finally reached the ground and I am extremely dizzy.

We live in Huntington, West Virginia. It’s a small town. Even if we don’t know everyone’s name or have a relationship with them, we all know each other in passing. Most of the African Americans in Huntington live in an area basically from Fourteenth to Twentieth streets and from Seventh Avenue to Eleventh Avenue. We all speak to one another.

Our community is unique in that at one time, African Americans went to Barnett Elementary School and Frederick Douglass Junior and Senior High School. For that reason, many of us felt like family. Most of our sisters, brothers, and parents went to the same schools and were taught by some of the same teachers. It was a pretty close-knit community.

Down the street from where I lived on Sixteenth Street and Third Avenue is Marshall University. Huntington is a college town. Many of the houses in our neighborhood were old wooden frame dwellings. Most dwellings were like our house which needed extensive repairs. There were red cobblestone streets that flooded on my block when there was a heavy rain. 

We lived on Tenth Avenue and Sixteenth Street. Mr. Lyons lived on the corner in a little shack. He was in charge of selling ice from the icehouse on that corner. And he raised Billy goats. He also had an old horse. The goats got loose ever so often and chased unsuspecting people down the street. Across Sixteenth Street was the grocery store where my parents had an account sometimes. It was run by a Caucasian gentleman who closed the accounts at his discretion.

Next door to the grocers was the Johnson’s Five and Ten Cents Store. We ate so much candy and ice cream there, until some of my teeth rotted. Mr. Johnson owned that store. He was another Caucasian man, and I know he made a fortune off of all of our families. Across the street from his store was the White Way Laundry and Dry Cleaners. I never really thought about that name until I wrote it in this book. Around the corner from Mr. Johnson’s store was the Holiness church that my Great Aunt Josie and Great Uncle Mr. Vaden attended. Next to that church was our own Frederick Douglass High School which the school board closed in 1962 for desegregation. Not integration just desegregation. We never were integrated into the culture of Huntington High School we were instructed to attend. There were clubs and organizations that already existed when we arrived at the school, but most of us couldn’t afford to participate. They had dues and rules that left us out. Many of the white students and teachers didn’t want us to integrate. They told us they didn’t. Thus, the school was desegregated not integrated. 

Despite all of the segregation and poverty that some of us experienced, our community was a great place to be raised. The African American adults were very protective of us. To my knowledge, we all got spankings or a better description might be whippings. I deserved everyone I got. There was much love and much discipline. Most of the adults in the community had our parents’ permission to speak to us whenever we were out of line. We knew they loved us.

Tall with Blue Eyes

In 1964 this guy walked up to me as I was sitting on my front porch and proceeded to engage me in conversation. He was very good looking; he was tall, had blue eyes and smiled with a big gap between his two front teeth. I thought that gap was cute. I thought he was cute. A tall handsome black dude with blue eyes. I know I was vulnerable and taken in by this guy’s good looks and charm. I was vulnerable because my very first boyfriend had recently left me for another girl. That broke my heart.

Let’s call this handsome guy, Tim. I think his goal was to get my attention quickly. He was very complimentary, telling me how beautiful I was. No one had ever told me that I was beautiful, not even my Daddy. Most of the time Tim called me Miss Smith giving me the highest respect. I wasn’t really interested in him at first, mainly because the little bit I did know about him was not positive. 

I think he had dropped out of school in the eighth or ninth grade. I’ll just say, we didn’t socialize in the same circles. However, both of us were still just kids. He had this boyish air about himself, but he was still very interested in me. He was consistently nice to me and, he even started coming to our youth group at church. That’s where we spent much of our time together.

My mother wasn’t keen on him dating me mainly because his dad would let him drive his family’s car from time to time. She saw that car as a vehicle to get me in trouble and she was right. Nevertheless, we got to know each other pretty quickly. Over time we thought we were deeply in love and so we became inseparable. I didn’t know how it was going to work out with him long term, because I knew I was going away to college that next year. I had been accepted to attend Tennessee State College and was extremely excited to go. 

Believe me when I tell you that, we were empty headed, caught up with emotions, and we’ll think about that tomorrow, teenagers. Nevertheless, we really did think we were in love.

As time went on, I acted as responsibly as I could thus, Mama gave me more and more freedom to go to movies with him and ride in that car. That was a mistake. I was not always truthful with her as to where we were going and certainly not truthful about what we had been doing.

I really fell in love with Tim. There was so much to like about him. He was kind and thoughtful also. His blue eyes were piercing. We talked to each other about everything. He was always interested in my point of view. Tim actually thought I was smart. No one had ever paid that much attention to me before. We became very close.

One day I realized my menstrual period was late. I was normally right on time with my period. Now, I was concerned but not worried. I missed my period yet, after the month had passed fear gripped me. From that point on it was difficult for me to concentrate. When I told Tim I had missed my period he said, “Good, good girls get married don’t they?” Those words devastated me. I was so angry with him for saying that. It made me feel like he wanted me to get pregnant. I know he didn’t, but that’s how I felt. I guess he didn’t know or understand that I was afraid, confused and so ashamed of myself. 

After missing my period, I wasn’t sleeping at night. I was so sad; I couldn’t concentrate at school and I didn’t know what I was going to do. I was full of fear. My thoughts were consumed with what am I going to do? I was angry with Tim, so I didn’t want to talk to him. I had to figure this thing out. I knew Mama was going to suspect something at some point, but I couldn’t tell her. This would be a great disappointment to her, and I never wanted to disappoint Mama. It wasn’t that Mama was a tyrant or mean to me, she loved me and I knew it. She just wanted so much more for me than she had. She had told me to keep my dress down, and I could do and be anything I wanted to be in life. For me to have been accepted to college meant as much to her as it did to me. My brother Willie and his wife Gerry were going to help me go to college and Mama was thankful for that. Now I was pregnant. What am I going to do?
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Chapter 2 – Fear Was the Darkroom Where Satan Developed My Negatives
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MOST DAYS I WAS MOPING around so exhausted and sad. I had very little to say to anyone, just answering yes and no to their questions. 

About a week after I had missed my period, I was washing dishes and Mama came in the kitchen. 

She said, “I haven’t seen anything upstairs in the bathroom trash can this month. It would be a shame if you had to marry that boy.” Then she left the house. 

My heart sank and began to pound like a big bass drum. I never turned around or said a word. I knew for certain that she knew I was pregnant. I thought, Oh God! 

I had been so stressed out about missing my period, I had forgotten to ask Mama for fifty cents to get me some sanitary napkins. That would have given me time to figure out a solution to my crisis. That huge oversight gave me away for sure. I dried my hands then ran upstairs to the bathroom.

That is why I don’t want to live any longer. I turned on that old gas stove by the toilet, started inhaling over and over, deeper and deeper, trying to die. I don’t know how long I had been doing that when suddenly, the Lord God Almighty spoke to me, 


“You call yourself a Christian and you can’t trust Me to see you through this?” 


Wow. To my knowledge God had never spoken to me like that before. Somehow, I knew it was Him. His voice and words literally permeated my whole being getting my full attention. I thought to myself, God is speaking to me and trying to save my life. That is amazing. As simple as those words were, it dawned on me, I am a Christian, I do love God and He does love me. This was my proof that God’s promises are true and He can be trusted to fulfill them. For He (God) Himself has said, 


I will not in any way fail you nor give you up nor leave you without support. I will not I will not. I will not in any degree leave you helpless (relax My hold on you)! Assuredly not! (Hebrews 13:5b AMP)


The Word of God at that moment cut through all of my faulty deadly thinking. 


The Word of God is quick powerful and sharper than any two-edged sword, piercing even to the dividing asunder of soul and spirit, and of the joints and marrow, and is a discerner of the thoughts and intents of the heart. (Hebrews 4:12) 
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God knew I was operating in fear and out of my flesh. However, the intent of my heart was to kill myself, but I Praise God He did not allow that to happen. I had resorted to a permanent solution for a temporary challenge. Thankfully, God is faithful even when we are not. Thankfully that was only the beginning of this story.
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Chapter 3 – What Was I Thinking?
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I’VE LEARNED THAT GOD has a call or assignment for every person’s life. Yes, God has a purpose for us all. That’s why Satan tries to cut us off at an early age because he hates God. His strategy is to get us completely diverted from the plan God has for our lives, and move us into areas of distraction and destruction. There was and is a call on my life as well as a call on my baby’s life. Even writing this book is a very important assignment. This is my testimony of God’s Faithfulness.


A significant Scripture that has encouraged and nurtured me in my spiritual growth is that God said, “Before I formed you in the womb I knew and approved of you as My chosen instrument, and before you were born I separated and set you apart, consecrating you; I appointed you as a prophet to the nations.” (Jeremiah 1:5 AMP) 


I realize that God was talking to Jeremiah, but these words prove to me that unborn children are assigned a purpose even before they get here. God puts into every little baby in the womb, gifts and talents that they will develop as they grow. I also believe that God gets us here however He can. No life is without significance and life begins at conception. Otherwise that life would never grow. Our God is an Awesome God and Father.

Slowly I turned off the stove
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