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This book is dedicated to all of those big dreamers 
out there. Sometimes we all need a little 
inspiration to move forward. Keep your faith and 
never ever give up. 
 

 
“It’s not what you are that holds you back, It’s 

what you think you’re not.” 
 

:Denis Waitley: 
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Chapter One 
The Proposal 

 
 
 
 

 It was my birthday and a few of my co-workers 
and friends had decided to throw me a surprise party. It 
wasn’t kept secret for long, because Michael couldn’t 
keep the news to himself. After he spilled the beans about 
the time and location, I kindly reminded him of my 
reserved nature. He promised me that in exchange for 
my company that night, he would keep the guest list to a 
minimum. Michael knew how to play his cards right to 
get what he wanted. Even if that meant he had to tell a 
few white lies in the process.  
 
 I remember the night clearly. We pulled up to the 
restaurant around 7 pm. After circling the parking lot a 
few times, Michael dropped me off in the front so that he 
could go look for parking. I walked down the cobblestone 
pathway and into the restaurant. When I entered, I 
immediately turned my head towards the table that had a 
huge bouquet of red roses. One of my friends spotted me 
and waved frantically for me to join her. I couldn’t figure 
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out what part of “reserved nature” Michael didn’t 
understand.  
 
 There were two large tables pushed together with 
about 30 chairs surrounding them. I took a deep breath 
and plastered a smile across my face as I click-clacked my 
heels to the table. Stunned by the number of people I saw 
sitting there, I excused myself and immediately dialed 
Michael’s number. The phone rang a couple of times and 
then I heard his voice behind me. I pressed the end call 
button and pulled him to the side.  
 
 “Michael!” I yelled as I looked back at the two 
large tables full of people.  
 
 “I know I know. I couldn’t resist. It’s your 
birthday!” Michael exclaimed.  
 
 He grabbed me and planted his lips right into my 
cheek. After which, he put his arm around me and 
walked me to the table. Of course he greeted everyone 
with his usual loud hellos and over dramatic hugs. He 
was the life of the party and he knew it. I was shocked 
when I noticed Michael’s mom and dad walk in. 
 
 It could not have been a coincidence that his 
mother and father showed up at the same restaurant on 
the same night. He smiled as he walked up to them and 
greeted them with a hug. I followed behind him and 
greeted them as well. I was completely baffled as I looked 
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down at their attire. They were dressed exceptionally 
well; too well for a simple birthday party. I looked down 
at my outfit and then elbowed Michael.  
 
 “What are you mom and dad doing here?” I asked. 
  
 Before he even had a chance to answer, another 
unexpected guest showed up. My mom. She walked right 
past Michael and grabbed me tightly. She too, was overly 
excited to see me. I couldn’t figure out what everyone 
was so damn excited about. Yes it was my birthday, but 
nothing to make a spectacle about. We all sat down and 
the waitress came over to serve the appetizers. I filled my 
lemon-rimmed glass with the crystal clear water and took 
a sip.  I must admit the place was way too fancy for me. I 
would have just settled for dinner and a movie. But oh 
no. Not Michael.  
 
 I didn’t know how Michael managed to get my 
mom and his parents in the same room. Every since the 
incident on Memorial Day I didn’t think our parents 
would ever speak again. That night started with a lot of 
drinking and almost ended in fistfights. So it was scary to 
see them sitting so close together, but I relaxed a little bit 
and started having a conversation with my co-worker 
Alicia.  
 
 I looked over at my mom and her ear-to-ear grin 
was freaking me out. She usually was a bit more serious 
and barely smiled. That night however, she seemed to be 
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a big ball of sunshine. She was freakishly happy for some 
odd reason. I could sense that something was up and I 
started to feel strange, so I excused myself to go to the 
bathroom. The bathroom attendant greeted me with a 
smile and pointed to an empty stall. All I could think 
about was letting out a loud scream, but I didn’t. I 
covered my mouth with my hands and let out a muffled 
one instead.  
 
 I didn’t want to spend too much time in the 
bathroom because I knew someone would come looking 
for me sooner or later. I finished up, washed my hands, 
and returned to the dinner table. The conversations were 
mellow and everyone seemed to be getting along. Mr. 
Williams was telling his usual back in the day stories and 
Mrs. Williams was gently kicking him underneath the 
table. Dinner came around and we ate until we were 
stuffed. Michael got up and walked around the table to 
make sure everyone was taken care of before they 
brought out the dessert.  
 
 He summoned the waitress and when she walked 
over he whispered in her ear. I didn’t pay much attention 
to what they were talking about because I was more 
intrigued by the odd mix of people that were sitting at the 
table. I was waiting for one of my friends to say 
something inappropriate in front of my mom or 
Michael’s parents. Lord knows all it took was just a little 
alcohol. So I sat back slowly sipping my wine watching 
everybody. I moved my eyes from my friends to his 
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parents and from his parents to my mom praying to God 
underneath my breath that no one would act a fool.  
 

Within a couple of minutes the waitress came back 
carrying a two-tier birthday cake. I mean really! Was 
Michael over the top or what? The candles on the top of 
the cake looked like they were twenty-four carat gold and 
the gold scroll art that flowed down the cake was 
impeccable. After they sang happy birthday Michael 
grabbed my hand and told me to make a wish. I closed 
my eyes and made a wish. Michael motioned for 
everyone to sit down and then he walked me to the center 
of the dining area floor. 

 
I didn’t hear music playing, so I kindly told him 

that I didn’t think we could dance there. He dropped his 
head and smiled showing those beautiful dimples of his. 
When he reached into his pocket and dropped down on 
one knee, everyone gasped. The little black box that he 
pulled out was almost every girls dream. All of the 
women in the room simultaneously picked up their 
napkins to dab their eyes and he hadn’t even spoken a 
word yet. I instead, grabbed the nearest glass of wine 
from someone else’s table and downed it like it was a shot 
of tequila.  

 
“Dawn you are very special to me and I invited all 

of these people here to share this with us tonight. I can’t 
imagine living my life without you. I want to wake up 
next to you every morning and go to sleep next to you 
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every night. Would you do me the honor of being my 
wife?” 

 
The room was so silent you could hear a pin drop. 

Everyone in the entire restaurant was peering at me. I 
looked at the birthday cake with the numbers 2 and 4 
perched on the top and then looked back down at 
Michael. I could feel his hands shaking so I rubbed them 
gently to calm his nerves. That moment should have 
been the happiest moment of my life, but it wasn’t. The 
truth was, I was about to throw up. I looked back at my 
friends with their tear filled eyes and over to my mom 
who just couldn’t keep it together. Everyone was waiting 
with heavy anticipation for me to speak. I opened my 
mouth and uttered five words that I would later wind up 
regretting. 

 
“Yes, I will marry you.” 
 

 The entire place erupted with cheers. I could feel 
the relief in his hands and I heard him exhale when I said 
yes to him. I knew it took a lot for him to get up in front 
of all of those people to ask me to marry him. I tried my 
best to keep a smile on my face but underneath my happy 
facade I was falling apart. No one would have been able 
to tell. Everyone was so wrapped up in the idea of a 
proposal but I was able to see the bigger picture. There I 
was just turning 24 years old, barely starting out into the 
world, with marriage as the furthest thing from my mind, 
sticking my hand out to except that man’s ring anyway.  
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I couldn’t figure out if it would have hurt him 
more for me to say yes and not mean it or for me to say 
no in front of all of those people. So I just said yes. Don’t 
get me wrong; it’s not that one day I wouldn’t have 
wanted to marry him. I just wasn’t ready to get married 
at 24. Who could I have turned to at that point? My 
mom was a mess and could barely hold herself up. I 
wanted to pull her aside and ask her to save me but it 
would have disappointed her. She adored Michael and 
she always called him her son-in-law. It would have hurt 
her so bad if I told her I wasn’t ready to marry him.  
 
 When she hugged me, I held her tight. I wanted 
her to feel the desperation in my hug, but she didn’t. I felt 
so trapped. I had to sit down and catch my breath. My 
head was spinning so fast that I could barely get a grasp 
on everything that was going on. After a while of 
everyone hugging me and shaking my hand I just felt 
numb. If you would have asked me my name during that 
time I probably wouldn’t have been able to tell you.  
 
 I didn’t say yes that night for me. I said yes for my 
mom, for all of my friends that thought it was time for us 
to get married, for the 100 plus people that were in the 
restaurant being nosy, and for the sake of Michael’s 
pride. I kept calling myself a liar in my head. I didn’t 
disclose what I was truly feeling, so in a way I was lying.  
 
 When I got home that night, I had to persuade 
Michael that I was alright. After I rejected the ninth 
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phone call he couldn’t help but think that something was 
wrong. I assured him that I was just tired and shocked by 
the proposal. Somewhere along my trail of bullshit he 
started to actually believe me. He slipped away to take a 
shower and I grabbed my journal.  My mom had given it 
to me as a Christmas present the year prior. It was thick, 
black, and sturdy with the words “Property Of Dawn 
Wilson” engraved on the front.  
 
 I opened to a blank page and let the pen flow 
effortlessly from line to line. I knew I couldn’t fill my 
fiancé in on my feelings that night, but I could write. I 
could rest assured that my journal would not make fun of 
me or talk behind my back. I could cry on the pages in 
ink without it opening its mouth to tell anyone. 
 
 I felt so relieved when I was done writing. 
Everything that I wanted to say at the restaurant that 
night went onto the crisp pages of my journal. I laid it on 
my nightstand and slid the key underneath it. All night I 
struggled with the decision that I had made. I thought 
numerous times about rolling Michael over and 
confessing it to him, but I was just too afraid. I threw my 
head against the pillow when he started to snore. There 
was nothing left for me to do but join him. I turned off 
the nightstand light, curled up next to him, and fell 
asleep.  
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Chapter Two 
The Break Up 

 
 
 
 

 Everything was fine in the beginning. Michael and 
I were both doing everything we could to be good to one 
another. We were saying all of the right words, doing all 
of the right things, and showing everyone around us that 
we were happy. After a few months Michael started 
acting really weird. From the outside looking in you 
would have thought everything was okay. But no one 
knew that underneath all of the smiles were hidden 
restaurant receipts, late night phone calls, and extended 
periods of time away from home.  
 
 Every time I would ask Michael about the details 
of his whereabouts, he would turn on his charm. He was 
in the same profession as my mother so he knew what to 
say and when to say it. I was young, but I wasn’t stupid. I 
knew that when he said he was going to spend the 
weekend with his boy’s, chances were; he probably 
wasn’t. Since I was still carrying around the guilt of 
accepting his proposal, I turned a blind eye to everything. 
If I could accept his ring and promise to be with him 
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forever without really meaning it, then I should have 
been able to take what was being thrown my way. 
Besides, there was a part of me that truly wanted to trust 
him and wanted things to work out for us. Just because I 
wasn’t ready to get married didn’t mean I didn’t love 
him. 
 
 Michael threw the word love around a lot. He 
would tell me he loved me 10 times a day. He was also 
very good at reading me. So whenever he felt like I was 
about to ask a bunch of questions he would have a story 
ready for me. The fact that he was giving it to me right 
on a daily basis was a diversion factor as well. It was hard 
for me to question or even care about his wrong doing 
when I was up on the wall with him deep inside of me.  
 

He was pleasing me regularly and he knew exactly 
what it took to get my mind off of things. But there comes 
a time when you have to follow your intuition. If your gut 
says something is off, something is off. After a while I 
didn’t have to guess anymore. It couldn’t get any clearer 
than the lipstick smudges on his shirts, his perfumed 
smelling clothes, or the gold wrapped condom that I 
found in his wallet.  

 
Surprisingly, I didn’t confront him right away 

about it. I waited for him to come to me and tell me the 
truth. I knew that after a while he would no longer be 
able to hide it. Anyone who met Michael would have fell 
in love with him easily. So I knew it was just a matter of 
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time before some bitch started calling my house. I also 
knew Michael very well and the type of person he was, he 
was not going to let any female have that kind of control. 
He would rather out himself to me than to unexpectedly 
have our house phone ring with calls from his sidepiece.  
So I sat back, watched and waited, and one day he came 
to me with the truth.  
  
 When Michael pulled the large suitcase out of the 
closet I didn’t think anything of it. I figured it was just 
another one of his “weekends” away from home. But 
when he went to the closet to pull out the second suitcase 
I felt something was off. I watched him grab handfuls of 
clothes at a time and throw them into the suitcases. Then 
after he filled the suitcases with all the clothes that could 
possibly fit, he went rummaging through the medicine 
cabinets. He pulled out a small duffle bag and filled it 
with the colognes and things he used the most.  
 

When he was finished packing his suitcases and 
duffle bag to the max, he walked over to my nightstand 
and sat down on my side of the bed. I didn’t say a word. I 
just looked back at him as he slowly opened my 
nightstand drawer. He pulled the journal out of my 
drawer and held it firmly in his hands. 

 
“Why didn’t you tell me that you didn’t want to 

get married?” 
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My eyes met with his and I could feel the tears 
building up.  

 
“You read my journal? What part of property of 

Dawn Wilson don’t you understand?” 
 
He raised his eyebrows and threw the journal on 

the bed. When he knelt down beside me, I could see the 
pain in his eyes. I couldn’t be upset with him. Maybe I 
subconsciously wanted him to read it. I placed the key 
right next to my diary in the nightstand. I don’t know 
why it would not have crossed my mind that one day he 
might read it.  

 
“I have been seeing someone else and it’s getting 

pretty serious. I am so sorry, but I can’t stay here with 
you living this lie. We both know this relationship is not 
working out,” Michael said softly. 

 
I looked for some kind of sign that he was playing a 

cruel joke on me, but I couldn’t find anything of the sort. 
The first tear fell from my eye and Michael turned his 
head. What was I supposed to say to that? I couldn’t find 
any words to say how I felt. I just let the tears flow down 
my face and onto my shirt. He looked me directly into 
the eyes and expressed his remorse for hurting me. I 
knew he was right. There was no way that we could stay 
together after what he had just told me. It hurt me to 
think of being alone, but we would have hurt each other 
more if we had stayed together. 
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“I’m so sorry,” he said as he slowly got up off of his 
knees.  

 
“Me too,” I replied as I covered my eyes with my 

hands. 
 

 He gave me one last kiss on the cheek and grabbed 
the handles on his suitcases. I would have offered to help 
him, but I couldn’t move at that moment. When I heard 
the first footstep on the stairs I felt a little piece of my 
heart break off. I walked over to the large bedroom 
window and watched him load his stuff into the trunk. 
The rain seemed to fall a little harder when his trunk 
slammed shut. Michael stood there in the rain for a 
minute and then looked up to the bedroom window. I put 
my hand against the glass to show him that I cared for 
him and that it hurt me deeply to see him go. He stared 
at me and then hung his head low.  
 
 There was one thing that Michael and I both 
shared that day. Regret. There was no way that he or I 
could change anything that was done. He said what he 
had to say, he did what he had to do, and all we could 
both do was move on. He gripped his keys and got into 
his truck. I watched the windshield wipers go back and 
forth as the rain poured down on the windshield. He 
backed up slowly out of the driveway and flashed his 
headlights twice. I took the flashes as a sign of him saying 
good-bye.  
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I dropped down to the floor and laid my head on 
the soft carpet. I began running my fingers through the 
fibers gripping them harder every time I felt the pain get 
worse. I thought about reaching out to someone, but I 
couldn’t bring myself to do it. I just laid there all night 
long. That night was the night that the rumbling of my 
earthquake began.  
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Chapter Three 
So-Called Friend 

 
 
 
 

 The hardest part about Michael leaving me wasn’t 
the fact that he lied or that he fell in love with someone 
else. The hardest part about the whole thing was the fact 
that I couldn’t fix it. My mom was always on my case 
about trying harder. She would never let me give up on 
anything that easily. If I failed she made sure I went back 
and tried it until I got it right. She had very high 
standards, and I had to always live up to them. So the 
fact that my relationship had failed and I couldn’t do a 
damn thing about it broke me to pieces.  
 

Curiosity got the best of me because I found myself 
wondering about his new love interest. One side of me 
told me to leave it alone and move on but we all know 
that didn’t happen. I blamed this problem of mine on the 
fact that I was a woman and women have a tendency to 
hang on to things until the very bitter end. At twenty-four 
I could have found so many other ways to occupy my 
time, but I didn’t. I spent it worrying and wondering 
about Michael and his new life.  
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One day out of the blue all of my questions were 
answered. It happened to be a day that I wasn’t even 
asking, but the missing pieces fell right into my lap 
anyway. There were rumors circulating about why one of 
my coworkers quit the job. No one knew the entire story, 
but there were bits and pieces of it floating around. For 
some reason a lot of people were on the hush-hush when 
I came around, but I figured it was just something 
personal that they didn’t want me to know. I would have 
never thought it had something to do with me.  

I was down stairs in the cafeteria of my job eating 
lunch and one of my coworkers sat beside me. She was a 
friendly girl with a good sense of humor but for some 
reason she seemed really down that day. She kept looking 
at me with this sad face until I finally asked her what was 
going on. She looked at me and began to speak. 

“ I am so sorry about what happened with you and 
your fiancé. You are taking it really well. How do you do 
it? I mean I would have been livid if I found out that my 
ex-fiancé was getting married to one of my coworkers.” 

I was taken aback by the comment she made. I 
didn’t know what the hell she was talking about. You 
could tell by the look on her face she had said something 
she probably wasn’t supposed to say. She had no idea 
that she was giving me new information. Yes, Michael 
left me, but I didn’t know that he left me for one of my 
coworkers. I couldn’t wait to find out who she was so I 
could confront her.  
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I looked around the cafeteria and then her name 
immediately popped into my head. It was Alicia. No 
wonder she up and quit. No wonder she wasn’t returning 
my phone calls or my emails. After she quit I was 
concerned so I tried to reach out to her on one of the 
social network sites, but she had removed me from her 
buddy list and blocked her profile. I felt sick to my 
stomach when all of the pieces came together. There was 
no way that the person who just walked out on me was 
getting married to one of my co-workers. I must have 
been dumb, blind, and sprung not to realize something 
was going on between them two.  

 
I mean I invited her to my house for goodness 

sakes. She broke bread with us. And I could swear that 
she was even sitting at the table the night that Michael 
proposed. It didn’t make any sense to me and I didn’t 
want to believe what I had just heard.  But when I 
thought about it I could see it. I could see why he wanted 
to be with her. Michael was four years my senior and 
even though we had a lot of fun together, sometimes we 
were on totally different wavelengths. Alicia had her shit 
together. She was headed to the top in her career, stable, 
and hard working like him. 

 
I on the other hand was lost. I had no idea where I 

wanted the rest of my life to go. I hadn’t even begun to 
taste the fullness of life yet. Even though they were a good 
match didn’t make it right for him to up and leave me for 
her. I thought back to all of the snickers and pointing 
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around the office and then I realized that all that time 
they were laughing at me. I wish I could have crawled 
into a hole and never came out. I was disturbed by what 
had surfaced and was determined to see if it was true. 
 

Talk about not being able to function at work. I 
completely shut down when I returned to my desk. The 
only thing that was on my mind was getting home to 
check Michael’s profile and see what his status was. 
When I got home that night I wasted no time going right 
to my computer. I couldn’t hit the keys fast enough. My 
heart was pumping so hard I felt like it was going to 
explode.  
 

When I pulled up his profile I saw the picture of 
him and her right on the front. I scrolled down slowly to 
the relationship status and all of my questions were 
answered. The photos made it clear. There were several 
pictures of them together. It was clear that he had been 
seeing her during the time he was engaged to me.  Then 
the big one… a picture of her engagement ring. 

 
I couldn’t hold the throw up in my mouth. I ran to 

the bathroom and wrapped my arms around the toilet. 
My stomach rumbled violently as I tossed up months of 
disappointment and pain. Once I started I couldn’t stop. 
It took me about a half an hour to stop throwing up. 
When I finally got up off of the floor I made my way back 
into the living room and flipped my laptop open. I wasn’t 
sure what I was going to put in the subject line of the 
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email. What I did know was that I had to get my feelings 
out. I typed his email address into the recipient field and 
hit the first key. 

 
My hands hit the keys of the computer hard and 

fast. The email was clear, precise, and to the point. Proof 
reading it wasn’t necessary and neither was a spell check. 
The only thing that was necessary was that I hit the send 
button, and that’s exactly what I did. I didn’t want to 
know why. I just wanted him to know that he was the 
biggest asshole that I ever met. The only remedy to my 
shit filled night was a dose of journal. The doors on my 
journal opened easily and I could tell it was concerned 
that it hadn’t heard from me in days. But still, holding no 
grudges welcomed me with open arms.  
 

When I finished writing, I closed my journal and 
laid it on Michael’s old pillow. A calm came over me and 
for the first time in months I felt relief. I looked down and 
pulled the ring off of my finger. I don’t know why I 
hadn’t taken it off before then. I guess I was holding on to 
false hope, but I was able to let it go that night. I placed 
the ring on my nightstand, exhaled, and buried my head 
underneath the covers.  
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Chapter Four 
Leave Of Absence 

 
 
 
 

 Fast forward a couple months and you could see 
that my life had turned into a complete disaster. Not only 
was I wallowing in the break-up, I was months behind on 
all of my bills. It was silly of me to think that I could keep 
up with the payments on my car and the place I was 
staying. The townhouse that Michael and I had rented 
took up more than half of my monthly salary. Add in the 
car note, insurance, cell phone charges, electric, and 
other bills and you would see there was no way for me to 
stay there. I just simply could not afford it on my salary 
alone.  
 

I thought it would have been easy to get over the 
whole thing, but it wasn’t. I had slipped into a deep 
depression. All of my friends were shut out of my life due 
to a lack of trust. The thing with Michael and Alicia 
really hurt me and I couldn’t see myself ever getting that 
close to anyone again. So I shut myself off from the 
world. It wasn’t really that good for me to be alone 
either. When I was in my home at night sometimes I 
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would write in my journal, but the passages weren’t 
regular entries.  

 
Sometimes I would plan out how I was going to 

commit suicide. Everything from hanging myself to 
slitting my wrists was on the pages of my journal. I just 
hadn’t picked the day that I was going to actually go 
through with it.  
 

I couldn’t wait for the day where someone would 
piss me off so that I would have an excuse to go through 
with my plan, but it seemed as if the whole world was 
tiptoeing around me. I was praying for someone to give 
me a reason, but it seemed as if the world around me got 
gentler. No one would give me the satisfaction of pissing 
me off. I couldn’t tell if it was God’s way of saving me or 
punishing me. Either God was saying you have more to 
live for or I am going to make sure you stay here and 
suffer. I couldn’t make heads or tails of it. A part of me 
was scared to die because I wasn’t sure what was going to 
happen. But there was also a part of me that just wanted 
to get the life I was living over with.  
 

It had gotten so bad that my boss called me in her 
office one day.  Before she even got midway through her 
sentence I broke down. I was balling on the floor in her 
office. You could tell that she was frightened and didn’t 
know what to do. She had probably never seen anyone 
that emotionally unstable. She closed the blinds on her 
office door and kneeled down beside me. Suicide was 
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written all over my face so I know she didn’t want to say 
anything too harsh. So instead she managed to get me up 
off the floor and into the chair.  

 
We had a really long talk that day. I told her 

everything I was feeling. I told her everything I was 
thinking. I poured my heart and soul out to her. After our 
discussion was done she made it clear that she was 
concerned about my well-being. She insisted that I take a 
leave of absence. Just for a couple of weeks so I could get 
myself back on track. I agreed that would be the best 
thing for me to do because I just could not hold it 
together.  
 

What was supposed to be a two-week leave of 
absence turned into a three-week sulking period. After 
my two-week leave of absence was up, I called out for 
three days straight. I just couldn’t see myself returning to 
the job. The fact that I couldn’t even walk by Alicia’s 
desk without crying was a clear sign that I could not 
return there.  

 
I also couldn’t see myself quitting because then I 

would not have been able to pay for anything. So I 
dragged the time out as long as I could. That morning I 
called out for the fourth time in a row. Around 8:30 am 
my phone buzzed. Of course it was my boss again asking 
me to return her calls. She covered up her frustration 
with a false sounding “concerned” voice on my 
voicemail. She wanted to know what was going on and 
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when I was going to return to work. I deleted the message 
and went to my closet to put some jeans on. 

 
I decided to at least try and get myself out of bed 

for the day. I looked out the window at the mailbox. I 
knew it was stuffed with notices and bills. I hadn’t been 
out to collect the mail in about a week. Ignoring it for 
another week was not an option. It was not just going to 
go away. I opened up the front door and found two white 
envelopes in a clear plastic bag around my doorknob. I 
ripped it off the doorknob and headed towards the 
mailbox.  

 
When I got to the mailbox it was overflowing with 

mail. So much so, that the mailman would not have been 
able to fit anything else in the box. I grabbed the mail 
and quickly walked back into my house. I opened the 
dining room blinds and sat there staring at the stack of 
mail that was in the center of the table. Going to the 
mailbox was the easy part and that part was over. The 
hard part was opening the mail to see the damage. Some 
of the creditors had gotten clever. They printed their 
invoices on fancy paper to make it look like a check. As I 
was going through each bill, I noticed that the writing got 
bigger and bigger. It was almost like they were 
threatening me.  

 
I had always paid my bills on time so you would 

think when the creditors noticed a mismatch in payment 
activity that they would phone me to see if everything 
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was okay, but no. They just sent me bill after bill after 
bill. Making the writing bigger as if I couldn’t read the 
first few letters they sent out. I slid the letter opener 
through the last envelope. The envelope was sent from 
my job. Since I worked at a credit union I had obtained 
most of my loans from there. My car note and my credit 
card were behind. Working at a credit union and having 
delinquent loans with the credit union was a big no-no. I 
had no idea what was going to happen, but I just tossed it 
aside with the rest of the junk mail.  

 
The day seemed to go on forever. I found myself 

flipping through the channels for most of the day. I felt 
like a zombie. I was trapped inside my four walls and I 
couldn’t do anything about it. I knew I was drowning in 
debt and in sorrow. I felt like a girl that I had seen in a 
movie once. Her boyfriend had left her and she sat in the 
chair in her bedroom for months and months letting time 
slip past her. That girl in the movie was just like me. I just 
sat around day after day, flipping through the channels 
and barely eating. It was around eight pm that night 
when the power went off. I wasn’t shocked at all. I got 
down on my living room carpet and laid my ear to the 
floor.  

 
My journal was up the long flight of stairs and I 

didn’t have enough strength to get up and get it. I figured 
I would at least attempt to get up and go to work the 
following morning. I dialed my managers office number 
and left her a message letting her know that I would be 
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in, in the morning. Afterwards, I grabbed a pillow off of 
the living room sofa, curled up in a ball, and went to 
sleep.  
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Chapter Five 
Returning To Work 

 
 
 
 

 I could feel the negative vibe in the air before I 
even stepped foot into the building. The walk from my 
car to the revolving glass doors was the longest ever. Each 
step got heavier as I walked towards my department’s 
door. I could feel my stomach turning, but I could not 
have anticipated what was about to happen. I held my 
badge up to the door and walked slowly towards my 
department. When I entered my work area some of my 
coworkers’ eyes met with mine.   
 

Some kept their heads down pretending to be fully 
engaged in the work they were doing. I knew something 
was wrong when one of my happy-go-lucky coworkers 
nodded to me instead of her usual good morning “ear to 
ear” grin hello. The feeling of the room was gloomy to 
say the least. Every bone in my body told me to get up 
and walk away, but I couldn’t. I was paralyzed with fear. 
Too frozen to ask what was wrong and too frozen to get 
up run back to my car. So I just sat there. I wasn’t even 
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really sure what I was afraid of, but the look on 
everyone’s face wasn’t easing my anxiety at all.  
 

Whatever this thing was that had everyone looking 
at me like I was on death row, I wanted it to reveal itself. 
Before I could even push the button to turn my computer 
on, my boss walked over to my desk and politely asked 
me to follow her into the conference room. When I 
entered I noticed the gentleman sitting at the head of the 
conference room table looked very familiar to me.  

 
I rummaged through my mind trying to remember 

the place where I first saw this gentleman and then it 
clicked. He was the head of the human resources 
department. My throat clinched up and it became rather 
difficult to breath. I sat quietly for a couple of minutes as 
we waited for the last person to enter into the conference 
room.  
 

The door slammed shut and the assistant manager 
joined the table. My mind began to rumble with an 
avalanche of negative thoughts. I couldn’t do anything 
but succumb to them because they were just too 
powerful.  My manager grabbed my attention as she 
called my name firmly. I had an idea of what was 
happening, but my mind couldn’t process it all properly. 
Every word out of her mouth after the word terminated 
was translated to me as blah blah blah blah blah.  
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The fear that I felt when I first entered the building 
was subsiding and was quickly turning into anger. I let 
her continue her mundane speech, pointing out 
everything that I had done wrong, months and months of 
documented incidents and emails, and after the bashing 
was done they asked me if I had any thoughts that I 
wanted to share before they terminated my position. I 
stood up from the table, slammed my badge down, 
reached deep down inside, and screamed FUCK YOU! 
 

Oh my GOD was I off my meds that day. It 
seemed totally reasonable at the time. I felt betrayed. The 
same person that I sat behind closed doors with, cried my 
eyes out to, and told my deepest fears, was sitting across 
from me looking me in the eyes, and adding insult to 
injury. It wasn’t that long ago that my fiancé had left me, 
and she knew that. She knew I was struggling and could 
barely pay the bills.  

 
I remember confiding in her and telling her that I 

could barely wake up in the morning. I remember telling 
her detail by detail how I didn’t want to live anymore, 
and how I wish I had a gun so I could end it all. But 
despite all of that, there she was sitting across from me in 
her pencil skirt with her shirt tucked in tight and her hair 
pulled back, mockingly handing me the gun. Fuck you, 
were the only two words I could muster up the strength 
to say.  
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I let the door swing back to the wall and walked 
out of the building not speaking a word to anyone. I was 
at least expecting one of the managers to run behind me 
flaying her arms trying to flag me down and stop me. Or 
for one of my so-called friends from the job to come 
outside after me to see if I was all right.  But none of that 
ever happened. I was left alone to weep in my car in the 
parking lot of that place.  

 
After about 20 minutes of crying uncontrollably a 

police officer gently knocked on my car window. I rolled 
the window down and he asked me if I was okay. He 
informed me that the job had called police head quarters 
as a measure of security and politely asked me to leave 
the premises. I felt no reason not to oblige. It was in their 
best interest and mine that I just leave, and that’s exactly 
what I did. I drove out of the parking lot not turning back 
to look at the building even once. I had the same 
emotions for that place as the people in it had for me, 
and I was never to step foot in that cold place again.  
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Chapter Six 
Losing It 

 
 
 
 

 There comes a time in everyone’s life when they 
just lose it. For most of my life I had been patient and 
humble. I had never really lost my cool. I would be a liar 
if I said that I never got mad because I did several times, 
but I had never really “lost it”. To feel the earth starting 
to shake beneath your feet, to feel everything starting to 
crumble, and to have no idea where the crack is going to 
begin and end is a disturbing feeling. But still, just like 
those who stand helpless in an earthquake, not knowing 
what the damage will be afterwards you have no choice 
but to brace yourself and just deal with it.  
 

No matter how much fear you have during it. No 
matter how much worry goes through your mind when 
the shaking stops, and no matter how many tears fall 
after you see the devastation you still have no control 
over it. It took me 2 and half hours to drive home after 
they terminated me. I had to pull over to the side of the 
road several times. I was crying so hard that I couldn’t 
see the road ahead of me.  
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There were a couple of times that I had to pull 
over to stop myself from ramming into the back of 
another car. I knew I didn’t want to live but what kind of 
person would I be if I took someone else’s life with me. I 
managed to pull into my complex and park the car. I 
stumbled out of the car barely able to hold myself up and 
managed to walk to the door. I pulled the key out, 
opened the door, and collapsed on my living room floor. 
It’s funny how one person or one place could have that 
much power over you. How one place or one relationship 
could have so much power over you that it could 
incapacitate you. You see it wasn’t just about being 
terminated.  

 
When you have the mind set that everything has to 

be done properly and you place such high standards on 
yourself there is no room for failure. So to see my whole 
life come crashing down right in front of me was the most 
horrible feeling ever. It was like a domino effect. It was 
one bad thing after another. I tried desperately to find the 
off button to the roller coaster ride I was on, but it was 
nowhere in sight.  
 

And to think about having to tell my mother that I 
just got fired from a 9 to 5 job was even worse. I could 
hear her voice in the back of my head saying I didn’t try 
hard enough, it was my fault, how could I let something 
like that happen. So there was no wonder that I would 
rather have died that day than to call my mother up and 
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tell her that I got terminated. It wasn’t even a career 
choice… It was just a steady paycheck.  

 
I didn’t even assert myself to become manager or 

even assistant manager. It was just a basic job where I 
made about forty grand a year. My mother was already 
in my ass because I couldn’t keep my fiancé that she 
adored so much. And now I had to tell her that I couldn’t 
even keep a regular job position. 

 
I knew she was going to offer her opinion. She had 

no problem telling me everything that she thought I did 
wrong in my relationship. She had no problem telling me 
why she thought Michael walked out on me. Of course it 
had to be me that wasn’t doing something right. So I 
knew she was going to have a field day with this new 
discovery.  

 
Right after Michael and I split up she came over 

my house to talk to me. After I told her a watered down 
version of why he walked out, she offered her opinions 
about why she felt he really left me. She said that I wasn’t 
giving him enough time and I wasn’t letting him be a 
man (what ever the hell that meant) and that’s why God 
took him away from me.  

 
I asked my mom why God took her husband away. 

My dad died in a car accident two years prior and it hurt 
me just as much to speak those words as it hurt my 
mother to receive them. But I had to prove a point, and 
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she felt very disrespected by me asking that question. She 
took her hand and swiped it across my face before I 
finished the sentence. I was just reflecting back at her 
exactly what she was handing to me. So should I have 
swiped my hand back across her face?  

 
I would have never intentionally disrespected my 

mother in the past but that day she brought some of the 
worst out of me, and the night I got terminated she did it 
again. My mom showed up on my doorstep that night. I 
wanted to pretend I wasn’t home but she would have 
noticed my car sitting in the lot. So I opened the door. Of 
course she was wondering why I hadn’t answered her 
calls all day. I made up some story about how I was 
running errands. She could sense that I was lying and 
made it very clear that she knew it.  

 
I looked my mom up and down and noticed she 

resembled my boss. She had the same type of outfit, the 
same hairstyle, and the same attitude. The only 
difference was that her complexion was a couple shades 
darker. The resemblance went right to my nerve and I 
abruptly asked my mother to leave. She didn’t accept my 
attitude and of course came back at me with her usual 
“that isn’t acceptable” tone, but that night I wasn’t in the 
mood for it. I knew that the night was going to end on a 
bad note, and instead of taking heed to the warning of 
how I felt during every word I spoke… I stepped right 
into it.  
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I turned into a “mad” woman. I picked up 
everything I could think of and launched it across the 
room. I didn’t think not once to make a mental note of 
where my mother was standing. If she got hit, she got hit. 
Every curse word that you could possibly think of flew 
from my mouth like bullets from a gun. My mom could 
not wrap her head around what was going on. She 
stepped right into a minefield and the best thing she 
could do was just take cover.   
 

After ducking and dodging a few things she 
managed to make her way over to me and grabbed me. I 
was screaming for her to get off of me, but she never let 
go. I felt the strength in her arms as she tried to just hold 
me back. After a couple of minutes of struggling with her 
I just broke down into tears and dropped down on the 
floor. She couldn’t do anything but hold me. I felt the 
concern in her arms as she stood behind me and wrapped 
her arms around my neck. She placed her hand on my 
heart and for once I could feel the tenderness of her 
touch.  

 
There was no judgment there. There was just a 

mother and a daughter sharing the bond that they have 
with one another when all exterior factors go away. Her 
defenseless touch soothed me right away and I turned 
around and wrapped my arms around her waist. I didn’t 
care at that moment if she thought less of me or not. I 
just wanted to be held and comforted and with a mothers 
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knowing, she dropped down to her knees, wrapped her 
arms around me, and laid my head on her shoulder.   
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Chapter Seven 
Rather Be Homeless 

 
 
 
 

 Deciding to move back in with my mom had to be 
one of the hardest things I had ever done. It was either 
that or stay trying to rent a townhouse that I could not 
afford. I had used most of the money from selling my 
engagement ring to try and catch up on some of my bills. 
It barely paid off half of my delinquent credit. I had filed 
for unemployment but of course our state ran out of 
unemployment funds. It was terrible.  
 

I can’t even count how many jobs I applied for. I 
applied for everything from VP to waitress and out of all 
of them I received only one phone call back. I even got a 
chance to go on an interview with the company. 
Everything looked promising until they offered me $10 
an hour and I asked for $15. The gentleman that I was 
interviewing with took it to offense when I asked for more 
money. He looked at me like how dare you ask for more 
money in this economy? But if you had seen the list of job 
functions and stipulations to the job you would see why I 
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asked for more. In any case he didn’t like it very much 
and escorted me out of the office.  

 
So there I was, stuck with no job, a late car note 

and insurance and living back with mom. My mom 
offered me some money, but told me I had to figure the 
rest out for myself. She had the money to help me, but 
she made it clear that she worked hard for her money. 
She had always taken care of herself so I guess she was 
trying to teach me the same values. I did what I could by 
keeping the house clean and cooking dinner. I knew I 
couldn’t contribute much, but I did make sure that 
dinner was prepared for her when she came home.  

 
Our dinner discussions were stale. We would begin 

the dinner with the same old how was your day greeting. 
My mom would then sigh and ask if I was looking for 
work. I would sigh back and say of course and then she 
would look back at me with this stern look. It had gotten 
to the point where I had to either bring a book to the 
dinner table or eat in a totally different room. I would 
compare the nights of dinner to detention at school. The 
stares were always like I had done something wrong and I 
better not have said anything that would even dare set 
her off. I would just nod and smile.  
 

It’s not that I couldn’t say anything to her. I just 
didn’t want my next few months or however long I was 
going to be staying with her to be hell. Because Lord 
knows if I would have said anything to set her off she 
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would have told me right away I could find another place 
to stay. So I was on my p’s and q’s. I really felt like I was 
in preschool. Everything was yes and no ma’am and my 
mom loved it. She hadn’t received this much cooperation 
out of me since I was about 17. She was milking it for all 
it was worth.  
 

One day while watching TV in the family room 
my mom started to talk about how she saw my ex in 
court. He was working around in the same profession as 
her. That’s why she loved and connected with him so 
much. She noticed a little bit of herself in him. Very 
driven and dedicated. I felt the knot in my stomach when 
the conversation started. Once she finished telling me 
about her encounter with him. She went right back into 
how good of a man he was and how I was stupid for 
letting him walk out the door.  

 
I wasn’t really sure what her issue was or why she 

wouldn’t drop the conversation, but I felt my blood 
beginning to boil. The truth is she didn’t know anything 
about the reasons why he walked out, and more 
importantly she didn’t know the underlying story either. 
So she went on and on until I finally got up from the sofa, 
and went to pack my stuff. I went and stepped up to my 
mother’s face and told her exactly what happened the 
night my fiancé left. I admitted my mistake of not being 
honest about wanting to marry him, but it did not give 
him any excuse to do what he did. 
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I blocked out every word that spilled from her 
mouth after I finished saying what I had to say. My mom 
was not the affectionate type so she just sat there on the 
couch watching me bring stuff out of my room into the 
car. I know she was thinking that once I had calmed 
down I would be back. But that night when I left I knew 
in my heart that I would never have to live there again. I 
didn’t know where I was going to go; I didn’t have any 
family to stay with, and no true friends. So I drove into 
the parking lot of my favorite park, turned the heat up in 
my car, locked the doors, and fell asleep.  
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Chapter Eight 
The Big Red Repo Truck 

 
 
 
 

 Every other day for about a week I would sneak 
my washcloth, soap, and toothpaste into the library’s 
bathroom to wash up. There wasn’t a lot of traffic in and 
out of the library during the early hours of the morning. 
That morning for some reason I was really nervous to go 
into the library and complete my normal routine, but I 
couldn’t figure out why. Perhaps it was because I was 
past due on my car payment and was familiar with the 
financing company’s new policy.  
 

A month or so before my fiancé left me, I received 
a notice of policy change from my job. The notice stated 
that those who did not make their car payments within 
15 days after a late charge was assessed would have their 
vehicles repossessed. Of course, like all other junk mail I 
balled it up and tossed it into the trash. I never thought 
anything like that would ever happen to me, but I was 
wrong.  
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 I walked into the library and into the bathroom. 
Once again, I had a feeling in the pit of my stomach that 
I could not shake. You would think by then that I would 
notice my intuition speaking to me loud and clear, but I 
brushed it off like it was nothing. I finished my wash up 
and exited the bathroom.  
 

I noticed a couple of teenagers laughing really loud 
from across the room. The librarian motioned for them 
to keep it down. I walked past the teens and heard one of 
them whisper “repo”. My heart dropped and so did the 
items I had in my hand. I ran out through the glass 
doors, down the steps, and into the parking lot where my 
car was being hoisted up on to the big red repo truck. 
 

I grabbed the man’s shirt begging and pleading for 
him to leave the car. I made promise after promise to 
him. Telling him that I was going to make the car 
payment. The man made it clear that he was just doing 
his job and couldn’t negotiate any payments with me. He 
stated that I had to call the financing company and 
discuss it with them.  

 
When he didn’t listen to my request I jumped up 

onto the truck and yanked on the car door handle. He 
ran over to me spewing profanity and pulled me down 
from the truck. I pulled on his shirt begging, stomping, 
and screaming for him to please just act like he never 
noticed the car there. He couldn’t do that, and 
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recommended that I stop touching him before he had to 
call the cops.  

 
The scene was like a five year old child that just got 

their favorite toy taken away. Except for this scene had a 
grown ass woman staring as the main character.  I knew 
the car wasn’t mine. I knew I couldn’t make the 
payments, but somehow I felt that this was just another 
thing that was being ripped away from me. I just could 
not take it. I knew I wasn’t going to call or show my face 
in that place to negotiate a payment schedule. I felt like 
everything was being taken from me.  

 
Besides, all of my clothes, books, and toiletries were 

in there. All of my possessions were being hoisted up onto 
the truck to be taken to God knows where and I couldn’t 
do a damn thing about it. I begged the guy to let me get 
some of my stuff out. He refused at first but he must have 
seen the desperation in my eyes because he opened the 
door and let me get some things out. I grabbed my 
shoulder bag and a plastic bag and filled them up with all 
of the things I could. My diary and notebook were the 
first two things I grabbed, and then I grabbed as many 
items as I could fit into the plastic bag.  

 
After I grabbed a few more things the guy closed 

the car door and jumped into his truck. He looked back 
at me through his rearview and I could tell he was sorry, 
but there was nothing he could. I stood there helpless, 
hopeless, and frightened. I felt like I had been sucked into 
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a tornado that just would not let me go. I walked back 
into the library and my stuff was still sitting where I had 
left it. The library’s quiet atmosphere was unsettling. 
How could the people in the library just go back to their 
normal routine like nothing had ever happened? How 
could the people sit there so quiet and so peaceful while 
my world was being torn apart?  

 
“No one could pick up my stuff!” I screamed.  
 
I bent down to get my bag off of the floor. 

 
“No one could help me!” I yelled at the top of my 

lungs.  
 
I was devastated. The shame and embarrassment 

hit me like a ton of bricks. For someone who was taught 
to succeed at everything, I was failing… miserably. For a 
moment I noticed my reflection in the library’s window. I 
couldn’t figure out who that person was. I didn’t look or 
feel like myself. There was no way that the girl staring 
back at me was me. I gathered my things and walked out 
of the library. With my head hung low, tears streaming 
down my face, and snot falling from my nose like a five-
year-old child, I stepped onto the sidewalk and walked 
aimlessly down the boulevard.  
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Chapter Nine 
The Alleyway 

 
 
 
 

 Night can be a scary time when you have no one 
to walk beside you. When you have no car door lock and 
no latch to twist to make sure you are secure at night. 
Every movement of wind seems like there is something 
behind you. Following you. Stalking you. Before you 
know it you are running down a dimly lit alleyway trying 
your best not to trip over your own feet.  
 

Not only are you running from the paranoia of 
being out in the open alone, you are also trying to shield 
yourself from the brutally cold winds. It doesn’t even 
matter that the rustling around you is just a figment of 
your imagination; darkness makes everything seem so 
real.  

 
I ran down the alleyway like a mental patient that 

had just escaped from the nuthouse. When I noticed the 
dumpster I was relieved. I crouched down into the angled 
space between the dumpster and the concrete wall and 
plugged my fingers into my ears. I screamed at the top of 
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my lungs but there was no one around to hear my 
screams. And even if there were someone out there, they 
would probably just keep walking out of fear. Lord knows 
that someone screaming in a dark alley is a sign of 
trouble and no one would want any piece of that. 

 
I grabbed my bag frantically searching for another 

pair of socks. The cold had gotten to be too much for me. 
Once I had my boots off I was able to quickly stretch the 
socks over my feet and slipped them back on. I flipped 
the hood of my hoodie up over my head and drew the 
drawstrings close together. I could tell that the night was 
going to be a cold and lonely one.  

 
I tried to cry but nothing would come out. I didn’t 

need a mirror to see that my eyes were blood shot red 
because I felt the pain when I closed them. For a brief 
moment I was able to step out of my insanity and have a 
clear thought, “Why was I putting myself through all of 
this”? 

 
At any moment I could have dug down deep into 

my pocket book and found fifty cents. Once I got up 
enough courage to stand from behind the dumpster, I 
could have walked to the nearest payphone, picked it up, 
and dialed my mothers number. In a matter of minutes 
the torture could have been over, but I just sat there cold 
and shivering.  
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 I reached deep down into my bag and pulled out 
my pen and my journal. I only exposed enough of my 
hand to grip the end of the pen. The pen began to shake 
across the pages as ice-cold teardrops finally ran down 
my face. My diary had helped me get through some 
rough months and there it was again to the rescue. The 
tears fell on each page, but my diary didn’t mind. It 
accepted every word, every tear, and held it tight. When 
I was done I let the diary fall beside me. I curled into the 
angled space and went to sleep. 

 
I didn’t know that night that the space would wind 

up being my home. I forgot what it felt like to wake up in 
a warm bed. After a few weeks of sleeping out in the cold 
you get use to it. The stiff cardboard formed a mattress 
underneath me and the mini stack of stolen newspapers 
positioned underneath my head formed my pillow. I had 
learned to call it home by then.  

 
I’m sure the woman passing through the alleyway 

one night was shocked to see me lying there. I knew she 
must have thought to wake me and see what was going 
on, but then her fear must have settled in. 

 
There was no way she was going to invite a 

homeless stranger into her house. So she did what she 
could. She took off her cashmere coat and draped it 
across my body. I had always heard people talking about 
cashmere clothing, but I had never felt it for myself. I had 
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seen my mom draped in it a couple of times, but I never 
felt it on my own skin.  

 
That morning when I woke up I was reminded of 

what it felt like to wake up in a warm bed. I was 
overwhelmed with emotions when I sat up and noticed 
what someone had left behind for me. A simple act of 
kindness had helped me out tremendously. She didn’t 
know when she left that coat behind that it would remind 
me of what it felt like to sleep under a warm blanket. I 
hugged my new coat as if it was my newborn baby, 
carefully folded it, and then sat it on my stack of 
newspapers.  

 
My eyes were drawn to the beautiful fur trim 

around the dark green pockets and I reached my hand in 
and pulled out a nice crisp twenty-dollar bill. The feeling 
that I felt when I pulled the twenty out of my pocket was 
like I had won the lottery. I could afford to buy myself a 
nice breakfast from the deli up the block, maybe some 
lunch, and some toiletries to freshen up.  

 
I pulled my plastic bag from behind the dumpster 

and took out the brush to brush my hair and then pulled 
it back in a ponytail. As I opened the cover of my journal, 
a gust of wind came by and turned to an empty page. It 
was almost like the diary was waiting for me or like it was 
eager to receive the words that I was going to write down. 
My diary passage was short and sweet that day.  
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It was quite different than my rants to God a 
couple of nights before, and it was much shorter than the 
oil spill that covered some pages a couple of nights before 
that. The tone was lighter and calmer. Healthier and 
happier, and the diary could not wait to get some 
goodness into it. It was a long time coming; but it 
welcomed me with open arms. 

 
Dear God, 
 

I don’t feel the need to apologize. I feel that you know my 
heart and you know what I am going through. Today I feel lighter, 
freer, and calmer. I never thought this day would come, but it’s here, 
and I thank you for staying near.  

 
Love Dawn Wilson xoxoxo 
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Chapter Ten 
The Invitation 

 
 
 
 

 I went up the street to the drug store and brought 
me some things to help me through the next week. After I 
was done with my shopping spree I had about nine bucks 
left to go and get something to eat. I walked into the 
breakfast shop across the street and sat down in the back 
of the shop where no one would recognize me.  
 

I didn’t know a lot of people in my area, but I am 
sure there would be someone around town that my mom 
knew. And if they had seen me looking the way I did, 
they would have called my mom immediately. Then it 
would be difficult for me to keep lying saying I was 
staying with friends. I sat in a booth and tucked my coat, 
bags, and purse safely in the corner. The waitress greeted 
me and asked if I wanted something to drink. With a 
smile I looked her in the eyes and nodded my head. 

 
“I will have a cup of coffee please, and can have an 

egg and cheese sandwich too?” 
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She smiled and picked up the menu off the table to 
allow me some space to eat. I felt privileged and honored 
to be able to go in there and order a cup of coffee and a 
breakfast sandwich. I hadn’t felt the warmth of coffee in a 
long while. I couldn’t wait to wrap my hands around the 
cup and read the morning newspaper. I walked over to 
the newsstand and grabbed a paper. I spread it out across 
the table and waited for my breakfast to arrive.  

 
The waitress came back with her smile and placed 

the coffee and sandwich on my table. You would think I 
had prime rib sitting on the table the way I stared at the 
plate. I had to resist the urge to devour the entire 
sandwich in seconds. I was so hungry and hadn’t had a 
good meal in a long time. I kept my composure as I 
pulled off pieces of the sandwich and savored each bite. I 
sipped the coffee slowly allowing the warm steam to 
travel up my nose.  

 
The waitress did her job effortlessly flowing from 

table to table picking up the trash and dirty dishes all 
with a beautiful smile on her face. She didn’t leave one 
table unattended and not one coffee cup unfilled. As she 
passed by my table I grab her attention and asked if the 
deli was hiring. I figured I could at least make enough to 
afford some hole in the wall to live in. I was desperate 
and would take anything. Besides if I could have half the 
fun that she was having I would be all right. She was 
disappointed to inform me that they weren’t hiring and 
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after she made sure I was okay went right back to her 
rhythmic table hopping.  

 
I picked up the last bite of my sandwich and sipped 

the last little bit of my coffee. The waitress was right on 
key and asked me if I wanted another round. I shook my 
head no and she went to grab the bill. As she was walking 
towards the front of the shop she almost bumped into this 
short older woman. She was very sorry but the lady 
assured her that it was alright. 

 
The lady walked in with a smile plastered on her 

face. I almost felt disgust with how happy she was. 
Although I was happy to be eating a warm meal and 
indulging in a cup of coffee, I hadn’t felt true happiness in 
a while. I wasn’t really upset with her. I was upset with 
the fact that she was just amplifying where I wanted to be 
and I was so far away from there.  

 
The lady walked towards the back of the shop and 

sat in the booth right in front of me. She made sure to 
position herself so she was facing directly towards me. I 
held the paper up to hide my face. She wasn’t anyone 
that I knew in particular she just seemed as if she was a 
talker and I really didn’t feel like being bothered by 
conversation. I watched her discreetly by dropping the 
edge of the paper down a bit and then flipping it back up 
as she looked my way. Her presence was both annoying 
and undeniable.  
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I watched as she sat and waited for her coffee and 
breakfast sandwich to get done. I watched as she looked 
everyone up and down and smiled. If I could just get 
inside her head and steal some of her thoughts maybe I 
could get in a better mood. She looked in my direction 
like she sensed me watching her. I flipped the papers edge 
back up pretending to read the comic section. The sound 
of footsteps coming towards me had me tense up. I held 
the edges of the paper firmly in place.  
 

“Excuse me young lady, is anyone sitting here?” 
 

I couldn’t figure out for the life of me why anyone 
would want to come into the same booth as me. Here I 
was sitting way in the back, with a bunch of bags, hair 
that hadn’t been combed through properly in a long 
while, and a stench that probably wasn’t the most 
pleasant of stenches. But still, she accepted whatever I 
was giving off (attitude wise and stench wise) and sat right 
across from me. I let my guard down when I felt she 
wasn’t there to judge or criticize me. I folded the paper 
and stared at her.  

 
“Rough day?” she spoke in a soft mouse like voice. 

 
“Rough month.” I replied while clearing my 

throat.  
 

I wanted to make sure she knew that this version of 
me was not something that happened over night. 
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“You know life will take care of you if you let it.” 
 
 If I were in a good mood at the time that comment 
would have resonated with me. But I wasn’t. The truth 
was that I was not in any mood for a pick me up talk. I 
knew she meant well, but this lady didn’t even know me. 
I mean who did she think she was. Sitting across from me 
not even knowing my name trying to give me a pep talk.  
 

“Life has not been so good to me lately.” I replied. 
 

 She stared into my eyes and smiled.  
 

“Life is opening those beautiful eyes of yours 
sweetheart.” 
  

She reached into her pocket and pulled out a 
ticket. The ticket was for a seminar a couple of towns 
over. She made it very clear that she wanted me to 
attend. The lady that would be speaking at the seminar 
was a dear friend of hers, and she wanted me to meet her. 
She mentioned the words motivational speaker and it 
immediately turned me off. I hesitated and started to give 
the ticket back but before I could give it back to her she 
got up from the table. 

 
“Tomorrow 8 am sharp. I will meet you back 

here.” 
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She let me also know that she was not going to take 
no for an answer. She walked to the counter to pay for 
her breakfast and walked out the shop. She waved good-
bye as she passed by the window. I was completely 
dumfounded with what had just occurred but I shoved 
the ticket into my pocket and grabbed my belongs.  

 
I headed back towards the market and a sign lit up 

for fresh fruit. I walked into the store admiring the bins of 
fruit with their bright color and perfect order in the bins. 
I only had $2.50 left and needed to get something to eat 
for lunch and dinner. I picked up the biggest orange I 
could find and the biggest apple I could find and that 
consumed all but the last 50 cents of my money. 

 
When I left the store all I kept thinking about was 

the old lady. I was annoyed at myself for not even getting 
her name. I mean what kind of manners did I have. I 
walked up to the pay phone put the change in and dialed 
my mother’s number. 

 
It was so good to hear the sound of her voice. She 

knew it was me before I even spoke a word. I choked 
back the tears as I informed her that I was okay and that 
I was sleeping at a friend’s house. My mother was 
obviously very worried, I could tell by the shaking in her 
voice. She felt somewhat relieved to hear I was still 
staying with some friends.  
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My mother could always tell when I was lying but 
she seemed to accept what I was telling her that time. 
Besides it would ease her mind to think of my statements 
being true rather than to think of the reality of me being 
out in the middle of nowhere. I wanted to keep her at 
ease so I softly spoke and convincingly lied. I blew my 
mother a kiss through the phone and told her I loved her 
very much. I could sense the time was running out on the 
phone and didn’t want her to know I was calling from a 
pay phone. I pressed the receiver down with my 
fingertips and felt another little piece of my heart break 
off.  
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Chapter Eleven 
Winter Storm Relief 

 
 
 
 

 After a long day of walking and hauling my stuff 
up and down town. I decided to turn in for the night. I 
walked down the blvd back to my normal resting alley. 
There were two metal bars blocking off the alleyway and 
a big yellow sign that said keep out. I thought about 
climbing the metal bars and going down there anyway 
but as the flickering light on the other end of the alleyway 
came on, I noticed the dumpster was gone.  
 

At that point I felt like there was no way the entire 
universe was not conspiring against me. I had to give up. 
There was no way that I could do it anymore. I had tried 
to make the best out of an awful situation, and I couldn’t 
take it anymore. I put my back against the cold concrete 
wall of the apartment building and just shrunk into 
myself. My options were running thin. I could not 
understand why I would rather be out there in the 
freezing cold than just make one phone call to my mother 
and ask her for help. I couldn’t convince myself to do it 
though.  
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I heard the sound of fast paced high-heels walking 
towards me. I knew exactly who it was. It was the lady 
that lived in the apartment building. I heard her wrestling 
around in her purse for her keys. Then I heard a few fast 
clicks back in the other direction. 
 

“Oh they sealed off your home?’ she asked. 
 

I couldn’t even look up to respond to her. I heard a 
few clicks back the other way. She clicked her heels up 
the steps, stuck the key in the door, and walked inside 
leaving the door cracked. I heard her feet hitting the 
stairs inside the apartment buidling and then she yelled 
down to me.  
 

“Well come on in here! There’s going to be a 
winter storm that’s why they blocked off your area. They 
are cautious about people walking down there. So get in 
here! You’re not dying by my stoop!” 

 
I grabbed all of my bags and walked in. I closed 

the heavy wooden door and looked up. She was already 
up two flights of stairs before I hit the first step. I walked 
up to the third floor and stood outside of her apartment 
door. 

 
“I don’t know you that well so I can’t let you in. 

You can sleep out in the hall. No one else lives on this 
floor but me so you should be okay. Here’s a blanket.” 
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“Thank you. Can you wake me up at 7 am 
tomorrow morning when you’re leaving?” I asked.  
 

“Sure,” she replied. 
 
I watched her every morning. She would leave her 

house in the morning dressed from head to toe. And 
judging by the fact that she was there at the bus stop 
before the bus every morning, I knew she liked to be on 
time. She slammed the door and I got comfortable on the 
floor.  

 
I pulled out my journal and started to write. I 

wanted to let God know that I appreciated everything 
about that night. The soundproof walls and windows, the 
runner along the wooden floor, the wood carved banister 
and balustrades. It was all quite beautiful.  The outside of 
the building looked so average. It had character but not 
nearly as much as it did on the inside. After about 30 
minutes, the door to apartment 416 swung open and the 
lady came back outside into the hall. 

 
“Did you eat?” 

 
“I have an apple and orange. I’m fine.” 

 
“Come on in here and get something to eat.” 

 
I got up and slowly walked into the apartment. She 

looked back at me and pointed towards the door. 
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“Well, get your stuff and come on in here.” 
 

I finally was able to see the lady up close and 
personal. Your view can get somewhat distorted from the 
side of a dumpster. She was my height and very curvy. 
Her hair was in a boyish cut. Brush cut to be exact and 
dyed reddish brown. Her brown skin tone was beautiful 
with not a blemish in sight. Her voice was loud and 
echoed through the apartment as she called me into the 
living room area. 
 

The apartment was huge. The ceilings were grand 
and the furnishings were elaborate. My eyes were drawn 
to the seven tier white bookcase with so many books you 
would think it was a section of the library. I was also 
drawn to the yellow lilies that were on the sofa table. It 
brought me back to the night that Michael asked me to 
be his girlfriend. He brought me the same kind of flowers. 
 

They were my favorite and no matter what the 
color or where I saw them they always stopped me dead 
in my tracks. The lady came out of the kitchen and 
walked over to the area where I was standing.  
 

“I’m Natalie,” she said as she walked our plates out 
to the living room. “We can eat in here no biggie.” 
 

I didn’t want to sit on the couch for fear that I 
might get something on her furniture. I hesitantly 
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grabbed my plate and politely excused myself to the 
dining area table. 
 

“Suit yourself,” she said laughing hysterically. 
 

She stayed parked right on her sofa and turned on 
the TV to watch the news. I was curious to ask her what 
she did for a living so I took a bite to eat and then looked 
in her direction. 
 

“Are u an editor?” I asked. 
 

“Good guess, but no. I’m an author. ‘The author’ 
as a matter of fact. New York times bestseller list three 
times in a row for The Mistress Series. Sort of been in 
hiding looking for my next big idea. I can’t think of a 
damn thing to write about,” she said laughing a little.  
 

“Wow! You’re “the author" literally? I barely even 
recognize you with your haircut. I have heard alot about 
you.” 
 

“It’s probably all true.” 
 

I laughed so hard that I almost spit out my food. I 
don’t think she knew how big she actually was. It was like 
a dream or something. Natalie B was her name, but they 
called her “the author” because once you read her books 
you couldn’t put them down. She was beautiful and 
looked much different than the picture in the back of her 
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earliest novel. In one of her books she was covered in 
makeup, a long wig, and fake eyelashes. With the 
brightest red lipstick on. But there she was sitting in the 
living room with a little foundation and some lip balm, 
showing her natural self. No wig just a beautiful brush 
cut. 
 
 “I can’t believe how different you look!” 
 

“Well Hun, to be honest all that make up and big 
hair, that’s all for show. When it balls down to it, I’m just 
a homebody girl from Brooklyn. My most fun times were 
sitting on my stoop watching everyone else act a fool 
while I made up stories about them.”  
 

“What brings you to Brunswick?” 
 

“Rest and relaxation. I can’t go to Brooklyn 
without old friends and people coming out of nowhere 
asking me for money and things. Here I can rest, clear 
my mind, and take a break. Too many people have my 
address in Brooklyn,” she said while rolling her eyes. 
 

Her phone buzzed repeatedly on the coffee table. 
 

“Well sometimes I get to relax. My agent had been 
bugging me to get some ideas down on paper. I don’t get 
paid a dime until I get words down on paper and into 
book format.” 
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“You’re not worried?” 
 

“Worried for what?”  
 

“About not getting paid?” 
 

“Child no! I have enough money put away to last 
me a very long time.” 
 

I was actually having fun sitting there getting inside 
the mind of an author. I loved to write but my writing 
was basic. Nothing really extravagant.  
 

“I see you’re a writer too.”  
 

I laughed hysterically.  
 

“I am hardly a writer. I’m not professional. I 
always wanted to be an author, but there’s no hope for 
that. I just dream about it sometimes, but I don’t believe 
I’m good enough.” 
 

“Girl your an author and don’t even know it. 
Everyone’s got a story and anyone that has the balls to 
even write down what they’re feeling is a writer. You see 
all the books on these shelves in here. They look pretty 
and behind the dust covers of them are some really great 
stories. But the fame doesn’t make you a writer. The best 
writers are the ones that write freely and evoke emotion 
from people. No regard to punctuation, no puns and play 
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on, no fancy clichés, no big fancy words just raw uncut 
emotions on the page. The real writers are the ones that 
if their houses were burning down and they had one last 
thing to grab it would be their pen and notebook. And I 
see that in you, by the way you carry that diary and 
notebook around everywhere. I’m very observant and 
you’re a writer honey. The rest of that stuff is just to help 
the book sell. But that roughed up notebook and journal 
there in your hand has a story to tell.  It’s been with you, 
seen what you’ve seen, heard what you’ve heard, and just 
because it doesn’t have a publishers name slapped to the 
inside cover doesn’t mean its not worth the read.” 
 

I put my fork down to digest the delicious tender 
turkey and the beautiful words that had just spilled from 
her lips. They both were equally delicious. I could see 
why she was on the NY times best-seller list. She just had 
a way with words. I was almost jolted into happiness as I 
felt the power of her sentences. She removed my plate 
and headed for the dishwasher. I wanted to earn my keep 
so I jumped up offering to clean the dishes. 
 

“I have it under control. You go sit down.” 
 

There was a long quiet pause and then I walked 
into the living room. She asked me if I had any clean 
clothes and I told her no. She allowed me to use her 
washer /dryer and allowed me to stay in the guest suite. 
She assured me that I could stay a couple of weeks until 
the worse of the winter storm was over. She told me that 
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she was the one who left me the coat. She didn’t invite 
me up because she thought I was a junky at first, and she 
wouldn’t bother with any junkies. She had too many bad 
experiences with junkies. She said she watched me, and 
she slowly started to see that I was just a young girl that 
had lost her way.  

 
She even handed me a key to her apartment. I 

wasn’t sure what made her trust me because I could have 
been anybody. But she seemed like a strong woman that 
could handle herself. I wouldn’t have been surprised if 
she was strapped so I wasn’t going to mess around with 
her anyway. She looked like she could probably take me 
out with one punch.   
 

I walked into the guest bedroom and ran my hands 
across the sheets. I dropped down to my knees in 
amazement with how I could be outside sleeping on 
cardboard one night and on 1000 thread count sheets the 
next. When I walked into the bathroom I was blown 
away. The huge vanity was covered in granite and the 
base was the deepest cherry wood she could find. It was 
beautiful. I turned on the water to the shower and 
giggled. I could not believe it. HOT WATER!  
 

I let the warm water run down my body. The 
goose bumps were obvious signs that my body was in 
agreement with the pleasure I was feeling. I took full 
advantage of the hot water not knowing where I was 
going to be in a couple of weeks. I waited for the normal 
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river of tears to stream from my eyes but it seemed as if I 
was all cried out. All I could do was laugh. I laughed in 
the shower behind that glass door to myself. When I got 
underneath the covers I shivered with enthusiasm. I 
started floating on cloud nine and then drifted fast asleep. 
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Chapter Twelve 
The Seminar 

 
 
 
 

 Natalie had a personal driver and everything. She 
only took the bus to her office to get some inspiration 
from the people on the way. That morning she called up 
her personal driver to take me to the deli up the block. I 
walked in with my head held high because I felt 
somewhat new. I was able to take a shower, comb my 
hair, and put on clean clothes for a change. The snow 
had just started, and I didn’t have the lady’s number to 
go out to the pay phone to call and make sure everything 
was okay.  
 

So I sat there looking out of the window waiting 
for her to walk in. Although the snow had just started it 
was starting to stick and it made me very anxious. I was 
hoping that the lady would make it there safely. 
Nervousness was the emotion for the day. I just wanted to 
see her walk through the doors. 
 

After a few minutes I heard the bell jingle over the 
door and saw a huge smile. It was her. She was wrapped 
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tight in her scarf and hat and brushed her feet as she 
walked onto the small black mat in the front of the deli. 
She smiled as she made her way to the back where I was 
sitting. She sat down and it didn’t take her even five 
seconds before she started talking. 

 
“I am so sorry sweetheart. I didn’t even mention 

my name before. I was up thinking about that all night. 
My name is Rose and you are?” 

 
“My name is Dawn.” 

 
“That is such a beautiful name. Are you hungry 

Dawn?”  
 

“Oh no, I am fine. I ate already.” 
 

“Me too. Well let’s get going it’s coming down 
pretty heavy out there. We don’t want to be late.” 
 

We strolled slowly to her car and got in. The 
leather seats were nice and warm and her car had dual 
climate control. She was fully equipped for the weather. 
The car had heated steering wheel and all wheel drive. I 
felt very comfortable driving with her. She seemed as if 
she wasn’t scared at all. She knew the roads and she knew 
how to maneuver her vehicle in the snow. We didn’t talk 
much on the way to the seminar. She seemed as if she 
was feeling me out. Rose glanced over at me a couple of 
times, smiled, and swayed her head back to the tune of 
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the music. When we pulled up to the hotel she broke her 
silence. 

 
“I will drop you off here while I go and find a 

parking spot.” 
 

“Ok”, I replied.  
 

I got out of the car and walked the path to the 
front doors. The greeter welcomed me in and I walked 
into the lobby. When I got inside I was stunned. 
Everyone inside was laughing and full of energy and life.  
I wondered what source of water they had been drinking 
from. They seemed so full of joy and there I was feeling 
half empty. What did they have that I didn’t? A huge 
crowd gathered near the elevators and then the 
commotion started. I didn’t understand what was going 
on. I heard a very calm and sweet voice saying hello to 
everyone. I thought there had to be a celebrity or 
someone in the building because the people were going 
crazy. Everyone was clapping and wanting an autograph.  

 
The lady and gentleman that walked through were 

very polite and shook as many people’s hands as they 
could. I walked over to the crowd to get a good look at 
these two. I couldn’t understand what was so special 
about them. I made my way through some of the people 
so I could get a good look at them. They stood there 
talking and laughing for a minute and then the lady’s 
eyes looked right at me. She took a deep breath and kept 
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her eyes fixated on me for a moment. She nodded her 
head, and then walked away. Someone walked over to 
the microphone and announced that they were opening 
the doors to start the seating. I pulled my ticket out of my 
pocket and looked behind me to find Rose. I didn’t have 
to look that hard because she had eased up right beside 
me.  
 

“Come this way,” she said sneaking to the side 
entrance. 
 

Rose and I walked in through a separate entrance 
and handed the guard our VIP tickets. She asked me to 
take a seat in the first row right in front of the stage. I felt 
very uncomfortable sitting so close to the stage so I asked 
if I could move back a row and she said of course.  

 
So I took my seat as they opened the doors to let 

everyone in. Rose sat in the front row in the seat directly 
in front of me. Everyone was moving into the room and 
getting situated. I felt major butterflies in my stomach 
and my hands were shaking. I was so nervous that I 
couldn’t even take my coat off. The lady and the 
gentleman that were being paparazzied in the hall walked 
into the room. Everyone clapped again and began 
hooting and hollering. I tapped Rose gently on her 
shoulder and asked who they were. 
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“They are the folks who will be presenting this 
seminar. Their names are Ernestine and Jerry Hall and 
they are very dear friends of mine.” 

 
 Immediately after she finished her sentence, 

Ernestine walked up to Rose and gave her a huge hug. 
They seemed like they hadn’t seen each other for a while 
and they were overly excited to see one another. 
Ernestine’s eyes met with mine again and she reached out 
to shake my hand. 
 

“And you are?” 
 

“My name is Dawn,” I replied.  
 

My voice was a little shaky from being so nervous, 
but as soon as her hand reached mine I felt completely 
relaxed. For all I know she was some kind of miracle 
healer, because my body felt completely at ease. I began 
to get the feeling of DÉJÀ VU as I smiled back at her. 

 
“Well Dawn, It’s very nice to meet you. Is this your 

first time here? 
 

“Yes.” 
 

“Well I hope you enjoy the show.” 
 

She pat Rose on the leg and walked up to the 
platform. Her husband grabbed the microphone and 

83



introduced himself. He explained who they were and that 
pretty soon Ernestine was going to channel infinite 
intelligence. As soon as I was about to tap Rose on the 
shoulder to ask her what he was talking about, he 
deepened his voice and in a baritone voice said, “She 
channels GOD”. 

 
At that point I was ready to get up and walk out, 

but I figured she must be doing something right because 
there were a lot of people there. After he was done with 
his introduction, Ernestine walked to the center of the 
stage and took three long and slow deep breaths. After 
the third breath she moved her head around a bit. Her 
eyes were closed but relaxed and her hands were clasped 
in front of her.  

 
She moved her head up and down a bit and then 

she opened her eyes. I was waiting for something crazy to 
happen but it didn’t. She began to speak in a voice that 
was a little different than when she walked up to me to 
shake my hand. She seemed confident, graceful, and sure 
of herself when she spoke. Every word that came out of 
her mouth was perfect. I couldn’t find any other way to 
describe it other than, perfect.  

 
As strange as the whole thing seemed I sat there 

and listened. People were raising their hands to ask 
questions and she was giving fluid, flowing, positive 
answers to all of their questions. When the people sat in 
the seat to ask a question she looked them straight in the 
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eyes and all of her attention went straight to the person 
sitting in the chair. I thought for a moment what it would 
feel like to have me sit in the chair and be able to ask any 
question that I wanted. She claimed to know what we 
were all thinking and feeling and claimed to know what 
all of our futures held.  

 
She kept mentioning the law of attraction and a 

vibrational escrow to which I had no clue what she was 
talking about but I was drawn to what she was saying. I 
shook my head for a moment doubting that I would ever 
get picked to ask a question. There were so many people 
in the room and for some reason I started to feel like I 
wasn’t worthy to speak to infinite intelligence. Rose 
turned around and looked at me.  

 
“You don’t have a question that you want to ask 

dear?” 
 

I swallowed very hard, and raised my hand. 
Ernestine looked around the room swaying her head 
back and forth and then looked in my direction.  

 
“We are going to take a small break and when we 

come back we will begin right here.” She pointed at me 
and said, “Right here with the young lady in the green 
coat.” 
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Chapter Thirteen 
Questions Answered 

 
 
 
 

 We returned from our small break, and I sat in the 
chair. Jerry (Ernestine’s husband) walked up and 
positioned the microphone comfortably in front of me. 
The camera was pointed directly at me and the lights 
were hot and somewhat blinding. Jerry turned the light 
away from my face a bit, and it helped a lot. Everyone 
came back into the room and got situated again.  
 

Ernestine relaxed back into her channeling state 
and directed her attention towards me. I could feel the 
power coming off of her. It felt like pure love. I 
unbuttoned my coat and pulled it down from my 
shoulders. I removed my arms and let the sleeves hang 
down to the ground.  
 

“Are you ready?” She asked. 
 

“Yes.” 
 

“What is your question?” 
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I took a deep breath and spoke. 
 

“I heard you say that you create your own reality, 
and I also heard you say that God is aware of us all and 
wants the very best for each and every one of us.”  

 
She nodded her head and took a deep breath.  
 
“I have two questions. Why would I create a reality 

of my fiancé leaving me, me being out on the streets, and 
being poor? And why after endless months of crying 
would God just sit there and watch me suffer? It feels like 
I did something wrong sometimes and like God wants me 
to suffer for it.” 

 
She looked me directly in the eyes and began to 

speak.  
 

“God does not ever ever ever want you to suffer. 
God has deemed you worthy of all you could ever dream 
of. God has deemed you worthy of everything that you 
could ever want. God has deemed you worthy of 
everything your imagination could ever inspire out of 
you. The question is how do you feel about you? 

 
Do you understand that when you feel good about 

you, when you believe in you, when you love you, you 
are then allowing God energy to flow through you? Do 
you understand that when you don’t feel good and you 
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punish yourself and you accuse yourself of wrong doing, 
you are blocking the flow that you call God?  
 

So your negative emotions and circumstances are 
not indicators that you have done something wrong. 
Your negative emotions are not indicators that God is 
upset with you or that God wants you to suffer. Your 
negative emotions are an indication of one thing and one 
thing only. God thinks the world of you and in your 
moments of negative emotion you are focused upon some 
flaw that God does not see in you. Period.  

 
Do you understand that through the life you live 

you are asking for more? So every time you see 
something you don’t like you ask for something you do 
like. Every time you feel restricted you ask for freedom. 
Every time you are sick you ask for wellness. Every time 
you feel poor you ask for prosperity. And we don’t mean 
by your words. We mean by the signal that you send out 
into the world. God, your source, becomes the equivalent 
of what you are asking for.  

 
The question is, are you in alignment with God 

energy? Do you feel the same way about you that God 
feels about you? If the answer is no, that means that you 
are blocking the flow of God and restricting the good that 
can come to you. Positive energy is God energy and 
when you are in that energy you have access to all of the 
goodies that you have put into your escrow. When you 
disallow the flow, you do not allow yourself access to all 
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of the goodies that are in your escrow. You cannot feel 
poor and be rich. You cannot feel sick and be well. 

 
They are opposite vibrations. And my dear, you 

cannot sit in the center of a problem and hope to find the 
solution there because the solution is not in the same 
place as the problem. You have to look towards the 
solution and let the problem go.  
 

But I am here to tell you directly that you are not 
far off. You have been asking and asking and living and 
asking. And let me assure you that your escrow is huge. 
You have lined up circumstances, events, people, and 
abundance that you would not even believe.  

 
You see my dear, you have asked for freedom. You 

have asked to be separated from the ideas of how others 
think you should live. You have asked to be removed 
from others controlling you. You have asked to be able to 
make your own decisions and have control over your own 
life, and do you have any idea how much power we see 
for you? 

 
Do you have any idea how smooth and efficient we 

see your life going? Do you have any idea how confident 
and creative and bold you have become? But you cannot 
get there from the state of mind of worry or fear. You 
have to step into your power and adore you like God 
adores you and then the energy that creates worlds will 
flow through you and it will pull the pieces of the puzzle 
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together in a way that will knock your socks off. We 
promise you that.  
 
 Just ease up a little bit and don’t be so hard on 
yourself. My dear you are at the right place at the right 
time and you will begin to see your life unfold in a way 
that will blow your mind. That is our promise to you. We 
have all expanded and become more because of this 
conversation. You have helped us clarify our words in a 
way that has never been done before.  There is great love 
here for you and for now we are complete.” 
 

I smiled as the whole room got up out of their 
chairs and clapped. Even Rose stood up and joined the 
crowd of cheering people. She grabbed my face and 
hugged me tight. I felt so much love in the room that I 
had to excuse myself and go to the ladies room. I closed 
the stall door of the beautiful bathroom and started 
balling. I cried my eyes out, and when I was done, I felt a 
decades worth of pain fall right off my shoulders. At that 
moment I felt like I didn’t have to go back and fix 
anything. I was okay right where I was and I could start 
right from there.  

 
I wish I could say I left the seminar and a bag of 

money fell out the sky, but it didn’t quite work that way. I 
left the meeting and Rose and I had a hearty 
conversation on the way home. I felt like she understood 
me and she knew what I was going through without me 
even having to explain to her what was happening. Even 
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the day in the deli she walked right up to me and spoke to 
me without me even asking. Even though I was in a not 
so good mood that day, I remembered the passage that I 
wrote in the book a couple of days prior which said that I 
wanted people to speak to me and see me for me and not 
some young runaway that was living on the streets and 
smelled like sewer. The law of attraction thing was 
starting to make perfect sense to me.  

 
I was proud when I pulled up to Natalie’s 

apartment building. I finally had an actual place to be 
dropped off at. I didn’t have to return to the side of a 
dumpster. I waved good-bye to Rose and thanked her 
from the bottom of my heart. I was so grateful that she 
took me along. She knew exactly what I needed.  

 
I wondered how she knew. I mean was she a 

prophet or something? She just picked me out of all of 
those people that were sitting in the deli that day. I 
stopped asking all the questions and just accepted that 
maybe I wasn’t cursed after all. Maybe I was blessed and 
life was beginning to open my eyes to have me fully 
receive the blessings that it had waiting for me.  
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Chapter Fourteen 
Bring Me Your Journal 

 
 
 
 

 When I returned to Natalie’s building, I stuck my 
key in the hole and twisted the doorknob open. When I 
got into her apartment she was sitting on the floor with 
papers scattered everywhere. I stepped over each page 
carefully and sat down on the sofa. 
 

“What are you doing?” I asked. 
 

She scratched her head with her sharpened pencil 
and put her finger up to her lips to shush me. 

 
“I am thinking,” she replied. 

 
I went into the guest room and noticed that my 

journal was sitting out on the bed. 
 
“Dawn?” 

 
“Yes…” 
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“Bring me your journal.” 
 

“Why…” 
 

“Just bring me your journal!” she yelled. 
 

I grabbed the journal and walked back into the 
living room. She seemed deep in thought and I had not 
the slightest idea of what she wanted with my book. She 
flipped to the middle of the journal and started reading it 
out loud. I reached for it back as she read the sentences 
louder and louder. I was very embarrassed as she stood 
up and walked through her apartment building thumbing 
from page to page.  
 

I yelled for her to please stop reading my journal. 
She turned around looked me dead in the eye and threw 
it to the ground. I scurried to pick it up off the floor and 
retracted back to the hallway wall like a scared child. She 
walked up to me and stood in my face. She was so close 
that her nose was almost touching mine. She breathed 
heavily and said, “You have a talent and you’re too 
afraid to open yourself up to show it. What good are 
these beautiful words if no one can read them?” 

 
She snatched her papers up off of the floor and 

told me to have a seat on the sofa. She let me know that 
she had already spent all day reading my journal and she 
had approached her agent and lawyers to see if she could 
renegotiate her contract with her publishing company. 
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She wanted to coach me and have them accept my 
book instead. She would give the time and dedication 
needed to assist me with turning my diary into a book. 
The pages on the floor turned out to be her legal 
contract. 

 
“They said no,” she said biting her lip. “So I am 

going to fund your project myself. I have a contract to 
produce a book within the next year. So helping you is 
putting me into a heap of trouble.” 
 

“So why do it?” I asked firmly.  
 

“You think it’s a coincidence that you landed in 
the alleyway of my apartment building? Do you think it’s 
a coincidence that you sat right in front of the building of 
a New York Times best selling author? You think it’s a 
coincidence that I have been struggling to find the next 
thing to write and then you fall into my lap? Honey, if 
you can’t see this path lighting up for you, you have to 
get your eyes checked.” 
 

“I don’t think so Natalie. I’m not a writer,” I 
stuttered. 
 

“Damn it Dawn! Have some faith in yourself!” 
 

She placed her hands on my shoulders and 
dropped down on the sofa next to me.  
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“You remind me of myself when I was younger. I 
was so down, so fragile, so waiting for someone to give 
me the instructions on what to do next. But there was no 
one there to help me. When you get a chance like this, 
you have to open your eyes. I am handing you the key 
and you are pushing it away and for what! Just so you 
can wait for the next person to tell you what to do with 
your life? So you can fall in line, be obedient, and follow 
someone else’s orders? So I am going to ask you a 
question and you need to reach down into your soul to 
answer this. Are you a writer?” 

 
Chills began flowing through my body and I could 

feel the heat rush to my hands. So much so that they 
started throbbing. I shook off any fear that I may have 
been feeling and stood up from the sofa. I looked down to 
her and opened my mouth to speak. 

 
“Yes, I am a writer.” 
 
She stood up grabbed my hand and sat me down 

at her dining room table. She steadily ripped page after 
page after page out of my diary and piled it into the 
center of the table. Her methods were erratic and 
strange, but much needed. She was trying to show me 
that everything didn’t need to be perfect and in order. 
Sometimes things could be a mess around you and all 
you had to do was keep yourself centered and everything 
could be figured out. 
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She grabbed random pages out of the pile and told 
me to tell her what I felt. She made me sit down and 
write each page over without regard to what anyone else 
may feel about what I wrote. She wanted me to dig 
deeper. She wanted raw emotion. Even deeper than I 
had gone on the nights of certain events. She wanted to 
feel my pain. She wanted to feel my happiness. She 
wanted my words to speak to her soul.  

 
So we stayed up all night long and she coached, 

and we laughed, and she coached, and we cried, and she 
coached until we couldn’t utter another word. It was 
about 4 am when we actually fell asleep on the sofa. She 
was a bit extreme but I knew she was helping me develop 
the skills that I would need to move forward in life, not 
just writing. 

97



98



Chapter Fifteen 
The Book Signing 

 
 
 
 

 The day had finally arrived. It was one year later 
and I had been through the wringer. Natalie had become 
my mentor. She was beside me through every hardship. 
Every time I cried and every time I laughed. She had 
stood beside me through it all.  
 

I was so appreciative of all that she sacrificed to 
help me. She took her time, her money, her knowledge, 
and invested it all on little ole me. She was grateful that I 
had come into her life and she wasn’t sure where she 
would have been if I hadn’t. She reminded me that I was 
just as important as I was saying she was. 
 

Natalie was struggling with a few demons of her 
own and by helping me she was helping herself. She too 
had found another reason to live. With time and love 
invested in me she was able to feel again and become 
inspired again. They were able to renegotiate her 
contract to a 2-year deal and agreed to help Natalie fund 
my project. 
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 The publishing company had started a whole new 
branch called “Authors As Mentors”. The branch would 
feature books written by writers like me who were 
mentored by the biggest names in writing. Who knew 
that we together would inspire a whole new idea for 
publishing? She also wanted me to know that she was 
more inspired to have me come into her life then she ever 
would have been without me there.  

 
I walked past one of the newsstands and picked up 

a magazine. I opened to the page where our article was. 
There we were. Natalie and I froze in time with a picture 
of us laughing together. Our photo shoot looked amazing 
and the pictures were not altered one bit. We were our 
beautiful natural selves. A little make up, our natural 
hair, and gleaming smiles. I turned the magazine page as 
I threw the $5.00 onto the counter to pay.  

 
“That’s you,” the clerk said smiling.  

 
“I know!” I replied. 

 
I was just as excited as she was. I walked down the 

street and I was taken away when I saw the picture of me 
holding up my book. It was finally done. I could not 
believe that Natalie believed enough in me to offer to put 
up her own money to advertise my book. When her 
publishing company got hold of how fast the news was 
spreading they wanted in. They made sure I was well 
taken care of and that my advertising was top notch. I 
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was even requested to speak to groups of young girls who 
had lost their way.  
 

Things were right on schedule. I went back to 
Natalie’s for hair and makeup and skimmed over my 
outfit to make sure everything was in place. I wanted to 
make sure I was there early to see the presentation they 
had set up. 
 

Natalie was so excited that she barely slept. She 
was running around like crazy making sure everything 
was in place for my book signing. When we pulled up to 
the bookstore it was unbelievable. There were so many 
people standing outside waiting to get in. I turned to 
Natalie and blushed. 
 

“Is all of this for me?” 
 

“Yes girl she said as she grabbed my hands. Yes!” 
 

I walked out of the truck and the security guard 
escorted me down the path to the doors of the building. 
There was a crowd of young girls out there grabbing for 
my hand. For some reason I wasn’t nervous at all. I 
stepped up and expressed my gratitude as posed for a 
couple of pictures with the young females.  
  

When I signed my name to the bottom of my 
journal pages at night I never thought I would one day be 
signing my autograph. The whole thing felt so weird to 
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me but still I embraced it fully. I smiled and posed and 
laughed and made sure I gave them some really good 
shots. Who would ever think that there was a celebrity 
inside this shy wallflower?  
 

I stepped inside as they closed the doors behind me 
and locked them. It was about a half an hour before the 
doors would open and the people were extremely 
anxious. I walked up to the desk that Natalie and I would 
be sitting at and placed my purse down in the chair. 
There were two life-sized posters of my book sitting right 
next to the table. There was even a table that had stacks 
of my book for people to purchase if they hadn’t done so 
already. Would you believe that the table with my books 
had two large vases of lilies sitting on them?  

 
The coffee shop had set up tables of muffins and 

drinks for people to enjoy as they waiting in line for me to 
sign their books. It was truly something to see. I felt like a 
big mush. It was extremely humbling. So many people 
working on my behalf. It was amazing. I thought back to 
what Ernestine said in the seminar. The part where she 
told me that I had lined up circumstances and events that 
would knock my socks off. I finally started to see what she 
meant.  

 
When the doors opened there seemed to be no end 

to the line. People were walking up to me telling me that 
I inspired them and that they were so grateful for me. 
One girl even told me that I saved her life. Usually I 
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would shy away from that kind of responsibility. The 
responsibility of being a role model would have been 
frightening to me before. But I felt brand new. I felt like I 
knew who I was and what I was there for. For the first 
time in my life I felt like I had a purpose in the world. 

 
I must have signed over 300 books that day. I 

know to some people that wouldn’t seem like much, but 
to me it was everything in the world. The line started to 
dwindle down and I reached into my pocketbook to pull 
out my cell phone. When I looked back up there was a 
beautiful woman standing in front of me. She reached 
her hand out and stroked the side of my cheek.  
 

“Can you sign my book?” she asked. 
 

I opened up the book and turned to the cover page 
and let the pen glide across the book cover.  

 
To my heart and soul. I love you mom.  
 
Love Dawn Wilson xoxoxo 

 
She reached down into her large shoulder bag and 

pulled out another book. I almost broke down when I 
saw it. It was my diary. My mom had hand sewn the 
pages back together perfectly. The care and detail she 
took to put the pages back together was superb. I walked 
from behind the table and grabbed her tightly. She 
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gripped me and started to tear up. I knew she was proud 
of me and I knew she had forgiven me. I didn’t even have 
to ask her to.  

 
The photographers went crazy snapping pictures 

of her and I. The day was really a day to remember. I felt 
like I had accomplished so much. Natalie, my mom, and 
I all went out together for dinner to celebrate. She told 
me the story of how she met up with Natalie in the deli 
one day when she was looking for me.  

 
She had stopped in the deli and noticed my diary 

sitting in Natalie’s bag on the floor. When she asked 
Natalie where she got it from Natalie put two and two 
together and figured that she was my mom. She assured 
my mom that I was okay and they had a heartfelt 
discussion. After that discussion Natalie took my mom to 
her office, photo copied my diary pages, and gave the 
original to my mother. She wanted my mother to read 
the pages of the diary, and she did.  

 
Of course I questioned where the diary was and 

Natalie told me that it was in the shop and she was 
having it bound back together. My mom after reading 
the diary took the time to sew all of the pages back 
together. I could not have asked for a better gift. My 
mom had admitted to me that she wanted to be a 
seamstress for celebrities when she was younger. She too 
had dreams of doing something different with her life, but 
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brushed it off as false hope and put herself through law 
school instead. 
 

She opened up that night to tell me that she had 
quit her job and had since started working for the stars 
through the help of Natalie. My mom accepting help… I 
never thought I would see the day. I was so happy that 
we had come full circle. All of us were in the need for 
something and without even knowing it we all helped 
each other achieve the things we wanted the most out of 
life.  

 
So I say to all of those dreamers out there. Never ever give up. 

You are special and you were not placed on this earth for nothing. No 
one else can do what you do like you do it. So be bold and know your 
value. You are worthy and somewhere along your life, you will inspire 
someone.  

 
Love Dawn Wilson xoxoxo 
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