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IS THIS JUST ANOTHER book about a woman living in the shadow of her past? No! This book is unique because it focuses not solely on Silver Streak Lady but also on others singing in the shadow of their past lives. This book doesn’t just address the state of the mind but, more importantly, the state of the heart.
Where can we find the one who truly understands the deep longing of our hearts? We often grow up believing that the inconsolable ache in our hearts is for a man, our mother, father, family, or material things. But no—these narratives we hold onto, thinking they will satisfy our hearts' deepest longing, fall short. The only one who can truly satisfy that longing is the ultimate Bridegroom, Christ Jesus.
Even through the darkest times in her life, Silver Streak Lady continues to sing. She diligently uses her days trusting God with unwavering faith, demonstrates virtue in her daily life, loves God with undistracted devotion, stands for physical and emotional purity, lives securely, responds to life with contentment, makes choices based on conviction, and waits patiently for God to meet her needs.
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“DO NOT BE AFRAID; YOU will not suffer shame. Do not fear disgrace; you will forget the shame of your youth.”– Isaiah 54:4 (NIV)
From a Pastor’s heart, My Mom - Pastor MARY TRAMEL JOHNSON
Silver Streak Lady’s first book, “Singing In the Shadows,” is the untold story of a woman born to a later drug kingpin father, yet carrying the legacy of a renowned musician icon, cousin in her DNA. Despite being thrust into the foster care system, the silver thread of redemption never left her life, weaving through her pain and successes. Having had two murdered parents and experienced domestic violence, homelessness, and a near-death encounter, her resilience shines. Join us as we unravel this journey, where music, divine connections, and unwavering faith guide her through life's roller coaster. Can we feel and hear God through her life —and in ours?
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THE SKY WAS HEAVY WITH clouds the day she first recognized the pattern—the silver streaks cut across her life like slivers of light breaking through thunderheads. They came unexpectedly, often in moments when shadows seemed the longest, illuminating paths she didn’t know existed. This was the life of the woman they called "Silver Streak Lady," a name given not by the world but by how she chose to rise, again and again, as if woven from threads of something stronger than mere circumstance.
To outsiders, hers was a life stitched together by tragedy. The daughter of loss, a child of the forgotten, and a woman shaped by the weight of abandonment, her story might have resembled many others—except for the light that continued to surface. The silver streaks. As a child, she would watch storms roll in over the small home she temporarily called hers. In the dead of night, lightning would slice the darkness, illuminating everything for a moment—bare feet pressed against the cold floor, the shadows on the walls transforming into ghosts of memory, the faint outline of a worn teddy bear lying beside her. Those flashes were fleeting, but they revealed what existed beyond the night. In time, she understood that her life carried those same moments —blinding pain and relentless fear, yet threaded with slivers of light too persistent to ignore.
From the beginning, life seemed determined to keep her hidden, folded away in corners where no one could see. Born to a father tangled in the underworld of crime and a mother whose beauty was shadowed by violence, her path seemed predestined for hardship. By the time she was barely old enough to form memories, the weight of loss pressed down on her like a second skin.
She learned early that some people carried shadows within them. Those shadows whispered in the voices of adults who came and went from the small rooms where she and her brothers stayed. They manifested in foster homes where the walls were cold, the beds stiff, and the rules unwritten but unbreakable. Yet, even then, in the dimmest moments, she would hum—quiet melodies that rose unbidden to her lips, songs she couldn't name but felt as though they belonged to her.
It was in those melodies that the first silver streaks began to form. They were soft at first, little threads of warmth that curled around her heart when the world felt the most indifferent. Music became her language long before she found the words to explain her pain.
"Silver Streak Lady" was not a name given lightly. It was a title born from survival, from the countless times she stood on real and metaphorical stages, bearing witness to her strength. Those who met her saw not just a survivor but a woman who wore her scars like medals—proof of battles fought and won.

Each streak of silver in her story marked a moment when the world tried to break her and failed. The death of her mother was one. Her father's murder, another. Homelessness, betrayal, and near death experiences stitched themselves into the fabric of her life, but in every instance, the silver thread gleamed brighter.
There was a night, years later, when she stood beneath streetlights that flickered in the rain. She was older by then, yet still searching. The light bounced off puddles at her feet, creating fractured patterns that reminded her of those childhood storms. The sky above was the same deep gray she remembered, but this time, she stood unafraid. The silver streaks were not just behind her—they were a part of her now.
The concept of silver streaks defined not only her journey but also the message she carried for others. The silver streaks became symbols of hope in every story she shared, whether from a stage, in a song, or across the worn pages of journals she kept. They were not moments that erased pain but ones that reframed it—reminding her and those who listened that beauty could be born from even the most shattered places.
She often said that silver was a color forged, reflective yet resilient through fire. It was not gold, bright and unblemished, but something stronger—able to bend without breaking. That was the essence of her story.
This memoir is not a collection of tragedies or uninterrupted victories. It is a map of the winding road that became her life, marked by moments where light pressed through the cracks. In telling her story, she extends an invitation to those still waiting for their silver streaks to appear.
For the reader, this journey offers more than inspiration. It serves as a reminder that the storms of life are often accompanied by flashes of silver—brief, brilliant, and capable of altering the landscape. Sometimes, all it takes is a single streak of light to change the course of a life.
Now, as she steps into a new chapter, Silver Streak Lady no longer waits for Silver Streaks to find her. She chases them. Every performance, every word spoken aloud, every act of kindness is another streak of silver left in her wake. Her story continues to unfold, and in doing so, she becomes part of the light that guides others through their
storms.
Her song—rooted in pain but lifted by hope—echoes across the following pages. And if you listen closely, you might hear it, like the faint hum of a melody rising in the distance.
That melody began long before she knew how to name it. It rose like vapor from cracked concrete, delicate yet persistent, in moments when silence could have easily swallowed her whole.
As a child, she often hummed under her breath, the vibrations barely escaping 

her lips as she rocked herself to sleep on thin mattresses in unfamiliar rooms. It was the kind of sound born from longing—a longing for safety, love, and a place to belong.
The homes she drifted through during those years never held music the way she did. The walls were stark, the floors bare, but she carried melodies inside her ribcage, small flickers of light warming the coldest spaces. Her brothers often laughed when she sang, teasing her with playful jabs about becoming the next Diana Ross. But even their laughter couldn’t erase how singing made her feel—as if she belonged somewhere briefly, even if that place existed only in the notes that danced through her chest.
She remembered one particular evening when the power had gone out in the foster home. The darkness was thick, wrapping around her like a heavy cloak, and the other children whispered nervously in the next room. She sat alone by the window, staring at the faint glow of distant streetlights. Without thinking, she began to hum. It started softly at first, a fragile thread weaving through the dark, but it grew as she sang familiar hymns learned from church. Her voice wasn’t polished but held a raw purity that filled the emptiness around her.
By the time the power returned, the room felt warmer, as if the song had left traces of light behind.
That was the first time she understood the power of silver streaks—not as literal beams of light but as small acts of resilience capable of transforming the atmosphere.
Years later, she often remembered those quiet moments when she stood on larger stages beneath dazzling lights. Something was grounding about remembering the simplicity of her beginnings. The audience might see a confident woman with a microphone in hand, but behind the glamour lived the echoes of a little girl singing to the darkness, praying it would soften its grip.
Silver Streak Lady’s story was not one of instant triumph. For every stage she graced, nights were spent questioning whether she could continue. There were seasons when the silver streaks dimmed, almost disappearing beneath layers of grief and exhaustion. But even in those times, the hum of that childhood melody would return, lifting her just enough to continue moving forward.
Her faith played no small part in that persistence. She often opened a weathered Bible in the quiet hours, tracing the underlined verses that had become lifelines. Isaiah 54:4 was one she returned to repeatedly— "Do not be afraid; you will not suffer shame. Do not fear disgrace; you will forget the shame of your youth." The words resonated deeply as if written directly for her.
When she sang those scriptures aloud, they transformed into songs of hope, and in those moments, she could feel the silver thread of redemption weaving through her heart.

There were performances that Silver Streak Lady never forgot—not because of the crowd or applause but because of the faces she glimpsed beyond the stage. In one small church, she noticed an older woman sitting in the back, her eyes wet with tears as she listened. After the service, the woman approached and held her hands tightly, whispering, “I heard my
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