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My adversities and tragedies started at the age of three, when I witnessed my sister being shot. I
watched her die in my mother’s arms. I was infected with typhoid at age five and became deaf,
blind, lame and was given two weeks to live. I learned early in life that the Death Angel isn’t
biased or prejudice, and when death knocks at your door, you must answer. Divine Providence
was evidence in my life when my deaf ear and blind eye were opened, my legs began to gain
strength, and the Death Angel passed me over. The Toe is where true friends are made, and the
bond of brotherly love is sealed forever. Racism and poverty, sickness and affliction can be
overcome with faith and love. We reached for the stars and dared to go beyond the cotton fields,
and we learned that “weeping may endure for a night, but joy cometh in the morning.”
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DedicationIt is with great love, respect, honor and appreciation that I dedicate this book to my
sister Lillie Lou Colter-Tabb, who is now present with the Lord. She was my biggest fan, and was
there for me when I needed family the most.I also dedicate this book to the mothers of Rillito,
Arizona. Thank you for loving us unconditionally and for teaching us to love each other. You
made the “Toe” an example of “a village raising a child.” I thank each mother for begetting all of
us in love and raising all of us as your children. It is written, “Spare the rod and you spoil the
child.” We thank you for not sparing the rod and for not spoiling us. We learned that discipline
when administered in love is a very powerful tool. Thank you for allowing us to be children for as
long as we could, but now we are men. It is written, “When I was a child I spoke as a child, I
understood as a child, I thought as a child, but when I became a man, I put away childish
things” (1Corinthians 13:11, KJV).Table of ContentsChaptersTitlesPage1The beginning32Big
Red103Faith is the answer134The Legend begins175When death knocks296The Do-Do
bug347Exploits428Tragedies619Love at first sight7810The Storm8911A Prelude to
death9712Transition10313Papa’s Home Going10614The Legacy11215Relationships12416She
is the One14217Three Lucky Punches?14518A light at the end of the
tunnel14819Disappointments15420Soul Mate15921From Egypt to the Promise
Land168Chapter OneThe beginningI was born at a time when men were men and women were
women and there were no in between. A time when good was the opposite of evil and love was
more than just a word, but an action. A time when law was order and beauty was more than
skin deep, because it came from a person’s heart. A time when there were differences between
adults and children and when one God prevailed over all things. It was a good time to grow up
and growing up is what we did.I was born in Crockett Texas and I am told it was named after
Davy Crockett. At the age of six months old my parents came to Arizona by way of New Mexico.
Our family was very poor and being Black made things even worse. My mother’s first set of
children were much older than the last four. In fact, our older brothers and sisters were married
and had children my age. Overall, I was the youngest of eleven children.I don’t know much
about the journey or the reason we left Texas, perhaps it was to find cotton fields with more
cotton and higher wages, but somewhere along the way we landed in Continental, Arizona. We
lived, of course, on the other side of the tracks with other Black and Native American families.
My dad was a farm hand and my mother normally worked in the fields. I can actually remember
lying on the end of her cotton sack and sleeping as my mother picked cotton and pulled me
along. I could feel the leaves from the stalks reached out and brush me lightly along the length
of my body. The smell of cotton and dirt, and the bristling of the leaves were the perfect
combination to promote good sleep. Sometimes my older sister would care for us at the car
while they worked. They would park the car at the end of the cotton rows and come and see
about us whenever they weighed their cotton sacks, if they were picking cotton, or when they
had chopped to the end of their row, when they were chopping cotton. I learned many lessons
while in this small community, and one of them was that death is inevitable. I learned that if you
die in Christ, this earth is the only hell you have to worry about, but if you die out of the will of



Christ then this is your only heaven.I have learned that if you live long enough adversity is
unavoidable, and anyone God takes from this earth can never be replaced. The void they leave
can be filled, but no one can be replaced. The greatest irreversible tragedy is the lost of a love
one or a family member. The first of such loses occurred prior to my illness, which came from an
outbreak of typhoid. My sister Bernie (Bernice) was called by the Death Angel. I believe that
everyone, prior to death, hear the call of the Death Angel or the Angel of Death. Few people
listen and know that the end is near, and others know, but they refuse to listen. When the Death
Angel calls, people do the strangest things in preparation after that calling. Some people clean
up their homes, or do clean up details in their lives. Some have financial layouts prepared. They
give away things that you never thought they would. The most precious and cherished
possessions are passed on to others simply because the Death Angel knocked on life’s door
and they listened. It is very mysterious, the reactions of individuals who know they are going to
die. If you have ever been around someone that heard the Death Angel and died, in retrospect,
you can recall things they said and did to remind you that they knew their time was winding
up.Bernie (Bernice) was seventeen years old, and she was a very beautiful girl, just beginning
her life and full of hope. She had a big smile and wore glasses that seemed a bit large for her
thin face. Sometimes the glasses slid down to the tip of her nose and rested there. Often, she
would gaze over them like a college professor. She had brown eyes, and long Black hair that
extended further when she straightened it with the old fashion straightening combs. Bernice
was of a fair complexion and had a sponge for a heart. It seems she absorbed everyone’s
feeling, and it made her very empathetic. She was just married and had a six-month-old
son.One day the Death Angel spoke to Bernie and she began acting very strange. She would
answer aloud, “Yes, what do you want…who called?” She would question us to see if we had
called her name, but we never called her nor did we know what she was talking about. She
would say, “Somebody called my name, Bernice, Bernice, didn’t y’all hear?”She started taking
long walks along the railroad tracks of Continental, Arizona searching for the voice. She was
determined to find the person. Everyday she would walk and search for the voice, but to no
avail. She could never find it or its source. Then one day I heard Bernie talking to mama. She
said, “Mama, something is wrong.” “In what way baby,” mama ask? “I keep hearing someone call
my name, but when I go looking, ain’t nobody there.” I saw mama look at Bernie with concern
and replied, “next time you hear the voice, say what do you want Lord?” The next day Bernie
went walking again, but this time it was different, when she returned, she told mama what
happened.“Mama,” said Bernie, “I asked like you said and I think I know what I must do. I’ve got
to go away mama, but I don’t want to leave you and the baby. I don’t want to go so soon.” I saw
for the first time in my life tears in mama’s eyes, but I didn’t know why. Then Bernie said to
mama, as mama was lightly touching her hair and holding her in her arms.“Mama, it's gonna be
all right, it's gonna be all right.”She took the trembling hand from off her head, and kissed it
several times. I thought to myself, where is Bernice going that makes her so sad. I later learned
that Bernie wasn’t sad about where she was going, but because she had to leave so soon.I am



reminded of the story in the Bible (1Samuel, Chapter 3): Samuel was just a child when he first
heard a voice from God speaking to him. Samuel would get up and go to Eli and say, “Here am
I.” Eli would tell Samuel, to go and lie down. He had no idea what Samuel was talking about.
After the third time Eli perceived that the Lord had called the child and told him to respond by
saying, “Speak Lord; for thy servant heareth.” Samuel did so and God spoke to him. This
reminds me of what Bernie was going through with the Death Angel. Later that day Bernie was at
home with her six-month-old son, my sister Mary and myself, we were eight and three years old
respectively. We watched Bernie as she played with her child, little Frankie and talked with us.
Little did we know that the Death Angel had spoken for the last time. At the age of three, I can
vividly recall the events of that tragic day. It is like a movie that continually plays in my mind, and
I can never forget.A loud voice shouted, “Hey!”When we turned, we could see her husband
Frank standing in the doorway. Frank had been hanging around with some of the adults that
meant him no good. He was young and gullible, and he drank too much. His older brother was
married to my mother’s younger sister. It was a strange connection, but there wasn’t any kindred
blood shared. When Frank came home that day from drinking and listening to his friends he was
intoxicated and possessed with evil intent. He was in a rage, swearing and grabbing and
throwing things. It seemed from nowhere he banished a weapon (handgun) and pointed it at
her, and he threatened to kill her. She reminded him that there were children in the room and he
should clean up his language and put the gun away. “You don’t think I will shoot you bitch,” he
blurted through his slurred speech?His eyes were red as an evening blaze and sweat dripped
from his forehead as early drops of dew from a leaf exposed to the sun. It was as if Satan
himself had sent him on a mission and nothing would stop him from carrying it out. I heard
Bernie pleading with him to put the gun down. I have never known why he was in such a rage,
but it did appear he was acting out of jealousy. He cursed and planted himself in the doorway to
try and block our exit. He pointed the weapon at Bernie, who was holding the baby, and again
threatened to kill her. There was a split moment of silence, and then he fired twice, POW! POW!
The sound was deafening and frightening, my sister Mary and I screamed with terror. Bernie felt
the impact of both bullets as they tore into her upper body. One bullet entered through her arm
pit, because she was turned sideways while holding the baby, it exited her chest grazing little
Frankie and tearing away the top of his navel. The baby started screaming with pain due to the
heat of the bullet severing part of his navel, and the loud blast from the weapon frightened him.
The blood sprayed from his wound. Bernie was knocked backwards by the impact of the shots
and was covered with blood, but she did not drop the baby. She recovered her balance and laid
the baby on the bed and staggered passed Frank who was standing sideways in the doorway.
He allowed her to brush pass him in the doorway leaving bloodstains on his clothing. The blood
began to saturate her clothing as it gushed forth like a breach in a dam that had burst to release
its waters.Frank (Chinch) was standing there holding the gun as if it was a stranger to him. The
gun shots seemed to awaken him to a point of sobriety and he was jolted by the reality of what
just happened. He looked as though he was asking himself the question, how did this weapon



get into my hands?Bernie staggered passed him never looking at him at all, but having her mind
fixed on her destination, as she tried desperately to reach our parents, who were in the barracks
next door.I passed by him in the doorway, but I didn’t think about being shot. I only wanted to
follow my sister who was hurt and fighting for her life. I followed her as she slowly went to the
barracks next door to where Mom and dad were talking about the day’s events. They too, had
become concerned and startled over the noise they had just heard. The last thing on their mind
was the tragedy that had just unfolded. “Mama, Mama,” she cried out with a soft voice, as she
stumbled along. It took all her strength to make it next door to the attached barrack. With every
ounce of her life oozing out of her body, she fell against the screen door and using every bit of
her strength, she was barely able to turn the knob and open the door. Slowly she staggered
inside with shear determination, because there was no more strength from which to draw.
Everything she touched was scarlet red with her blood, which profusely poured from her body
like a fountain. There were bloodstains on everything she touched. Her clothes turned a scarlet
color as they became soaked with blood. It was devastating watching the essence of life flow
from her open wounds. As she would lift her feet slowly to take the next step her footprint in the
dirt would quickly fill with blood and a watery liquid. This was an indication that the bullets had
pierced the sack around her heart. The steps that Bernie took to get to mama’s arms were
outlined in crimson. The imprint of her every step contained drops of Bernie’s life being left
behind on the ground. Her blood cried out from the ground for God to give her strength to make
it to mama’s arms.My father was sitting in a chair watching Bernie as she entered the room, but
was frozen and speechless from peering at the gruesome sight. Bernie was covered with blood
that had soaked through her clothes and had run the length of her arms and was dripping from
her fingertips. She leaned backwards against the wall for support as she made her way towards
my father. Finally, with no more strength she slid down the wall to her knees and fell forward
across my father’s lap. Daddy sat in total disbelief and he was speechless as he touched
Bernie, and then lifted up his hands to examine the red coloring. She was crying softly, but in a
soft and weak voice she spoke to mama who was across the room. “Mama I’ve been shot,” she
whispered softly, “Mama I’ve been shot.” Mama ran from across the room to where Bernie was
lying crouched over daddy’s lap. The reality of Bernie’s pain was in plain view and mama’s heart
break as she reached for her child. Dad sat there petrified and in shock as the tears begin
flowing from his eyes like rivers of water as he began to perceive the reality of the situation.
Mama ran to Bernie lifting her up into her arms and they both fell against the wall. They were
pressed against the wall as Bernie again, slid down the wall still in mama’s arms.I heard my
mother say, “No God, not my baby, please God not my baby, my baby!” Bernie lay there in
mama’s arms. The loving arms that had held her many times, and had not failed to ever comfort
her. These arms had held her so gentle and for so many years as a child, and were now holding
her unto death. Just a few days earlier she had rested in those same arms as she told mama
about the voice of the Death Angel. Yes, even unto death mama’s arms comforted Bernice.
They both sat on the floor in each other’s arms covered in the scarlet essence of life that drained



from her. Tears were flowing softly and both hearts beating together. Soon only one heart would
continue to beat. For one last time, Bernice looked into the tear stained face of a grieving mother
about to lose the whole world, and she said softly, “Mama, I’ve been shot. It's gonna be all right
mama, it's gonna be all right.” Then I heard mama plead to God one last time for the life of her
child, “No God, please, not my baby my baby!” Bernie continued to gaze into a grieving face, and
into the eyes of a mother that were cloudy with tears. She whispered, “Mama its okay, I’m going
home.” Both of their hearts beat frantically and then one slowed until there was only one heart
beating among the arms that were entangled in an embrace. Bernice closed her eyes and her
heart ceased to beat. I believe for a brief moment mama’s heart stopped also. She died with
Bernie for a little while. Bernie’s body grew limp and she appeared relaxed for the first time since
she heard the call of the Death Angel. It seemed she was at such great peace and appeared so
comfortable there in mama’s arms.The voice she now heard was that of the heavenly choir
singing softly as she made her entrance through the gates of pearls and into the presence of
God. Her spirit was now free, and she went home to be with the Lord. For it is written “to be
absent from the body, is to be present with the Lord” (2 Corinthians 5:8, KJV).She went to a
place where we are told will be of many mansions.Christ said, “Let not your heart be troubled: ye
believe in God, believe also in me. In my Father’s house are many mansions: if it were not so, I
would have told you. I go to prepare a place for you. And if I go and prepare a place for you, I
will come again and receive you unto myself that where I am, there ye may be also. And whither
I go ye know, and the way ye know” (John 14:1-4, KJV). This is the place where she would no
longer have to hear the voice of the Death Angel. Yes, that day Bernie’s spirit, “returned to God
whom gave it” (Ecclesiastes 12:7, KJV).Frank was still in the apartment gazing at the weapon
when reality hit him like a bolt of lightening. He fell to his knees and cried with a loud voice, “Oh
my God, I done shot my wife! I done killed my wife!” He dropped the weapon and with his face in
his hands, he wept hysterically.The police came and took him away. After they had all left, I
followed my older brother Willie, as he walked to the screen door, and observed through tearful
eyes the blood of our sister covering the door post. He retrieved a pocket knife from his front
pocket and started trimming the wood that was covered with blood. I watched him as he cried in
silence, and made a futile empty to erase the evidence of what had happened. Perhaps, hoping
that by removing the blood, he could erase what had happened.I thought God was so cruel not
to answer mama. I saw her sitting there drenched in the blood of her loving child, asking God
not to take her baby. I knew then that God did not answer my mother’s prayer. A few days later
we had Bernie’s Home-Going (Christian funeral), and I told my mother that I didn’t love God
anymore, because he didn’t answer her prayer. I was surprised when she turned to me with
tearful eyes and sat me down before her.“Son, don’t ever say that you don’t love God on account
of me,” said mama. “God does answer prayers and he did answer my prayer. Sometimes we
have to wait for that answer; sometimes the answer comes immediately, sometimes the answer
is yes, and sometimes the answer is no. Don’t ever forget that when death knocks, we all must
answer.” This incident remains a mystery today: where did Frank get the gun? What was he



upset about? Who was he drinking with that day? All these things did come out in court, but I
was too young to remember. I was told later in life that the gun belonged to my Uncle Sly. My
sister Mary testified against Frank and did an excellent job for an eight-year-old. Frank was
convicted of first-degree murder and was sentenced to life in prison. His only defense was, “I
was drunk.” The sentence was surprising, because in those days “Black on Black crime” was
ignored in most parts of the country.Chapter TwoBig RedThere is a saying: “when it rain, it
pours.” Symbolically, adversity is something that has a tendency to pour. It’s like Murphy’s Law,
if it can get worse it will. Two years later there was an epidemic of rabies throughout the camp.
Many of the domestic animals had become infected, by coyotes, skunks and other wild
animals. We children were playing in the yard when my dog Big Red came from the woods
acting very strange. He was a large dog with red hair and a strong body. He was a mutt and
mixed with every kind of dog that wandered the campsite, but he was my best friend. He was
growling at everyone and acting as if he didn’t know anyone. He had been gone for a few days,
so I thought he was out chasing some female in heat. His peculiar behavior made me think he
was just getting old and grumpy. He was foaming at the mouth and was staggering against
walls, stumbling over broken chairs and seemed down right mad at everyone. Many of the kids
were afraid and ran inside their houses. I wasn’t really paying much attention to the children,
because my eyes were on my buddy, Big Red. I looked around and noticed that I was the only
one outside. Big Red started running circles around the barracks as if he was disoriented. I
thought to myself, this is enough! If we were going to have some fun, I’d better catch him and tie
him up. As he came around the corner, I approached him, and got right in the path of Big Red,
so I could stop him. I was tired of this mess.Suddenly, I felt something come over me, and I
stopped in my tracks. Something was really wrong with him. I sensed something evil about the
look on his face as he approached me. He was blind with madness, and he didn’t seem to know
me. He was gritting his teeth and coming straight towards me. I knew he was blind with rage,
and that I could become his victim. I begin slowly backing away. He began to cut the distance
between us. Every step seemed to get shorter and Big Red was getting closer and closer. I
could sense I was close to the house, but I was afraid to turn around. As I took a step
backwards, I fell. Big Red leaped at me, but just as he leaped, I kicked and hit Big Red in the
mouth. He bit the heel of my shoe taking it off my foot and shaking it in his mouth like a shark
that had bitten his prey. He rolled like an alligator doing a death roll with its prey trapped in its
jaws. He was tearing it to threads as he growled, snarled and chewed. I continued crawling
backwards trying to spread the distance between Big Red and myself. Then the reality of me not
being in the shoe struck him. He shook his head one final time throwing the shoe several feet
away. He turned and with all the hatred and wrath of an animal possessed with the intent to kill;
he started after me. I was paralyzed with fear. A thousand thoughts flashed through my mind,
but one thought stood out above all. Wait a minute. Why hadn't I heard the voice of the Death
Angel? I lay there starring at Big Red about to make his final charge. I saw him leave the
ground, all four paws flying through the air, his foaming mouth wide open and aimed for my



throat. He was about three feet away and we were face to face as he soared through the air.
Suddenly there was a sound like thunder that comes with a flash of lightening. An unknown force
hit Big Red and knocked him down to the ground beside me. I heard him cry out in pain, and I
thought, what happened? The impact had knocked him out of mid air and onto the ground
beside me. I saw him lying there covered in blood. He gasped frantically for air, but could get
none. His chest expanded then he exhales and became motionless by my side. Before he died,
I looked in his eyes, and I could sense, as he gained a moment of sanity, his plea for
forgiveness. I heard footsteps and I heard, “thump-thump!” I turned and saw two empty shotgun
shells on the ground beside me, and I heard a voice, oh what a voice.“You all right son,” said a
familiar voice?I looked up from the position of lying on my back, and dad was looking down with
tearful eyes, and holding on to his double barrel shotgun and both barrels were still smoking. Big
Red was lying there motionless. My emotions were mixed with both gratitude and sorrow. Oh,
what a friend to have gone in such a manner. “Big Red was a good dog, he didn’t mean you no
harm,” Dad said. “He got rabies and he wasn’t himself. He was no longer in control of his
mind.” He paused for a moment wiping his eyes with an old handkerchief and saying as he stuck
it back into his coveralls, “I know you loved him, but he was about to attack someone that I love,
and I couldn’t let that happen. If there is a choice between you and Big Red, you are my
choice.” Dad lifted me up from the ground and said, “I want you to remember Big Red the way he
was before he got sick, and before all this happened.”My dad told me that many people
remember others in their agony at the last moment of their lives prior to death, when they are not
really themselves. He reminded me, “Don’t remember Big Red like that.”When I remember big
Red, I think about what my father told me that day, and I remember a friend. I remember when I
would ride him like a horse, and I use him like a pillow when I slept. When we would go chasing
lizards and birds; I would throw rocks at the birds and every once in a while, get lucky and hit
one. They would fall out of the trees or flutter on the ground and Big Red would beat me to them
and claim them for himself. He would deny that I had done anything. He did prove his loyalty
many times and attempted to give his life for me when he thought other dogs were trying to
attack me. He would even growl at my friends when he thought they were too rough in their
playing with me. We were inseparable and he was indeed my best friend. When I think of that
tragic day, I think of it as the day my best friend died. Chapter ThreeFaith is the answerAs a
small child, five years old, I was stricken with a disease called typhoid (this was the illness
mentioned earlier). In fact, I brought typhoid to our community and single handedly was
responsible for all the outhouses in the community being demolished and replaced with more
sanitized restrooms. I did learn one thing and that is, “faith is the answer.”My friends and I would
chase lizards, chickens and other things that had a way of getting the attention of a child. We
would chase these animals and creatures into the oddest places. The White kids would have
tree houses and some abandoned building to play in, but not us Black kids. We played in and
around outhouses that had at one time been filled with human feces. Defecation that had been
covered with dirt and lime and had become so hard you could walk on it like a cement sidewalk.



Now, you can only walk on “crap” for so long before you get infected with a disease and with me
it was typhoid.I was hospitalized and as a result of the diagnosis, all the outhouses in the
community of Continental Arizona had to be destroyed and replaced. They even sanitized and
modernized them and made them flush.Well, the hospital said I was about to “bite the dust” and
that my parents may as well come and take me home to die. Of course, they didn’t tell me that I
had only two weeks to live. When mom came in crying and dad shaking his head with that look
on his face, I knew something was wrong. I thought their reaction was for my sister Mary, who
had been admitted along with me. I thought she was the one not going to make it, but little did I
know the verdict was against me.It was immediately afterwards strange things started to
happen. I was actually going to be sent home that day on a bus that ran through the area of
Continental, but mom and dad had second thoughts about me riding the bus home, so they
came and got me. I was in pretty bad shape. I couldn’t walk, I couldn’t hear very well and the
disease had made me so weak I couldn’t even care for myself. I was told I was going home that
day and was suppose to ride the bus home, but in my condition, no way! I was so weak that
catching a bus and getting off a quarter mile from the house would have posed a serious
problem. A quarter of a mile is a long way to crawl. Of course, they wouldn’t tell me I was never
expected to walk again and was expected to die within two weeks. Any way, that’s water under
the bridge because my parents came and picked me up, and we all started home to prepare for
my demise. We traveled down the same road the bus went and saw the bus that I was suppose
to be on involved in a fatal accident. It had run head on into a motorcycle, burst into flames and
many were killed. This is when I begin to sense that there was divine intervention being worked
in my life. We got home, and I didn’t even have crutches. Of course, if I were White, they would
have given me a wheel chair with a motor and a cup holder for lemonade. I couldn’t play with
other kids because I couldn’t walk, so I made my own wheel chair. With a creative and
innovative mind, I decided that I was going to become mobile. I took an old wagon, knocked a
hole’ through the center of the floor and I stuck a rod through the hole’ to the ground. By this
brilliant ingenuity I was able to pry myself along. Man, what an idea.Another strange thing
happened. Mama took me to a revival to be prayed for and the Evangelist said I was chosen,
like John the Baptist or Moses. Can you believe that? I was hand picked by God to be special.
No way! The Evangelist just put his hands on me and said, “Lord thou hast chosen this child,”
then he prayed a very strange prayer, “Lord, I have lived a good and long life, but this child has
just begun to live. If death must come, let it be me and not him. Let this child live that he may
fulfill your purpose in his life.” So, it was said, so it was done. I don’t know who this guy was
trying to impress, but you don’t play with God. Of course, there was a chance he was very
sincere. The Evangelist died and soon afterward I made a miraculous recovery. What a miracle!
One thing I learned from this is, be careful how you pray and what you say. You must make sure
you are willing to deal with the consequences of your request. God will hear your persistent plea
and give you what you ask for, but not to harm you or destroy you, but for your own personal
reproof. The Bible tells us, “Those whom he loves he chastens.” We continue to ask God for



those things, which are detrimental to us, so God gives us a taste, so that we may see for
ourselves. The Bible tells us that the children of Israel desired a king even after God told them
that He was the only King they needed. They were persistent about the fact that they wanted to
be like others that had a king. God warned them and then gave them a king for their
chastisement. He gave them Saul (1Samuel Chapter 8). The Bible tells us that God does not
give us things that will destroy us. Matthew states, “For every one that asketh receiveth; and he
that seeketh findeth; and to him that knocketh it shall be opened. Or what man is there of you,
whom if his son ask bread, will he give him a stone? Or if he asks for a fish, will he give him a
serpent? If ye then, being evil, know how to give good gifts unto your children, how much more
shall your Father which is in heaven give good things to them that ask him,” (Matthew: 7:8-11,
KJV)?While in this state of affliction I learned a lot about the mind of a child. Isn’t it amazing that
as a child you can do the most daring tasks simply because you don’t know any better? One
thing I believe is that child psychology makes sense to a child. For example, a child thinks like
this: if you don’t know certain things, then it is impossible to be hurt from lack of knowledge. It is
when you know things that you get hurt. What I am saying is this, we are capable of doing the
impossible until we find out what we did is impossible to do. When we become aware that it is
impossible then it becomes impossible.For example, as a kid we did things that would be
considered impossible and fatal by an adult. We rode our bicycles with our eyes shut and no
hands to see how far we could ride or how far we could go before we hit something. When our
parents tell us not to do that or we will get hurt, sure enough, we get hurt the next time we try it.
If they had not said anything, then nothing would have happened. Only when we are warned
that something will happen that it happens.We can eat certain things and touch things that are
forbidden and nothing happens, until our parents tell us not to touch or eat it because it will kill
us. Now before you got this information you could do it and live, but if you did it after you were
told not to, there is no doubt you would fall over dead instantly. If you don’t know it’s harmful,
then nothing happens, but when you learn the truth it will kill you. Now that’s child
psychology.Sometimes people that are deathly sick live normal lives because they don’t know
they should have died last year. But as soon as the doctors tell them, give or take a month, they
lose their will to live and sure enough they die. We are talking about death within a few days or in
some cases, a few hours. Some people go to the doctor feeling great, but when they find out
from the doctor that they are deathly sick, they stop feeling great and become miserable until
they die. I didn’t get sick until my parents said, “if you don’t stop playing around them nasty
outhouses, you’re gonna get sick!”Now try to picture this: scientist say that the structures of the
bumble bee’s wing in reference to the bee’s body weight make it impossible for the bumble bee
to fly. The wing structure is insufficient for lifting the weight of the bee. Can you believe that?
The problem is this: no one has found a way to tell the bumblebee that he can’t fly and because
he doesn’t know, that little sucker just keeps on flying. Believe me, as soon as science finds a
way, they are going to explain it to the bumble bee and every one of them bees are going to stop
flying. Can you imagine bees falling out the air all over the world once they get the news? Then



as time passes them by, they will all be sitting around on the ground saying: “Wow, I remember
when we use to fly, and then they told us that we couldn’t, what a shame!”As for my miraculous
recovery, I later learned that it was not because I didn’t know I was supposed to die that helped
me to live, but because of the grace and mercy of an All Mighty God. It was God that made it
possible for me to walk the path He had chosen for me. I don’t believe in luck, but I do believe
that God allows the “sun to rise on the evil and on the good, and sendeth rain on the just and on
the unjust” (Matthew 5:45, KJV). Little did I know that all of this was for a purpose? At the age of
six, I recovered and we were once again a total family. I was able to walk with legs they said I
would never be able to stand on. I was able to hear out of a deaf ear they said could never hear
sound, and of course I went beyond the two weeks they gave me to live. God brought about a
change in my life, and from that time to now, I never take His grace and mercy for
granted.Chapter FourThe legend beginsDad was still cursing, drinking, gambling and taking
care of his family. Mom was still praying, serving God and holding on to His unchanging hand.
The hands we knew and had confidence that they would protect and guide us throughout our
lives.I learned that “God is the same yesterday, today and forever” and faith in God is the answer
to all things. The Bible tells us that “God hath dealt to every man the measure of faith” (Romans
12:3). We must understand that it is the source of your faith that is important. Christ should be
the source of your faith, not riches or fame, silver and gold or house and land.My dad was about
six feet three inches tall, skinny as a bean pole and balding. I heard he had red hair before it fell
out and what was left turned grayish. He was in his early fifties and mom was forty-three years
old when I was born. Dad had a sense of humor and believed in the existence of God. He
believed in the various concepts of divinity, as far as God being the creator and is alive. Dad
believed in the “check and balance system.” Dad’s concept was simply this: God judges a
person by the goodness of his heart or if that person does more good, than bad, he had it made.
Dad felt that if you were a good person doing good things, that was all that really counted. In
retrospect, I wished I had known then what I know today. I could have told dad that was not the
way of salvation. Only through faith in Jesus Christ is man saved. Not through your goodness or
through your deeds. I am reminded of the scripture that says, “...But we are all as an unclean
thing and all our righteousness are as filthy rags; and we all do fade as a leaf; and our iniquities
like the wind have taken us away” (Isaiah 64:6, KJV). The good and righteous deeds we do
outside of salvation are like filthy rags in the sight of God. Without Christ in your life, these things
are in vain. Only through Christ are we able to make it through the doorway to eternal life. Doing
good things and expecting to go heaven without accepting Christ, is like a person who takes
courses at the University, but never registers. The courses do not count unless he registers with
the front office. Those who register will graduate one day, but if you don’t register, you can’t
graduate.Dad may have had his own personal concept of religion, but he still respected mom’s
faith, and he actually respected and feared mom’s faithfulness and Godly convictions. Dad
knew that within that little old Black lady, and that little kind heart was an awesome power. A
power that exceeded earthly powers and could only come from love, and God is Love. I later



found out that the power mama possessed came from the gift of the Holy Spirit in her life. I thank
God that I had a praying mama. She could get in touch with God in an instance. Her faith
enabled her to have an instant connection with God and that saved my butt many times. I know
it was because I had a praying mama that I was able to get out of trouble situations. I believe her
vicarious faith kept me afloat when I found myself in deep waters.Dad was always joking and
exhibiting a sense of humor and doing crazy things, but I could detect a deep sense of respect
he had for mama. Dad’s relationship to God was one of real fear. He was a godly man in his
own way, but I’m afraid it wasn’t God’s way. Like many people today you can’t come to God on
your terms. God doesn’t bargain for your soul. It is written, “Behold, all souls are mine; as the
soul of the father, so also the soul of the son is mine: the soul that sinneth, it shall die. But if a
man be just, and do that which is lawful and right…And hath not oppressed any, but hath
restored to the debtor his pledge, hath spoiled none by violence, hath given his bread to the
hungry, and hath covered the naked with a garment; He that hath not given forth upon usury,
neither hath taken any increase, that hath withdrawn his hand from iniquity, hath executed true
judgment between man and man, Hath walked in my statutes, and hath kept my judgments, to
deal truly; he is just, he shall surely live, saith the Lord God” (Ezekiel 18: 4-5, 7-9, KJV ).My
father later decided that it was time for us to leave. Dad, mom and the five younger children
gathered our things together and moved to a place called Amado, Arizona. Amado was a desert
without people. It was a place where we lived in total isolation of human life. We were deep in
the desert and no one ever came to visit. It was like being on the Island of Patmos, where the
Apostle John was exiled in the Book of Revelation. There were wild beasts who threatened to
eat us day and night, and total isolation.The living conditions were even more primitive than
Continental. We live where there were no outhouses. We had the woods as our own personal
rest room. The people were prejudice and the school still practiced segregation even though it
was supposed to be integrated. We prayed for deliverance, and God heard our prayers or
should I say mama’s prayers. My father had gotten a job and had an opportunity to buy some
land and possibly build a house. We hoped that we would be able to grow up in this new
community and live there for the rest of our lives. We packed our belonging and said goodbye
to Amado and hello to Rillito, Arizona. True happiness was Amado, Arizona in our rearview
mirror.Rillito was a place where little boys grow up with lifetime friends. Where little girls never
forget their first kiss, and where adults become Godly individuals. It was said of Rillito that “it
was holy ground and those that walked upon that ground were precious in the eyes of God.” Yes,
we did it, we moved to Rillito, Arizona. Its inhabitants later referred to it as the “Toe,” which was a
reference to the last syllable in the name Rillito.The boys and girls that grew up in this
community were called “Toe Boys” and “Toe Girls.” Rillito was initially nothing more than just
land, a few cabins, few houses and many outhouses. It was a place where many Blacks,
Mexicans and Native Americans congregated in a camp as families to work for the “MAN.” Now
when I say the “MAN” don’t get me wrong. He wasn’t always White and in Rillito and Marana,
the “MAN” who owned the cotton fields was Chinese. It was a melting pot of cultures, and the



main source of employment was in the cotton fields or working on the farms. Many would pick,
pull, chop and gin cotton. I mean, if there was anything to do with cotton, we did it. Sometimes
we chewed on it, and many times we wiped our behinds with it.We lived in the camp until we
were able to buy an acre of land and three cabins. We were still in the Toe, but we lived in three
separate cabins that faced each other in the shape of a triangle on our on own acre of land. The
cabins each had a tin roof until we were able to replace the tin roof with wood planks. We had a
wood heater that would glow when we put to much wood inside. It would turn red, and the stove
pipes that came out through the roof would get so hot, we would have to go on the roof and
sprinkle water on the roof to keep it from catching on fire. I had to chop wood for the cooking
stove and the heating stove. Our beds were crowded, and I could look out through the holes in
the roof and count the stars. The roof wasn’t rain proof and every time it rained it leaked. When
the dust blew, which seemed almost every day, the dust would come through the cracks in the
walls. The floors were dirt floors and we would sprinkle water on the floor to harden the ground.
We didn’t have a refrigerator; it was called an ice box. You bought ice from the iceman and put
about fifty pounds in the ice box which kept things cool, not cold. Most of the families got
subsidy food from town because we were so poor and we all had gardens and animals. I ate so
much welfare meat, peanut butter and cheese that I got sick of it. My mother would always
come up with different ways of preparing the commodity food we received. It was a relief to eat a
rabbit or quail once in a while instead of commodity handouts.  When someone slaughtered a
hog almost every family got a part of that hog. We shared produce from the gardens, which
each family grew and it wasn’t unusual for a kid to be sent from house to house borrowing flour,
sugar, salt, lard or whatever was needed. You could borrow anything from anybody, except
money. I still remember who got certain parts of the hog. I remember who got the feet, who got
the tongue and which parts I took to each family at their request. It was this attitude of giving and
sharing that brought this community together as a family. There was a bond in that place that we
won’t find again until we get to heaven. 
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