


We are eternal feminine spirits...
resutrecting from the wombs
of the Earth...to spread our
message...to silence violence...

and...immerse the world in peace.
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YOU LOSE SOME,YOU WIN SOME
by Anthea Dennis

There 1 was: tears rolling down the side of my face and into my ears as I lay on my
back bundled up in a floral blanket in the queen-sized bed. My mind was racing as [
stared at the ceiling fan. My head was spinning just as the fan was. ['looked over at
the clock; it was 9:37 in the morning. The netve of that man. Why would my uncle
call me so early in the morning to yell ar me, knowing that my disabled sister had
passed away the day before.

I lay there thinking of all that my uncle had said. “You're irresponsible and
immature. You can’t use your sister’s death as an excuse, just as you can’t use your
parents’ deaths as an excuse!” 1 could still hear his voice booming through the
phone. How could he assume that [ used my parents’ deaths? What had [ done
that was cause for his disappointment? The thoughts consumed me. I started
hyperventilating because I was overwhelmed with mixed emotions. [ had grief

within my heart, sadness in my eyes, and anger in my blood.



My parents died when | was just a lictle
girl. My father passed when | was elght years
old, and my mother, when | was eleven. | stayed
with my older sister from the tme that my
parents died. We shared the same father, but
she had a different mother. We are eleven
years apart. She became my legal guardlan when
she was 19. Living with my sister was not a
walk In the park. She abused me verbally and
would make me feel like an unwanted creature
in her home--a burden she couldn't get rid of.
| had justified her actions by reminding myself
that she was bitter because she had sacrificed
her youth to take care of me, our brother A J;,
and our mentally disabled sister, Mata.

The four of us stayed in a house on the
Eastside that my older sister had bought with
the money that our father had left us. One-by-
one we all eventually were kicked out of that

home. A J. was taken away by DCF when they

speculated that he was being abused. I kept my
mouth shut when they questioned me, so they
left me there thinking ! was okay. Maia found
herself a lover and ran away with him. She
would come back off and on, only to get kicked
out before she had the chance to run off. In
2006, she left and never came back. | didn’t
know that would be the last time we saw each
other face to face.

My friends called me,"The Last One
Standing.” Despite our ups and downs, my
sister managed to keep me around. Then one
day, my older sister recelved the cell phone
bill and saw thata 911 call had been placed
from my phone. | had no recollection of ever
making that call and had no clue how that
number showed up on the bill, but she insisted
that | was trying to call the cops on her; and
she kicked me out. It was Thursday,August 14,

2008. That was the day | realized that all | had

was myself. That's the day that | realized thact |
had no famlly.

From that day on, | moved from house to
house. | never really felt like | had a place to
call home. Everywhere | went, | felt like | was
nothing. When | was eighteen years old and
had just finished my firse year in college, my
aunt Val and Uncle Sterlen let me move In with
themn. They were like the parents | almost never
had. They had a beautiful home and were such
beautiful people. That beauty soon perished.
Not long after | moved in, | found myself living
with two crazy people who thought they
needed to ralse me. | didn't need to be raised; |
Just needed guidance. They couldn’t distinguish
between the two. They dictated who | could
hang with, lectured me everyday, and gave me a
curfew of nine.

| was very focused during my second year

in college. | worked hard in school, had fun

with my friends, and checked-in frequently at
home. Everything was in order. Maia would
call me often, just about everyday. We would
{augh, talk about the weather, and simple things.
| was so happy for her. Although she had a
mental disabllity, she took care of herself. And
Mike, her lover, was taking good care of her,
too. She called when he finally proposed.
“Girrrl!” she said ecstatically as she extended
her R's. She was living a fairy tale.

| was sitting on my bed watching televislon
in my dorm room talking to my friend about
the random things that crossed our minds.
My phone rang, and it was my older sister.
We weren't on the best of terms; but we had
reconciled things between us, She had wished
me a happy birthday the day before, so what
could she want? | answered the phone and
Immediately knew that something was wrong

by her tone of voice. She asked if | were






one of his lectures about being responsible.
| apologized, and we hung up.

When | finally went back home to my
aunt and uncle’s house, | could tell my uncle
was stlll angry when | walked through the
door and greeted him. | talked to my aunt and
explained that Maia had no insurance and that
we, the siblings, were going to have to pay for
her funeral entirely out of packet. | got myself
ready for bed and cried myself to sleep
another night.

My phone rang loudly near my pillow. |
looked at the clock on the nightstand by my
bed; it was a quarter to eight in the morning.
| checked the caller ID and it read: UNCLE
STERLEN. | ignored the call because | was not
In the mood. | was too exhausted from crying
and could barely open my swollen and puffy
eyes, He called several more times. | ignored

all of them until | was ready to answer. It was

during the nine o’clock hour when | decided to
finally answer.

“Why didn't you call home like | asked you
to?” he bellowed.

“Uncle Sterten,” | started. "My mind was
not in the right place. | wasn't thinking.
| just wanted to go to where my family was.” |
expected my uncle to understand since he of all
people should know what it was like to lose a
sister. He didn’t feel what | felt We hung up. It
wasn't long until he was calling my phone again.

“That's a sorry excuse!” he told me.
*You should go stay with them.”

“If you don't want me here, Uncle Sterlen,
| will go!” I yelled

“Then go!" he replied. | felt punched in
the chest by his words. | knew he didn't want
me there. He was ready to let me go. | hopped
out of bed and began to pack the things that

! had left behind when | went to school. It

wasn'’t much because | had brought most of my
belongings to school with me. | called my best
friend from high school to see if | could stay ac
her house until | went back to school.

The next six days were full of stress,
sweat, and tears. Maia’s funeral was held on
November 3. It was one of the saddest days
In my life because | had to say good-bye to an
angel on earth. And not only that, | had already

missed a week of school. Just hours after the

funeral, | had to get on that train and head back.

It was very hard.

On the train ride home, | thought about
how much | had lost, but | also thought about
how much | had gained. | thought about my
sister and realized that | needed to forgive
myself to have peace within myself. Although
| lost her, she would always be my sister and
my guardian angel. Her death brought us even

closer together. | may have gotten kicked

out of another home, but [ was still standing.
Somehow Maia’s death had caused me to gain
strength to do better and be better. | thought,
“One day | will have a place of my own.” | just
needed to work hard to make Mala and my
parents proud. | needed to be strong for all of
them, and | was going to be.

The following semester, | worked hard. |
finally reached a 4.0 GPA and hit the dean’s list
hard, | was on a workaholic streak, saving my
money, and working towards being the kind of
adult my uncle could never diminish again.

| know God is watching over me and my
parents, too. | also know I've got the newest

addition to my guardian angels, Maia.




My golden body is of royal caliber; My fallen diamonds will do you no harm.

I shine with salty diamonds. My army is vast.

The extreme heat has made me crisp.
Curved like Daffy Duck’s bill. !
Il fitin the palm of your hand,

But grasp me with a gende finger.

Loaded with mindiess clones,
Ready to jump into battle,
Another of the royal famliy members
Has been taken.

Crack, Crunch, chew. Crack, Crunch, chew.

Hard enough, yet not hard enough.

Do not mind me flaking. \‘

His destined demise.
Lost in the stomach,

But he is replaceable.

UNTITLED
Kevin Mack
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Abba
Melody C. Johnson

Everything starts with something. In Medias Res. This life is by no means epic. Someane is born
into a particular family. Someone is angry. Someone gets hurc Hurt people hurt people.Wailing into the
world is how Amelia was born.A city hospital for women. A working father.An inexperienced mother. |
think she was wailing in protest; maybe she knew about the anger; maybe she was crying early to ward
off the inevitable pain.When she was half a year old, she began whisting. When she was four, she knew
all about pain; She knew some of her mother's pain, It was farge, and mystical, and belonged to the adult
world. 5o when she floated down from the pine trees in the back yard, or landed from trips to the
moon, she remembered her mother's tears and frowns. Amelia had her own pain, But all pain centered
on the persan called Daddy.

He was like a big dark cloud.When he blew in, the light went out. He spoke of Jesus and did a good

job teaching her about God, She knew that when he came home, she was to call on Jesus with all her
might and maybe escape a storm and a beating. He would always begin with a sermon. She would always
end with welts on her face, She was a squirmer; allergic to dust, mold, grass, mildew, pollen, cats, and
dogs. Prone to sneeze, She was always too late to get tissue because once he started a sermon Daddy
wouldn't let anyone move for anything, not even to pee.Amelia hated sneezing, hated the warm gobs
of translucent snot that sajled our of her nose, blocking air flow, wetting her chin and cheeks and neck,
dripping onto her clothes. Most of all, she hated sneezing because of the unmasked disgust it provoked
on Daddy's face,When she would sneeze his face would wrinkle in disbelief and anger, as if it were a
personal insult. She would lower her head in shame and wipe her nose with the back of her hand. His
face would darken with even more disgust.

*“You think anybody wanna see that!"* he would ask. He would shake his head,"God."

Amelia never thought to call on Jesus then because whar followed bad been her fault.
She had caused it

She knew violence before she could spell it. But she didn't know yet to equate violence with
wrong.Amelia knew to equate violence with herself. Amelia needed violence done toward her by Daddy.
If Daddy didn’t do violence towards Amelia, something was wrong. Amelia wouldn't nap if Daddy didn't
beat Amelia first She wouldn't eac until he raised welts on her cheeks, Something about the tears made
her calm down. Made her sleepy. She liked it; the sleepiness of weeping, the sun in a heat wave; a nap
in direct hot sun for an hour. It started unpleasandy, a strong pain. It was like letting the sun suck all
the energy out of your body leaving it sappy and thick like overripe fruit. Heavy and slow, drained and
embraced with sweat and humidity. The only course of action after that is a good sleep. You'll wake up
with a headache, but no dreams, only peace

Her mother didn't like
this unhealthy
love of tears.

Her mother didn’t like this unhealthy love
of tears. She refused to beat Amelia, even if
Amelia disobeyed her mother, which strangely
enough prompted Amelia to obey; o strive to be
a good kid. It took her mother telling her that it
was wrong, for Amelia’s equation to finally read:
Violence against Amelia equals bad, Quick to
follow this equation was:Violence against Momma
is bad. Slower to follow was Daddy plus Violence
against Amelia equals Daddy hates Amelia. That
didn't happen until middle school. Likewise, the
sum of Daddy plus at home equals stay out of
his way and tremble came along in the éth grade
The equation with the sum of "something’s wrong
with me,” goes back so far Amelia can’t remember
where it first began.

Pastors usually ioved their daughters.
Loved them and flaunted them to the whole
congregation if they were good daughters, Amelia's
Daddy was ordained. He preached, but he only did
so when it looked like he could ke the church
he was preaching at. He didn’t have a church of
his own and Amelia and her mother paid for it
He would hold them captive for hours preaching
to his imagined mega congregation. But when he
got a chance to preach as a guest at a church, he
would run wich it.As if the pastor would hand

over his flock to a new young guy with three
hour long sermons and five hour long prayers.
His passion for sermons and the Bible; his passion
for the pulpit matched his anger.They were of
the same strength, Fiery, wild, full; once started,
nothing could stop it. He seemed to relish his
anger like he relished his sermons; seemed to
relish the violence and then say he didn't really
want to do whatever it was Amelia and her
mother had made him do.

Amelia watched other Daddies, but didn’c
believe them.Who really kisses their daughter's
cheeks in public! Who really smiles at them
without a crazed glow of anger in the eyes? Who
really lets them go to sleepovers or birthday
parties? Who really never grabs the backs of their
daughter's necks in public to squeeze until tears
prick their eyes? When she began to watch those
yucky princess movies, the true essence of the lie
became hard to ignore, She couldn’t escape the
fact her eyes weren't lying, that the Daddies were
true.The fact was her life was the lie, The rest of
the young female population lived with Daddies
who rushed in like knights in shining armor after
coming to their senses before the movie ended
and they missed their chances altogether. She
knew her Daddy would never do that, never rush
in, never save her. He was the one she needed
saving from. Somehow, in the midst of trying to
believe that God as a father would do that, she
had trouble believing even He ever would,

Once upon a time, there was an indignant
teenager faced by a ferocious angry older man.
This older man was the biggest, meanest, giant of
all time, He misused his strength to hurt those



he loved instead of protect them... indeed he
protected them so much it ended up bruising
them and leaving welts on their faces. He
breathed down fire on the young teenage girl
for some perceived wrong: for a nose twitch at
the wrong time, for a misplaced sneeze, a direct
insult to him, Once upon a time that teenager
was Amelia and she stood there and got burned.
Smoldered. All the pastors Amelia had heard
raught that one should never defend oneself aven
when one was right."'Let vengeance be God's!"
She believed them. She took the scorching

But there was one day when her Daddy
had stormed in from work, angry. He would have
hit somebody, Amelia was sure. He had done it
before, He was angry that there were dishes in
the sink, angry that her mother hadn't moved
fast enough to kiss him at the door, angry that
she was still working on the last dish for dinner,
angry that Amelia was helping her mother cook
to make things move faster, angry that Amelia
hadn’t moved quick enough to hug him, angry
that the TV was on and the radio was off, angry
that the windows weren't open for light and air,
angry that her mother'’s hair wasn't straightened
but in curls, angry that Amelia was looking at him
The greatest common denominator here is angry.
Factoring that into her own equation, Amelia got
righteous. She raised up in her mind, looked up to
the heavenlies and under her breath prayed."In
the Name of Jesus, | take authority over whatever
demon is over my Daddy and bind it! | crush it
under the throne of Jesus and make it subject to
his ruie!”

it was like ice water had
been doused over her
father: He stopped
mid-word as if choked
and walked out of the
house deflated,

It was like lce water had been doused over
her father. He stopped mid-word as if choked and
walked out of the house deflated. Amelia’s eyes
widened The words tumbled out of her mouth as
she explained to her mother why her father had
left the house. God cared. God worked. He would
get them out of this. Most importantly, Daddy was
in trouble with the Creator.

She began to use the word judgment then.
That New Year, the guest bishop of a mega church
spoke and the topic was Judgment, She had a
vision and the theme was judgment. She had
a dream and the interpretation was judgment,

It was thick in the air. God was going to judge
Daddy for the violence done aginst her and her
mother. From that poinc on, she tried to warn
him.A tree limb fell inches in frent of his car after
being struck by lightning, one hour after she had
seen it in a vision: Judgment, Sickness suddenly
descended upon his bady: Judgment. A large
painful swelling grew on his arm: Judgment.

*'Daddy, judgment is when God brings things
into the way they should be. He sets what's not
right right*

“Mmmhmm."

Brick wall,

Well, judgment had come, and with it,
sweet justice.

When Amelia got to college, her mother
finally fefc Daddy, Amelia had been hoping she
would. Praying. He seemed to get more violent.
more mean, more evil with age.As if he were
doing a un holy ripening. He hadn’t understood.
He thought it was the devil taking away his family.
He had thought Amelia was in league with the
devil and that she and the devil were convincing
her mother that Daddy was a monster. He
thought that Amelia and her mother had become
lesbian lovers, denying God and nature. He
thought that Amelia was trying to be a man and
take his place, He thought Amelia was holding a
grudge because she had caught him in their house
in bed with another woman when she was five
and he had lied about i Amelia felt sorry for him.
When he was young, he had dropped out of the
eighth grade and gotten arrested for the first
time. Once he had tried to rob a bank with some
{riends.

They had goten into a taxi and put a gun
to the driver's head and rold him to drive. They
all ended up in jail. Amelia had researched the
account and found that it differed from what her
Daddy had told her.

“I'was in the wrong place at the wrong time
with the wrong people.Your Daddy didn’t do
anything. He was just caught up with the wrong
folk, The judge could see that by looking at me and
he said so. Me said, 'Evil communication corrupts
good manners!” Amelia came to believe that he

had told that story so much he must have thought
it was true. The record says otherwise. He was
holding the gun.

Amelia started visiting a non-traditional
multi-cultural baby church. She called it a baby
church because it was still growing. A nimbus of
light, A sun, [t was nothing like the mega church
her father had forced the family to go to. She
had hated ic All the form, fashion, and disgusting
performances and competitions to out praise
your neighbor or worse, out shout the woman
beside you: get your breast to flap the wildest,
your skirt to raise the highest, and your hair to
swing the most provocatively to trap the single
young preacher of the night. She really loved
God, and felt insulted that He had to stomach all
that nonsense in His house. Sometime during her
youth she had come to believe that God sided
with her where her father was concerned.

Then there was this new thing: freedom
from violence, She didn't see her Daddy at al,
now. Hadn't for a year and wasn't anxious to.The
members of the church she was visitng called
their pastor Dad, grown men and women alike.
Every time she heard them say it, a pain snaked up
from her stomach to her heart and bic
down with such ferocious vengeance that she felt
like she was actually being injected with venom,
She couldn't do that She couldn’t call that man
Dad, Daddy, Father, Pops, Poppa, Vatti, Vater, Old
Man, none of it.
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Her campus minister told this story.There
was a girl who didn’t know her father. Each year of
her life she waited to see him at her birthday so
she could ask him questions. Each year, he failed
to show. The honest and famlliar cliché, When
this girl grew up, she went to college and sarted
looking for her father's love in the beds of the
men she dated. She searched sc hard she would
date multiple men at once. |t got so bad that she
got caught double timing. She gained a bad and
shameful repuration. But one guy, a Christlan,
encouraged her to come back to school and
try again. She did. And the most pecullar thing
happened. She gave up dating. It was hard she sald,
but she had a group of girl friends who held her
to her word. And she met her father. Over the
phone. Asked the questions she'd stored up over
the years.And it hurt. Her friends were there for
that too. Later in life, she encountered a pastor.
He kep telling her, | love you, Daughter" She
didn’t believe him. Thought he wanted something
because once another pastor had sald that to her
and he had really wanted to use her for her body.
She had left that church angry, and come to this
new one where the pastor told her "l tove you,
Daughter,” nearly every day. Finally, one day she
asked,"What's up with you? Why do you keep
saying that?” He hugged her long and secure,"|
love you, Daughter.” And she had wept.

Amelia hadn't been able to connect with the
story. She had feft a craving in her heart for such
a mystcal hug that would break the floodgates
of twenty years of Daddy pain. She had wanted
a fairytale Daddy like that who would hand out
“I love you Daughters” llke candy. It was just

something that happened for her campus minister.
Not for her.And then there was this preacher guy
everyone in the church called Daddy.

There was something about them, the pastor
and his wife. They spoke the word in a way that
she could understand. She didn’t have to wait
tll! next Sunday to come back and see how to
apply the word to get a breakthrough in her life.
She didn't have to give x amount of dollars for
the blessing, She wasn't subjected to a guilt trip
and shame [f she didn’t have money to give In
the offering.And they always told her they loved
her. She could call the wife Mom. That fell off her
tongue easily and she meant it with all her heart.
The wife was wise, strong, and well shepherded if
Amelia could trust her eyes. She couldn't Imagine
the pastor everyone called Dad beating her. She
knew what a beaten woman looked like. The wife
didn’t look like that. Amella could hug her easily.

The church had a culture of hugging; it was
their way of welcoming others, of expressing
acceptance, warmth and love. Pressing all of the
sunny warmth of smiles into arms and squeezing
until you knew you were loved. Amella had met
her share of good huggers In the church and thac
secretly drew her back every Sunday. The hugs
weren't slopplly embarrassing, but gently secure
and radiating what Amella imagined God's love
felt like. It took her two years to hug the pastor
without fear. She wasn't sure what she was afraid
of. It was absurd to think that she would see the
closed fist of the pastor swinging her way because
she reached out for a hug. She wrestled with
what to say whenever she would hear,"| love you
woman of Gad," from him. | love you too didn't



make it out of her shocked vocal chords, Thank
you felt wounded. Mmmhmm was disrespectful.
She ended up croaking or just staying silent;
nodding with a watery smile.And feeling stupid.

The pastors became pregnant Amelia feft
their excitement like lightning in the sky. It was
a girl. They were going to have a daughter. In the
wife's third month of pregnancy, Amelia joined
the church. She decided that if for three years the
word she'd heard from them and applied to her
life had worked for her, there was something at
the church worth staying for, worth committing
to, She knew that she'd have to start calling the
pastor Dad and meaning it. No one would make
her. Not even the pastor would make her. He
wouldn't feel hurt if sha didn't, she was sure he
could care less as long as she respected him, But,
she knew that if these two were the people God
had given her to pastor her wich His own heart,
she needed to call him “Dad"” and keep calling the
pastor's wife “Mom.” She was beginning to feel
more and more like God had chosen them both
to represent His heart for and to her.And no one
had to tell her that she had Daddy issues, She
decided she would try to see the pastor as a new
“Dad.” Of course there was only one Father, and
Amelia knew Him

What she didn't know was how He fit into
her life as Daddy. These two, the pastor and his
wife, could maybe show her how.

“I love you, woman of God."

Amelia choked on a cough."| love you too...
Dad.” She swallowed,

She had gotxen a brief smile of
understanding. She plunged into the pastor's wife's

arms and held tight a lictle longer than she had
meant to.

“Love you, sweetie," the pastor’s wife said.

“Love you too, Mom,” Amelia said. Her voice
was back.

Then the little girl came, She was a tiny
light bundle, tucked up in pink and smelling of
strawberries and baby powder. The pastor's wife
stayed home with her for the first weeks. Amelia
missed her, but saw the pictures on Facebook
She was beginning to see something new about
Daddies.

The pastor glowed when he talked about
his lictle girl. Even when he was talking about the
hardship of waking up in the middle of the night
to change a diaper, he beamed. Amelia was struck
with this thought in the middle of a sermon when
her pastor was using his newborn to illustrate the
heart of God once again: He laves her.

The girl started to walk. She was always dressed
like a princess. Cute as an angel. Amelia would
watch as the little one would stumble after her
father and reach up.All the baby knew was that
her Daddy was hers and that if her arms reached
up, he would pick her up. It didn’t matter what he
was doing; preaching a sermon, stacking chairs,
talking to grownups, if her arms went up, he
would pick her up.

“Whatever you're doing, God, would you
pick me up?” Amelia asked. She caught herself. But
justas she did, she felt a warm presence surround
her. It was soft and still and thick, It was her “Yes,
| would." She was able to call her pastor Dad a
little easier after that, Her throat didn't feel as
scratchy nor the word as alien as before. She was

able to see him as a window into the secret world
of Daughters. She was able to see the baby as a
portal into the unknown, The baby was preaching.
Preaching daughtership.

Sunday after Sunday Amelia would sneak
peeks at the baby as she cooed in her father's
arms. She laughed when he picked her up She
smiled in contentment when he held her on
his shoulder. She understood. She was getting a
glimpse of how God saw her. How God loved
Amelia, Every Sunday, at the end of the sermon
she would be sure to say, "l love you, too Dad.”

He wasn’t her father. Biologically. Spiritually,
yes, But she would never be fathered in the
physical way the baby was being fathered. Never
picked up, tickled, cuddled, smothered in kisses
Bur she was seeing it,And as she was seeing it,
she was realizing God had given her this gift in
Himself.

“How do you submit to fathering?” she
asked her campus minister. She sat in the office on
the third floor of the campus library chipping the
cracked red nail polish on her nails, She had spent
all of her life trying to protect herself from bad
fathering that she didn’t know how to accept the
godly fathering she was getting at church.

“Well, | think you said it," her campus
minister had said,"You have to submit, or come
under the mission, and let the person speak into
your life as a father. That means obeying.”

Amelia had nodded, She understood. But
she felt adulthood creeping up and destroying her
inclination to obey. Submit she could do; obey
was harder.When she heard submit, she could
imagine her pastors struggling to lift a heavy

object, a table. In her mind she saw herself and the
other members of the church rush in to help lift
the load.That appealed to her. She could do that.
When she heard obedience a strong stone settled
in the pit of her stomach. Obey had always been
followed by “or feel my wrath,” She'd never had

a positive resuit from obeying her father in her
youth. It always ended in pain no matter what she
did or didn't do.

Har pastor asked hor to stack chairs, and
she did so. He asked her to set up a wble, and she
did it He asked her if she'd like to join worship
team, and she did. She had thought he would ask
her to do something our of her reach,The next
shelf up, He never yelled at her like she expected,
He never got angry if she made one of her many
mistakes like spilling water on the display table or
singing into a microphone she had forgorten to
turn on,

Amelia learned a new lesson sbout fathars
during the church’s volleyball night. They played on
teams and that night, Dad was on her team. They
won, She learned that when you have the support
of the father, there's nothing you can’t do. She
remembered the high-fives he gave all around, She
remembered the feeling of victory
mixed with spor hip. She r bered the
ream work, the sets, the passes, the goals, She was
sure they won because of Dad

All through the game he had miraculously
appeared to rescue her and the other ten
members of their team when they missed a hic
it was like he was everywhere at once, He had
saved her from falls and the fast flying ball, and
taught her how to hit and set the ball. By the end




of the game, Amelia had improved her skill,"This

is what a father does,” she thought “That's what

God does.” She sounded like one of those yucky
gushy cliché princess movies, but she didn't mind.
Sometimes fairytales are real.

There were moments when she had to
remember that she was accepting his fathering.
Mainly when he preached a message on Christian
maturity.Amelia listened as he encouraged the
flock to believe the bible and use faith, to make
daily confessions, to be professional Christians,
1o be big girls and big boys. Amelia felt herself
striving, her heart reaching for the picture Dad
painted. The picture of a strong woman walking
in faith, believing and applying the word. A big girl.
She felt like she was growing up again and had
somehow gotten thrown back into the shapeless
years of teenage-hood.

He promised not to preach his opinion, He
promised to teach the word. He was keeping his
promise. Mom was the same. There was safety
for Amelia in that. She knew she wouldn't get the
glizy sensationalism of the mega church here.
She wouldn’t get a “come down to the altar and
give fifty dollars and in three days you're gonna
get a breakthrough and if God don't do it in three
day's you're getting setup for a setback for a
comeback for a boomerang for a turnaround for
a breakthrough!" from her pastors, She would get
word straight. This is what the bible says, this is
what you should be doing. Do the word. Grown-
up church, No coddling. It was a call to mature.A
call to not only hear the word, but to also apply it
and then celebrate the results.There was a time
for milk, but they were moving into meat.

Here is the story of the statistical fatherless
girl. The story of the girl born into a violent home.
Who grows up.Who gets into drugs or sex or
both.Who gets pregnant or overdoses,Who
marries an abuser and all roads lead to death.
Amelia knows that story. That is not her story.
Everything has to start somewhere. In Medias
Res?

Amelia has this wall in her dorm room
on campus. She taped a large sheet of paper to
it and wrote YAHWEH Elohim across the top.
Whenever she sees a new father-like quality of
God expressed through her pastors, she writes it
on the wall. It's running out of space. She took it
in while standing in her dorm room one day, just
to stare and wonder. It's got, “Faithful." “Strong,”
“Secure,” “Loving," “Just," “Fair," “"Good,” "Proud,”
“Patient” and a bunch of others scribbled across
its surface in multicolored, permanent marker. All
attributes her pastor had exhibited as he stood
in to represent God's heart for the congregation.
WWhat caught her eye that day was an "l love you,
woman of God." She hugged the paper that day
while listening to her favorite worship song,“Just a
Little While Longer,” and began to weep. Suddenly
she wasn’t hugging a wall with a flimsy paper
tacked to it. She was hugging Daddy God.

Within

Winston Stokes

Of all the things that | can think or ever even mention
There is nothing that is more worthy of my attention
Than the beauty that resldes in you which entlces my intuition.
We tend to look outward yet what matters lies inside
You may think you're powerless, but you're a fascinating being
Who is often not seeing,

That every time | lay eyes on you
A beauty lingers deep within my dreams,

Il you have not figured it out by now,

| think you are a Queen
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