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A native of Queens, New York, LaToya Lawrence also has five previously titled publications- Wellness In Style, God Has The Last Word, Harmonic Inspirations, Danielle’s Diary, and My Cup Overflows
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Is Blood thicker than murder?




There is a secret buried deep in the soil of Cherry Hill. In a town of beautiful cities, lakes, and villages where trees grow tall, flowers bloom free, and the neighbors are friendly.




Is there an uncovered truth rising upon the surface? One of cruelness among rebellious youth? Or could it just be a hereditary factor where bloodline goes bad, and murder goes right.







-Two Of A Kind
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Blood was everywhere.


The five-year-old babies were covered in blood but appeared to be unharmed after close observation.


The police blocked off the scene outside the house while investigators acted.


Nothing had ever rocked the upstate town of Pennington, New York in this upscale neighborhood where crime was scarce, and residents lived at ease in their gated communities.


Could this have been family related? Could this have been an inside job?


It was a complete mystery and gossip swept throughout the entire city.


In bars, restaurants, offices, department stores- everyone was talking about how Evelyn Barker and her son Ryan Barker brutally murdered inside their home, their bludgeoned bodies horribly discovered by the loving husband and father Jake Barker.


It was astonishing the two other children found at the home were alive and well.


Later learned, according to the children, that they ran and hid themselves inside a bedroom closet at the sound of violence erupting within the household from someone who had paid Evelyn a visit.


So, how did blood get all over the children?


The children told officers and a child psychologist while they were being questioned and evaluated that after things in the home quieted down and, in their words,- “The bad man had left”, they left from the bedroom closet, down the stairs, and both slipped in the pool of blood puddled throughout the living room.


The media and News reports ran with this story for months before the novelty of the situation wore off and the interest had died down a bit.


No suspect ever gained capture, but the case remained open until it eventually went cold from no substantial leads.


The only evidence found at the scene was a sledgehammer used in the assault on the mother and child.


Jake Barker’s fingerprints were on the weapon along with his wife’s, but Jake claimed to not be home during the possible time of the incident and security camera footage backed up his story.


However, counsel later claimed he could have committed the crimes before he left the home to attend for work on that Friday winter morning of January 5, 1981.


Evelyn’s parents Jane and Phil Caldwell refused to give up and vigorously pressed law enforcement hard in their search for justice in honor of their beloved daughter and grandson.


They did not want to believe their son in law Jake could do such a horrible act against the woman and child he was supposed to love and protect, yet there was nothing but the man’s word- and his word only telling them different.


There was no hard evidence, just circumstantial. It was natural for Jake’s or Evelyn’s fingerprints to be on the sledgehammer as the object was one of their own household tools.


Nevertheless, in this event, after deliberation, speculation, and town uproar there was no other conclusion drawn that would exclude Jake from somehow being involved in his wife and child’s premature death.


Jake was sentenced to twenty-five years to life with no parole.


Jake’s parents and relatives were disappointed and devastated. They felt that Jake did not receive a fair trial.


There was no way he killed Evelyn and six-year-old Ryan according to their beliefs. There was just no way. Not from what they knew and lived of Jake their adored son, brother, uncle, cousin, and grandson.


Jane and Phil Caldwell had money and influence, and they used their wealth in hiring and appointing the best attorneys along with whatever else it took to gain closure for themselves through the legal system.

* * *




Ten Years Later



Tuesday May 21, 1991 


Exhaling smoke from her burgundy painted lips while she sat on a bench across Bradford High, Cara rolled her greenish-blue eyes as her thick honey-brown shoulder length hair blew in the wind, and said “Did you hear about Fredro?”


“Fredrico the freako?” Joe said.


“Yeah,” Cara continued. He slipped and fell down the stairway and broke his neck- serves him right- that perverted prick.”


Ava stood nearby as her and her group of three surrounded by trees, green grass, and other high school students scattered about as seven or eight interacted with one another, were just arriving to the area, or entering the school building to head to their classrooms.


She appeared unconcerned.


The news of the school janitor who would undress the young girls who walked up and down throughout the halls of Bradford High between class periods with his unapologetic lustful eyes falling to his death did not spark any rise out of Ava Jones one bit.


Cara was new to the neighborhood. She had just moved into the town of Pennington in Cherry Hills five months ago.


Cara had first met Talia- a long-time resident of Pennington- who lived in Lullaby City, a beautiful location by water and lake villages.


Afterwards, the girls were introduced to Nicole, Jasmine, Ava, Aaron, Joe, Kent, and Paul by big boy Weston Carter- a mutual friend to them all.


Talia recently transferred over to Bradford High from Larkville High to be closer to her grandmother Edna who had recently taken ill due to stomach cancer and lived not too far from the school vicinity of Cherry Hills.


Sixteen-year-old Talia even had a weekend job working over at the Fashion Barn found in the strip mall two blocks away from where they all attended Bradford High.


Paul kissed Cara’s soft pale-colored cheek before grabbing her off the bench to head into the school doors.


She purposely blew cigarette smoke into his dark-complexioned face before he yanked the stem that she halfway smoked out of her mouth to step on it after throwing it sharply to the grown.


“The next time you put one of my cigarettes out I am going to put you out- with my foot,” Cara hissed.


The two were both dating. Their relationship was still new, but it was steady and seemed to be going strong.


Paul had just walked up upon the three once he spotted Cara, starting a response to Joe and Ava to also move along to not be late for class this morning.

* * *




After School





Ava arrived home to see her older brother Owen sitting in the living room in one of the Grey upholstered chairs decorated with fancy throw pillows.


The tension was high inside the home. Ava could sense it as soon as she came through the front door to see her father leave the living room to walk into the kitchen.


“How have you been, sis?” Owen asked.


“I’ve been okay,” Ava said giving her brother a warm smile.


Ava knew something had just gone down between her father and brother. Owen was not a harmoniously welcomed guest invited to visit their home on the regular.


There were no cordial relations between him and his parents.


Ava never knew what the bad blood was between Owen and their folks but this forsaken attitude toward him also extended toward one of their older sisters named Erin.


Laura and Edward Jones kept things hush among the other children. They never really expressed the reason for their disapproval of their two oldest children.


They had seven children all together. Erin, Owen, Kia, Cory, Faye, Ava, and Aaron.


Erin was thirty years of age, Owen was twenty-eight, Kia was twenty-five, Cory was twenty-three, and Faye was twenty-one.


Ava and Aaron were fifteen as they were both twins.


Laura and Edward had their children almost back-to-back as they were all about three years apart except for the younger twins who were about five years apart from Faye according to when their birthdays landed.


One would think about how the two eldest children had set up themselves at an early age with Erin now a gynecologist and Owen a paralegal that Laura and Edward would have been proud of.


Erin and Owen’s professionals’ status was not enough to shake off whatever resentment their parents had or felt for them.


Owen arose from the chair looking as handsome and sharply dressed as ever to give his teenage sister a hug and kiss.


Ava gave Owen a wider smile as they embraced. “It is so good to see you after all of this time.”


It was four years since Owen last dropped by the home, they all grew up in as children.


Owen looked Ava in her deep brown eyes as if eager to reveal something grave to her but refrained from doing so.


Owen sighed before he uttered, “I was hoping that Mom and Pop would come to my son’s baptism this coming Sunday. I thought at least if they see him, it will soften their hearts a bit. My boy is their very first grandchild. They never even came to see him at the hospital when he was born three months ago. I was going to send them the plane tickets to come to Georgia to spend a week with me and Judy after she got out of the hospital. Even if they did not want to stay in the home with us, I would have paid their hotel expenses in the area.”


Ava’s eyes widened at the sound of her brother’s words. “I did not know your wife had a baby. Mom and Dad did not mention anything to us about it.”


Owen snickered, “They are just going to keep on pretending that I don’t exist.”


“Did Erin come to Georgia when Judy gave birth?” Ava asked.


“Yeah,” Erin came. She will be at the baptism too.


Owen reached into one of his inside jacket pockets to take out his wallet. He took out a photo of his newly born baby boy whose name was Irvin then handed the picture to Ava.


“You know, I thought if they saw me here in person, they might change their minds about meeting their grandchild and us uniting as a family again- how long is this supposed to go on. How long are they going to stay mad?”


Ava absorbed Owen’s words and felt his pain but for a moment distracted by the photo of the baby, “So this is my nephew.”


She then turned to look her brother in his deep brown eyes to ask him why their parents continued to have so much hostility toward him and Erin.


Owen disregarded Ava’s words acknowledging to her that he, Judy, and the baby were going to be there in Pennington, New York for the Christening as he was staying with his wife over at his in-law’s house.


Judy and Owen were teenage sweethearts before they were married and moved to the state of Georgia seven years ago.


Judy wanted to bring her newborn to her hometown to spend time with relatives and to get baby Irvin baptized at the catholic church she attended when she grew up as a child.


Owen left out the living room to head for the front door. Ava followed behind.


“I will be at the church on Sunday with Aaron and Faye- I am sure they will want to be there to share in the experience and to support you” Ava assured her older brother.


Owen gave Ava a smile just before she shut the door behind him.


Shortly before he walked out the door, he wrote down a telephone number for her to contact him when he returned to Georgia in case, she and his other siblings did not show up at the church on Sunday morning.


Ava stood still for a second after locking the door. She could not shake the feeling of Owen holding something back that seemed to concern or involve her. She had gotten this feeling soon after their eyes locked as they first began to engage in conversation until the moment, he left out that door.

* * *




At The Fashion Barn




Saturday May 25, 1991


Talia was a pretty, tall, brown-skinned sixteen-year-old with long wavy brown hair, and a slim frame.


She stood behind the counter of the cash register while easy-listening music played through the corner ceiling speakers of the clothing and accessories boutique.


Talia had a lovely outside view of the scenery that led down and around Hickory St. through the side and storefront picture framed windows that enchantingly adorned the cozy dimly lit shop she worked at on the weekends.


Business was slow today.


To kill time, Talia came across an article inside the County Springs news- one of the newspapers in Pennington that catered to their county of Westerbarrow.


As she sat comfortably on a cushioned stool, Talia’s attention focused on a small headline that read- Ten-Year-Old Murder on Oakwood St.


There was an old photo taken in 1981 displayed above the article of a man named Jake Barker- someone Talia had never heard of, but the name of the street rang a bell as Ava lived somewhere down on Oakwood St.


Talia was a fan of crime and mystery.


Her father was a police officer with the County Springs police department. She used to occasionally hear him talk to her mother about cases, criminals, and occurrences with his job and in the department.

* * *




Sunday May 26, 1991





Cara lay with her thick legs high up in the air. Paul lay his body between them pounding away inside of her.


It was around eight o’clock in the morning. Cara had lied the night before and told her mother she was going to spend the night at Talia’s grandmother’s house where Talia was currently occupying residence.


Since Talia’s father was a police officer Cara’s mother trusted her daughter was safe after moving to a location where they had not known a handful of people too well.


Officer Nick Robinson went by his mother’s house every day to check on her and his daughter before heading home to his wife out in Lullaby City.


Cara could not get enough of Paul. She was a wild child who let loose when she came around him.


Fifteen-year-old Cara was not afraid to explore Paul’s body, and she was not afraid to let him explore hers.


They were inside Paul’s bedroom.


Paul did not have valuable parental supervision as his father was divorced from his mother and worked overnight shifts as a train driver.


The two teens had the entire home to themselves. Well, at least Paul had thought so.


The dark-skinned boy was unaware of the rude awakening he was about to receive.


Roy, a thirty-eight-year-old, brown-skinned man of medium build entered through the back door of his home that let directly into the kitchen.


He carried a dark blue duffle bag that he sat down in one of the black leather kitchen chairs at the sounds of moaning that came from somewhere upstairs.


Aside from what sounded like a mixture of howls and whines the house was completely quiet.


Roy did not even stop off over to the kitchen sink to wash his hands to get his favorite drink of cranberry juice from the fridge as he usually did upon arriving home in the morning.


Roy also did not take off his spring jacket to wrap around the back of a kitchen chair.


This man’s attention was fully focused and directed on the moaning that continuously sounded from upstairs.


Roy was fuming.


He had a ripe idea what was taking place and with whom- he just did not know with who else.


Roy walked through the dining area of his nice and attractively furnished abode that he and his son had lived in for eight years- heading straight up the spiral staircase.


The sound of howls and whines grew closer when Roy reached the top of the steps.


Roy heard- just as he suspected- the noise of sex coming from Paul’s bedroom.


Roy burst through the bedroom door in a rage. He was a church-going religious man, but his son was about to make him go satanic today.


“This is what you do when I am not home, Paul?” The enraged father hollered out. You bring young tramps into our home to screw them in your bed?”


Roy was a no-nonsense man who was blunt with his words and sharp with his tongue- not hesitant to talk or react harshly when he felt provoked.


Roy was a man of class, yet he could be raw. He was God-fearing, though he was not at all perfect.


Roy tried to set the best example as a father to teach his son morals along with respect. He supplied all his needs and supported keeping a roof over their heads due to him being an industrious worker. It was impossible for Roy to keep watch over his son twenty-four hours a day.


And- this is how Paul behaved?!


After all the Bible reading, church service, teen pregnancy lectures, venereal infection warnings. What was wrong with this boy?


Paul jumps off Cara the instant he heard his father come through the door. The loud tone in Roy’s voice was startling, darn near frightening.


Cara tried to cover herself- feeling for the sheet on the bed. The one that had slipped to the floor tangled with Paul’s body- caught wrapped up in the fabric when he jumped out of bed to accidentally hit the carpet.


Cara totally exposed- crotch and all. Her plump small breast sweaty and pert.


Sixteen-year-old Paul was shocked and embarrassed. He did not expect his father to arrive home this early.


Roy usually came home from overnight shifts around ten in the morning not around eight.


Paul’s father had seen his bare brown behind as he thrust against his young bare white chick. A chick Roy had never seen before or even knew that Paul was involved with.


What kids constantly did these days behind their parent’s backs, Roy thought as he stood appalled.

* * *




At The Jones Home




Ava wore her straight black hair that hanged down her back in one long French braid, plaited straight down the middle tied at the end with a barrette.


The fifteen-year-old light complexioned girl wore a lavender dress with lace design and low heel white shoes.


She dolled herself up for three-month old’s Irvin’s baptism. She and her two other siblings- Faye and Aaron had gotten permission from their parents to attend the event though they themselves did not intend on attending.


Edward allowed twenty-one-year-old Faye the keys to his car to drive Ava, Aaron, and herself over to St Veronica’s Catholic Church on White Bridge Road once they were ready to go.


Faye had a driver’s license but no car of her own. She had a full-time job saving up to eventually buy one or pay down on one someday. She believed her mother and father would help aid her in buying a vehicle since they saw how responsible she was and the effort she made to earn her keep while she still lived at home.

* * *




Getting Ready for Work





“Are you okay, grandma?” Sweetie-pie Talia asked.


“Yes, baby,” said the dark-skinned woman who lay in bed with her head comfortably propped upon two pillows, her thick wavy short brown hair soft and shiny.


Edna Robinson reached for the tray that her breakfast sat upon.


There were two pieces of toast with butter, oatmeal, two tangerines, and a warm cup of cinnamon apple herbal tea.


Talia generously prepared and served her grandmother a morning meal in bed as she did every morning before heading to school or to work.


The young teen wanted to be there for the old woman she loved dearly.


Her father Nick, who was downstairs washing the dishes before heading to work himself, drove out every morning from his side of town over to Cherry Hill. He also continued to drive by every night after work before traveling back home across town to check on his mother and daughter, and the house.


The family did not want any health care workers in the house who were strangers. They preferred to take care of themselves on their own.


The Robinson’s did have a registered nurse assigned who came into the home three times a week to take Edna’s vitals, administer medication, and evaluate her health.


Talia took one of her hands to gently rub over her grandmother’s belly out of affection and compassion.


When all the dishes cleaned then placed upon the dish rack, Nick wiped the kitchen table immaculately. Talia had eaten a quick breakfast while she had Edna’s pot of hot water boiling for the oatmeal.


Nick was proud of his daughter and all that she was doing to help his mother out at her age, dismissing hanging out with friends to keep her attention primarily on school, her job, and caring for a beloved family member stricken with cancer.


So, when Nick came by, he helped by doing things like taking out the garbage, feeding Edna’s dog Scottie, among other considerate fashions, to take load from Talia.


Before Nick left to report to the precinct, he raced upstairs to his mother’s bedroom to say goodbye.


“How are my favorite Ladies?” The handsome man with a big smile asked when he made his entrance.


“We’re doing just fine, sugar.” Edna said, wiping toast crumbs from the corners of her mouth with a napkin.


“That is good to hear,” Nick said in return.


Nick turned to Talia as he placed his hand on her shoulder, “Hey baby. Let me take you over to the shop now.”


“Okay. Thank you, daddy.”


Talia sweetly kissed her grandmother on the forehead while Scottie, Edna’s ten-year-old German Shepherd hopped his overweight sized body up onto the bed beside his adored owner.

* * *




Down The Street





The sun shined but the weather was not particularly warm outside.


Pennington, New York was a beautiful place to live- almost having a resemblance to the countryside of life. It was like the city and country combined when it came to the look, build, and backdrop of areas- not to mention the gorgeous villages by the lakes in Lullaby City, Vanora Creek Grove, Old Town Bay, Blossom View Ponds, and Willowbrook Fields.


Cara felt a bit of a chill as she walked down Chestnut St.


Cara’s thick honey-brown hair was a mess, the lipstick on her face smudged, the button-down shirt she wore not properly tucked inside her dungaree with one part of her shirt hanging while the other part halfway rolled at the side. She looked sloppy.


She only had one sock on when she ran out of Paul’s house so fast as Roy chased her out of there calling her all types of shameful names.


Cara was not the type of girl to sit back and take someone throwing insults at her without her returning the disrespect.


She said three not so kind words to Paul’s father- they were vulgar in fact. So much so that Roy had slapped Cara.


Afterwards, Cara kicked Roy in his nuts/testicles. She knew there was no turning back after that. Cara figured the three-month relationship with Paul that began was now over.


She was sad and mad because she really liked Paul.

* * *




Car Ride





A taupe-colored Lexus LS 400 turned the corner of Crowbuck Road onto Chestnut St.


Cara heard a voice call out to her.


“Hey Cara, are you okay?


Cara reluctantly turned to look as she recognized the voice. She knew she was not looking her best, and in a way appeared disheveled.


How was she going to explain the way she looked, especially the huge red mark that showed up on her face as a bruise from Roy slapping her so hard.


Cara had pale white skin, so redness was not easy for her to hide. She would just have to make up a lie she thought.


In the passenger seat of the car that slowed by the curb beside her sat Talia. “Do you need a ride somewhere, Cara?” The concerned young girl inquired.


“What happened, are you hurt?”


Cara grew touched by Talia’s regard. She hated to have to tell her friend a lie, but she did it anyway.


“This guy grabbed me,” Cara said. “I think he was going to try to rape me.”


And Cara had the nerve to tell a serious lie like that in front of Talia’s police officer father.


Cara did not think her thoughts out upon or before replying. She reacted on impulse, not realizing the instance when she spoke, and before she knew it, she had put her foot in her mouth.


Foolish Cara kept up her false story of a victim attacked anyhow.


“What?!” Talia exclaimed. “When, where?”


“And what are you doing up this way this early on a Sunday?”


Talia was a nice girl; however, Cara grew irritated by Talia’s incessant inquiries. Before Cara went to answer Talia with another lie Nick Robinson chimed in.


“How long ago was this? Where exactly did the incident take place? Get in the car. I will take you down to the station to file a report and give a description of the person who shook you up and tried to assault you.”


Clara panicked as she rolled her greenish-blue eyes, about to take a serious attitude. “No,” she said abruptly. “I just want to go home. Could you please take me home?”


Nick naturally assumed Cara was upset about her experience and thought that she needed time to process her feelings.


He reasoned that once she had gone home to get emotional support and/or advice from a parent that she would eventually file a report once she was ready.


So, in the meantime, the man honored her request.


First Nick dropped Talia off at the Fashion Barn boutique so she would not be late for work.

* * *




Sunday Afternoon 





“That was really a beautiful ceremony,” Faye said to Judy.


“Oh, thank you again, sweetheart.” Judy responded. “And thank you so much for coming. I am glad you all were able to make it. It meant volumes to your brother having the three of you share this occasion with us.”


The two were outside in the backyard patio of Judy’s parents’ home on Plum St in Cherry Hill listening to the serenade of music played and enjoyed by the host of gathers that included old neighborhood friends and family.


Refreshments copiously served, slices of delicious coconut cake with creamy vanilla icing were handed out with plates of vanilla ice-cream, the Christening party was an extended part of the event back at the house after services at St Veronica’s Catholic Church ended.


From a short distance, as Ava sat at a table with decorated chairs by the lovely rose garden that included a nearby garden pond, she kept notice at how Judy gave her strange glances every now and then.


Aaron had not paid attention to Judy’s facial expressions until Ava mentioned the instance to him. It seemed as if Judy gave him the same type of peculiar looks from the other side of the yard.


Even at the Church when Judy first greeted Ava and Aaron something was a bit off, but never was Judy rude or unkind to the twins.

* * *




Sunday Evening 





It was almost five-thirty pm. Faye put the key into the ignition to head down Peach Cove Road after turning off from Plum St.


The siblings were in the mood for Pizza and drove over to Piscotti’s Italian Restaurant.


When the three arrived Joe was there. His father Tony Piscotti owned the place.


Joe always gave out free slices of pizza to his favorite neighborhood friends that he attended school with.


Already present at one of the booths was big boy Weston Carter, a brown-skinned seventeen-year-old chubby hustle-type guy who loved to eat and joke around. He had four slices of pizza on his tray- hot, greasy, watering his mouth.


Jasmine, Kent, and Nicole sat across from him at the same booth, each with two regular slices and soft drinks that waited for a devour in front of them.


The young crowd saw when Aaron and Ava entered the restaurant with their older sister Faye and motioned the three to come sit over by a nearby table or booth.


There was not enough room for anyone to sit comfortably directly next to Weston. He occupied too much space. He had his booth seat on his side all to himself.


Weston’s loudmouth clearly heard all throughout the pizzeria as he yelled to Ava, then commented on her wardrobe and appearance.


“You look good, girl,” he shouted out with a smile as he simultaneously chewed on one of his slices of pizza. “I love that dress on you, and those shoes! Where have you been today?”


Before Ava could respond. Tony Piscotti shouted over to Weston from behind the counter as he rolled fresh pizza dough. “Hey, shut up over there! What?! Are you talking for the whole neighborhood?! Keep it down over there this is not a dance club!”


“Okay, pop,” Joe told his father. “We cool.”


The gang was all there at Piscotti’s Italian restaurant- all but Paul, Cara and Talia who had to work that Sunday. Talia did not get off until seven o’clock on Sundays.


Paul was at home grounded but none of his friends were yet aware of what happened and that he was on punishment.


Cara was in her bedroom drying off with a towel. She had just gotten out of the shower. When Cara first arrived home earlier that Sunday morning, she smoked a joint then took a nap since she had been up all-night last night with Paul at his house.


She did not awaken until around five when she at once discarded her clothes into the hamper to hit the shower and take a much-needed bath.


Around eight o’clock that night, Cara received a call from Paul. She was surprised to hear from him. He sneaked to telephone her while his father was in the shower getting ready to return to another night shift assignment to drive the trains through Pennington, New York through Charleston.


“I’m sorry about what happened today,” the young boy expressed. “But I still love you.”


“I love you too, Paul.” Cara expressed in return.


The two both thought they knew what they were declaring, conveying what they thought they were feeling as being true love when it was nothing more than intense attraction that had led to infatuation.


The teenage couple were able to spend an extra moment over the phone discussing the prior morning occurrence, their situation, and the feelings of emotion they both had for one another.

* * *




Monday Afternoon May 27, 1991





It rained hard. The day was dreary. The wind blew terribly.


Nicole, a white complexioned slim figured cute girl of European descent who had long blond hair and brown eyes did not bring an umbrella to school during the morning when there was no inkling of rain or sign of a storm.


So, she ran across the street to down where the strip-mall was found to find relief under one of the storefront awnings.


Nicole knew that Talia also sometimes worked over there at the mall in the clothing and accessories boutique after school on Mondays and Wednesdays in addition to her weekend schedule.


Nicole was tired from running the two short blocks down from Bradford High to reach the outside area mall that
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