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Dedication

 


Thank you, God, for
restoring me spiritually, transforming me mentally, healing me
physically, allowing me to love and connect with my parents,
uncles, aunts, cousins, and friends with a sober and present heart
and mind, providing my needs and so many of my desires, motivating
me with a mission and vision, elevating me with new forms of honor
and respect both in Union Church and out, giving me peace,
protection, rested sleep and so much more.

 


 




Preface

 


This is the beginning of a
collection of short stories. The bulk are inspired by events ten
summers ago. The rest are a preview of where I’ve been heading
since then, whether I knew it or not.

 


 




Prologue

 


I started with singular
words to impress people. Then, I collected sentences and quickly
learned that the only people who remotely care have their own lives
and legacies to focus on. I learned how to freely express myself in
poems while I began to surprise and impress myself. Through
blogging and essay writing, I learned to moderate my peace,
practice clarity, and value simplicity. After almost a decade of
writing, I accept that the only competition is me, and I can never
impress God.

I hope my story magnifies
God and shows what he can do with our mistakes and sometimes
outright poor decisions. I have the support from my family and
community, the education, and even blessings, talents, and skills,
but the meaningful focus and humble confidence to make it this far
is not suggestive of my resume as someone who showed loyalty to
money, basketball, and personal interests. I’m finally catching the
right tempo and just getting started.

If you’re looking for
less, see my old stuff. I pray you can catch the much pricier
bandwagon if you want more. This book is for people who take the
present personally and control what they can. This is for the
person done saying “Tomorrow, Next Summer, and When I get time,” in
favor of “Right now, This Summer, and I’m making time.”

Seasonal Shorts
is another step on my journey and my first of
(probably) four collections of short stories. Seasonal shorts embody the
accomplishment of executing a vision and pushing it further. The
goal is to be onto something new this season next year, in Jesus’
name.
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 A Summer Song – Stave One

 


Jaden’s Ghost

 


Once upon a time, Jax was
a joyful boy. He was virtually fearless and faithfully invincible -
an actual “sticks ‘n’ stones may break my bones, but words can
never hurt me” kind of person, with zero fear of the proverbial
sticks ‘n’ stones. As many of us do, Jax developed an irrational
fear of failure as an adult. Now in his early 30s, he had convinced
himself that he was always right, and in situations of potential
agreement, he had become a man who always knew better. The
limitation of showing up as an invulnerable version of himself
forced him into carrying the common anxiety many self-proclaimed
honest men and women share when a conversation gets too real, deep,
or requires self-expression. Sadly, like many of us, Jackson “Jax”
Winslow wasn’t always an anxious dude, but these days, dude is
always anxious.

It does not help that Jax
would and could never admit that he had visions of his deceased
teammate Jaden in his infrequent nightmares that were so rare
because of the drunken and high sleep he had most nights, if he
slept at all. Admitting that he struggled to sleep most nights was
embarrassing enough, even though it’s wildly common. Jax was more
ashamed of how often he lost sleep trying to escape the pain of the
past.

When Jaden suddenly and
tragically died, Jax seemed to take it harder than Jaden’s own
family irrationally. The arrogance of thinking his choices could
have affected or even prevented God’s plan from succeeding is
understandable. The vanity to wear sunglasses to the funeral, as if
people couldn’t see him cry or relate to his pain, though childish,
probably should have been a sign of things to come.

Jaden was the first person
to call him “Jax” and the last person with permission to call him
Jackson Winslow, besides his family. He was the last person to beat
Jax in Knockout, 33 and one-on-one. Through memorable losses and
more remarkable wins, Jaden was the only constant with Jax on the
court and in the weight room summer after summer. He was the only
person to talk him into approaching that girl and out of potential
trouble. As an adult, Jaden was the only person Jax wanted advice
from, and the last person Jax felt could understand him and was not
a hater.

The naturally energetic
and fit Jax subsequently took his pain out on himself in the gym
for hours with no life goals beyond maintaining his physique - the
one thing he thought he could control - and in bars, lounges,
clubs, and other parties for weeks at a time; unable to see the
problem in his recently sober and shaky hands that could only be
stilled by the steadying feeling of another sip or hit of the
newest flavor of the month. Even after a series of arrests and
financial misfortunes, Jax was still too blind
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