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The sun eagerly awaits behind the clouds for the moment to present itself, as a light breeze circles the city despite the dry temperature. Several cars speed through Ella T. Grasso boulevard as if there in a race. The Connecticut avenue was named after Ella Tambussi Grasso, the first woman to be elected to the office of governor. At six am, the city of New Haven is calm, and the traffic is light. Sunday is Ebony’s preferred day of the week. It is a time when she experiences charity from persons. She understands how frantic a work week can be and does not make judgement if a person’s act of benevolence is not in agreement with what she expects from them. Her systematic encounters with the public have shaped her predisposed views on society.  In all the people she has met thus far, only a select few genuinely care to help. She is astonished how many of them judge her, and blame her for her current situation, without even knowing the facts. If these same individuals could live a week in her shoes, there would be no criticism.  Middle aged white males are especially inconsiderate to her at times and have called her everything but a child of God. 

She considers her dark exterior, full lips, and wide nose, the leading cause of their blatant animosity.  On the other hand, white females are just the opposite, and oftentimes give her words of encouragement and a few dollars to get by with. When it comes to her own people, the older the person is, the more willing they are to help. Ebony Shontell Edwards has been homeless for the past two years. She stands at the intersection of Ella T Grasso boulevard and North Frontage road with her sign in hand looking for contributions to make it through the week.  June has always been a good month for her, a time when more people are out and about enjoying the nicer weather. With more cars on the road, the better her chances of receiving something.  Drops of perspiration develop on her brow. She takes the back of her hand and wipes the sweat beads and avoids staining her favorite white shirt in the process. The words ‘I am beautiful’ is inscribed in large red letters on the front of it.  

Ebony received the shirt from a child on her way to school accompanied by her mother one morning back in May.  She remembers it as if it just happened, because everything that could go wrong, did go wrong on that Friday in the month of May. For starters, it rains the entire morning, and Ebony’s flimsy umbrella partially opens. The rain forms a large puddle, and every vehicle passing through the intersection splashes water onto her clothes. She feels invisible, until a dark blue Toyota Camry stops in front of her. Ebony has learned to approach cars with caution after being attacked by two men one evening. The two men forced her inside a white van, but she managed to escape before they could rape her. Ebony squints her sloping brown eyes to get a better view of the driver before approaching. She refuses to wear her glasses and believes the spectacles make her look much older than twenty-seven. When her vision becomes clearer, an outline of a woman’s face and a child sitting in the rear of the car becomes visible to her.  

When Ebony realizes its safe, she walks up to the car. Her toes search for a dry spot inside of her sneakers, as the excess water makes a squishing sound with each step closer to the vehicle. Her clothes are pasted to her body, and her hair is drenched.  Upon further inspection, the woman appears friendly and is having a conversation with her daughter. Ebony is a step away from the car when the rear window comes down.  The child smiles at Ebony, and she returns the gesture.

“You are so pretty,” Ebony says.

“What do you say Imani?” 

“Thank you.”

“You have beautiful eyes. Where did you get those eyes from?” Imani squirms in her seat. 

“I don’t know,” she shyly answers. 

“She has her dad’s eyes. His family has the same coffee color eyes,” her mom says. “I’m Jada, nice to meet you.”

“I’m ebony. Nice to meet you and Imani,” an angry white male driver from behind slams on his horn and startles Jada.”

“Imani, I’m holding up traffic, and I cannot sit here any longer,” Imani reaches inside her backpack and pulls out a long-sleeved white shirt and hands it to Ebony. Ebony holds up the shirt and examines it.

“This is so nice Imani. Did you put the letters on the shirt all by yourself?” 

“My mommy helped me,” the irritated driver presses on his horn for a second time. Ebony turns to face him.

“Go around. You have enough room to pass her,” she yells. The angry driver pulls around Jada and throws up his middle finger.

“Get a fucking Job,” he bellows out the window.

“Ooh mommy, he said a bad word.”

“I know Imani. Some people are so rude.”

“Imani, thank you for the shirt. The words mean a lot to me, and you made my day.”

“How did I make your day?”

“The weather is bad outside, but you made my heart feel good inside. I will cherish this shirt forever,” Imani smiles. 

“I’m glad you like it. I told my mother you would.”

“It was nice meeting you,” her mother says.

“Same here. Bye now.”

“Bye.”

“Bye Imani.”

“Bye Ebony.”

After their first encounter, Jada and Imani made it their agenda to always bring Ebony something special. Imani and Jada brought fresh baked cookies, leftover meals, clothing, shoes, and sometimes food from McDonald’s because it was Imani’s favorite place to eat on Friday’s. Ebony anticipated meeting the pair each day. It was more than just the gifts, but Jada and Imani made her feel like she was part of their family. She spoke to them often when they passed by and yearned to have longer conversations. Ebony discovered through Jada she is a teacher at one of the local schools in town, and Imani attends a private school.  Their lives are the opposite of hers, and because of this, Ebony is too afraid to develop a more meaningful relationship. Her negative thinking has led her to believe the two would never form a deeper bond with a homeless woman having a ninth-grade education. She assumes her status in life is something many frowns upon, and this method of thinking has kept her away from most people. 

Ebony has a friend living at the homeless shelter. Her name is Sasha Rodriguez. She met Sasha two years ago, and their relationship has been ongoing ever since. Like most of the women entering the shelter, Sasha did not have anywhere else to go. Her life was in ruins when she managed to escape from an abusive relationship.  Seventy-five percent of the women living at the shelter have suffered from some form of abuse. Ebony will never forget the sight of Sasha’s appearance when she first arrived. Sasha had been wearing shades and a dark scarf covering most of her face. When she removed the scarf and the shades, she looked like she had been in a boxing match. Her left eye was swollen and closed shut, and her right eye was partly open and filled with dry blood. When Sasha decided to make the women’s shelter her permanent place of residence, Ebony helped to make her transition smoother. The pair have been inseparable ever since and look after one another.  

The clouds have moved over for the sun’s entrance, and the heat from the sun is felt on Ebony’s skin. Her throat is parched, and she reaches down for her water bottle on the curb and takes a few swallows as the drivers continue to turn right on red. An hour from now church goers will make their way onto the roads which equivalates more of an opportunity for her. Dedicated Christians will stop in front of her and give to their hearts content.  Ebony appreciates everything given to her and takes nothing for granted. She realizes for a person to give up their hard-earned money to a stranger is gracious, and it tells a lot about the person.  When Ebony places her water bottle back onto the sidewalk, a car stops in front of her.  She squints her eyes to get a clearer view and takes a calculated step closer. She hears laughter resonating from inside the car and stops in her tracks. The sound of car doors closing followed by feet hitting the pavement alarms her.  She turns to run, but realizes it is too late, as a group of young male’s circle her and begin tossing eggs at her.  

“Stop it,” she yells as she tries desperately to cover herself. She feels a burning sensation from the egg yolk getting into her eyes. The young males continue their ambush while laughing at her and chanting the words “homeless trash”.  Ebony is overwhelmed and crouches down to the sidewalk in a fetal position to shield herself. The force from each egg is felt against her face, head, back, and legs. “Stop it,” she demands again, but the young males ignore her request and continue their assault. Ebony estimates it must be at least three dozen eggs that have been thrown at her. The teens return to their vehicle and take off before being recognized by curious oncoming drivers. 
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“Imani, are you almost ready?” Jada asks standing in front of Imani’s room door.

“Yes mommy.”

“I don’t want to be late for church, so hurry up.  You know how fast the parking lot fills up on first Sundays. I want to get a good parking space.” Jada spins on her heels and heads to the bathroom. She applies a small amount of makeup and lipstick to enhance her cream color complexion. After that, she checks her work in the mirror, looks over her colorful sun dress, and everything appears to be in order. She turns to head out of the bathroom and her husband is standing next to her wearing a wife beater and boxers. 

“Deondre, why must you always do that? You know I don’t like when you sneak up behind me.”

“I couldn’t help myself. That dress is hot. Let me take it off so we can go back in the bedroom.”

“Am I just a piece of meat to you?” She looks down at his raised shorts in the center.

“Why would you ask me something like that? You know I love you.”

“Sometimes I believe you’re with me because of the sex. I cannot feel the love part,” he stares at her in disbelief. 

“I married you, didn’t I?” 

“Marriage is more than just sex. I want to feel loved as well. The two are different you know,” the center of his shorts deflate back to normal.  

“Every time you get ready for church, you start.”

“Start what?”

“You start talking about love and sex stuff. I have needs just like the next man. Is it a crime to desire my wife?”  She looks into his attractive coffee color eyes.  

“It’s not a crime, but sometimes I feel like you don’t listen to me,” she walks past him, and he follows her into the kitchen. 

“And I feel the same way,” Jada opens the fridge and takes out the orange juice. She then gets a glass out of the cabinet. 

“When don’t I listen to you?”

“Jada, how many times have I told you to stop giving money to that woman?” She pours the orange juice into her glass and drinks half of it before placing the glass on the kitchen table. 

“I have a caring heart Deondre, and what’s wrong with giving to a person in need?

“That woman has been on that same corner for God knows how long.”

“She has a name. Her name is Ebony.”

“I don’t care what her name is. It is people like her taking advantage of the system put in place to help those who really need it. She needs to get a job.”

“Sometimes life is not that simple. Maybe she is trying.”

“I do not want Imani around her. She may have a criminal history for all we know.”

“What if she does, and what does that mean?”

“It means she is dangerous, and
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