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That night Ray, Miss Carla, my parents, Jordan and 1 watched a movie on 
T.V. in the den. 1 was holding the big plastic bowl of popcorn, with my eyes 
glued to the movie. 

It was an old horror movie Ray had rented from NetFlix. 1 munched on the 
popcorn as my eyes stayed on the TV screen. On the screen, this lady was 
walking over to an old woman sitting in a rocking chair. The lady crept up 
behind the woman very slowly and placed her hand on the old woman's 
shoulder. The lady turned the chair around. 

There was a loud scream. The scream was my own, because Smokie had 
licked my foot, thinking that the tattoo fishes that were on my left ankle 
were real. 1 leaped up from the sofa and tossed the bowl of popcorn up into 
the air. Some of the popcorn got on Ray and me. 

"Sheila, look at this!" Momma groaned. 
"It's okay! I'll get it," Miss Carla announced. 
"Let me do this, Carla," Ray volunteered. 

The movie was postponed and Momma made me help Ray clean up the 
mess I've made. As 1 swept, 1 gave my cousin a sly smile and looked at him. 
"I can be a bit klutzy sometimes." He chuckled. "So you say?" "Yep. 1 
couldn't even shoot a basket to save my life, and I'm tall." 

Ray put the dustpan down on the floor and went over to me. He took my 
hand and stopped me from sweeping. 1 looked at him and felt myself 
growing weak. "I don't think of you as a klutz at all," he concluded. Then he 
softly said, "I think of you as a teenage clown. 1 believe you are the most 
wonderful young woman who was ever sent from above." 

1 saw a meaning glance in Ray's blue eyes. Ray's eyes were beautiful. 
As 1 looked into them, 1 felt my soul going inside of them. They were the 
eyes of an angel. As 1 held his hand, 1 felt thousands of butterflies slow 
dancing inside of my stomach and soul. 1 had fallen in love with my dearest 
COUSIn. 

1 had trouble falling asleep that night. So, 1 got out of bed and went out 
of my bedroom. 1 crept pass my parents' bedroom and went downstairs. 
When 1 got to the bottom of the steps, 1 saw Rayon the sofa, reading a book. 
Like a Ninja, 1 quietly snuck up behind him, placed my hand on his 
shoulder, and cried 'Boo'. Ray jumped and quickly turned around. 

"Sheila. You startled me," he gasped. "I thought you were a burglar." Ray 
grabbed me and threw over across the sofa. 1 laughed as he began to tickle 
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I looked around to see if anyone was watching me. When the coast was 
cleared, I quietly opened the door to the basement and tip-toed slowly down 
the steps. When I reached the bottom of the steps, I was surprised at what I 
saw. It was a horne office. There was a desk drawer with a laptop computer, 
a bookshelf filled with books, and two college degrees mounted on the wall. 

I walked over to the desk and spotted a picture of Ray and me as children 
sharing our first kiss together. I picked up the picture and touched the 
frame's glass covering. I saw the picture for a few seconds before I put it 
back down on the desk. 

"I've always loved that picture," A voice gently said behind me. 
I turned around. There was Ray standing in front of me. 
"Hi," he said. 
"Oh, Ray. I didn't know you were down here," I said startled. 
"What are you doing down here?" 
I started playing innocent. "I was just looking around." 

Ray folded his arms across his chest. "You have no business sneaking 
around in my office," he said firmly. "I'll let it go this time; just don't let it 
happen again. Let's go." 
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Ray took me by the hand and led me up the steps. Along the way, he 
leaned over and whispered softly in my ear, "I bet all of the angels in heaven 
are jealous of you, because you are the most beautiful girl on earth." 

I chuckled like a ten-year old girl on a first date. I could not believe that 
my own cousin had flirted with me. 
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glued to the movie. 

It was an old horror movie Ray had rented from Blockbuster®. I munched 
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shoulder. The lady turned the chair around. 
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the air. Some of the popcorn got on Ray and me. 
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looks up to me. One time, Jordan went through all my clothes and makeup 
trying to dress up like me. 

Jordan was singing one of his homemade songs as his was drying a plate 
on his shirt. I smiled at him as I thought about myself at his age. 

My family and I left the apartment at 5A.M. Momma locked the door as I 
helped Daddy with the luggage. It was still dark when we got outside. I 
helped Daddy place the luggage into the back trunk of our car. 

After I helped Daddy closed down the trunk, he called Momma and Jordan 
over to join us for prayer. We held hands, closed our eyes and bowed our 
heads. I opened up one eye. After we said 'amen' , we hopped into the car 
and drove off. 

We left New York State and drove down on the highway. During the ride, 
I was listening to my I-Pod and singing along to the words of a song. I 
stopped singing when Daddy called my name. I turned down the volume to 
talk to him. 

"What kind of song is that, young lady?" he knowingly asked. 
"Die, Bastard, Die," I told him. 

"What?" 
"It's about a song about the rapper 50 cent, Daddy." 
"Well, I don't want you singing that song in front of your brother. Tum it 

off." 
"But, Daddy-" 
"Sheila, do what your daddy says, Babe," Momma advised. 
I turned off my I-Pod, took out my earphone out of my ear and placed it 

down by my side. I knew by the tones of my parents' voices that they and 
most adults don't like Rap music at all. 

As we rode on throughout the night, I thought about Ray turning thirty 
years old in two days. I wondered about myself turning thirty. Would my 
hair become thin? Would I become a mother and have to wear dresses all 
the time. I fell asleep, dreaming about that one day . 

• 
I woke up the next day to see Momma behind the wheel, as Daddy and 

Jordan slept. Momma arrived at a whitewashed house and pulled up into a 
driveway. I woke up my daddy and brother and told him that we were at 
Cousin Ray's house. 

We got out of the car and came to the front door. I rang 
the doorbell. "Hello?" answered the voice behind the door. I knew the voice 
belonged to Miss Carla the housekeeper. "It's Mr. Raymond's family," I 



4 

looks up to me. One time, Jordan went through all my clothes and makeup 
trying to dress up like me. 

Jordan was singing one of his homemade songs as his was drying a plate 
on his shirt. I smiled at him as I thought about myself at his age. 

My family and I left the apartment at 5A.M. Momma locked the door as I 
helped Daddy with the luggage. It was still dark when we got outside. I 
helped Daddy place the luggage into the back trunk of our car. 

After I helped Daddy closed down the trunk, he called Momma and Jordan 
over to join us for prayer. We held hands, closed our eyes and bowed our 
heads. I opened up one eye. After we said 'amen', we hopped into the car 
and drove off. 

We left New York State and drove down on the highway. During the ride, 
I was listening to my I-Pod and singing along to the words of a song. I 
stopped singing when Daddy called my name. I turned down the volume to 
talk to him. 

"What kind of song is that, young lady?" he knowingly asked. 
"Die, Bastard, Die," I told him. 

"What?" 
"It's about a song about the rapper 50 cent, Daddy." 
"Well, I don't want you singing that song in front of your brother. Tum it 

off." 
"But, Daddy-" 
"Sheila, do what your daddy says, Babe," Momma advised. 
I turned off my I-Pod, took out my earphone out of my ear and placed it 

down by my side. I knew by the tones of my parents' voices that they and 
most adults don't like Rap music at all .. 

As we rode on throughout the night, I thought about Ray turning thirty 
years old in two days. I wondered about myself turning thirty. Would my 
hair become thin? Would I become a mother and have to wear dresses all 
the time. I fell asleep, dreaming about that one day . 

• 
I woke up the next day to see Momma behind the wheel, as Daddy and 

Jordan slept. Momma arrived at a whitewashed house and pulled up into a 
driveway. I woke up my daddy and brother and told him that we were at 
Cousin Ray's house. 

We got out of the car and came to the front door. I rang 
the doorbelL "Hello?" answered the voice behind the door. I knew the voice 
belonged to Miss Carla the housekeeper. "It's Mr. Raymond's family," I 



4 

I went to bed at 7 P.M. and woke up at 2A.M. in the morning. My parents 
and my brother Jordan were already up. After our early breakfast, Jordan 
and I washed and dried the dishes. Jordan was three years old and always 
looks up to me. One time, Jordan went through all my clothes and makeup 
trying to dress up like me. 

Jordan was singing one of his homemade songs as his was drying a plate 
on his shirt. I smiled at him as I thought about myself at his age. 

My family and I left the apartment at 5A.M. Momma locked the door as I 
helped Daddy with the luggage. It was still dark when we got outside. I 
helped Daddy place the luggage into the back trunk of our car. 

After I helped Daddy closed down the trunk, he called Momma and Jordan 
over to join us for prayer. We held hands, closed our eyes and bowed our 
heads. I opened up one eye. After we said 'amen', we hopped into the car 
and drove off. 

We left New York State and drove down on the highway. During the ride, 
I was listening to my I-Pod and singing along to the words of a song. I 
stopped singing when Daddy called my name. I turned down the volume to 
talk to him. 

"What kind of song is that, young lady?" he knowingly asked. 
"Die, Bastard, Die," I told him. 

"What?" 
, "It's about a song about the rapper 50 cent, Daddy." 

"Well, I don't want you singing that song in front of your brother. Tum it 
off." 

"But, Daddy-" 
"Sheila, do what your daddy says, Babe," Momma advised. 
I turned off my I-Pod, took out my earphone out of my ear and placed it 

down by my side. I knew by the tones of my parents' voices that they and 
most adults don't like Rap music at all. 

As we rode on throughout the night, I thought about Ray turning thirty 
years old in two days. I wondered about myself turning thirty. Would my 
hair become thin? Would I become a mother and have to wear dresses all 
the time. I fell asleep, dreaming about that one day . ., 

I woke up the next day to see Momma behind the wheel, as Daddy and 
Jordan slept. Momma arrived at a whitewashed house and pulled up into a 
driveway. I woke up my daddy and brother and told him that we were at 
Cousin Ray's house. 
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"Hi, Ray," I whispered. 
"Hello, my honey," he whispered back. 

/ 
/ 



We got out of the car and came to the front door. I rang 
the doorbell. "Hello?" answered the voice behind the door. I knew the voice 
belonged to Miss Carla the housekeeper. "It's Mr. Raymond's family," I 
replied. "Just a minute, I'll tell Mr. Raymond that you're here." 
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We waited for a while. A second later, my family and I heard footsteps 
behind the door. I stepped out of the way as the door opened. Standing in 
front of me, was a White man in blue jeans and an old Face It t-shirt. He had 
clean-cut hair and wore glasses. I gave the man a warm smile as I threw my 
arms around him. The man put his arms around me as well. 
"Hi, Ray," I whispered. 
"Hello, my honey," he whispered back. 

2 

After the hugs, the kisses and the playful nogies, and 
punches, Ray let us in his house. I saw Miss Carla. As always, she was still 
the same. Ray's house still looked the same since the last visit. I felt 
something rubbing against my leg. I looked down and saw a small gray 
tabby kitten. I bent down and scratched its ears. The kitten mewed with glee. 
"I never seen you here before, who are you?" I asked playfully. 
Jordan saw the kitten and asked to pet it. I gave it to him. 
Ray saw us and said, "I've seen you've found Smokie; she's very nice." 

Ray went over and petted the kitten. "Her name's Smokie. I've got her from 
the pound just yesterday. She's a sweetheart, aren't you girl?" "Hey, I need 
help with these bags!" Daddy called. Ray and I raced over to help. 

Ray showed me upstairs to my bedroom. The room was next to my 
parents' room. The house has four bedrooms, and I was very lucky to get a 
bedroom of my own. 

When Ray and I were inside, I went over to the bed and hopped down. 
"Is everything okay, honey?" Ray asked me. I looked at him and asked, 
"Why do you always call me 'honey'?" 

My cousin took a moment. "Because you're a sweet and good girl," he 
replied. "Ever since you were a little baby, I've always dreamt of having a 
sister just like you. That's why I've call you 'honey'." 
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Chapter One 

[ Want love but it's impossible 
A girl like me's so irresponsible 
A girl like me is dead in places 

Other girls feel liberated 

And [ can't love shot full of holes 
Don't feel nothing [just feel cold 
Don't feel nothing just old scars 
Toughening up around my heart 

But [ want love 
Just a different kind 

[want love 
Won't break me down 

Won't brick me up 
Won'tfence me in 

[wanta love 
That don't mean a thing 

That's the love [ want 
[want love 

As I take the couple's order, the sweet love ballad plays over the loudspeaker. The 
couple I'm taking the order from are a young interracial couple. I cannot help but ask, 
"Are you two engaged?" The woman holding the man's hand exchanges a pumpkin 
beam. She gives a kind responds. "Married a week ago," she tells me. 
I return the smile. "Oh, I see. Well, congratulations and good luck." 

I leave the couple's table and head for the kitchen to hand the short-order cook the 
couple's order. (A sundae, two waters and a large order of chili-cheese fries.) I go in the 
kitchen and pass the paper to the cook. The phone rings. A girl with dye blue hair takes 
the phone off the receiver. 
"Moonbeams, this is Vicky. May I help you?" I hear the girl say. As I pass the cook the 
order, I hear the girl answer, "Yes, she's here. I'll let you chat with her." She lowers the 
phone from her ear and turns to my direction. "Butterfly, it's your mum." 

I spirit over to the girl. The girl gives me the phone. I place the phone to my ear. 
"Hey, Momma," I reply, "what's the line?" 
"I'm sorry to call you at work, Babe. But I have to tell you something important." 
Momma tells me. "Okay, shoot it." 
My momma pause a little to think. She finds her voice. 
"Now, Butterfly. I know that you and Cousin Ray are very close." 
"I Know, Momma." I tell her. 
Momma goes on, "I know that we don't get to go to Orangeburg and see him and the 
others like we should. (With everyone so wrapped up and it's the summer and all.) We 



• 
Daddy makes a stop at the gas station to fill up the gas tank and to rest. We open our 

doors to get out to stretch. I take a look up to the heavens. The sky is gray and cloudy. 
"Oh, my! It looks like a storm's coming up," I hear Momma say. I once read in my 
destiny book that if it rained on your trip, it was a sign that you would face pain and 
heartache during your trip. I do like rainy days and I hope that my destiny book will be 
wrong. 

As my daddy fills up the gas tank, I go inside the store to grab my siblings and me 
bottles of raspberry cola. I walk over to the glass refrigerator, open the door, and take out 
three cans of raspberry colas and two bottles of water. I go over to the counter to pay for 
the drinks. The male cashier starts to hit on me. 
"You with your family?" he asks me. 
"Yes," I reply. 
"Why are you wearing those clothes?" 
"I made them. I'm into the Neo-Lolita fashion craze." 
The cashier studies me with his eyes. 
"I have a daughter about your age who dresses up like that." 
I give the cashier my money as he places the drinks into a paper bag. As he hands me my 
change, I thank him and leave out the door. 

• 
We leave the gas station and drive back on the road. This time Momma is behind the 

wheel. I look over at T.R., reading her e-book that she got for her birthday. I look at what 
she is reading. It is a boy-on-boy romance comic. My brother Jordan is sleeping with 
Potato on his lap. Potato is in the dream realm as well. With nothing else to do, I decide 
to call Ray. I hear my mosquito ringer going off. I reach into my pocket and pull out my 
pocket phone. I flip open my phone and press my receiver button. I put my pocket phone 
to my ear. 
"Hello?" I answer. 
"Hey, Butterfly!" It's my friend, Mari. 
"Hey, Mari. What's up?" 
"Nothing new, as usual. Anything with you?" 
I think of what to say. The words find my tongue. 
"Nothing new in my neck of the woods either, Mars," I reply. 
"My dad has me waiting tables left and right, girl. To make my day bad, I sat on a plate 
of food someone put in my chair. It's just horrible," Mari says. "I'm glad that we have a 
day off, tomorrow for the Fourth. I envy you that you and your family are going on 
vacation to the South. 
I'd give my body to science to go on a vacation." 
"It sucks, doesn't it?" 
"Sucks like a vacuum cleaner. What? I'll be right there, Dad! I have to go. My dad wants 
me to wait more tables. I'll call or text you later. Cio!" 
"Cio, Mari!" I shut off the phone and flip it close. I stick my pocket phone back into my 
pocket. "Butterfly, who was that?" Daddy asks me. 
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As I take the couple's order, the sweet love ballad plays over the loudspeaker. The couple that 
I'm taking the order from are a young interracial couple; (about mid-twenties, I think.) I cannot 
help but ask, "Are you two engaged?" The woman holding the man's hand exchanges a pumpkin 
beam. She gives a kind responds. "Married a week ago," she tells me. 
I return the smile. "Oh, I see. Well, congratulations and good luck." 

I leave the man and woman for the kitchen to hand the short-order cook the couple's order. (A 
sundae, two waters and a large order of chili-cheese fries.) I go in the kitchen and pass the paper 
to the cook. The phone rings. A girl with dye blue hair takes the phone off the receiver. 
"Moonbeams, this is Vicky. May I help you?" I hear the.girl say. As I pass the cook the order, I 
hear the girl answer, "Yes, she's here. I'll let you chat with her." She lowers the phone from her 
ear and turns to my direction .. "Butterfly, it's your mum." -

I ,spirit over to the girl. The girl gives me the phone. I place the phone to my ear. 
"Hey, Momma," I reply, "what's the line?" 
"I'm sorry to call you at work, Babe. But I have to tell you something important." Momma tells 
me. "Okay, shoot it." 
My momma pause a little to think. She finds her voice. 
''Now, Butterfly. I know that you and Cousin Ray are very close." 
"I Know, Momma." I tell her. 
Momma goes on, "Iknow that we don't get to go to Orangeburg and see him and the others like 
we should. (With everyone so wrapped up and it's the summer and all.) We hardly get to see him 
nowadays." . 



I find my words under my tongue. I give a sigh. "I give my soul just to see Ray and the gang 
again," I say. 
I think about my beloved Ray everyday. It's been two years since we have last see each other. I 

dream about hugging him within my arms, kissing his cheek and holding his face. "Your daddy, 
T.R., Jordan and I all know that you want to spend time with Ray down in the country for the 
summer," Momma says, "in fact, I read it on your wish list on your Myspace page." "Oh, 
Mother." I groan. 

Like most teenagers, a parent reading their Myspace is one of their tick buttons. 
Momma calms me down, so I don't get a heart attack. "My bad, honey. Anyway, we have a 
surprise for you. Since your daddy and have two weeks off from work, and you and your brother 
and sister have the summer off from school, we have decided to go to Orangeburg and visit 
Cousin Ray for the summer." I can now die happy. I'm in shock that I cannGt speak. 

"Butterfly, are you still there?" Momma asks over the phone. I snap out of it. The only word I 
get out is, "What day we're leaving?" My momma answers, "We're leaving tomorrow at 5 
o'clock." "Okay," I say. "I'll clock out when I wait the last table. I'll see you soon." 
"Bye, Babe! Love you." 

" 
Raymond Quidame and I have been close since the first day we met. My daddy does not 

know many of his kin and he rarely brings up the subject about them. When Daddy was fifteen, 
his momma (my nana) and one of his sisters were at a family reunion. It was when his aunt and 
her daughter (Daddy's cousin) jumped his momma and sister like a couple of chess pieces on a 
chess board. My daddy could only watch in helplessness as his momma and sister got beaten up 
by his aunt and cousin. 

Daddy had it worst with the other family members at the reunion as well. Daddy, along wi~ 
his sister and momma never fully forgave his aunt, cousin and the others for what they did to 
them. My nana went as far as throwing away every picture of her family. For some reason, daddy 
saved all of the pictures from the trash dump and kept them. There was a picture that he once 
showed me when I was about three. The picture was of a Caucasian man in a gray suit with long 
hair and wired-rimed glasses. 
"When I see my cousin's picture, it reminds me that there are still some good people in a family 
of devils," Daddy told me. 

From what I heard as I got older, Ray was a savior that helped broke up the fight; either though 
he was a pacifist. In the middle of the conflict, an unknown family member knocked Ray 
unconscious. For some sick reason, another family member poured ice water down Ray's left ear 
while he was still unconscious. 

Cousin Ray suffered a summer cold and lost his hearing in his left ear. Just like my daddy and 
his family, Ray and his family became the black cards of the family. Unlike my daddy and his 
family, Ray and his family forgave the relatives. My daddy still tells me that you can forgive a 
rose, but you can't forget its thorns. I truly believe that in the sunshine my daddy, nana, and aunt 
will snap out of their sprite and forgive their relatives. 



., 
Four years later in 1998, I finally met the cousin that was my daddy's savior back in boyhood. 

It was an open-door Christmas Eve party that my parents held in their apartment. I love my 
daddy's open-door parties. At the parties, there's plenty of food and drink, music, and dancing~ 
What's so wonderful about Daddy's open door parties is that you can walk through the open 
door and be welcomed with open arms, either though you are a stranger. I don't know a lot of 
New Yorkers that will throw an open-door party in their apartment. 

What I loved about the. open-door party was the Venusian-Taurus chocolate fountain. My 
momma rented the limited-edition chocolate fountain for the party. The fountain was faux gold
plated with colorful rhinestones with the images of girls and bulls that even a girl on her fifteenth 
or sixteenth birthday would throw a fit just to have one. The fountains poured out four types of 
chocolate. 

I wanted to have a feast of the Wonka sauce, so I went over to the buffet table, took a fondue 
stick, and like a fisherman, I speared a chunk of pound cake and run it under the waterfall. I 
savored the bite of the sweet Wonka sauce covered chunk of cake. As I polished off the piece of 
cake, I speared a diffent piece of chunk and repeat once more. In the middle of reaching for 
another piece of chunk to drown in the Wonka sauce, a gentle brotherly voice said, "You have 
some chocolate on you, honey." 

I turned my head and found myself faced with a young man. The man reached in his front 
pocket on his suit jacket and took out a handkerchief. The man lifted up my chin to face me; 
using the handkerchief, the man wiped my mouth and lip clean. I saw the man and came to 
realized that he was my daddy's Cousin Ray from the photograph. I gave Ray a brownie smile. 
Ray chuckled good-heartedly when he saw me smile. "My, you eat all that chocolate, you'll 
make the tooth fairy broke." he said. The way he said it, I turned over a shade of crimson. I 

Ray sifted his eyes over to my birthmark on the right side of my face. He took his thumb and 
traced it on my birthmark. I giggled because it tickled. "You've got a brown caterpillar sleeping 
on your face," he pointed. When people first meet me, the first thing they notice is my birthmark 
on the right side of my face. People always tell me my birthmark looks like a brown fuzzy 
caterpillar stuck on my face. In fact people started calling me 'Butterfly' instead of 'Sheila'. In 
reality, I like Butterfly better than Sheila. i 

"I forgot to introduce myself to you." Ray said to me. "My name is Ray Quidame; I am your 
cousin from your father's side of the tree." 

In the stories I heard, a cousin was usually a kid about your age. Ray was in his twenties and 
happened to be an adult. To put the icing on the cake, he was Caucasian. As a Mulatto child, I 
was puzzled at seeing a man who was half my race. I believe that when a person who is half
Caucasian (or half a race for that matter) they become confused. 

Ray read the expression on my face. "You're thinking that we can't be cousins, because I'm a 
lion and you're a lamb. Is that right?" he asked. I woke up out of my confusion and replied, "A 
lion can be friends with a lamb, so why can't we be cousins?" Ray held out his hand. I grabbed 
his hand and shook it. 

., 
Ray and I became much more that cousins. We became best friends. During the party, Ray 

\ 



reached his hand behind my ear, and pulled out a rose. I was fascinated by him. Ray showed me 
and the other kids more magic tricks. One of my favorites was when my cousin pulled his 
handkerchief out of a girl's ear. Then he pulled a joke on a couple by slipping fake frogs into· 
their drinks. The man's wife saw the frog inside her drink; she shrieked and ran. Ray was 
chasing the woman with the frog, just playing with her. "Elizabeth, you're prince wants to kiss 
you!" Ray called, chasing after her. The woman's husband roared with laughter. Lastly, as the 
party winded down, Ray took me up to the roof to watch the moon and stars in the sky. 

When we were on the roof, Ray and I watched the sky. "If you look more closely, you can see 
the rabbit making a cake. I looked for the rabbit. I couldn't find him. "Ray, I don't see him," I 
told my cousin. "Try tilting your head to the left, with your right eye closed." he said. I did what 
Ray told me to do. Right in front of me was the rabbit making his cake. I lifted up my head and 
opened my right eye. ' 
"Did you see him?" Ray asked. 
"Yep," I replied. 

I turned to Ray and looked at him. Ray looked at me; together we both smiled. Without a 
reason, we embraced each other, closed our eyes and kissed. I was seven years old and didn't 
know any better. Ray and I heard a camera shutter going off. We stopped kissing to see who it 
was. It was my momma who took the photo. 
"Do you two mind if I take one picture of you two just as a souvenir?" She asked. 
Ray responded, "I don't mind, Phyllis." 

Without another word, my momma went down the stairs to rejoin the party. Ray went red as a 
stoplight at what we done. Ray took his hand to lift up my chin. Looking in my eyes, he told me, 
in a polite and advising tone, "I think you should join your parents. I'll catch up with you later." I 
did what he told me to do and went downstairs to join my parents. 

" 
After the party was over, I retreated to my bedroom. As I lay on my bed, I thought about Ray 

and the kiss we had on the roof. I never thought I would kiss anyone that way. Not even a man of 
my own blood. Before Ray left the party, he made a promise to me that when he got back home, 
he would send me a letter everyday, and call me every night for the rest of his life until his last 
day in his deathbed on Earth. Either though I was a little girl of seven, I made the same promise . 
to my cousin. 

Before I drifted off to sleep, I said a prayer for Ray. In the middle of my prayer, I began to 
have butterflies inside my when I said my cousin's name. I felt warm and fuzzy as I prayed for 
Ray. I came to realized that I was losing my heart to my cousin. Those angelic eyes, that 
enchanting smile; no wonder I was going crazy for him. In the middle of the prayer, I fell asleep. 
My sleep was so deep, that I couldn't hear Santa Claus bringing my gifts inside my bedroom. 



Chapter Two 

It has been nine years, 10,234 phone calls and 2,500 letters since Ray and I first met. I'm now 
sixteen. I've recorded every phone call and kept every letter that I receive from my cousin. As I 
come home, my sister T.R. and my brother Jordan fly with open arms to hug me. "Butterfly, we 
missed you so much," T.R. says. 

My brother Jordan gives me his signature butterfly kiss on my cheek. "How was work, Sissy?" 
Jordan asks me. "Did you bring us something?" I reply by pulling out a white paper bag and 
handing it over to Jordan. Jordan takes the bag and opens it. They are leftover deserts that the 
manager let me have to take home. "Butterfly, you have some mail on the counter in the 
kitchen," T.R. hints. I thank my sister as I head to the kitchen. 

If T.R. gets the mail, the first thing she'll do is separate the mail into five piles and put theDf 
on the kitchen counter. If there are any miscellaneous letters, she'll put them in the 'freebie' pile. 
I spy my mail on the kitchen counter sandwich between Momma's and hers. I take my mail from 
the counter and go over to the table. I sift though my mail until I come across a letter from Ray. 

In the age of emails, texts and 1M's, Ray and I always send our mail the snail way. I always 
like snail mail better that email; (with other people besides my cousin, I prefer email over snail 
mail.) I tear open the envelope, pull out the letter, and unfold it. The letter is handwritten on 
stationery paper, in black ink. I read what my cousin write: 

My Dearest Cousin, 

How have you been doing? Are you enjoying the summer break from school? I hope you are. 
My summer's filled with desk work and court cases. How has your family been since the last 
visit? When I see your picture everyday, my heart breaks a little like a piece of a puzzle. I cannot 
come to terms that it has been two years since the last visit. As I face a new life of becoming 
thirty, I'm facing a crossroads of living a life of being alone and living a long life, or settling 
down and becoming a husband and a father to a new generation who'll lead the way to a new 
chapter in this world. . 

I realize that I'm not young as I used to be. As I look at my reflection in the mirror, I see an old 
man who is entering a new life. I feel it in my face, my bones and my soul. When I look at you 
and your sister and brother, I see a reason to live. As I become thirty, I'm starting to have crying 
spells and thinking about the future. Every time I cry, I become a person that is not me. I guess 
that what I'm going though is a part of life. I look back on the day when I was emancipated at 
seventeen when my mother and dad went back to Canada for good. I had to grow up and help 
take care of Michael and Ruby. Butterfly, as you become older, the road will not always be a 
golden path. There will be people who'll treat you with sweets on golden plates one day; than the 
next day they'll give you sand in dirty cups. You must overcome their bitterness with goodness 
in order to get what you want in this world. It won't be easy, my honey, but it's the only way. 
(Along with prayer.) Before I close this letter, I want to tell you that I am proud of you that you 
are making the right choices for your life. Give your family my love. I love you, my honey. 

Your Cousin, 
Ray Quidame 



P.S. 

Speaking of becoming thirty, my birthday is coming up this Fourth of July. 1 guess you can call 
me 'grandpa' now. Please take care. 

Inside the envelope is a mixed CD of songs Ray has burn onto. 1 look on the content label and 
come across the words :Easter Egg Song. 1 know that Cousin Ray has burn a hidden song onto 
the CD. 1 head to my bedroom and close my door. 1 pop the CD into my Hello Kitty mini-boom 
box radio and press the play button. 1 find the Easter Egg Song and begin to dance and sing to 
the music: 

How Much Love Do You Need 
Before You Give Your Love To Me? 
How Much Time, Does It Grows? 
How Much Love, I Wanna Know? 

1 go dance-crazy to the music. 1 turn and freak out at seeing my momma and daddy at my door. I 
shut off my boom box. 
"Let me guess, new dance craze?" Momma questions. 
"I guess," 1 reply nervously. 
"It might be a homorn imbalance, honey." Daddy tells Momma. 
Momma heaves a sigh and turns her gaze toward me. "Homonm imbalance or no homonm 
imbalance, young lady. 1 want you to pack up your suitcase for the trip tomorrow. We're leaving 
early at five a.m. No exceptions." 1 do what Momma says and go over to my closet. 

" 
In the middle of packing, my black-pug Potato comes in my room after her long slumber. Since 

it is the summer, Potato sleeps a lot. 1 think she has what you call 'Sleeping Beauty Syndrome'. 1 
have Potato for two years now. When 1 started working at Moonbeams at fourteen, 1 noticed a 
'stuffed' toy puppy resting in a box of potatoes. 1 took a closer look at the toy puppy. 1 thought 
one ofthe employee's kids left their toy in the kitchen. 

1 placed my hand on the puppy to see if it was real. 1 shook the puppy gently. The toy 
whimpered like a real puppy. 1 jumped back when the puppy looked at me. It was a real puppy. I 
knew that the pug came from the Chinese restaurant from across the block. Since 1 knew the 
owners there, 1 brought the puppy with me to visit the owners. . 

Before 1 got inside, one of the employees' stopped me. "Sorry, we can't have her in here," they 
said in their Broken English. "But she's your dog," 1 replied. The manager came out and 
answered for the employee. "The health inspector won't allow me to keep pets here," he said. "I 
know you'll take care good of her." Before 1 could protest, the manager and the employee gently 
pushed and shooed me and the puppy away. Then they went back inside and shut the door. 

After 1 got home (with the puppy), my parents, T.R., and Jordan welcome me and the puppy 
home. Momma held a family meeting and asked us to take a vote. After the votes, it was decided 
that the puppy was allowed to stay. After finding her in the potato box, 1 decided to name the 
puppy 'Potato' Taylor. The reason why the manger at the Chinese restaurant gave me Potato was 
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because of what happened to my goldfish, Sailor. Sailor was a pet I won at Coney Island. I had 
him for two days before he died. I was so attached to Sailor that I didn't want another pet to 
replace him. When I started my waitressing Job, I had a feeling that I would find Potato and 
become her new owner. Now, I never want another pet to come between me and Potato. 

"Ray is going to love you," I tell my pug. "I told him all about you and sent him your pictures. 
You'll love my Cousin Ray. He's sweet as cotton candy in the morning. Thinking about him 
makes me want to flip over." Potato gives me a wink in agreement. Potato is excited that she is 
coming with us to Orangeburg. 

• 
My parents order takeout for dinner. We go Indian this time. Indian food isn't Native American 

food at all. It's actually food that you'll find in the country of India. A Platonic girlfriend of mine 
once invited me over to her aunt's wedding. Half of her family was vegetatarin; while the other 
half ate meat. There were two buffet tables for both family members. I ate so much food, that my 
friend's aunt told me to stop before I had a stomachache. 

In the middle of dinner, Daddy tells us about his day at the women's clinic. '~The woman was 
just screaming her head off while she was delivering her baby," he said, "In fact, she told her 
husband, 'Dana, if you stick that thing in me again, I'll string you up like a Christmas ordement 
up a tree in Central Park!' The Woman has eight kids and was giving birth to another one. The 
husband told me after the birth of his baby, 'Dude, they said that a man is happy when he has 
many kids. But after this baby, no more.' I told him, 'Charles, I think you need to do something 
with your wife beside sex. '" 

We all laugh. My daddy is a male gynecologist. Yes, he's a doctor who works with woman, 
except do abortions. When I was thirteen, Momma took me to see him to get a checkup. I was 
scared because this gynecologist was my own daddy. I wanted to back out; but Momma told me 
no and that Daddy wasn't going to hurt me. 

There was a nurse with Daddy. The nurse told me that Daddy wanted to do a pap smear. I 
knew what that meant. Twenty minutes later, I was in hell. I was medically molested. It was 
painful, and to make things worst; my daddy and the nurse saw my honey pot. I was mad at my 
daddy for two weeks after that. Two years later, I reflect on that day and laugh about it. At least 
my daddy got to know more about me. 

• 
After dinner, my parents and siblings watch a movie. As for me, I retreat to my bedroom early. 

I want to be the first one up to see Cousin Ray. Potato follows me behind. I'm stretched out on . 
my bed, listening to the music on my I-Pod. I hear a tap on my door. "Come on in!" I say. Potato 
runs over to the door as it opens. Potato barks happily at seeing Jordan. "Hi, Sissy! Why aren't 
you watching the movie with us?" Jordan enters my room and sits down on my bed as I rise up. I 
pause my I-Pod as I sit up. 
Jordan starts the conversion. 
"Why don't you hang out with us anymore, Butterfly?" he asks . 

. "You know I hang out with you, Brother Moth," I reply. I call Jordan Brother Moth as a pet 
name for him. 
Jordan is silent. He says something that enters in my head. "I glad that Mom and Dad are taking 
us to see Ray and Mike. We hardly visit them and we are all busy all the time. T.R. and I are 



. always going to camp, Mom and Dad are at wQrk all the time, and you are always at work and 
summer school. And Potato ... well Potato's just-Potato." At just seven, my kid brother has the 
wisdom of a wise man of old age. Jordan knows a lot of what's going on with me and everyone 
else in the family. "I just want you to spend time with us," Jordan tells me. 

I look at my brother and look back at what I gone through. Before I became sixteen, I use to be 
happy and always talk to my family. Now I fight with everybody and curse out. The last fight I 
had was with my daddy. We got into a silly argument about an R-Movie I snuck out to see (when 
I was grounded). We let the fur fly. In the middle of the argument, I slapped my daddy and told 
him, 'you don't know anything about me! Just fuck off about my business.' That was when 
Daddy told me that I wasn't his daughter anymore. 

For a week Daddy and I didn't talk to each other. In the old days, if a kid had a royale with a 
family member (like a parent), they would get a mega-sized smack down from the whole family. 
I'm glad those days have died out like New Coca-Cola. Momma, T.R. and Jordan have had 
enough and made me and Daddy talk out our problems. It took about two hours (maybe more). 
At the end, my father and I finally made peace. I apologized to Daddy for hitting him; Daddy 
apologized to me. 

Either though that we are a family, we're not an 'apple-pie family'. In fact, there is no such 
thing as an apple-pie family. All families have disagreements once in a full moon. When people 
fight, it's their way of saying' I love you, but I don't understand your drift.' I not only fight with 
my daddy; I also fight with Jordan (he took my laptop), T.R. (She took my hair dryer), Momma 
(she chewed at me for a lot of stuff), my friends, and Potato. I can go on with whom I fight with. 
The thing is fights don't always last forever; if they did, I wouldn't ~e talking to you right now. 
We're good friends after all. I hope we'll stay that way and never fight. 

My brother looks at me and I look at him. "I want to spend time with you, Brother Moth. You 
and the rest of the clam clan," I manage to say. Jordan hugs me. I hug him back. In the end, we 
go out of my bedroom to join everybody else in the family room. 
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Chapter Three 

1 am in my bed resting. 1 feel the soft-satin of my bed covers. I'm in my sky-clothes as 1 stir up. 
My hand hits something. It feels like warm flesh. 1 see someone in the bed with me. Their back is 
turned toward me. 1 see the person and feel his back. He too is sky-clothe. My bedroom is full of 
sunlight and the song of birds. 1 gentle wake him up. The person turns over to face me. We both 
jump up in a panic at seeing each other. 1 am in shock and red-faced that the person is my own 
Cousin Ray. 

"Ray, what are you doing!?" 1 cry, trying to conceal my body with the bed sheets. Ray tries to 
cover his body from me. "I'm sorry, honey," he says apologetily, "I was sleeping and went 1 
woke up, you and 1 were like this." Ray removes the covers as he gets out of my bed. As he 
walks across my room, 1 can see his male form. Without his clothes or glasses, my cousin looks 
like Adam. 

1 gather up my courage and get out of bed to join him. Ray looks at me and grows crisom. "I 
can't believe it," he says, "you've grown so pretty all these years. 1 never thought of you as 
beautiful; in fact, 1 never told you that. You're very beautiful, my honey." I grow more redder. 1 
embrace Ray. "I've missed you so much," 1 whisper. Ray returns the embrace. "I missed you, 
honey," he whispers back, "there's so much 1 want to tell you. 1 want to tell you how 1 feel about 
you. 1 love you, Butterfly." "I love you, Ray." We cling in a hug 'till 1 drift into a heavy sleep 
and see the darkness. 

• 
"Butterfly, wake up," a voice gently calls me. 1 open my eyes to see my sister T.R. facing me. 

"Momma says to get dressed for breakfast so we can leave to see Cousin Ray," my sister tells 
me. 1 jump out of bed and dash over to the mirror. 1 look at myself. 1 am red. 1 had a dream about 
Cousin Ray in bed with me, us being in our sky-clothes, we embracing and telling each other we 
love one another. A dream. My sister is good at interpreting dreams. So 1 tell her my dream. 
''T.R., 1 had a dream about me and Cousin Ray," 1 begin, getting ready. 
"What was it about?" T.R. asks me. 
"It's kind of 'Micha,el Jackson' ehichi," 1 tell her. 
"What about it?" 
1 explain to her that Ray and 1 are in bed together (in our sky-clothes.) 1 tell her that we saw each 
other this way and that we tell each other how we missed one another and that we love each 
other. In the end, we are hugging, not wanting to let go. 

T .R. laughs at this, and turns serious. 
"It's because you miss Ray and you want to tell him how you feel about him," she says, "i~ 
return; he wants to tell you how he feels about you. In a dream, when to people are in bed 
together, naked; and both persons see the other person's nudity, it states that they have a secret 
that they want to unravel with you. And the other person has another secret as well. These 
'dreams' often occur in couples going though a divorce; or whatever. But if there is sex (at some 
points or not at all), then the person and the loved one want to realize that they miss one another. 
There is nothing wrong with you and Ray seeing each other like that; it's just that you miss him, 
that's all." 

From that point, 1 know that my sister has given her view. My door opens. Momma steps in. 
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"Tokyo Rose and Butterfly Taylor!" she says. "Both of you get dress, right now. Your dad can'J 
wait all day. We have to beat traffic, now let's go!" Tokyo Rose is T.R.'s birth name. T.R. was 
named after the Japanese capital and by a nurse who said to my momma at the hospital, 'She is 
as lovely and rare as a blue rose.' T.R. found out about a real 'Tokyo Rose' in her school book. 
To this day, my sister has been fascinated with Asian culture. Momma steps out of my room as 
T.R. follows her. I get myself ready. 

" 
My family and I have a light breakfast. T.R. is talking to a platonic girlfriend on her pocket 

phone, Daddy and Jordan are eating; Potato is looking for scraps, as for me, I look at Momma 
talking on the phone about pictures she had taken. "Oh, dammit," she cruses, "Mrs. Platter, I 
promise to get those photos to you by next week. I thought 1'd sent them to you." Momma is a 
photographer for an underground newspaper in Manhattan. On the side, she often works 
freelance. 

I look at my family and come to terms,that we are heticed like many of the New Yorkers in 
New York State. In Harlem, everyone is fast. There is a saying, 'If you are not fast and working 
in New York, then get your sorry ass out of the way!' To this day, it rings true. 

" 
As we leave our apartment at 5 o'clock in the morning, the New York skyline is painted in a 

light- baby pink. The streets are quiet and our neighborhood is beginning to wake up. I hear the ' 
birds chirping their morning call to the neighborhood. I take a breath of the Harlem air one last 
time as I get to the car. The car belongs to my parents. I envy them; my parents have a car for 
me. I won't get it until Christmas. 

Daddy summons us for prayer. Either though we are not the most religious family in the United 
States, we always make time to pray. My Daddy's a Catholic-Jew and Momma's a Baptist
Protant. As for my siblings and me, we haven't decided on what faith to follow just yet. And we 
don't care. We don't go to a place of worship, but we believe in the faith of Christ. You can call 
us 'Liberal Christians'. We hold hands as Daddy says prayer. After prayer is over, we all say 
'amen' and pile inside the car. The lugget is in the trunk, my parents are at the front, and my 
siblings, Potato and I are in the back. Everyone is buckled up. Daddy turns the ignition key and 
starts the car. He backs out of the parking space, drives up forward to the garage door, and pulls 
outside. 

As we drive down the street, the neighborhood slowly passes by. We drive downtown into 
New York Times Square. Out my window, I see the places that my family and I often visit on 
outings. Broadway and Fifth Avenue. Rockefeller Plaza, Radio City, and Central Park. I spy the 
subway entrance where I catch the morning commute with my friends to go to school. I see the 
pizzeria where I hang out with my friends after school to have a bit of pizza and a drink of Coca
Cola®. My family and I are leaving the Big Apple to spend two weeks in South Carolina with 
Cousin Ray My cousin lived in New York City a long time ago. I know how he must have felt 
about leaving all of New York behind. Daddy drives up the road and onto Matthantain Bridge. 
My brother and sister see The Statue of Liberty. I see it as well. 

Goodbye, Lady Liberty! Goodbye, New York! I'll see you in two weeks! I say with my heart. 



I see the sunrise on the horizon. I keep looking back at the city until it disappears like a 
snowflake. 



Chapter Four 

Along the ride to Cousin Ray's house, I listen to a song on my I-Pod. I sing along to the lyrics 
of the song. Jordan looks at me and tugs on my shirt sleeve. I pause my I-Pod to answer him. 
"What song are you listening to, Butterfly?" he question curiously. "Oh, just a silly old love 
ballad," I reply. I'm a softie for love ballads and romance. I like romance and love a lot, I admit. 
On some occasions, I cry during the love scenes. Love is so powerful, it can make even the most 
harden person cry. 
"Can I hear your song, please?" my brother asks me. 

"Sure," I say. I hand over my I-Pod to my brother. He presses the play button, as he sticks the 
earphones into his ears. As he hears the music, he collapses on my lap. Potato gets out of the way 
to avoid being smooshed. She hops onto anew lap. The lap which is my sister's. 
Jordan is so close to me. In fact, as an only brother, Jordan clings on to me as a savior. I think 

there has to be a reason why I was born first in a family of five as the eldest sister. Being an 
older sister is often a challenge. I have to be a second mother to him, and to T.R. Both my 
brother and sister look up to me a lot. I live sixteen years taking care of them. Just like brothers 
and sisters, we fight and play with each other. We also get on one another's nerves. Without my 
only brother and sister, I would be another only child without a friend. It's such a blessing to 
have extra siblings with me. 

• 
Daddy makes a stop at the gas station to fill up the gas tank and to rest. We open our doors to 

get out to stretch. I take a look up to the heavens. The sky is gray and cloudy. "Oh, my! It look,s 
like a storm's coming up," I hear Momma say. I once read in my destiny book that if it rained o:p. 
your trip, it was a sign that you would face pain and heartache during your trip. I do like rainy 
days and I hope that my destiny book will be wrong. 

As my daddy fills up the gas tank, I go inside the store to grab my siblings and me bottles of 
raspberry cola. I walk over to the glass refrigerator, open the door, and take out three cans of 
raspberry colas and two bottles of water. I go over to the counter to pay for the drinks. The male 
cashier starts to hit on me. 
"You with your family?" he asks me. 
"Yes," I reply. 
"Why are you wearing those clothes?" 
"I made them. I'm into the Neo-Lolita fashion craze." 
The cashier studies me with his eyes. 
"I have a daughter about your age who dresses up like that." 
I give the cashier my money as he places the drinks into a paper bag. As he hands me my change, 
I thank him and leave out the door. 

• 
We leave the gas station and drive back on the road. This time Momma is behind the wheeL J 

look over at T.R., reading her e-comic book that she got for her birthday. I look at what she is 



reading. It is a boy-on-boy romance comic. My brother Jordan is sleeping with Potato on his lap. 
Potato is in the dream realm as well. With nothing else to do, I decide to call Ray. I hear my 
mosquito ringer going off I reach into my pocket and pull out my pocket phone. I flip open my 
phone and press my receiver button. I put my pocket phone to my ear. 
"Hello?" I answer. 
"Hey, Butterfly!" It's my friend; Marl. 
"Hey, Mari. What's up?" 
''Nothing new, as usual. Anything with you?" 
I think of what to say. The words find my tounge. 
''Nothing new in my neck of the woods either, Mars," I reply. 
"My dad has me waiting tables left and right, girl. To make my day bad, I sat on a plate of food 
someone put in my chair. It's just horrible," Marl says. "I'm glad that we have a day off, 
tomorrow for the Fourth. I envy you that you and your family are going on vacation to the South. 
I'd give my body to science to go on a vacation." 
"It sucks, doesn't it?" 
"Sucks like a valcume cleaner. What? I'll be right there, Dad! I have to go. My dad wants me to 
wait more tables. I'll call or text you later. Cio!" 
"Cio, Marl!" I shut offthe phone and flip it close. I stick my pocket phone back into my pocket. 
"Butterfly, who was that?" Daddy asks me. 
"Mari, Daddy," I reply. 
Without another word, Daddy goes back to sleep. I go to sleep as well . 

• 
I wake up and see darkness outside my car window. T.R., Jordan, Potato and Daddy are all 

sleeping. Momma is still behind the wheel. I believe that it is about midnight or 1 A.M. 
"What time will we be at Ray's house?" I ask my momma. 
"We'll be there at nine, I believe," she replies. 
To spirit away the time, I work on my Hello Kitty® e-notebook. Since the state we are in has a 
wi-fi tower I can go on the internet. I go to the cyber-grapevine and type up what's on my mind. 
It takes about ten minutes to type my thoughts. After I'm done typing, I send my post on the 
cyber-board. I read my post and other post from different people. I could not believe at what 
people are posting about. The people are posting about that I should have a blog since I have an 
air of wisdom for my age. After the blog, I watch internet TV, listen to music, check my e-mails, 
and do some cyber-window shopping until I logoff 

I set my e-notebook to the side and watch the night candles in the heavens. I see a light at the 
horizon. Any moment the sun will come up. Momma stops at a gas station/rest stop to fill up 
more gas. I get out of the car to use the restroom. After the restroom, I grab myself a boxed 
snack and iced Starbuck's® coffee. 

Back in the car, I munch on my midnight feast as Momma continues down the road. Potato 
wakes up and I give her a bit of my food. I pick up Potato and give her a kiss on the nose. She 
returns my kiss a hundredfold. Potato and I play together. I tell Potato about Ray. 
''You'll love my cousin," I say to her, "He's very nice. He'll love you so much; in fact, I told him 
about in my letters and sent him your pictures. You know what he said? He said that I should put 
you in a dog show. But I would never do that to you. That's up to you if you want to be in a dog 
show. But dog show or no dog show, yog'll always be my number one girl and my angel. Won't 

,/ 



Chapter 1 

Ever since I can remember, I have alw~ys been taught about the lessons of love. With love, I 
had also exsprinced the emotions that came with love. I don't recall who gave me the poperise 
that would happen to me when I became sixteen. The propercie was that when I became sixteen, 
I would fall in love with my eldest cousin. My cousin and I would sleep together, and in the end I 
would be changed forever. I was only seven when the popercie was said to me. I remember the 
first time that I met the cousin that I was going to fall in love with. 

It was at my parents' Christmas party in 1999 that started my brush with love. The party was 
really a celebration for my sister T.R. who at the time was just a baby. My momma and daddy 
was showing my sister off for the guest to see. People ooed and awed at T.R. like she was a baby 
goddess of sweetness. My sister did look cute in her red baby dress and ruby red Dothy shoes. 

From afar, I saw my sister being perpered like an empress in my momma's arms as my daddy 
played with her fingers I glanced at the guest gathering around my sister. An hour ago, I was 
playing my guitar and singing 'Joy to the newborn king'. In the middle of the song;, my sister 
was crying and I was forced to stop. It wasn't fair. I had spent a week prictcingmy song for the 
Christmas party. And now my sister had stolen my spotlight from me. I sat in my chair and did 
what mQst jelous kids at my age did. I pouthed. 

As my pouthtest went on, a man came up to me, with a plate of cookies and starwberries and a 
cup of punch. 
"Are you hunrgy," he asked. "I got this for you." 
The man reached the plate of food and cup of drink toward me. I thanked him as I took the 
offerings of friendship. The man asked po lightly, "Mind if I sit down?" Without a second 
thought, I told him it was alright. 

As I ate my food and and drunk my punch, the man sparked up the conversition. 
"I saw your sister. She's a living doll. Her face; her eyes, she's so lovely." I was finished eating 
when he said this. I turned my back to him and pouted once more. I was jelous as a jellyfish. 
Deep in my heart, I didn't weant anything to do with my sister and was enraged that she had 
came to this world to steal my parents away. Jelously was just eating me alive. 

Then it happened. 
I felt tears filling my eyes and blinding my view. I tried to hold back my emotions from the 

man who was sitting next to me. I used my thumb and forefinger as a dam to block the comers of 
my eyes that was between my nose. I sobbed and snorted. My tears were flowing in rivers down 
my cheeks, most of them was flowing down on my birthmark. "What's worng, honey?" the man 
asked me. The tears would not stop. I got up from my chair and ran away. 

I went up to the roof and found a bench near the rooftop garden. I lay onto the bench on my 
stomach and wept. It was cold that night. It didn't matter. As I contined to cry, I felt someone 
closing in on me. I thought it was my momma or daddy. The figure sat down 'next to me and 
storked my back. After storking my back, the figure placed their jacket over me to keep me 
warm. The sent from the jacket was the scent of lavender and Old Spice. The scent that I first 
smelt when I first met 'him'. I sat up. When I sat up al1d turned my head, there he was as real as 
day. 
"Hello, my honey," he said with a smile. 

J 



I replied with a brownie smile. "I'm glad I've found you here. If I didn't, you would have catch 
pemona by now. It's cold as death out here." The way he talked, he talked like a brotherly father 
that was watching out for his sister. I enclosed the jacket to keep warm. 

I saw the man and thought if he wanted his jacket back. I looked at the man. When he noticed 
my glance, I turned my eyes away from him and focused them on the ground. The man read my 
movements like a poker player. 
"Don't worry about me, honey. I'll be fine." In the man's jacket, I felt a surrounding of love and 
warmth. Before I could say a word, the man began to talk to me like a brother. 

"What were you thinking when you were crying over your sister like that?" he asked. "I know 
how it feels to be so jealous over someone that it makes you cry. When I was a little boy, my 
parents told me that they adopted a little baby boy from South Korea. They also told me that he 
was going to be my brother. I cried all day, because I thought it wasn't fair that my parents were 
adopting a baby to take my place. 

"I was five years old and it was '82 when my life changed when my parents brought my 
brother home. Before my brother came, I would go out in the back yard and try to find a four
leaf clover just to make a wish for my parents to send the baby back to South Korea. wnen my 
parents brought my brother home, people was making a nosie about him. How sweet he was; 
how his rosy cheeks completed his face. He was like an Oriental angel, someone told me once. 

"Then something happened that made me change my heart for him. It was on that night when 
something told me to check on my brother. I crawled out of my bed and crept down the hall to 
my brother's nursery. I opened the door and looked in his crib. When my brother saw me, he 
smiled and clapped his hands. My brother was happy that I carne. 

"I played with him in his crib and counted his fingers. My brother was smiling when I made 
funny faces and played peek-a-boo with him. I came to love the stranger that was my brother. 
After our game, I put my brother to bed and gave him a kiss. I snuck out of the nursey and 
headed back to my room. In my dreams, I could see my brother smiling and giggling at seeing 
me. Over time, I became an older brother to him. Watching over him and standing up for him. 
That's what an older slibling does for their younger brothers and sisters. Many years passed, and 
my brother and I were blessed with a little sister from China. 

"You see, being a big sister isn't bad as you think it is. Sure, your sister is stealing your 
spotlight; that doesn't mean that she's stealing your parents' love away from you. 



Ever since I can remember, I have always been taught about the lessons of love. With 
love, I had also exsprinced the emotions that came with love. I have also exspaniced the 
emotional pains that often came with love. I once fell deeply in love with a man who was 
on a diffent side of the world than I was. We were diffent as chocolate and vannlia. It 
didn't matter to us that it was worng for us to be in love. It wasn't that we were an adult 
and a teenager in love or that the man was Caussain and I was a Mullato; it was that we 
were cousins. In the eyes of people, two cousins in love was like two homosexuals 
sleeping in the same bed who lived together. It was shameful. 

But it wasn't that I couldn't understand why does socity look down upond pepole who 
are in love. I wanted to write my story and what I went through and how I was changed 
forever when a man named Ray Quidame came into my life. 

It was at my parents' Christmas party in 1999 that started my brush with love. The party 
was really a celebration for my sister T.R. who at the time was just a baby. My momma 
and daddy were showing my sister off for the guest to see. People oohed and awed at 
T.R. like she was a baby goddess of sweetness. My sister did look cute in her red baby 
dress and ruby red Dorthy shoes. 

From afar, I saw my sister being pampered like an empress in my momma's arms as 
my daddy played with her fingers. I glanced at the guest gathering around my sister. An 
hour ago, I was playing my guitar and singing Joy to the newborn king (1). In the middle 
of my song, my sister was crying and I was forced to stop. It wasn't fair. I had spent a 
week practicing my song for the Christmas party. And now my sister had stolen my 
spotlight from me. I sat in my chair and did what most jealous kids at my age did. I 
pouted. 

As my pout-test went on, a man came up to me; with a plate of cookies, strawberries and 
a cup of punch. 
"Are you hungry," he asked. "I got this for you." 
The man reached the plate of food and cup of drink toward me. I thanked him as I took 
the offerings of friendship. The man asked politely, "Mind if I sit down?" Without a 
second thought, I told him that it was alright. 

As I ate my food and and drunk my punch, the man sparked up the conversation. 
"I saw your sister. She's a living doll. Her face; her eyes, she's so lovely." I was finished 
eating when he said this. I turned my back to him and pouted once more. I was jealous as 
a jellyfish. Deep in my heart, I didn't want anything to do with my sister arid was enraged 
that she had came to this world to steal my parents away. Jealousy was just eating me 
alive. 

Then it happened. 
I felt tears filling my eyes and blinding my view. I tried to hold back my emotions from 

the man who was sitting next to me. I used my thumb and forefinger as a dam to block 
the comers of my eyes that was between my nose. I sobbed and snorted. My tears were 
flowing in rivers down my cheeks , most of them was flowing down on my birthmark. 
"What's wrong, honey?" the man asked me. The tears would not stop. I got up from my 
chair and ran away. 

/ 



I went up to the roof and found a bench near the rooftop garden. I lay onto the bench on 
my stomach and wept. It was cold that night. It didn't matter. As I continued to cry, I felt 
someone closing in on me. I thought it was my momma or daddy. The figure sat down 
next to me and stroked my back. After stroking my back, the figure placed their jacket 
over me to keep me warm. The sent from the jacket was the scent of lavender and Old 
Spice. The scent that I first smelt when I first met 'him'. I sat up. When I sat up and 
turned my head, there he was as real as day. 
"Hello, my honey," he said with a smile. 
I replied with a brownie smile(2). 
"I'm glad I've found you here. If I didn't, you would have catch pemonia by now. It's 
cold as death out here." The way he talked, he talked like a brotherly father watching out 
for his sister. I enclosed the jacket to keep warm. 

I saw the man and thought if he wanted his jacket back. I looked at the man. When he 
noticed my glance, I turned my eyes away from him and focused them on the ground. 
The man read my movements like a poker player. 
"Don't worry about me, honey. I'll be fine." In the man's jacket, I felt a surrounding of 
love and warmth. Before I could say a word, the man began to talk to me like a brother. 

"What were you thinking when you were crying over your sister like that?" he asked. "I 
know how it feels to be so jealous over someone that it makes you cry. When I was a 
little boy, my parents told me that they adopted a little baby boy from South Korea. They 
also told me that he was going to be my brother. I cried all day, because I thought it 
wasn't fair that my parents were adopting a baby to take my place. 

"I was five years old and it was 1982 when my parents brought my brother home. Before 
my brother came, I would go out in the back yard and try to find a four-leaf clover just to 
make a wish for my parents to send the baby back to South Korea. When my parents 
brought my brother home, people was making a noise about him. How sweet he was; 
how his rosy cheeks completed his face. He was like an Oriental angel, someone told me 
once. 

"Then something happened that made my my heart change for him. It was on that night 
when something told me to check on my brother. I crawled out of my bed and crept down 
the hall to my brother's nursery. I opened the door and looked in his crib. When my 
brother saw me, he smiled and clapped his hands. My brother was happy that I came. 

"I played with him in his crib and counted his fingers. My brother was smiling when I 
made funny faces and played peek-a-boo with him. I came to lovethe stranger that was 
my brother. After our game, I put my brother to bed and gave him a kiss. I sunk out of the 
nursery and headed back to my room. In my dreams, I could see my brother smiling and 
giggling at seeing me. Over time, I became an older brother to him. Watching over him 
and standing up for him. That's what an older sibling does for their younger brothers and 
sisters. Many years passed, and my brother and I were blessed with a little sister from 
China. 

\ 
\ 
'\ 



"You see, being a big sister isn't bad as you-think it is. Sure, your sister is stealing your 
spotlight; that doesn't mean that she's stealing your parents' love away from you. I think 
you were blessed to have a sister, just like I was blessed to have a brother." 

\ 



you, cookie-face?" Potato answers with a bark and kisses me again. I hug my dog and set her 
down on my lap. I stroke my dog's back and strach her head and ears. 

Potato straches the car door. I ask Momma to pull over to the side. Momma does and Potato 
and I get out. Potato makes her call to nature and I help her out (since it's my job. Plus, she's my 
dog.) After the nature, Potato and I get back inside the car. I close the door and buckle up. As the 
car goes back on the road, Potato falls back to sleep on my lap. I get heavy with sleep and decide 
to rest for the rest of the drive to Cousin Ray's house. During my slumber, I hear a song on the 
radio about going 10,000 miles to find the person that you love and care for. 10, 000 miles until I 
see you, Ray. I want to hold you in my arms and kiss your cheek. My dearest cousin, how long it 
is since our last visit. I can't wait to see you again . 

., 

I wake up in the morning to see Daddy behind the wheel, driving inside a parking lot. I see a 
restaurant in front of the parking lot. My stomach tells me it's time to eat. It has been ages since 
the boxed snacks that I had any real food. The rest of my family and Potato rise up in the 
morning light. 

At the booth in the restaurant, I look at my menu at the breakfast section. I scan the menu and 
choose the summer omelette dish. I'm a huge fan of omelets. If you make me an omelet, I will 
gulp it whole. That's how much I love omelets. My family orders their food after me and the 
waiter takes up our menus. As I wait, I join T.R. and Jordan at the arcade room to play Dance, 
Dance Revolution. Either though I am a wiz at dancing, T.R. beats me and Jordan. I don't know 
how my sister can oeat me at Dance, Dance Revolution. Even at the arcades in Manhattan and 
the home version in our apartment, my kid sister still beats me. 

In the middle of drinking my milk, Jordan makes a silly face at T.R. T.R. laughs and makes a 
funny face back at Jordan. Momma sees them and makes her own funny face. So does Daddy. 
T.R. puts her spoon on her nose, as Jordan stuffs two straws up his nose. Momma makes a 
goldfish face, while Daddy does a monkey face. It's so damn funny; I chuckle right in the middl~ 
of drinking my milk. I chuckle, with the milk in my mouth.' 
In a heartbeat, the milk comes out of my nose and onto the table. 
"Oh, gosh," I say, choking. Daddy grabs some napkins and passes them to me. I wipe my nose as 
Momma escorts me to the restroom. Jordan laughs at what has happen. 

In the restroom, Momma waits for me to finish. As I finish up, she walks me out of the 
restroom and back to the booth. Momma and I arrive to see Daddy and my brother and sister 
finishing up. T.R. looks at me and replies, "I never thought that a person would have milk com~ 
out of their nose while they laugh in real life. Not even you, Butterfly." , 
"Oh, shut it, T.R." I tell my sister. 

., 
I now know from Daddy that it won't be until noon that we will be at Cousin Ray's house. If 1 

don't get to Cousin Ray's house right now, I'll start a mutiny in this car. 1 have been in this 
__ II!()vjng l1ell for twelve hours now. 1 want to see my beloved Ray. Luckily, Potato keeps me 

company so I won'-t go hog Wild. Jordan and I watch Pretty Cure from T.R.'s SpongeBob 



Chapter 1 

Ever since I can remember, I have always been taught about the lessons of love. With love, I 
had also exsprinced the emotions that came with love. I don't recall who gave me the poperise 
that would happen to me when I became sixteen. The propercie was that when I became sixteen, 
I would fall in love with my eldest cousin. My cousin and I would sleep together, and in the end I 
would be changed forever. I was only seven when the popercie was said to me. I remember the 
first time that I met the cousin that I was going to fall in love with. 

It was at my parents' Christmas party in 1999 that started my brush with love. The party was 
really a celebration for my sister T.R. who at the time was just a baby. My momma and daddy 
was showing my sister off for the guest to see. People ooed and awed at T.R. like she was a baby 
goddess of sweetness. My sister did look cute in her red baby dress and ruby red Dothy shoes. 

From afar, I saw my sister being perpered like an empress in my momma's arms as my daddy 
played with her fingers I glanced at the guest gathering around my sister. An hour ag9, I was 
playing my guitar and singing 'Joy to the newborn king'. In the middle of the song, my sister 
was crying and I was forced to stop. It wasn't fair. I had spent a week prictcing my song for the 
Christmas party. And now my sister had stolen my spotlight from me. I sat in my chair and did 
what most jelous kids at my age did. I pouthed. 

As my pouthtest went on, a man came up to me, with a plate of cookies and starwberries and a 
cup of punch. 
"Are you hunrgy," he asked. "I got this for you." 
The man reached the plate of food and cup of drink toward me. I thanked him as I took the 
offerings of friendship. The man asked polightly, "Mind if I sit down?" Without a second 
thought, I told him it was alright. 

As I ate my food and and drunk my punch, the man sparked up the conversition. 
"I saw your sister. She's a living doll. Her face; her eyes, she's so lovely." I was finished eating 
when he said this. I turned my back to him and pouted once more. I was jelous as a jellyfish. 
Deep in my heart, I didn't weant anything to do with my sister and was enraged that she had 
came to this world to steal my parents away. Jelously was just eating me alive. 

Then it happened. 
I felt tears filling my eyes and blinding my view. I tried to hold back my emotions from the 

man who was sitting next to me. I used my thumb an~ forefinger as a dam to block the comers of 
my eyes that was between my nose. I sobbed and snorted. My tears were flowing in rivers down 
my cheeks, most of them was flowing down on my birthmark. "What's worng, honey?" the man 
asked me. The tears would not stop. I got up from my chair and ran away. 

I went up to the roof and found a bench near the rooftop garden. I lay onto the bench on my 
stomach and wept. It was cold that night. It didn't matter. As I contined to cry, I felt someone 
closing in on me. I thought it was my momma or daddy. The figure sat down next to me and 
storked my back. After storking my back, the figure placed their jacket over me to keep me 
warm. The sent from the jacket was the scent of lavender and Old Spice. The scent that I first 
smelt when I first met 'him'. I sat up. When I sat up and turned my head, there he was as real as 
day. 
"Hello, my honey," he said with a smile. 



I replied with a brownie smile. "I'm glad I've found you here. If I didn't, you would have catch 
pemona by now. It's cold as death out here." The way he talked, he talked like a brotherly father 
that was watching out for his sister. I enclosed the jacket to keep warm. 

I saw the man and thought if he wanted his jacket back. I looked at the man. When he noticed 
my glance, I turned my eyes away from him and focused them on the ground. The man read my 
movements like a poker player. 
"Don't worry about me, honey. I'll be fine." In the man's jacket, I felt a surrounding of love and 
warmth. Before I could say a word, the man began to talk to me like a brother. 

"What were you thinking when you were crying over your sister like that?" he asked. "I know 
how it feels to be so jealous over someone that it makes you cry. When I was a little boy, my 
parents told me that they adopted a little baby boy from South Korea. They also told me that he 
was going to be my brother. I cried all day, because I thought it wasn't fair that my parents were 
adopting a baby to take my place. 

"I was five years old and it was '82 when my life changed when my parents brought my 
brother home. Before my brother came, I would go out in the back yard and try to find a four
leaf clover just to make a wish for my parents to send the baby back to South Korea. When my 
parents brought my brother home, people was making a nosie about him. How sweet he was; 
how his rosy cheeks completed his face. He was like an Oriental angel, someone told me once. 

"Then something happened that made me change my heart for him. It was on that night when 
something told me to check on my brother. I crawled out of my bed and crept down the hall to 
my brother's nursery. I opened the door and looked in his crib. When my brother saw me, he 
smiled and clapped his hands. My brother was happy that I came. 

"I played with him in his crib and counted his fingers. My brother was smiling when I made 
funny faces and played peek-a-boo with him. I came to love the stranger that was my brother. 
After our game, I put my brother to bed and gave him a kiss. I snuck out of the nursey and 
headed back to my room. In my dreams, I could see my brother smiling and giggling at seeing 
me. Over time, I becaine an older brother to him. Watching over him and standing up for him. 
That's what an older slibling does for their younger brothers and sisters. Many years passed, and 
my brother and I were blessed with a little sister from China. 

"You see, being a big sister isn't bad as you think it is. Sure, your sister is stealing your 
spotlight; that doesn't mean that she's stealing your parents' love away from you. 

\ 



• 
Four years later in 1998, I finally met the cousin that was my daddy's savior back in 

boyhood. 
It was an open-door Christmas Eve party that my parents held in their apartment. I love 
my daddy's open-door parties. At the parties, there's plenty of food and drink, music, and 
dancing. What's so wonderful about Daddy's open door parties is that you can walk 
through the open door and be welcomed with open arms, either though you are a stranger. 
I don't know a lot of New Yorkers that will throw an open-door party in their apartment. 

What I loved about the open-door party was the Venusian-Taurus chocolate fountain. 
My momma rented the limited-edition chocolate fountain for the party. The fountain was 
faux gold-plated with colorful rhinestones with the images of girls and bulls that even a 
girl on her fifteenth or sixteenth birthday would throw a fit just to have one. The 
fountains poured out four types of chocolate. 

I wanted to have a feast of the W onka sauce, so I went over to the buffet table, took a 
fondue stick, and like a fisherman, I speared a chunk of pound cake and run it under the 
waterfall. I savored the bite of the sweet Wonka sauce covered chunk of cake. As I 
polished off the piece of cake, I speared a diffent piece of chunk and repeat once more. In 
the middle of reaching for another piece of chunk to drown in the Wonka sauce, a gentle 
brotherly voice said, "You have some chocolate on you, honey." 

I turned my head and found myself faced with a young man. The man reached in his 
front pocket on his suit jacket and took out a handkerchief. The man lifted up my chin to 
face me; using the handkerchief, the man wiped my mouth and lip clean. I saw the man 
and came to realized that he was my daddy's Cousin Ray from the photograph. I gave 
Ray a brownie smile. Ray chuckled good-heartedly when he saw me smile. "My, you eat 
all that chocolate, you'll make the tooth fairy broke." he said. The way he said it, I turned 
over a shade of crimson. 

Ray sifted his eyes over to my birthmark on the right side of my face. He took his 
thumb and traced it on my birthmark. I giggled because it tickled. "You've got a brown 
caterpillar sleeping on your face," he pointed. When people first meet me, the first thing 
they notice is my birthmark on the right side of my face. People always tell me my 
birthmark looks like a brown fuzzy caterpillar stuck on my face. In fact people started 
calling me 'Butterfly' instead of 'Sheila'. In reality, I like Butterfly better than Sheila. 
"I forgot to introduce myself to you." Ray said to me. "My name is Ray Quidame; I am 
your cousin from your father's side of the tree." 

In the stories I heard, a cousin was usually a kid about your age. Ray was in his 
twenties and happened to be an adult. To put the icing on the cake, he was Caucasian. As 
a Mulatto child, I was puzzled at seeing a man who was half my race. I believe that when 
a person who is half-Caucasian (or half a race for that matter) they become confused. 

Ray read the expression on my face. "You're thinking that we can't be cousins, 
because I'm a lion and you're a lamb. Is that right?" he asked. I woke up out of my 
confusion and replied, "A lion can be friends with a lamb, so why can't we be cousins?" 
Ray held out his hand. I grabbed his hand and shook it. 



• 
Ray and I became much more that cousins. We became best friends. During the party, 

Ray reached his hand behind my ear, and pulled out a rose. I was fascinated by him. Ray 
showed me and the other kids more magic tricks. One of my favorites was when my 
cousin pulled his handkerchief out of a girl's ear. Then he pulled a joke on a couple by 
slipping fake frogs into their drinks. The man's wife saw the frog inside her drink; she 
shrieked and ran. Ray was chasing the woman with the frog, just playing with her. 
"Elizabeth, you're prince wants to kiss you!" Ray called, chasing after her. The woman's 
husband roared with laughter. Lastly, as the party winded down, Ray took me up to the 
roof to watch the moon and stars in the sky. 

When we were on the roof, Ray and I watched the sky. "If you look more closely, you 
can see the rabbit making a cake. I looked for the rabbit. I couldn't find him. "Ray, I 
don't see him," I told my cousin. "Try tilting your head to the left, with your right eye 
closed." he said. I did what Ray told me to do. Right in front of me was the rabbit making 
his cake. I lifted up my head and opened my right eye. 
"Did you see him?" Ray asked. 
"Yep," I replied. 

I turned to Ray and looked at him. Ray looked at me; together we both smiled. 
Without a reason, we embraced each other, closed our eyes and kissed. I was seven years 
old and didn't know any better. Ray and I heard a camera shutter going off. We stopped 
kissing to see who it was. It was my momma who took the photo. 
"Do you two mind if I take one picture of you two just as a souvenir?" She asked. 
Ray responded, "I don't mind, Phyllis." 

Without another word, my momma went down the stairs to rejoin the party. Ray went 
red as a stoplight at what we done. Ray took his hand to lift up my chin. Looking in my 
eyes, he told me, in a polite and advising tone, "I think you should join your parents. I'll 
catch up with you later." I did what he told me to do and went downstairs to join my 
parents. 

• 
After the party was over, I retreated to my bedroom. As I lay on my bed, I thought 

about Ray and the kiss we had on the roof. I never thought I would kiss anyone that way. 
Not even a man of my own blood. Before Ray left the party, he made a promise to me 
that when he got back home, he would send me a letter everyday, and call me every night 
for the rest of his life until his last day in his deathbed on Earth. Either though I was a 
little girl of seven, I made the same promise to my cousin. 

Before I drifted off to sleep, I said a prayer for Ray. In the middle of my prayer, I 
began to have butterflies inside my when I said my cousin's name. I felt warm and fuzzy 
as I prayed for Ray. I came to realized that I was losing my heart to my cousin. Those 
angelic eyes, that enchanting smile; no wonder I was going crazy for him. In the middle 
of the prayer, I fell asleep. My sleep was so deep, that I couldn't hear Santa Claus 
bringing my gifts inside my bedroom. 



Chapter Four 

Along the ride to Cousin Ray's house, I listen to a song on my I-Pod. I sing along to the 
lyrics of the song. Jordan looks at me and tugs on my shirt sleeve. I pause my I-Pod to 
answer him. "What song are you listening to, Butterfly?" he question curiously. "Oh, just 
a silly old love ballad," I reply. I'm a softie for love ballads and romance. I like romance 
and love a lot, I admit. On some occasions, I cry during the love scenes. Love is so 
powerful, it can make even the most harden person cry. 
"Can I hear your song, please?" my brother asks me. 

"Sure," I say. I hand over my I-Pod to my brother. He presses the play button, as he sticks 
the earphones into his ears. As he hears the music, he collapses on my lap. Potato gets out 
of the way to avoid being smooshed. She hops onto a new lap. The lap which is my 
sister's. 
Jordan is so close to me. In fact, as an only brother, Jordan clings on to me as a savior. I 

think there has to be a reason why I was born first in a family of five as the eldest sister. 
Being an older sister is often a challenge. I have to be a second mother to him, and to 
T.R. Both my brother and sister look up to me a lot. I live sixteen years taking care of 
them. Just like brothers and sisters, we fight and play with each other. We also get on one 
another's nerves. Without my only brother and sister, I would be another only child 
without a friend. It's such a blessing to have extra siblings with me. 



brings me back two years into the past. 
T.R., Jordan and I wait as Momma and Daddy walk up to the door. Potato tails along 

to catch up. I hear footsteps behind the door. 
"Hello?" a voice behind the door answers. The voice belongs to Miss Carla the 
housekeeper. 
I respond, "It's Mr. Raymond's family!" 
"Just a minuet! I'll tell Mr. Raymond you're here." 

I can hear Miss Carla's footsteps fading from behind the door. My family and I wait 
patiently. To make the time roll by, I study my time tables mentally. Two and two are 
four. Four and four are sixteen. Eight and eight are sixty-four. Nine and nine are eighty
one. Ten and ten are one hundred. Eleven and eleven are one hundred-twenty-one. 
Twelve and twelve are one hundred-forty-four. 

I pause as the footsteps come behind the door. I hear the doorknob turning. I step out of 
the way as the door opens. The door is open. Standing in front of me is a Caucasian man 
wearing blue jeans and a Face-It t-shirt that reads: Leave me alone. I'm having a bad 
day! The man is wearing glasses and has clean-cut cola-brown hair. As I see him, I give 
him a warm smile and embrace my arms around him. In return, the man mirrors my hug. 
"Hi, Ray." I whisper softly. 
"Hello, my honey," the man echoes back. 

Chapter Five 

Ray picks me up and carries me over the threshold. I laugh and beat my cousin 
playfully as he is carries me inside. "Put me down, caveman!" I cry. "You know I'm 
fragile." "Whatever you say, Alice," Ray response, putting me down. He does the same 
thing to my sister and to- Jordan. There is hugging and kissing; playful punches and 
noggies. It is a greeting festival. 



hardly get to see him nowadays." 
1 find my words under my tongue. 1 give a sigh. "I give my soul just to see Ray and the 
gang again," 1 say. 
1 think about my beloved Ray everyday. It's been two years since we have last see each 

other. 1 dream about hugging him within my arms, kissing his cheek and holding his face. 
"Your daddy, T.R., Jordan and 1 all know that you want to spend time with Ray down in 
the country for the summer," Momma says, "in fact, 1 read it on your wish list on your 
Myspace page." "Oh, Mother." 1 groan. 

Like most teenagers, a parent reading their Myspace is one of their tick buttons. 
Momma calms me down, so 1 don't get a heart attack. "My bad, honey. Anyway, we have 
a surprise for you. Since your daddy and have two weeks off from work, and you and 
your brother and sister have the summer off from school, we have decided to go to 
Orangeburg and visit Cousin Ray for the summer." 1 can now die happy. I'm in shock 
that 1 cannot speak. 

"Butterfly, are you still there?" Momma asks over the phone. 1 snap out of it. The only 
word 1 get out is, "What day we're leaving?" My momma answers, "We're leaving 
tomorrow at 5 o'clock." "Okay," 1 say. "I'll clock out when 1 wait the last table. I'll see 
you soon." 
"Bye, Babe! Love you." 

• 
Raymond Quidame and 1 have been close since the first day we met. My daddy does 

not know many of his kin and he rarely brings up the subject about them. When Daddy 
was fifteen, his momma (my nana) and one of his sisters were at a family reunion. It was 
when his aunt and her daughter (Daddy's cousin) jumped his momma and sister like a 
couple of chess pieces on a chess board. My daddy could only watch in helplessness as 
his momma and sister got beaten up by his aunt and cousin. 

Daddy had it worst with the other family members at the reunion as well. Daddy, along 
with his sister and momma never fully forgave his aunt, cousin and the others for what 
they did to them. My nana went as far as throwing away every picture of her family. For 
some reason, daddy saved all of the pictures from the trash dump and kept them. There 
was a picture that he once showed me when 1 was about three. The picture was of a 
Caucasian man in a gray suit with long hair and wired-rimed glasses. 
"When 1 see my cousin's picture, it reminds me that there are still some good people in a 
family of devils," Daddy told me. 

From what 1 heard as 1 got older, Ray was a savior that helped broke up the fight; either 
though he was a pacifist. In the middle of the conflict, an unknown family member 
knocked Ray unconscious. For some sick reason, another family member poured ice 
water down Ray's left ear while he was still unconscious. 

Cousin Ray suffered a summer cold and lost his hearing in his left ear. Just like my 
daddy and his family, Ray and his family became the black cards of the family. Unlike 
my daddy and his family, Ray and his family forgave the relatives. My daddy still tells 
me that you can forgive a rose, but you can't forget its thorns. 1 truly believe that in the 
sunshine my daddy, nana, and aunt will snap out of their sprite and forgive their relatives. 



Chapter Two 

It has been nine years, 10,234 phone calls and 2,500 letters since Ray and I first met. 
I'm now sixteen. I've recorded every phone call and kept every letter that I receive from 
my cousin. As I come home, my sister T.R. and my brother Jordan fly with open arms to 
hug me. "Butterfly, we missed you so much," T.R. says. 

My brother Jordan gives me his signature butterfly kiss on my cheek. "How was work, 
Sissy?" Jordan asks me. "Did you bring us something?" I reply by pulling out a white 
paper bag and handing it over to Jordan. Jordan takes the bag and opens it. They are 
leftover deserts that the manager let me have to take home. "Butterfly, you have some 
mail on the counter in the kitchen," T.R. hints. I thank my sister as I head to the kitchen. 

If T.R. gets the mail, the first thing she'll do is separate the mail into five piles and put 
them on the kitchen counter. If there are any miscellaneous letters, she'll put them in the 
'freebie' pile. I spy my mail on the kitchen counter sandwich between Momma's and 
hers. I take my mail from the counter and go over to the table. I sift though my mail until 
I come across a letter from Ray. 

In the age of emails, texts and IM's, Ray and I always send our mail the snail way. I 
always like snail mail better that email; (with other people besides my cousin, I prefer 
email over snail mail.) I tear open the envelope, pull out the letter, and unfold it. The 
letter is handwritten on stationery paper, in black ink. I read what my cousin write: 

My Dearest Cousin, 

How have you been doing? Are you enjoying the summer break from school? I hope 
you are. My summer's filled with desk work and court cases. How has your family been 
since the last visit? When I see your picture everyday, my heart breaks a little like a piece 
of a puzzle. I cannot come to terms that it has been two years since the last visit. As I face 
a new life of becoming thirty, I'm facing a crossroads of living a life of being alone and 
living a long life, or settling down and becoming a husband and a father to a new 
generation who'll lead the way to a new chapter in this world. 

I realize that I'm not young as I used to be. As I look at my reflection in the mirror, I 
see an old man who is entering a new life. I feel it in my face, my bones and my soul. 
When I look at you and your sister and brother, I see a reason to live. As I become thirty, 
I'm starting to have crying spells and thinking about the future. Every time I cry, I 
become a person that is not me. I guess that what I'm going though is a part of life. I look 
back on the day when I was emancipated at seventeen when my mother and dad went 
back to Canada for good. I had to grow up and help take care of Michael and Ruby. 



Butterfly, as you become older, the road will not always be a golden path. There will be 
people who'll treat you with sweets on golden plates one day; than the next day they'll 
give you sand in dirty cups. You must overcome their bitterness with goodness in order to 
get what you want in this world. It won't be easy, my honey, but it's the only way. 
(Along with prayer.) Before 1 close this letter, 1 want to tell you that 1 am proud of you 
that you are making the right choices for your life. Give your family my love. 1 love you, 
my honey. 

P.S. 

Your Cousin, 
Ray Qui dame 

Speaking of becoming thirty, my birthday is coming up this Fourth of July. 1 guess you 
can call me 'grandpa' now. Please take care. 

Inside the envelope is a mixed CD of songs Ray has bum onto. 1 look on the content 
label and come across the words: Easter Egg Song. 1 know that Cousin Ray has bum a 
hidden song onto the CD. 1 head to my bedroom and close my door. 1 pop the CD into my 
Hello Kitty mini-boom box radio and press the play button. 1 find the Easter Egg Song 
and begin to dance and sing to the music: 

How Much Love Do You Need 
Before You Give Your Love To Me? 
How Much Time, Does It Grows? 
How Much Love, I Wanna Know? 

1 go dance-crazy to the music. 1 tum and freak out at seeing my momma and daddy at my 
door. 1 shut off my boom box. 
"Let me guess, a new dance craze?" Momma questions. 
"I guess," 1 reply nervously. 
"It might be a homorn imbalance, honey." Daddy tells Momma. 
Momma heaves a sigh and turns her gaze toward me. "Homonrn imbalance or no 
homonrn imbalance, young lady. 1 want you to pack up your suitcase for the trip 
tomorrow. We're leaving early at five a.m. No exceptions." 1 do what Momma says and 
go over to my closet. 

• 
In the middle of packing, my black-pug Potato comes in my room after her long 

slumber. Since it is the summer, Potato sleeps a lot. 1 think she has what you call 
'Sleeping Beauty Syndrome'. 1 have Potato for two years now. When 1 started working at 
Moonbeams at fourteen, 1 noticed a 'stuffed' toy puppy resting in a box of potatoes. 1 
took a closer look at the toy puppy. 1 thought one of the employee's kids left their toy in 
the kitchen. 



"Mari, Daddy," I reply. 
Without another word, Daddy goes back to sleep. I go to sleep as well . 

• 
I wake up and see darkness outside my car window. T.R., Jordan, Potato and Daddy are 

all sleeping. Momma is still behind the wheel. I believe that it is about midnight or 1 
A.M. 
"What time will we be at Ray's house?" I ask my momma. 
"We'll be there at nine, I believe," she replies. 
To spirit away the time, I work on my Hello Kitty® e-notebook. Since the state we are in 
has a wi-fi tower I can go on the internet. I go to the cyber-grapevine and type up what's 
on my mind. It takes about ten minutes to type my thoughts. After I'm done typing, I 
send my post on the cyber-board. I read my post and other post from different people. I 
could not believe at what people are posting about. The people are posting about that I 
should have a blog since I have an air of wisdom for my age. After the blog, I watch 
internet TV, listen to music, check my e-mails, and do some cyber-window shopping 
until I logoff. 

I set my e-notebook to the side and watch the night candles in the heavens. I see a light 
at the horizon. Any moment the sun will come up. Momma stops at a gas station/rest stop 
to fill up more gas. I get out of the car to use the restroom. After the restroom, I grab 
myself a boxed snack and iced Starbuck's® coffee. 

Back in the car, I munch on my midnight feast as Momma continues down the road. 
Potato wakes up and I give her a bit of my food. I pick up Potato and give her a kiss on 
the nose. She returns my kiss a hundredfold. Potato and I play together. I tell Potato about 
Ray. 
"You'll love my cousin," I say to her, "He's very nice. He'll love you so much; in fact, I 
told him about in my letters and sent him your pictures. You know what he said? He said 
that I should put you in a dog show. But I would never do that to you. That's up to you if 
you want to be in a dog show. But dog show or no dog show, you'll always be my 
number one girl and my angel. Won't you, cookie-face?" Potato answers with a bark and 
kisses me again. I hug my dog and set her down on my lap. I stroke my dog's back and 
statch her head and ears. 

Potato straches the car door. I ask Momma to pull over to the side. Momma does and 
Potato and I get out. Potato makes her call to nature and I help her out (since it's my job. 
Plus, she's my dog.) After the nature, Potato and I get back inside the car. I close the door 
and buckle up. As the car goes back on the road, Potato falls back to sleep on my lap. I 
get heavy with sleep and decide to rest for the rest of the drive to Cousin Ray's house. 
During my slumber, I hear a song on the radio about going 10,000 miles to find the 
person that you love and care for. 10,000 miles until I see you, Ray. I want to hold you in 
my arms and kiss your cheek. My dearest cousin, how long it is since our last visit. I can't 
wait to see you again. 

• 



I wake up in the morning to see Daddy behind the wheel, driving inside a parking lot. I 
see a restaurant in front of the parking lot. My stomach tells me it's time to eat. It has 
been ages since the boxed snacks that I had any real food. The rest of my family and 
Potato rise up in the morning light. 

At the booth in the restaurant, I look at my menu at the breakfast section. I scan the 
menu and choose the summer omelette dish. I'm a huge fan of omelets. If you make me 
an omelet, I will gulp it whole. That's how much I love omelets. My family orders their 
food after me and the waiter takes up our menus. As I wait, I join T.R. and Jordan at the 
arcade room to play Dance, Dance Revolution. Either though I am a wiz at dancing, T.R. 
beats me and Jordan. I don't know how my sister can beat me at Dance, Dance 
Revolution. Even at the arcades in Manhattan and the home version in our apartment, my 
kid sister still beats me. 

In the middle of drinking my milk, Jordan makes a silly face at T.R. T.R. laughs and 
makes a funny face back at Jordan. Momma sees them and makes her own funny face. So 
does Daddy. T.R. puts her spoon on her nose, as Jordan stuffs two straws up his nose. 
Momma makes a goldfish face, while Daddy does a monkey face. It's so damn funny; I 
chuckle right in the middle of drinking my milk. I chuckle, with the milk in my mouth. 
In a heartbeat, the milk comes out of my nose and onto the table. 
"Oh, gosh," I say, choking. Daddy grabs some napkins and passes them to me. I wipe my 
nose as Momma escorts me to the restroom. Jordan laughs at what has happen. 

In the restroom, Momma waits for me to finish. As I finish up, she walks me out of the 
restroom and back to the booth. Momma and I arrive to see Daddy and my brother and 
sister finishing up. T.R. looks at me and replies, "I never thought that a person would 
have milk come out of their nose while they laugh in real life. Not even you, Butterfly." 
"Oh, shut it, T.R." I tell my sister. 

• 
Daddy finds a hidden dirt road that leads to Orangeburg. Daddy speeds along the road 

to cut the time of our arrival. In the car, I see two bright eyes gazing at me. I let the 
'person' with the eyes sit on my lap. I don't need to tell you who she is. To pass the time, 
T.R. lets us watch Pretty Cure from her SpongeBob Squarepants® e-notebook. T.R. 
knows what new TV shows are coming up just by looking on the internet. At ten years 
old, my kid sister has the advance knowledge on the realm of technology. Daddy slows 
down after he drives off the dirt road and onto the street pament. The pament is leading 
us to a neiborhood. The neiborhood has a different feel to it. I get the sense that I was 
once here. It's a fact that it was two years ago that my family and I visited this 
neiborhood. 

Daddy arrives at a whitewashed house and drives up into the driveway. Out the 
window, I saw a flagpole with the flags of Canada, South Carolina, and the United States 
flying in the wind. We have arrived at Cousin Ray's house. Daddy parks our car and 
shuts off the ignition. My siblings and I unbuckle our seatbelts, unlock the car door, and 
get out. The three of us run along the walkway to the front door. With my long legs, I 
beat my brother and sister to the doorbell. I push the doorbell button. The doorbell chime 



I placed my hand on the puppy to see if it was real. I shook the puppy gently. The toy 
whimpered like a real puppy. I jumped back when the puppy looked at me. It was a real 
puppy. I knew that the pug came from the Chinese restaurant from across the block. 
Since I knew the owners there, I brought the puppy with me to visit the owners. 

Before I got inside, one of the employees' stopped me. "Sorry, we can't have her in 
here," they said in their Broken English. "But she's your dog," I replied. The manager 
came out and answered for the employee. "The health inspector won't allow me to keep 
pets here," he said. "I know you'll take care good of her." Before I could protest, the 
manager and the employee gently pushed and shooed me and the puppy away. Then they 
went back inside and shut the door. 

After I got home (with the puppy), my parents, T.R., and Jordan welcome me and the 
puppy home. Momma held a family meeting and asked us to take a vote. After the votes, 
it was decided that the puppy was allowed to stay. After finding her in the potato box, I 
decided to name the puppy 'Potato' Taylor. The reason why the manger at the Chinese 
restaurant gave me Potato was because of what happened to my goldfish, Sailor. Sailor 
was a pet I won at Coney Island. I had him for two days before he died. I was so attached 
to Sailor that I didn't want another pet to replace him. When I started my waitressingjob, 
I had a feeling that I would find Potato and become her new owner. Now, I never want 
another pet to come between me and Potato. 

"Ray is going to love you," I tell my pug. "I told him all about you and sent him your 
pictures. You'll love my Cousin Ray. He's sweet as cotton candy in the morning. 
Thinking about him makes me want to flip over." Potato gives me a wink in agreement. 
Potato is excited that she is coming with us to Orangeburg . 

• 
My parents order takeout for dinner. We go Indian this time. Indian food isn't Native 

American food at all. It's actually food that you'll find in the country of India. A Platonic 
girlfriend of mine once invited me over to her aunt's wedding. Half of her family was 
vegetatarin; while the other half ate meat. There were two buffet tables for both family 
members. I ate so much food, that my friend's aunt told me to stop before I had a 
stomachache. 

In the middle of dinner, Daddy tells us about his day at the women's clinic. "The 
woman was just screaming her head off while she was delivering her baby," he said, "In 
fact, she told her husband, 'Dana, if you stick that thing in me again, I'll string you up 
like a Christmas ordement up a tree in Central Park!' The Woman has eight kids and was 
giving birth to another one. The husband told me after the birth of his baby, 'Dude, they 
said that a man is happy when he has many kids. But after this baby, no more.' I told him, 
'Charles, I think you need to do something with your wife beside sex.''' 

We all laugh. My daddy is a male gynecologist. Yes, he's a doctor who works with 
woman, except do abortions. When I was thirteen, Momma took me to see him to get a 
checkup. I was scared because this gynecologist was my own daddy. I wanted to back 
out; but Momma told me no and that Daddy wasn't going to hurt me. 

There was a nurse with Daddy. The nurse told me that Daddy wanted to do a pap 
smear. I knew what that meant. Twenty minutes later, I was in hell. I was medically 
molested. It was painful, and to make things worst; my daddy and the nurse saw my 



Chapter Three 

I am in my bed resting. I feel the soft-satin of my bed covers. I'm in my sky-clothes as I 
stir up. My hand hits something. It feels like warm flesh. I see someone in the bed with 
me. Their back is turned toward me. I see the person and feel his back. He too is sky
clothe. My bedroom is full of sunlight and the song of birds. I gentle wake him up. The 
person turns over to face me. We both jump up in a panic at seeing each other. I am in 
shock and red-faced that the person is my own Cousin Ray. 

"Ray, what are you doing!?" I cry, trying to conceal my body with the bed sheets. Ray 
tries to cover his body from me. "I'm sorry, honey," he says apologetily, "I was sleeping 
and went I woke up, you and I were like this." Ray removes the covers as he gets out of 
my bed. As he walks across my room, I can see his male form. Without his clothes or 
glasses, my cousin looks like Adam. 

I gather up my courage and get out of bed to join him. Ray looks at me and grows 
crimson. "I can't believe it," he says, "you've grown so pretty all these years. I never 
thought of you as beautiful; in fact, I never told you that. You're very beautiful, my 
honey." I grow redder as I embrace my cousin. "I've missed you so much," I whisper. 
Ray returns the embrace. "I missed you, honey," he whispers back, "there's so much I 
want to tell you. I want to tell you how I feel about you. I love you, Butterfly." "I love 
you, Ray." We cling in a hug 'till I drift into a heavy sleep and see the darkness . 

• 
"Butterfly, wake up," a voice gently calls me. I open my eyes to see my sister T.R. 

facing me. 
"Momma says to get dressed for breakfast so we can leave to see Cousin Ray," my sister 



tells me. I jump out of bed and dash over to the mirror. I look at myself. I am red. I had a 
dream about Cousin Ray in bed with me, us being in our sky-clothes, we embracing and 
telling each other we love one another. A dream. My sister is good at interpreting dreams. 
So I tell her my dream. "T.R., I had a dream about me and Cousin Ray," I begin, getting 
ready. 
"What was it about?" T.R. asks me. 
"It's kind of 'Michael Jackson' ehichi," I tell her. 
"What about it?" 
I explain to her that Ray and I are in bed together (in our sky-clothes.) I tell her that we 
saw each other this way and that we tell each other how we missed one another and that 
we love each other. In the end, we are hugging, not wanting to let go. 

T.R.laughs at this, and turns serious. 
"It's because you miss Ray and you want to tell him how you feel about him," she says, 
"in return; he wants to tell you how he feels about you. In a dream, when to people are in 
bed together, naked; and both persons see the other person's nudity, it states that they 
have a secret that they want to unravel with you. And the other person has another secret 
as well. These 'dreams' often occur in couples going though a divorce; or whatever. But 
if there is sex (at some points or not at all), then the person and the loved one want to 
realize that they miss one another. There is nothing wrong with you and Ray seeing each 
other like that; it's just that you miss him, that's all." 

From that point, I know that my sister has given her view. My door opens. Momma 
steps in. "Tokyo Rose and Butterfly Taylor!" she says. "Both of you get dress, right now. 
Your dad can't wait all day. We have to beat traffic, now let's go!" Tokyo Rose is T.R.'s 
birth name. T.R. was named after the Japanese capital and by a nurse who said to my 
momma at the hospital, 'She is as lovely and rare as a blue rose.' T.R. found out about a 
real 'Tokyo Rose' in her school book. To this day, my sister has been fascinated with 
Asian culture. Momma steps out of my room as T.R. follows her. I get myself ready . 

• 
My family and I have a light breakfast. T.R. is talking to a platonic girlfriend on her 

pocket phone, Daddy and Jordan are eating; Potato is looking for scraps, as for me, I look 
at Momma talking on the phone about pictures she had taken. "Oh, dammit," she cruses, 
"Mrs. Platter, I promise to get those photos to you by next week. I thought I'd sent them 
to you." Momma is a photographer for an underground newspaper in Manhattan. On the 
side, she often works freelance. 
I look at my family and come to terms, that we are hectic like many of the New Yorkers 

in New York State. In Harlem, everyone is fast. There is a saying, 'If you are not fast and 
working in New York, then get your sorry ass out of the way!' To this day, it rings true . 

• 
As we leave our apartment at 5 o'clock in the morning, the New York skyline is painted 

in a light- baby pink. The streets are quiet and our neighborhood is beginning to wake up. 
I hear the birds chirping their morning call to the neighborhood. I take a breath of the 
Harlem air one last time as I get to the car. The car belongs to my parents. I envy them; 



honey pot. I was mad at my daddy for two weeks after that. Two years later, I reflect on 
that day and laugh about it. At least my daddy got to know more about me . 

• 
After dinner, my parents and siblings watch a movie. As for me, I retreat to my 

bedroom eady. I want to be the first one up to see Cousin Ray. Potato follows me behind. 
I'm stretched out on my bed, listening to the music on my I-Pod. I hear a tap on my door. 
"Come on in!" I say. Potato runs over to the door as it opens. Potato barks happily at 
seeing Jordan. "Hi, Sissy! Why aren't you watching the movie with us?" Jordan enters 
my room and sits down on my bed as I rise up. I pause my I-Pod as I sit up. 
Jordan starts the conversion. 
"Why don't you hang out with us anymore, Butterfly?" he asks. 
"You know I hang out with you, Brother Moth," I reply. I call Jordan Brother Moth as a 
pet name for him. 
Jordan is silent. He says something that enters in my head. "I glad that Mom and Dad are 
taking us to see Ray and Mike. We hardly visit them and we are all busy all the time. 
T.R. and I are always going to camp, Mom and Dad are at work all the time, and you are 
always at work and summer school. And Potato ... well Potato's just-Potato." At just 
seven, my kid brother has the wisdom ofa wise man of old age. Jordan knows a lot of 
what's going on with me and everyone else in the family. "I just want you to spend time 
with us," Jordan tells me. 

I look at my brother and look back at what I gone through. Before I became sixteen, I 
use to be happy and always talk to my family. Now I fight with everybody and curse out. 
The last fight I had was with my daddy. We got into a silly argument about an R-Movie I 
snuck out to see (when I was grounded). We let the fur fly. In the middle of the argument, 
I slapped my daddy and told him, 'you don't know anything about me! Just fuck off 
about my business.' That was when Daddy told me that I wasn't his daughter anymore. 

For a week Daddy and I didn't talk to each other. In the old days, if a kid had a royale 
with a family member (like a parent), they would get a mega-sized smack down from the 
whole family. 
I'm glad those days have died out like New Coca-Cola. Momma, T.R. and Jordan have 
had enough and made me and Daddy talk out our problems. It took about two hours 
(maybe more). At the end, my father a?d I finally made peace. I apologized to Daddy for 
hitting him; Daddy apologized to me. 

Either though that we are a family, we're not an 'apple-pie family'. In fact, there is no 
such thing as an apple-pie family. All families have disagreements once in a full moon. 
When people fight, it's their way of saying 'I love you, but I don't understand your drift.' 
I not only fight with my daddy; I also fight with Jordan (he took my laptop), T.R. (She 
took my hair dryer), Momma (she chewed at me for a lot of stuff), my friends, and 
Potato. I can go on with whom I fight with. The thing is fights don't always last forever; 
if they did, I wouldn't be talking to you right now. We're good friends after all. I hope 
we'll stay that way and never fight. 

My brother looks at me and I look at him. "I want to spend time with you, Brother 
Moth. You and the rest of the clam clan," I manage to say. Jordan hugs me. I hug him 
back. In the end, we go out of my bedroom to join everybody else in the family room. 



\ 

That night Daddy ordered take-out from an Indian restaurant that was a favorite of ours. 
Momma was eating slowly since she was pregnant with my sister T.R. In the middle of dinner, 
Cousin Ray asked my parents ifhe could play his guitar for us after dinner. Momma told Ray 
that she didn't mind him playing. 

After dinner was over, Cousin Ray played his guitar and sang. Both sides now, Yellow Taxi, 
Dominique; Norwegian Wood, Puffthe magic dragon. His voice was so wonderful that I begged 
for him to play anther song. But Daddy said song or no song; it was past my bed time. 

"Come on, WaIter, it's Friday night. Let her stay up just a little longer," Cousin Ray egged. 

"Three songs, then right to bed." Daddy bargained. 

"Deal." said Ray. 

Ray singed My love and The Rose. The last song he played was a song he wrote back in middle 
school in Canada. He dedicated the song to me, then began to play his guitar and sang: 

After the times that we spent together for so long, I decided that I must leave you. 

I believe that in order to be free, I have decided that we should be apart. 

I love you, but sometimes love has to die like a dying rose. 

Though I try to forget about our love, your face is always in my heart. 

In my dreams, I'm holding you, when I'm awakened; I realize that you are no longer mine. 

Parting is such sweet sorrow that I no longer love you. 

Everyday is painful of not being with you, my dear. 

I have no sun without you, and your sweet voice are just echoes. 

I cry everyday because you're not with me. 

I long to be with you, but it can't be fulfilled. 

I have to realize the sad truth. 

Parting is such sweet sorrow that I no longer love you. 

As Ray played on, I felt like crying. The last lines Cousin Ray sang broke my heart: 

If you see me, please remember our lives together, and remember us. 

It's such sweet sorrow that our love has to end. 

\ 
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After Cousin Ray finished the song, I wept. Momma held me as she rocked me in her arms. I 
never cry at most songs, but Cousin Ray's song was that one song that moved me to tears. After I 
finished crying, Daddy put me to bed. 

As Daddy tuck me in, I asked him, "Why did Ray sing me that song?" Daddy sat down by my 
side as I sat up to hear him speak. Daddy took a moment to answer my question. 

"Ray wrote the song for a girl he was in love with back in middle school. Ray was fifteen and 
the girl was thirteen. They were best friends back in elementary school. Ray was in love with 
her. One day before spring break, Ray and the girl were sitting under the cherry tree in the school 
yard. Ray told the girl that he loved her and asked for her to be his wife when they met again as 
adults in seven years. She would be twenty and Ray would be twenty-two. 

"The girl knew that they were just kids and that she had a whole life ahead of her and she was 
just too young to get engaged and be married. She declined your cousin's proposal and wouldn't 
even take the gold necklace he'd found for her. It was the best decision that she made to 
tum down the proposal. Many years later, she became a model and a movie star. They met once 
in Paris, and then she was gone offto Italy to do a photo shoot. Ray never saw her again. To this 
day, he still plays the song about the girl he lost as a child. It was the same song that he played 
for the girl." 

"And Cousin Ray played it for me," I said. "But why?" 

"It's because you remind me of her. " a voice spoke. I saw Cousin Ray standing under the 
doorway of my room. 

"Alright, time for bed, Bright Eyes," Daddy said, "you'll see Ray in the morning. 

Daddy gave me a peck on the forehead and clapped offthe lights. I told Daddy and 
Ray goodnight as they left my room. In the darken room, I sang Ray's song to myself as I drifted 
off to sleep. 

• 

The next day Cousin Ray asked me out on a play date. Cousin Ray was taking me to Central 
Park and,the zoo. I wanted to stay home and watch cartoons, but Momma and Daddy made me 
go with Rayon the 'play date'. 

The first place Ray took me was Central Park. We walked around the park, rode the carousel 
and visited the zoo. At the zoo, animals were pairing up and 'going crazy'. (I finally found out 
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that they were making out.) After the zoo, Cousin Ray took me to a hot dog stand to eat. After 
the hot dogs, we went to Dylan's Candy Bar and brought some candy. 

Down the street, I felt like a princess, with Cousin Ray holding my hand. When we were at the 
door to my apartment, Ray looked at me with those blue eyes as he lifted up my chin to face him. 
With his thumb, he traced my birthmark on my face. Every time someone looks at my birthmark 
on the left side of my face, they often tell me that my birthmark looks like a brown, fuzzy 
caterpillar resting on my face. That's how I got the name Butterfly from. 

The door opened as Ray stopped touching my birthmark. Momma appeared at the door way. "I 
was just checking on you two," she responded softly. Cousin Ray replied, "We're just fine, 
Phyllis." 

., 
Before we went home, Cousin Ray and I stopped at a photograph shop. Cousin Ray doesn't like 

to have his picture taken, but he wanted to do this just for me. Cousin Ray paid the photographer 
and led me to the bench in front of the camera. Cousin Ray held my hand my hand as I placed 
my head on his shoulder. 

"Is this your daughter?" the photographer asked Ray. 

"My cousin," Ray corrected. 

Before taking our picture, the photographer told us to smile. Cousin Ray and I smiled as the lady 
pressed off the shutter button. 

., 
The next day it rained. The downpour was so hard that I thought that the earth would flood 

over. I spotted a large, white envelope, a bouquet of daisies and a card on my desk. I hopped out 
of bed and dashed over to my desk. I picked the card offmy desk. The card was a Victorian 
styled picture of a dog on a train, waving goodbye to a cat outside. 

I opened the card and read the words my cousin wrote: 

Butterfly, 

I'm sorry that I couldn 't say goodbye to you in person, so I have to say it in this card. I'm so 
happy that I got to meet you and spend some time with you. I am saddened that I may never meet 
you again. My dearest cousin, I have seen the art work you have creative by your own hands. I 
didn't know that you were an artist. I'm an artist myself. I not only an artist, but I also write in 
my spare time. We both have a calling to become artist; when I do my craft, I'll think of you. I 
have to go. Please take these three gifts as a token of my love. I hope to see you again someday. 
Please take care of yourself, your parents and your unborn sister when she comes into this 
world. 

Your Beloved Cousin, 

Raymond Quidame 

\ 
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I opened the envelope and pulled out the frame that had the photo of my cousin and me inside 
the glass cover. When I saw Cousin Ray's smile, it melt my heart. I kiss the frame and embraced 
it to my heart. I cried because I never got to say thank you to my cousin. I thought about Cousin 
Ray as my tears fell onto the frame. 



An Innocent Girl's Adventure 
In A Forbidden Relationship 

~ixteen year old Sheila Taylor has always been infatuated with 

her eldest cousin Ray. She is even hunted by their first kiss 
together. But during the fateful summer weeks, Sheila's world is 
changed forever. Caught in a forbidden romance with her own 
cousin, Sheila will stand before a crossroad; where she must make 
a heart wrenching decision that will stay with her for the rest of her 
life. 

A moving teenage love story that is heartfelt, funny, and sexy. This is a 
debut novel that will stay with you like a song. 

Lady Serenity is a long time writer who has been writing since she could 
talk. Lady Serenity is currently working on a second project. This is her first 
novel. 
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The next day we dressed up for our trip to the beach. I put on my 
mermaid-pink swimsuit and sunscreen. For the last touch, I tried my brown 
hair back in a ponytail. I joined Jordan and my parents downstairs in the den. 
Ray stepped in the front doorway. "I'm sorry, everyone," he announced to 
us, "but my car is too small and it can't fit everyone inside. So I'll have to go 
to the car rental place to rent a van. It'll take about an hour to get the van 
ready. Please bear with me." 
"Awww, man!" Jordan groaned. 
"I'll go with you, Ray," my daddy volunteered. "I know a lot about cars and 
vans." 

Ray ended up taking Daddy with him to the car rental place, while I stayed 
back at the house with Momma and Jordan. 

To ease the time, Miss Carla entertained us with stories and songs. She 
even fixed us glasses of lemonade. The lemonade had peaches, oranges and 
strawberries. There was so much fruit in my drink that I had to use a spoon. 
An hour later, Ray and Daddy came back. "I've got the van, let's rock!" Ray 
announced. We waved goodbye to Miss Carla as we drove away. 
Along the way, Ray made a u-turn up the road that lead to an apartment 

building. Ray drove up to the building and parked the van. Turning his head 
towards me, he said, "Sheila, I want you to press the intercom button to 
apartment number 315. Just ask for Mindy." 
I was in disbelief. 
"Mindy's-" 
"Yes. She's coming with us. Now move along." 

I unfastened my seatbelt and slid open the van door. Stepping out of the 
van, I went over to the front door. As I approached the door, I saw the 
intercom box. The box had buttons and the apartment numbers of the people 
who lived in the building. I scanned for apartment number 315. I found the 
number and pressed the button. The button made an electric buzzing sound. 
"Yes?" the voice over intercom answered. 
"Is Mindy home?" I asked. 
"Just a minute," the voice replied. 
As I waited, I studied my time tables in my head. I almost got to 8 x 14 
when the door opened and Mindy appeared in front of me. She had on a blue 
swimsuit with a scarf wrapped around her waist. She wore sandals and 
carried a big picnic basket in her hands. Mindy stuck out her arm to me. 
"Your grace, take me to your carriage," she said in a British accent. I locked 
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"Whoa, back the car up! I'm not in love with Mindy, we're just friends. 
There is nothing wrong with a man having a woman as a friend. This isn't 
sixteenth century Italy, Sheila. I'm free to give a woman a platonic kiss 
without being forced into marrying her. I bet in the sixteen years you've 
lived on this earth, you've had boys as friends and kissed them." 
"Well, at least I don't kiss them romantically," I snapped. 
"For Christ sake Sheila, I'm thirty years old," Ray went on, "I have a right to 
kiss a woman platonically. I'm not sleeping with her, if that's what you're 
thinking. You're the only woman I love, and will ever love." 
"Right," I mocked, turning my back to him. I was about to go upstairs when 
Ray grabbed me by the arm. "Listen, you little cunt!" he snapped. In a split 
second, I turned around and slapped my cousin across the face. The force 
knocked off the glasses from his face onto the floor. I looked at him; he had 
his hand on the side of his face. I had tears in my eyes; because Ray had 
called me a hurtful name, and I hit him for it. I've never hit anyone in my 
family, not even my own cousin. I ran over to Ray, threw my arms around 
him and collapsed in his bosom. 
"I'm sorry," I sobbed. "Please don't stop loving me." After I said those five 

words, he embraced me in his arms and held me close. He kissed the crown 
of my head and whispered, "I'll never stop loving you." He kissed me once 
more on my lips. 

We heard the sound of footsteps rushing down the steps. Ray let go of me 
to see who it was. 

"I heard shouting, is every thing alright?" Miss Carla asked. 
"It's nothing, Carla," Ray answered. "Go back to bed." 
When Miss Carla went upstairs, I asked Ray, "Do people in love always 

fight like we just did?" He sighed. "People in love sometimes fight, my 
honey. There's no such thing as a perfect couple. That's called a lover's 
quarrel. It's sometimes normal for lovers to fight." I knew Ray was right. I 
hugged him and kissed his face. 
"Thank you for loving me," I said. 
"Anytime, my dear," he replied 
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THE END 



I noticed a feeling inside of me that I never felt before. It was my heart 
breaking. I heard Ray sobbing. I looked at him. "Ray, please don't," I 
advised. Ray ended up crying in front of me. I threw my arms around him 
and wept with him. The Pastor let us cry until we could cry no more. 
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"I love your socks, where did you get them from?" a girl asked me. I hung 
out with them for awhile. It was nice to hang out with kids my age. We 
talked about the latest music, fashion; anything that was on our minds that 
kids like us liked. A Latino boy brought me something to drink. 
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"I hope you like diet cola," he said with a Latin accent. I took a drink of the 
sweet ambrosia. It was like tasting a drink of the gods. I thanked the boy and 
asked him what his name was. "Jorge," he told me. I flashed him my angelic 
smile and gave him a wink. 
As we danced to the music, Ray came over and took me by the hand. The 

kids moved far back from us. "I want to teach you guys an old dance from 
way back in the 70's," Ray said to us. ''Now it's sort of like the dances of 
today, but much more tasteful. The dance I'm gonna teach you kids is called 
The Hustle." 
All of the kids looked at Ray like he was some kind of nut. 

Before I could run away, the music began to play. As the music started, 
Ray and I danced with each other. He showed me and the other kids how to 
do it. In the middle of the dance, we bumped together. Soon all of the kids 
started to do the dance. The boys danced with the girls; the girls danced with 
each other; it was a chain reaction. After the song ended, we ran over to the 
D.J. 's table and begged him to play the song once more. 

As dusk came and I ate to my heart's content, Ray and I took a walk down 
the country road together. We held hands as we walked along the road, 
telling each other sweet overtures. We stopped by the woods and saw 
hundreds of fireflies putting on a showcase of lights. 
"Isn't that wonderful that they are dancing for us?" Ray asked softly, 

kissing my ear. I chuckled heartfully. For a while, we clowned with each 
other. I grabbed his arm and pinned it behind his back. He cried, "Uncle! 
Uncle!" I let go and said, "You may be a man, but I'm much stronger than 
you think." He chuckled lightheartedly. I looked at him for a moment and 
thought about the note from this morning. 

"Y ou told me in your note that you have something important to tell me at 
the cookout. Please tell me what it is." 
Ray sighed and faced me. "It concerns us, honey," he said. I gave him my 
full attention and listened as he began to talk seldomly and to the point. 
"Sheila," he began, "I know that you've always listen to what I tell you, and 
you understand me most of the time. You're a wonderful young woman and 
I love you so much, I really do. It's just that. .. " he paused as he sighed and 
placed his thumb and forefinger to the comers of his eyes. 
"It's just what, Ray?" I questioned knowingly. 
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Ray removed the fingers from his eyes and continued, "We can't go on like 
this any longer. Me being in a forbidding and dangerous relationship with 
you; it has to stop now. What we're doing is wrong. Not only is it wrong, 
it's against the law." 

I quickly thought of something that would make Ray change his mind. 
"You can marry me," I told him, "you won't be able to go to jail if you 
marry me." 
"That's just the problem, honey," he responded. "I will go to jail if I marry 
you. It's not like the old days. In fact, an adult like me can be locked up just 
by looking at a child. I'm thirty years old, and you're sixteen. If Aunt Phyllis 
and Uncle Walt were to found out about us being in a relationship together, 
I'll be sent to prison and be forced to register as a sex offender. Once that 
happens, I can never rebuild my reputation again." 

I felt my heart being ripped out of my chest. 
"Ray, I love you so much," I said. "I'll tell them not to send you to jail, 
please understand---" 
Ray swung his fist at me. I quickly backed out of his way. 
"Oh, they'll understand you all right, and I'll still go to jail," he barked. He 
went on, shouting and cursing at me. "This isn't princess land, Sheila! I'm 
your cousin, goddammit. You think you can steal my heart away and get 
away with it, don't you?! Well, fuck it, okay! Read my lips, I'm not your 
knight in shining armor, do you understand? You're just a child, so deal with 
it!" 

I was crushed and shattered all at once. In the thirteen years of being with 
him, Ray had never yelled and cursed at me until that day. Ray couldn't 
believe that he had never yelled at me like that before. He was a soft spoken 
man who never fought or yelled with anyone, not even within the family. I 
began to feel the tears stinging in my eyes. As I looked at him, my tears 
burled my vision. "Okay," I told him in a high voice, "I'm sorry that I've 
wasted your time. I guess I'll just depart from your life, since I am a child." 
Without another word, I turned and ran away from him. 
"Sheila," he called. 

I kept on running, not stopping to look back at him. I came back to the 
cookout and went inside Glenn and Louise's house. I sat down on the steps, 
crossed my arms and placed them on my lap. I then put my head down on 
my arms and cried. 
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II 

The next day Momma and Daddy took Jordan and me to see Aunt Louise 
and Uncle Glenn. Ray had to go to work and wasn't able to come along with 
us. Aunt Louise and Uncle Glenn are Ray's parents. Jordan and I don't call 
them aunt and uncle before their first names like most kids like us do, but 
they don't care, thought. My aunt and uncle are mostly with the times and 
they accept the changes that are happening in the world. 

When we arrived at their house, I saw Louise standing on the porch, 
shouting and jumping wildly. She ran towards our car, calling out our 
names. After Daddy parked the car, we got out. Louise finally got to us, 
catching her breath. "Walt! Phyllis." Louise beamed like a girl on Christmas 
morning. She saw Jordan and me and had a happy 'look' on her face. 
"Sheila, girl!" she called, running with her arms opened. Louise grabbed me 
and gave me a gigantic bear hug. "Oh, my goodness," she continued, 
"you've grown so much since I last saw you. You look just like a movie 
star. " 
"Louise, you're breaking my back," I grunted. 
"Oh, my bad," she said, letting go. I was grasping for air like a lung fish. 
Jordan ran to Momma and cling on to her. Louise is known to give out bear 
hugs. My aunt's bear hugs are more like Bruce Lee's back breaker moves. 
As a little girl, I would get myself real dirty so she wouldn't give me a hug. 
"Aunt Louise," Daddy greeted. 
"Hi, Louise," Momma smiled. Jordan ran as Louise gave both my parents a 
juggernaut bear hug. Out the comer of my eye, I saw a tall man coming 
outside of the door. The man was bald and wore an eye patch over his right 
eye. "Well, hello, everyone," he said. It was Glenn, alright. 

"So, how's New York, Nephew?" Glenn asked Daddy when we were 
inside the house. 
"It's okay," Daddy replied kindly. "Really it is. The city has some of the best 
barbeque restaurants in town. I'll be happy to share you some of the recipes 
my friends gave me." Glenn nodded his head and turned to me. When I met 
Glenn, he treated me like a soldier. I couldn't talk before him, and I had to 
say 'yes, sir' and 'no, sir' to him. He used to be in the Army back in South 
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During the ride back to South Carolina, Ray had a talk with me. 
"I think we should tell your parents about what's been going on with us," he 
said. "We can't keep this secret between us forever." 
"But won't you go to prison because of me?" I asked him. 
Ray sighed, "There's a chance I might be sent away, but we don't have a 
choice. We must tell them, and anyway, we haven't done anything illegal or 
wrong. Your parents are good people; they'll forgive me. Just don't worry, 
we're in this together." 

I rested my head on Ray's shoulder and held his hand. 
"I think you're a kind and loving woman, honey," Ray went on. "I hope 
someday someone will love you for your heart and sprit like I did. What's 
rare about a girl like you is that you have a free sprit and can speak from the 
heart. Men like me nowadays have a hard time finding a woman just like 
you. I hope you always stay that way." 

After the talk, Ray took my hand and kissed it sweetly. Deep in my heart 
and soul, I knew that I had done the right thing by not going through with 
the marriage. I had a whole life ahead of me and I haven't experienced the 
joy yet. Had I married my cousin, I couldn't be a child anymore. I would 
have missed out on all the things that a teenager like me could have. And I 
would have ended up ruining Ray's life as well. I counted my blessings in 
my head, as I closed my eyes and fell into a dreamlike sleep. 

Ray woke me up when we got back to the house. Waiting for us outside 
were Jordan, my parents, Mindy and Miss Carla. 
"They're back," Momma cried, running over to me. Momma hugged and 

kissed me, "I was so worried about you, my girl!" 
"Momma, I'm here now," I said softly to her, putting my arms around her. 

In the house, Ray held a family meeting in the den. Ray told everyone 
about what went on between him and me. I told my parents about our fights 
together, how we ran away to North Carolina to elope; how I told Ray that I 
couldn't marry him, and how we cried in the chapel together. 
"I'm very sorry," Ray apologized to my parents. "It was wrong of me to fall 
in love with your daughter. I promise it will never happen again." 
"Please don't send Ray to prison," I pleaded. 

/ 
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Daddy sighed heavily. "I believe in Ray with all of my heart," Daddy said. 
"He's honest and sincere. Hell, he wouldn't even hurt a fly if it bugged him. 
Therefore, I won't press any charges against him." 
Ray was speechless. 
Daddy continued, speaking to Ray, "Mindy found something of yours, Ray. 
It was in your desk drawer." 
Mindy reached under her seat cushion and pulled out a book. She handed the 
book over to Ray. The book was his journal. 
"I found it down in the basement," she told him. "I was worried about you 
and Sheila. I knew it was yours. I'm real sorry." 
Ray looked at Mindy and said, "It's okay. You were worried about me. 
Thank you." 
Miss Carla smiled warmly. "Well, that's all behind us. Come on, I'll bake 
you all some cookies." I shared a secret smile with Ray. He in return smiled 
back. My cousin had been given a rare gift that is often not given'in this day 
in time. That gift was a second chance. 

I didn't want to believe it, but on the same day that Ray and I ran away to 
get married was the day my family and I were going back to New York 
State. Ray and I spent the last day together taking a walk along the country 
road. Holding hands, we watched the painted sunset in the sky. Ray gently 
gave my hand a squeeze. 
"Isn't it wonderful that God made such a wonderful picture?" he asked 
kindly. I felt tears welding up in my eyes. 
"I can't believe that this is our last day together," I said, my voice breaking, 
"I'll never see you again, and-Oh, Ray! I'm gonna miss you. I just wish I 
could stay with you a little while longer. I hate to go." 
I collapsed onto Ray's shirt and wept bitterly. As I sobbed, Ray lifted up 

my chin from his shirt, and looked me in the eye. He took a handkerchief out 
from his pocket and dried away my tears. 
"None of that," he said in a fatherly tone, "we still have Thanksgiving to 
look forward to. By that time, I might have grown a beard. You'll see me 
again, do you understand?" 
"Okay, I replied softly. 

We shared a bear hug together as Ray touched his lips gently on my 
forehead. I've wanted him to hold me in his arms forever, but I knew that I 
had to get back to the house to help pack for the ride home. Holding hands, 
we walked back to the house. 
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We arrived to see Daddy putting the last of the luggage into the trunk of the 
car. I saw Momma and Jordan inside. Daddy closed down the trunk. 
"Let's go, Babe," he told me, "we have to beat the morning traffic to New 
York." 
"Just a sec, Daddy!" I said quickly. 
"Okay. Make it quick." 
Daddy got into the driver's side and shut the door. 

I glanced at Ray and touched his cheek. He looked at me and softly said, 
"You're my favorite cousin. When I first saw you, I thought you were just 
some little girl that I would detest. But you've changed my life and Won my 
heart with your love. Do you remember that card you've sent to me on my 
graduation day?" Ray took his finger and traced his thumb on my birthmark. 
"'We go to together like peanut butter and jelly; you're sweet and I'm stuck 
on you. You are more than my cousin, you are my best friend. May we 
always stick together, forever' ," I told him. 
Ray chuckled lightly. "I still have that card after all those years." 
"Ray?" I asked softly. 
"Yes?" he answered back. 
"Could you please hold me in your arm one more time like you always do 
before I leave you?" 
Ray whispered, "Yes, my honey." 
Ray took both his arms and wrapped them around me. He held me close as I 
hugged his neck and kissed his cheek. When I let go of him, I saw tears 
trickling down his face. "I see you soon, my dear," he softly said, as he 
turned and walked back to the house. 
I whispered to him, "Take care of yourself" 
I saw him go inside the house and close the door behind him. I walked over 
to the car and got in the passenger side of the back with Jordan. I closed the 
door and buckled up my seatbelt. Seconds later, we drove out of the 
driveway and up the road. Out of the car window, I saw Ray looking out of 
his window, waving at-us. I waved back to him. Along the road, I could hear 
the late Ray Charles singing one of his songs on the radio: 

I can't stop loving' you. 
I've made up my mind, 

To dream of dreams, of yesterday. 

The next day, we were back in Harlem. When I stepped out of the car, my 
old neighborhood was still the same, but I wasn't. I realized that I had grown 

\ 

\ 
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when we got inside. Ray and Mindy saw each other like two long lost 
friends. 
"Hey, Ray-Gun!" Mindy said. Ray couldn't help blushing at her. 
"Hi," he said. "You look lovely as a blue rose in a Tokyo garden." Mindy 
scoffed. "Honey, I'm twenty-eight years old. I have curves like a highway, 
legs like Naomi Campbell, and a butt like Coco Lee. I'm more beautiful than 
any flower in a garden of weeds" "Give me a commercial break," Daddy 
said under his breath. Momma gave Daddy a quick shot on the arm. 

The ride to the beach was dull and boring. The air conditioner was broken, 
and everyone fought over which music to play on the Xlv! Radio. Ray 
wanted to listen to Jazz, Momma wanted to listen to Gospel, Daddy wanted 
to hear Country; Jordan wanted Children's, Mindy wanted Rock & Roll and 
I wanted Hip-Hop. Sadly, Ray put his foot down and turned off the radio. No 
one got to hear any music. The only thing I could do was listen to my I-Pod 
and read Saint Marie. Mindy had a manga like me, only it was Card Captor 
Sakura. 

In the middle of reading a page, I spied out of the car window. 0lLt of the 
window, I saw the beach. With the ocean and the waves crashing along the 
shoreline, it was like seeing a 3-D picture coming to life. Ray drove into the 
parking lot to park the van. After he parked the van, I unfastened my seatbelt 
and opened the door. I leaped out of the van, racing towards the ocean, 
calling, "Last one's in's a sunk in a bunk." I went head first into the water. 
In the ocean, I could see Mindy and my family on the sandbank fixing up a 
spot. As Mindy put her picnic basket down on the blanket, Ray picked her 
up and started carrying her towards the ocean. Mindy fought Ray as he kept 
on bringing her out towards the ocean. "You dim-dim, let me go!" she 
demanded, struggling. 

Ray got into the water holding Mindy in his arms. 
Mindy cried, "Ray, don't!" 
Ray smiled and said, "Goodbye, Mindy," and threw her into the water. 
Mindy leaped up out of the water like a daffodil in the spring. Before she 
could say anything, a juggernaut ocean wave hit her from behind and 
knocked her back into the water. She got up again to see Ray laughing at 
her. She shouted, "You jerk, I'll get you for that!" Mindy tried to push Ray 

. in the water. With a quick mind, Ray grabbed Mindy's arm and fell in the 
water with him. Ray and Mindy both leaped up out of the water and laughed 
together. 

I felt a burning fire of jealously inside my heart. Inside my mind, I had a 
vision of choking Mindy. Ray was my one and only love, and she was trying 
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"It's okay," I told him. "I've been reading a lot of books and I'm in a 
drawing." 
"What kind of drawing, younging?" 
"For gift cards, I'm hoping to get one for The Magic Johnson Movie 
Theater." 
"The theater?!" Glenn exploded. "I'd rather go to a video store and rent a 
movie than to go to those goddamn places! It's a shame for people to pay 
$10.50 a ticket and $27.30 worth of snacks just to sit in a seat where 
someone wet their pants and have their eyes crossed by watching a screen. If 
lowed every movie theater in this country, I would cut the ticket prices in 
half and get rid of every film with any filth in it. What kind of government 
lets two men fool around with each other and lets parents take their own 
children to see movies with violence and smut in it, huh? Well, damn the 
government and the whole United States! They can go to hell!" 
There was silence throughout the room. Glenn didn't know Jordan was in 

the room with us. Glenn swears all the time, even in front of little children. 
Louise came out with a pitcher of Tang and a tray of brownies. She set 

both the pitcher and tray down on the coffee table. "There's a little boy in 
the room, honey," she reminded him. Without a word, I took a brownie from 
the tray and poured myself a cup of Tang . 

• 
Later on in the day, Louise showed us a photo album of her family. There 

were pictures of her and Glenn, and of Mike, Ray, and their sister Ruby Jo. 
(Ruby Jo is my other cousin, who now lives in Canada with her life partner.) 
"I have two pictures of Ray that are my favorite," Louise squealed with 
delight, holding up the two pictures for us to see. One was of Ray as a boy of 
eight dressed up as Peter Pan for Halloween; the other was of him as an 
infant sky-clad on a bearskin rug. 

I had a forbidden fantasy that I was making love to him in his bed. I 
blushed as I saw the picture. I felt a prick in my girlhood as my heart was 
beating. I thought that I was going to have a nosebleed on the spot. 
"I've always adored this picture," Louise added. "He had such a cute tush. I 
even wrote 'Heavenly Buns' on the back." Louise turned over the photo to 
show us her handwriting. 
Sure enough, it was on the back, written in shorthand cursive. 
''Now, dear, don't let Ray see you showing that picture to anyone outside of 
the family; he'd kill you if you did," Glenn reminded. Louise beamed. "I 
wonder why our son hates this picture so much. It's so cute." I didn't say it, 
but I thought the picture was cute, too. 
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II 

The next day Momma and Daddy took Jordan and me to see Aunt Louise 
and Uncle Glenn. Ray had to go to work and wasn't able to come along with 
us. Aunt Louise and Uncle Glenn are Ray's parents. Jordan and I don't call 
them aunt and uncle before their first names like most kids like us do, but 
they don't care, thought. My aunt and uncle are mostly with the times and 
they accept the changes that are happening in the world. 

When we arrived at their house, I saw Louise standing on the porch, 
shouting and jumping wildly. She ran towards our car, calling out our 
names. After Daddy parked the car, we got out. Louise finally got to us, 
catching her breath. "Walt! Phyllis." Louise beamed like a girl on Christmas 
morning. She saw Jordan and me and had a happy 'look' on her face. 
"Sheila, girl!" she called, running with her arms opened. Louise grabbed me 
and gave me a gigantic bear hug. "Oh, my goodness~" she continued, . 
"you've grown so much since I last saw you. You look just like a movie 
star." 
"Louise, you're breaking my back," I grunted. 
"Oh, my bad," she said, letting go. I was grasping for air like a lung fish. 
Jordan ran to Momma and cling on to her. Louise is known to give out bear 
hugs. My aunt's bear hugs are more like Bruce Lee's back breaker moves. 
As a little girl, I would get myself real dirty so she wouldn't give me a hug. 
"Aunt Louise," Daddy greeted. 
"Hi, Louise," Momma smiled. Jordan ran as Louise gave both my parents a 
juggernaut bear hug. Out the comer of my eye, I saw a tall man coming 
outside of the door. The man was bald and wore an eye patch over his right 
eye. "Well, hello, everyone," he said. It was Glenn, alright. 

"So, how's New York, Nephew?" Glenn asked Daddy when we were 
inside the house. 
"It's okay," Daddy replied kindly. "Really it is. The city has some of the best 
barbeque restaurants in town. I'll be happy to share you some of the recipes 
my friends gave me." Glenn nodded his head and turned to me. When I met 
Glenn, he treated me like a soldier. I couldn't talk before him, and I had to 
say 'yes, sir' and 'no, sir' to him. He used to be in the Army back in South 
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to do it? In this time and century, I bet you will never find any boy in this 
world that would do what Ray had done for me. No amount of money on a 
date can compare to that. 

As we lay there watching the stars, I saw one of them moving across the 
sky. "Hey! I see a shooting star," I said. "Let's make a wish!" 
"Okay," Ray agreed, "close your eyes." 
I closed my eyes, opened my heart and made my wish. When I was finished, 
I opened my eyes. As I turned over, I was face to face with Ray. 
He asked me, "What did you wish for, my love?" 
I replied mysticful and with childlike hope, "That we'll always be together, 
forever and ever." 
"I wished for that, too." He replied. 
We placed a hand on the side of each other's face. 
"I love you, my honey." Ray told me softly. 
"And I love you, my sweet angel." I told me. 

As my cousin was kissing me, the sweet taste of mint and coffee filled up 
my mouth. The kiss was so blissful and delicious; kissing my own cousin 
was like kissing an angel prince. 

After our kiss, we turned over on our backs and watched the sky once 
more. In the sky, we saw two bright stars trying to reach out for each other. 
As I looked at the two stars, Ray slid his arm under my neck. As the sun 
rose, we kissed once more together. Together, we had witnessed a new day 
being born. 

12 

That same day while Ray was at work, Jordan, my parents and I helped 
Miss Carla with the housework. I was given the job of doing laundry. As I 
started loading up the washer, I noticed a piece of 'gray' in the laundry 
basket. I thought it was a t-shirt. When I uncovered the basket, I saw that the 
'gray' piece was attached to a naughty little kitten. "Out, Smokie," I ordered. 
Smokie mewed as she leaped out of the basket. By her mew, she meant 
·Awww.man!·Iwentbacktomywork.AsIworked. I sang one of my 
homemade songs to myself to keep me company: 

This life is giving me a lot 0/ grief. 
Everyone's making it hard/or me. 
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II 

The next day Momma and Daddy took Jordan and me to see Aunt Louise 
and Uncle Glenn. Ray had to go to work and wasn't able to come along with 
us. Aunt Louise and Uncle Glenn are Ray's parents. Jordan and I don't call 
them aunt and uncle before their first names like most kids like us do, but 
they don't care, thought. My aunt and uncle are mostly with the times and 
they accept the changes that are happening in the world. 

When we arrived at their house, I saw Louise standing on the porch, 
shouting and jumping wildly. She ran towards our car, calling out our 
names. After Daddy parked the car, we got out. Louise finally got to us, 
catching her breath. "Walt! Phyllis." Louise beamed like a girl on Christmas 
morning. She saw Jordan and me and had a happy 'look' on her face. 
"Sheila, girl!" she called, running with her arms opened. Louise grabbed me 
and gave me a gigantic bear hug. "Oh, my goodness," she continued, 
"you've grown so much since I last saw you. You look just like a movie 
star." 
"Louise, you're breaking my back," I grunted. 
"Oh, my bad," she said, letting go. I was grasping for air like a lung fish. 
Jordan ran to Momma and cling on to her. Louise is known to give out bear 
hugs. My aunt's bear hugs are more like Bruce Lee's back breaker moves. 
As a little girl, I would get myself real dirty so she wouldn't give me a hug. 
"Aunt Louise," Daddy greeted. 
"Hi, Louise," Momma smiled. Jordan ran as Louise gave both my parents a 
juggernaut bear hug. Out the comer of my eye, I saw a tall man coming 
outside of the door. The man was bald and wore an eye patch over his right 
eye. "Well, hello, everyone," he said. It was Glenn, alright. 

"So, how's New York, Nephew?" Glenn asked Daddy when we were 
inside the house. 
"It's okay," Daddy replied kindly. "Really it is. The city has some of the best 
barbeque restaurants in town. I'll be happy to share you some of the recipes 
my friends gave me." Glenn nodded his head and turned to me. When I met 
Glenn, he treated me like a soldier. I couldn't talk before him, and I had to 
say 'yes, sir' and 'no, sir' to him. He used to be in the Army back in South 
Korea. (In fact, I used to live there for two years.) Now we both get along 
since the stroke. 
Glenn asked me, "So, Sheila girl, having a nice summer?" 

/ 
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The next day Momma and Daddy took Jordan and me to see Aunt Louise 
and Uncle Glenn. Ray had to go to work and wasn't able to come along with 
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shouting and jumping wildly. She ran towards our car, calling out our 
names. After Daddy parked the car, we got out. Louise finally got to us, 
catching her breath. "Walt! Phyllis," she beamed like a girl on Christmas 
morning. Louise saw Jordan and me and had a happy 'look' on her face. 
"Sheila, girl!" she called, running with her arms opened. Louise grabbed me 
and gave me a gigantic bear hug. "Oh, my goodness," she continued, 
"you've grown so much since I last saw you. You look just like a movie 
star." 
"Louise, you're breaking my back," I grunted. 
"Oh, my bad," she said, letting go. I was grasping for air like a lung fish. 
Jordan ran to Momma and cling on to her. Louise is known to give out bear 
hugs. As a little girl, I would get myself real dirty so she wouldn't give me a 
hug. Louise's bear hugs are like Bruce Lee's back breaker moves. 
"Aunt Louise," Daddy greeted. 
"Hi, Louise," Momma smiled. Jordan ran as Louise gave both my parents a 
juggernaut bear hug. Out the comer of my eye, I saw a tall man coming 
outside of the door. The man was bald and wore an eye patch over his right 
eye. "Well, hello, everyone," he said. It was Glenn, alright. 

"So, how's New York, Nephew?" Glenn asked Daddy when we were 
inside the house. 
"It's okay," Daddy replied kindly. "Really it is. The city has some of the best 
barbeque restaurants in town. I'll be happy to share you some of the recipes 
my friends gave me." Glenn nodded his head and turned to me. When I met 
Glenn, he treated me like a soldier. I couldn't talk before him, and I had to 
say 'yes, sir' and 'no, sir' to him. He used to be in the Army back in South 
Korea. (In fact, I used to live there for two years.) Now we both get along 
since his stroke. 
Glenn asked me, "So, Sheila girl, having a nice summer?" 
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my arm with hers and walked her over to the van. When we got inside, we 
unlocked our arms. Ray and Mindy saw each other like two long lost friends. 
"Hey, Ray-Gun!" Mindy said. Ray couldn't help blushing at her. 
"Hi," he said. "You look lovely as a blue rose in a garden." 
Mindy scoffed. 
"Honey, I'm twenty-eight years old. I have curves like a highway, legs like 
Naomi Campbell, and a butt like Coco Lee. I'm more beautiful than any 
flower in a garden of weeds" 
"Give me a commercial break," Daddy said under his breath. Momma gave 
Daddy a quick shot on the arm. 

The ride to the beach was dull and boring. The air conditioner was broken, 
and everyone fought over which music to play on the XM Radio. Ray 
wanted to listen to Jazz, Momma wanted to listen to Gospel, Daddy wanted 
to hear Country; Jordan wanted Children's, Mindy wanted Rock & Roll and 
I wanted Hip-Hop. Sadly, Ray put his foot down and turned off the radio. No 
one got to hear any music. The only thing I could do was listen to my I-Pod 
and read Saint Marie. Mindy had a manga like me, only it was Card Captor 
Sakura. 

In the middle of reading a page, I spied out of the car window. Out of the 
window, I saw the beach. With the ocean and the waves crashing along the 
shoreline, it was like seeing a 3-D picture coming to life. Ray drove into the 
parking lot to park the van. After he parked the van, I unfastened my seatbelt 
and opened the door. I leaped out of the van and raced towards the ocean. 
I went head first into the water. In the ocean, I could see Mindy and my 

family on the shore fixing up a spot. As Mindy put her picnic basket down 
on the blanket, Ray picked her up and started carrying her towards the 
ocean. Mindy fought Ray as he kept on bringing her out towards the ocean. 
"Y ou dim-dim, let me go!" she demanded, struggling. 

Ray got into the water holding Mindy in his arms. 
Mindy cried, "Ray, don't!" 
Ray smiled and said, "Goodbye, Mindy," and threw her into the water. 
Mindy leaped up out of the water like a daffodil in the spring. Before she 
could say anything, a juggernaut ocean wave hit her from behind and 
knocked her back into the water. She got up again to see Ray laughing at 
her. She shouted, "You jerk, I'll get you for that!" Mindy tried to push Ray 
into the water. With a quick mind, Ray grabbed Mindy's arm and fell in the 
water with him. Ray and Mindy both leaped up out of the water and laughed 
together. 



"Oh, just a harmless kiss, huh? You must think I'm possessed by the stupid 
card! Just admitted it, you love Mindy more than me." 
"Whoa, back the car up! I'm not in love with Mindy; we're just friends. 
There is nothing wrong with a man having a woman as a friend. This isn't 
sixteenth century Italy, Sheila. I'm free to give a woman a platonic kiss 
without being forced into marrying her. I bet in the sixteen years you've 
lived on this earth, you've had boys as friends and kissed them." 
"Well, at least I don't kiss them romantically," I snapped. 
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"For christ sake Sheila, I'm thirty years old," Ray went on, "I have a right to 
kiss a woman platonically. I'm not sleeping with her if that's what you're 
thinking. You're the only woman I love, and will ever love." 
"Right," I lllocked, turning my back to him. I was about to go upstairs when 
Ray grabbed me by the arm. "Listen, you little cunt!" he snapped. 
In a split second, I turned around and slapped Ray across the face. The force 
knocked off the glasses from his face and onto the floor. I looked at him. He 
had his hand on the side of his face. I had tears in my eyes; because Ray had 
called me a hurtful name, and I hit him for it. I had never hit anyone in my 
family, not even my own cousin. I ran over to Ray, threw my arms around 
him and collapsed in his bosom. 
"I'm sorry," I sobbed. "Please don't stop loving me." After I said those five 

words, he embraced me in his arms and held me close. He kissed the crown 
of my head and whispered, "I'll never stop loving you." He kissed me once 
more on my lips. 

We heard the sound of footsteps rushing down the steps. Ray let go of me 
to see who it was. 

"I heard shouting, is every thing alright?" Miss Carla asked. 
"It's nothing, Carla," Ray answered. "Go back to bed." 

When Miss Carla went upstairs, I asked Ray, "Do people in love always 
fight like we just did?" Ray sighed. "People in love sometimes fight, my 
honey. There's no such thing as aperfect couple. That's called a lover's 
quarrel. It's sometimes normal for lovers to fight." I knew Ray was right. I 
hugged him and kissed his face. 
"Thank you for loving me," I said. 
"Anytime, my dear," he replied 
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wonder why our son hates this picture so much. It's so cute." I didn't say it, 
but I thought the picture was cute, too. 

Before we left, Glenn told us about the cookout coming up on Friday. "I 
want to see you all there," he said. "It will be the best damn cookout in all of 
South Carolina. 
"We'll be there, Uncle," Daddy said. 
I didn't think about the cookout, I only thought only about the picture of my 

cousin I saw earlier. It was the first time I'd seen my cousin naked. I blushed 
all over again on the way back to Ray's house . ., 

In the middle of the night, I woke up wanting to talk to Ray. I sunk 
downstairs to see if he was on the sofa reading. I got to the bottom of the 
steps; he wasn't on the sofa. I searched in the kitchen, the basement; even in 
his bedroom. I could not find him anywhere. I felt a sense that I would find 
him outside. 

Barefooted, I went out the front door, headed to the left side of the house. I 
came across a ladder on the wall. Without a thought, I began to climb up the 
ladder. I felt like Jack climbing up the beanstalk to the heavens in search of a 
hidden treasure. I made it up to the roof and found something that was more 
precious than gold. I found my Ray coming towards me. 

"Hi, honey," I said as he took my hand. 
Ray led me onto the roof. Holding hands, we sat down together and talked. 
"How'd you know where to find me?" Ray asked. 
I winked at him. "Oh, Woodstock told me where I could find you." 
Ray chuckled harmoniously as he put his arm around my shoulder and 
looked at me. "I want to show you something," he told me, "it's better than a 
Magic Eye Picture. I'll show you how to see it." 
I was confused. "What, now?" I asked puzzled. 
"Lie down with me," he told me. 
"What? Are you crazy?" 
"Trust me. Lie down." 
Without resisting, I took his hand and lay back. 
"Now, watch," he said gently. 
I gazed up at the heavens. Before my eyes, a billion stars sparkled in the 
dark sky like candles, as a crescent moon with a star in front of it completed 
the picture. 
"It's so beautiful," I gasped. 
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card! Just admitted it, you love Mindy more than me." 
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sixteenth century Italy, Sheila. I'm free to give a woman a platonic kiss 
without being forced into marrying her. I bet in the sixteen years you've 
lived on this earth, you've had boys as friends and kissed them." 
"Well, at least I don't kiss them romantically," I snapped. 
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"For Chrissake Sheila, I'm thirty years old," Ray went on, "I have a right to 
kiss a woman platonically. I'm not sleeping with her if that's what you're 
thinking. You're the only woman I love, and will ever love." 
"Right," I mocked, turning my back to him. I was about to go upstairs when 
Ray grabbed me by the arm. "Listen, you little cunt!" he snapped. 
In a split second, I turned around and slapped Ray across the face. The force 
knocked off the glasses from his face and onto the floor. I looked at him. He 
had his hand on the side of his face. I had tears in my eyes; because Ray had 
called me a hurtful name, and I hit him for it. I had never hit anyone in my 
family, not even my own cousin. I ran over to Ray, threw my arms around 
him and collapsed in his bosom. 

"I'm sorry," I sobbed. "Please don't stop loving me." After I said those five 
words, he embraced me in his arms and held me close. He kissed the crown 
of my head and whispered, "I'll never stop loving you." He kissed me once 
more on my lips. 

We heard the sound of footsteps rushing down the steps. Ray let go of me 
to see who it was. ' 
"I heard shouting, is every thing alright?" Miss Carla asked. 
"It's nothing, Carla," Ray answered. "Go back to bed." . 

When Miss Carla went upstairs, I asked Ray, "Do people in love always 
fight like we just did?" Ray sighed. "People in love sometimes fight, my 
honey. There's no such thing as a perfect couple. That's called a lover's 
quarrel. It's sometimes normal for lovers to fight." I knew Ray was right. I 
hugged him and kissed his face. 
"Thank you for loving me," I said. 
"Anytime, my dear," he replied 
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Before we left, Glenn told us about the cookout coming up on Friday. "I 
want to see you all there," he said. "It will be the best damn cookout in all of 
South Carolina. 
"We'll be there, Uncle," Daddy said. 
I didn't think about the cookout, I only thought only about the picture of my 
cousin I saw earlier. It was the first time I'd seen my cousin naked. I blushed 
all over again on the way back to Ray's house . 

• 
In the middle of the night, I woke up wanting to talk to Ray. I sunk 

downstairs to see if he was on the sofa reading. I got to the bottom of the 
steps; he wasn't on the sofa. I searched in the kitchen, the basement; even in 
his bedroom. I could not find him anywhere. I felt a sense that I would find 
him outside. 

Barefooted, I went out the front door, headed to the left side of the house. I 
came across a ladder on the wall. Without a thought, I began to climb up the 
ladder. I felt like Jack climbing up the beanstalk to the heavens in search of a 
hidden treasure. I made it up to the roof and found something that was more 
precious than gold. I found my Ray coming towards me. 

"Hi, honey," I said as he took my hand. 
Ray led me onto the roof. Holding hands, we sat down together and talked. 
"How'd you know where to find me?" Ray asked. 
I winked at him. "Oh, Woodstock told me where I could find you." 
Ray chuckled harmoniously as he put his arm around my shoulder and 
looked at me. "I want to show you something," he told me, "it's better than a 
Magic Eye Picture. I'll show you how to see it." 
I was confused. "What, now?" I asked puzzled. 
"Lie down with me," he told me. 
"What? Are you crazy?" 
"Trust me. Lie down." 
Without resisting, I took his hand and lay back. 
"Now, watch," he said gently. 
I gazed up at the heavens. Before my eyes, a billion stars sparkled in the 
dark sky like candles, as a crescent moon with a star in front of it completed 
the picture. . 
"It's so beautiful," I gasped. 

Now a boy can take a girl to the movies, to the skating rink at the 
Rockefeller Center, or to Chinatown. But how many of them can bring a girl 
on top of a roof to see a billion stars dance before their eyes like The Radio 
City Rocketts® on stage without having to spend all their hard earned money , , 
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to take him away from me. An angry look appeared upon my face. Ray and 
Mindy stopped laughing when they saw me. Without a glance at them, I got 
out of the water. I kept on storming up on the hot sand without feeling any 
pain from the heat. 

Later on in the day, it was time to eat. Mindy's basket was filled up with 
food she had made. Sandwiches, rice balls, pickled radishes; pickled plums, 
kimchi, deviled eggs, donuts and iced mint green tea. The food slowly 
calmed down my anger. As I polished off my rice ball, Ray reached over and 
touched my arm. He then moved closer to me and put placed his arm around 
me. I finished up my rice ball and kissed him on his cheek. "My, aren't you 
two affectionate, eh?" Daddy asked us in awe. Mindy set her cup down. 
"Let's go for a walk on the beach," she suggested. "It'll be fun, and it's 
great excise. What do you say, guys?" 

The six of us took the walk on the beach. Momma and Daddy held hands, 
so did Ray and I. On the walk, we saw people sunbathing, children making 
sandcastles, and a pair of crabs making love in a hidden pool; two hermit 
crabs were also having a little romance as well. 

We headed over to the Quick store and brought five bottles of raspberry 
cola and a can of beer. After the sodas, we headed over to the nearby photo 
booth. For five dollars in quarters, the booth took twenty pictures of us. 
During the photo shots, I've got kiss five times by my brother, my parents 
and Ray 

It wasn't until dusk we left the beach for home. Before Ray drove us back 
to the house, he drove over to Mindy's apartment. Ray got out of the van, as 
Mindy did. Ray walked Mindy up the walkway and up the front door. Out of 
the opened van door, I could see them laughing and talking, but I couldn't 
make out what they were saying to each other. After they finished, Mindy 
unlocked the front door. Before she went inside, she gave Ray a small kiss 
on his cheek and a hug. It burnt and disgust me. Assonate, my ass, I thought. 

As everyone was all asleep in their beds, I gave Ray a piece of my mind 
about Mindy. Besides Ray and me, Smokie was up. (I think she was looking 
for some mice to snack on.) 
"What was that all about, Raymond Quidam?" I chastised. 
Ray explained, "It was just a harmless kiss. It didn't mean anything." 
I went off. 
"Oh, just a harmless kiss, huh? You must think I'm possessed by the stupid 
card! Just admitted it, you love Mindy more than me." 
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the restaurant. Inside the restaurant, Ray requested the non-smoking section 
with the window seat, hoping that looking out the window would make me 
happy. 

Our waitress was a White woman named Dale. She had kinky red hair and 
make-up and lipstick. She smiled at us as she took our order. She looked at 
me; than at Ray. 
"This here's your daughter?" she asked. 
Ray blushed. 
"Kid cousin from New York," he corrected. 
"Are you from New York, too?" 
"Yes, but I moved to South Carolina with my family when I was fifteen. I 
visit New York on blue moon days." 
"Well, at least you've kept your Yankee accent. Not too many around this 
town like Northerners like yourselves. Well, I better hush up and get your 
orders to the table." 

After she left, I looked at Ray wide-eyed. "What in Sakura's sock drawer 
dose she think we're from, Mars?" I asked him. To this day, I still don't 
understand Southerners. 

Ray played the video game and pinball machine; while I sat at our booth 
and waited for our food to come. Ray came back when Dale bought out our 
order. My cousin wasn't much ofa breakfast person, so he had toast and 
coffee, while I had an order of waffles topped with strawberries, powered 
sugar and whipped cream. The plate also came with bacon, eggs, grits and a 
glass of orange juice and a glass of milk. I picked at the large plate of food. 
Ray saw me and asked, "Aren't you hungry? Please eat; you don't want 
people over in West Africa to envy over you, now don't you?" 

I stopped picking at my food and picked up my fork. I speared a piece of 
the waffle and stuck it into my mouth. I tried to taste the sweetness of the 
waffles, but it just tasted sour. After three more bites I gave up and pushed 
my plate to the side. I asked Ray if I could go outside for some air. He said I 
could if I wanted to. I got up out of my chair and went outside. 

I leaned my back against the brick wall as the gentle summer breeze blew 
its coolness on me. I saw two girls walking over to an ice cream stand, 
talking about the heat wave as they passed by an elderly man napping under 
a tree in the shade. I should have been happy that I was getting married to 
my sweet and beloved Ray. But instead, I was downcast. 

I thought about the smile on Ray's face when I accepted his proposal and 
his words he said to me: "I want to marry you. I'll throw my whole life away 
just from you." I loved Ray with all of my heart and soul. I had dreams of us 



kissed my little hand. He slid his lips down from my hand to the side of my 
neck. I giggled as he gave me an extra sliding kiss. 

"I love you like an angel loves cake," he told me. 
"And I love you like a monkey loves bananas," I replied sweetly to him. 
From that day on, I had found my true love. As the night turned cold, Ray 
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slipped offhis suit jacket and placed it on me. I fell asleep by my cousin's 
side as he rocked the porch swing back and fort. I knew in my heart that Ray 
and I would be more than just cousins. 

As the years went by, we both grew up. Ray was an adult and I was a 
teenager. Keeping up with the times, we send e-mails. Just yesterday 
afternoon, I received an e-mail from my cousin: 

IMu ~eilfest COllsin, 
Hmv has UOW' S\lllli[\er been s@ far? Are umn enjouing UOlifseM? i hope umn ru'e. IMU s_er's filled with work iIlld C@lIft cases. I 
miss New fork and I Illiss UOII.I rarelu get to see UOII iIlld UOW' fillllilU. Please IDve umr filllillU mu lowe. I love UOII, mu h@neu. 

P.S. 
MU ~irthdau is commg liP on JIIIU 4Ut

• [] be the ~ig 3-0; I !II1ess UOII coo ciill me 'grandpa', now. Please take care. 

Y Ollf cOIISin, 
Rau Omdame 

On the attachment, there was a vid,eo of Bugs Bunny break dancing. I 
typed Ray a reply letter. After I finished typing the letter, I checked it for 
any typos. I moved my cursor to the send button ane! clicked on it. I felt 
somebody in the room with me. I turned around and saw my daddy in front 
of me. "Hi, Daddy," I said, surprised. Daddy smiled at me. 
"Hey, Butterfly! Why aren't you packing up for the trip?" 
"What trip?" 
Daddy started to act a little innocent towards me. "Well, I'm off for two 

weeks from my job, and I wanted to take you, your mother and your brother 
to South Carolina to see my family." 

A light bulb flashed in my head. I jumped up from my chair and hugged 
my daddy. "Oh, thanks, Daddy!" I squealed. 

"We're leaving at 5 A.M. tomorrow," he added. I let go of him and headed 
straight for my closet. 

I went to bed at 7 P.M. and woke up at 2A.M. in the morning. My parents 
and my brother Jordan were already up. After our early breakfast, Jordan 
and I washed and dried the dishes. Jordan was three years old and always 
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afternoon, I received an e-mail from my cousin: 
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straight for my closet. 
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I have a story to tell you, its ending is very bittersweet. Each time I tell 
someone my story, I always get a tear in my eye and an open wound in my 
heart. I don't want to tell you my story. However, if I don't, then my story 
will be lost forever. The story is about me and a man that I once fell deeply 
in love with. He's still around; we often mail each other letters on the web, 
and phone each other twice a day. That same man that I'm telling you about; 
the man whom I fell in love with happens to be my own cousin. Here's my 
story. 

I was three years old when my parents took me with them to a family 
reunion one summer. The reunion was held at a friend's house down in 
Orangeburg, South Carolina. When I arrived at the house with my momma 
and daddy, all these people came over and gather around me. They hugged 
me, kissed me; even someone picked me up. The women pinched my cheeks 
and told my parents that I was cute and pretty as a button. 

I was so scared, that I screamed. One of the men that held me put me 
down. I ran away from those people and went into the living room. 

In the living room, there were kids playing a video game on the television 
set. I sat beside an older boy with long hair. 
"Can I play?" I asked politely. One of the kids playing the game handed me 

a toy truck. "Get lost," the kid ordered. 
I took the truck from the kid and sadly walked out of the room. As I 

headed up the steps, I heard a voice protesting, "Why do you have to be so 
cold to her? She just wanted to play the game with us." 

I went inside a bedroom and began to play with the toy truck. I moved the 
truck across the floor. "Vroom, Vroom!" I went. I was enjoying myself, 
when I accidentally hit someone's foot. I looked-up. 

Looking down at me was a teenage boy. The boy was in a black suit and 
had long dark brown hair. 

"Well, hello there," he said to me. By his voice, I knew that he was the 
person that told the kid to let me play the game. He was also the one that I 
sat next to in the room. 

The boy smiled down at me. "Well, aren't you going to say hello?" he 
asked me. He had angelic eyes and looked like a prince in a fairy tale picture 
book. 
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headed up the steps, I heard a voice protesting, "Why do you have to be so 
cold to her? She just wanted to play the game with us." 
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had long dark brown hair. 

"Well, hello there," he said to me. By his voice, I knew that he was the 
person that told the kid to let me play the game. He was also the one that I 
sat next to in the room. 

The boy smiled down at me. "Well, aren't you going to say hello?" he 
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I have a bittersweet story to share with you. The story is about a man and 
I and how we once fell in love. We often mail letters to each other and phone 
twice a day. The ~an that I once fell in love with happens to be my own 
adult cousin. Here's my story. 

When I was three years old, my parents took me with them to a family 
reunion. The reunion was held at a friend's house down in Orangeburg, 
South Carolina. When I arrived at the house with my momma and daddy, all 
these people that I did not know came over and gather around me. They 
hugged me, kissed me; even the women pinched my cheeks and told my 
parents that I was cute and pretty as a butterfly. 

I was so scared, that I screamed. One. of the men that held me put me 
down. I ran away from those crazy people and went into the living room. 

In the living room, there were kids playing a video game on the television 
set. I sat beside an older boy with long hair. 
"Can I play?" I asked politely. One of the kids playing the game handed me 
a toy truck. "Get lost," the kid ordered. 

I took the truck from the kid and sadly walked out of the room. As I 
headed up the steps, I heard a voice saying, "Dude, why do you have to be 
so cold to her? She just wanted to play the game with us." 

I went inside a bedroom and began to play with the toy truck. I moved the 
truck across the floor. "Vroom, Vroom!" I went. I was enjoying myself, 
when I accidentally hit someone's foot. I looked up. Looking down at me 
was a teenage boy. The boy was in a black suit and had long black hair. 

"Well, hello there," he said to me.' By his voice, I knew that he was the 
same person that told the other kid that I should have played the game. He 
was also the one that I sat next to in the room. 

The boy smiled down at me. "Well, aren't you going to say hello?" He 
had angelic blue eyes and looked like a prince in a fairy tale picture book. 

I got up off of the floor and went right over to the bed and lay right 
down. The boy went over to the bed and fell right down next to me. 
Together we looked right. up at the stars painted upon the ceiling. We turned 
over and faced each other. 

"What's your name?" I asked the boy. 
The boy ~eplied, "My name's Ray. And you?" 
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I got up off of the floor and went right over to a bed. I lay right down. 
The boy chuckled when he saw me lying down on the bed. "Boy, you sure 
are in a silly mood." The boy went over to the bed and fell right down next 
to me. Together we looked right up at the stars painted upon the ceiling. We 
turned over and faced each other. 

"What's your name?" I asked the boy. 
The boy repliedj "I'm Ray. And you?" 
"Sheila." 
"My, that's a lovely name. How old are you, honey?" 

I smiled brightly at him. "Three." Ray returned the smile. 
"Do you know how old I am?" 
"You're two-hundred." 

Ray gave a half-hearted flick on my forehead. "Seventeen, Dummy." I 
frowned at him. "I am not a dummy," I huffed angrily. I sat up, crossed my 
arms and turned my back to him. I felt Ray's hand gently caressing my left 
cheek. As I turned my head, I felt his thumb tracing my birthmark on the left 
side of my cheek. "You're a very beautiful baby," he told me. I chuckled in 
a childlike tone. 

Ray removed his glasses and placed them on the nightstand. Gently 
holding my face, he closed his eyes an!1leaned forward towards me. I too 
closed my eyes. In that moment, our lips touched. I began to feel warm and 
fuzzy like a big winter coat. We were interrupted by the sound of a camera 
shutter. 

I quickly opened my eyes and turned to see Momma holding a camera in 
her hands. "I've seen that you've met my daughter, Ray," Momma told Ray. 
Turning to me, Momma told me, "Baby, That's your cousin Ray. He's from 
your daddy's side of the family." 

Ray turned red like a stoplight. "I think you should go with your mom, 
honey," he advised. I did what he told me and went out of the room with my 
momma. 

I sat alone outside on the porch swing, thinking about the kiss I had with 
Ray. For some reason, I liked the kiss. 

I only thought that a 'kiss' was a kind of candy that people put in your 
trick-or-treat bag for Halloween. But I didn't know that a 'kiss' was the one 
that people in love give you. My momma and daddy kiss me. But Ray kissed 
me differently; he kissed me right on the lips. 

The front door open and Ray stepped outside. He walked over to the porch 
swing and sat right next to me. Ray took my hand, drew me to his side, and 
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"Sheila." 
"My, that's a lovely name. How old are you, honey?" 

I smiled brightly at him. It was the first time that Ray called me honey. 
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fuzzy like a big winter coat. We were interrupted by the sound of a camera 
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her hands. "I've seen that you've met my daughter, Ray," Momma told Ray. 
Turning to me, Momma told me, "Baby, That's your Cousin Ray. He's from 
your daddy's side of the family." 

Ray turned red as a stoplight. "I think you should go with your mom, 
honey," he advised. I did what he told me and went out of the room with my 
momma. 

I sat alone outside on the porch swing, thinking about the kiss I had with 
Ray. For some reason, I liked the kiss. 

I only thought that a 'kiss' was a kind of candy that people put in your 
trick-or-treat bag for Halloween. But I didn't know that a 'kiss' was the one 
that people in love gave you. My momma and daddy kissed me. But Ray 
kissed me differently; he kissed me right on the lips. It was my first kiss with 
him. 

The front door open and Ray stepped outside. He walked over to the 
porch swing and sat right next to me. Ray took my hand, drew me to his 
side, and kissed my little hand. He slid his lips down from my hand to the 
side of my neck. 

"I love you like an angel loves cake," he told me. 
"And I love you like a monkey loves bananas," I replied sweetly to him. 

/ 
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I got up off of the floor and went right over to a bed. I lay right down. 
The boy chuckled when he saw me lying down on the bed. "Boy, you sure 
are in a silly mood." The boy went over to the bed and fell right down next 
to me. Together we looked right up at the stars painted upon the ceiling. We 
turned over and faced each other. 

"What's your name?" I asked the boy. 
The boy replied. "I'm Ray. And you?" 
"Sheila." 
"My, that's a lovely name. How old are you, honey?" 

I smiled brightly at him. "Three." Ray returned the smile. 
"Do you know how old I am?" 
"You're two-hundred." 

Ray gave a half-hearted flick on my forehead. "Seventeen, Dummy." I 
frowned at him. "I am not a dummy," I huffed angrily. I sat up, crossed my 
arms and turned my back to him. I felt Ray's hand gently caressing my left 
cheek. As I turned my head, I felt his thumb tracing my birthmark on the left 
side of my cheek. "You're a very beautiful baby," he told me. I chuckled in 
a childlike tone. 

Ray removed his glasses and placed them on the nightstand. Gently 
holding my face, he closed his eyes and leaned forward towards me. I too 
closed my eyes. In that moment, our lips touched. I began to feel warm and 
fuzzy like a big winter coat. We were interrupted by the sound of a camera 
shutter. 

I quickly opened my eyes and turned to see Momma holding a camera in 
her hands. "I've seen that you've met my daughter, Ray," Momma told Ray. 
Turning to me, Momma told me, "Baby, That's your cousin Ray. He's from 
your daddy's side of the family." 

Ray turned red like a stoplight. "I think you should go with your mom, 
honey," he advised. I did what he told me and went out of the room with my 
momma. 

I sat alone outside on the porch swing, thinking about the kiss I had with 
Ray. For some reason, I liked the kiss. 

I only thought that a 'kiss' was a kind of candy that people put in your 
trick-or-treat bag for Halloween. But I didn't know that a 'kiss' was the one 
that people in love give you. My momma and daddy kiss me. But Ray kissed 
me differently; he kissed me right on the lips. 

The front door open and Ray stepped outside. He walked overto the porch 
swing and sat right next to me. Ray took my hand, drew me to his side, and 



2 

I got up off of the floor and went right over to a bed. I lay right down. 
The boy chuckled when he saw me lying down on the bed. "Boy, you sure 
are in a silly mood." The boy went over to the bed and fell right down next 
to me. Together we looked right up at the stars painted upon the ceiling. We 
turned over and faced each other. 

"What's your name?" I asked the boy. 
The boy replied, "I'm Ray. And you?'" 
"Sheila. " 
"My, that's a lovely name. How old are you, honey?" 

I smiled brightly at him. "Three." Ray returned the smile. 
"Do you know how old I am?" 
"You're two-hundred." 

Ray gave a half-hearted flick on my forehead. "Seventeen, Dummy." I 
frowned at him. "I am not a dummy," I huffed angrily. I sat up, crossed my 
arms and turned my back to him. I felt Ray's hand gently caressing my left 
cheek. As I turned my head, I felt his thumb tracing my birthmark on the left 
side of my cheek. "You're a very beautiful baby," he told me. I chuckled in 
a childlike tone. 

Ray removed his glasses and placed them on the nightstand. Gently 
holding my face, he closed his eyes and leaned forward towards me. I too 
closed my eyes. In that moment, our lips touched. I began to feel warm and 
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You will have an adventure in love. 
In the end, you shall learn from it. 

When I first read the paper, I thought I couldn't possibly fall in love, but I 
was wrong. I did have an adventure in love. Maybe someday a merman will 
come for me and fall in love with me, just like Ray. I will never forget my 
Ray. 

As I placed my oracle paper back onto my dresser, I heard my pocket 
phone ringing in my pocket. I reached inside my back pocket and pulled out 
my phone. On the front screen, it read: unknown. I flipped opened my 
phone, pressed the send button, and put the phone up to my ear. 
"Hello?" I answered. 
"Hello, my honey," said an old familiar voice. 
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"And how old are you?" 
"I'm thirty." 
The pastor turned to me and asked, "How old are you, young lady?" 
I answered, "Sixteen." 
The pastor sighed heavily. "Well, no bug on my bread," he said. 
Ray and I couldn't help but chuckle a little. The Pastor cleared his throat and 
continued on with our wedding. 

"You two are gather in the chapel together, in the presence of God to be 
together in lawful matrimony, is that correct?" 
"Yes, sir," Ray and I answered. 

The Pastor looked at Ray and asked, "Do you take this woman to be your 
lawfully wedded wife; to have and to hold, to love and to cherished, (to help 
around with the housework and the children), 'till death do you part?" 
"I do." Ray responded. 

Then the Pastor turned to me and repeated the same thing, but with some of 
the words changed, "And do you take this man to be your lawfully wedded 
husband, to have and to hold, to love and to cherished; (to help around the 
housework and with the children), to cook and watch football games with, 
'till death do you part?" 
My mind spirited back to the day when I first met Ray, and the happy times 

we had together. The secret bonds that we shared together over the years, the 
countless times we held hands and the times that I cried on his shoulder. 

This was the man I have loved and cared for, the man who had always been 
there for me though thick and thin; the man who would always take me to 
the movies, places to eat, and buy me anything I wanted. My cousin had 
always been there for me in my hour of need. I was like a princess to him. I 
loved my cousin. I knew that the answer was right in my heart. 
"No, I don't," I answered. 
Ray looked at me, shocked. "Why, honey?" he asked me. "Don't you love 
me?" 
I looked at him and explained gently, "I do love you. It's just like you told 
me last night at the cookout. This is wrong. I love you, but I'm your cousin. 
Ijust can't be both that and your wife. If you marry me, you'll end up 
destroying both our lives. And once our lives are destroyed, we can never 
rebuild them again. My childhood will be gone forever, and your reputation 
will suffer. I'll always be your platonic cousin, no matter what. Please 
understand me. I'm sorry." 
There was a belief silence in the room. 
I noticed a feeling inside of me that I never felt before. It was my heart 
breaking. I heard Ray sobbing. I looked at him. "Ray, please don't," I 
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"And how old are you?" 
"I'm thirty." 
The pastor turned to me and asked, "How old are you, young lady?" 
I answered, "Sixteen." 
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husband, to have and to hold, to love and to cherished; (to help around the 
housework and with the children), to cook and watch football games with, 
'till death do you part?" 
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we had together. The secret bonds that we shared together over the years, the 
countless times we held hands; the times I had cried on his shoulder, and the 
time when I was a baby and we once took a bubble bath together. 
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there for me though thick and thin; the man who would always take me to 
the movies, places to eat, and buy me anything I wanted. My cousin had 
always been there for me in my hour of need. I was like a princess to him. I 
loved my cousin. I knew that the answer was right in my heart. 
"No, I don't," I answered. 
Ray looked at me, shocked. "Why, honey?" he asked me. "Don't you love 
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me last night at the cookout. This is wrong. I love you, but I'm your cousin. 
I just can't be both that and your wife. If you marry me, you'll end up 
destroying both our lives. And once our lives are destroyed, we can never 
rebuild them again. My childhood will be gone forever, and your reputation 
will suffer. I'll always be your platonic cousin, no matter what. Please 
understand me. I'm sorry." 
There was a belief silence in the room. 
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"No, I don't," I answered. 
Ray looked at me, shocked. "Why, honey?" he asked me. "Don't you love 
me?" 
I looked at him and explained gently, "I do love you. It's just like you told 
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will suffer. I'll always be your platonic cousin, no matter what. Please 
understand me. I'm sorry." 
There was a belief silence in the room. 
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Ray chuckled lightly. "I still have that card after all those years." 
"Ray?" I asked softly. 
"Yes?" he answered back. 
"Could you please hold me in your arm one more time like you always do 
before I leave you?" 
Ray whispered, "Yes, my honey." 
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Ray took both his arms and wrapped them around me. He held me close as I 
hugged his neck and kissed his cheek. When I let go of him, I saw tears 
trickling down his face. "I see you soon, my dear," he softly said, as he 
turned and walked back to the house. 
I whispered to him, "Take care of yourself." 
I saw him go inside the house and close the door behind him. I walked over 
to the car and got in the passenger side of the back with Jordan. I closed the 
door and buckled up my seatbelt. Seconds later, we drove out of the 
driveway and up the road. Out of the car window, I saw Ray looking out of 
his window~ waving at us. I waved back to him. Along the road, I could hear 
the late Ray Charles singing one of his songs on the radio: 

I can't stop loving' you. 
I've made up my mind, 

To dream of dreams, of yesterday. 

The next day, we were back in Harlem. When I stepped out of the car, my 
old neighborhood was still the same, but I wasn't. I realized that I had grown 
up after I visited Ray in South Carolina. Either though Ray is my cousin, he 
was the first man I had given my heart to, and the one I that I had my first 
summer romance with. Ray is more than my cousin, he was my first love. 
Many years from now, we'll talk about our old lives together. The one thing 
we'll talk about (and tell our own children), is how we once fell in love with 
each other. At first, they won't believe us. But with time, they'll understand. 

I opened the door to my bedroom and smelt the pleasant smell of rose and 
cinnamon incenses lingering in the air. My room was all in one piece. From 
my Minnie Mouse television set, to my awards on the wall. I walked over to 
my dresser and saw the old photograph of Ray and me sharing our first kiss 
together. Next to the photo was myoId oracle paper that I had got during the 
visit to Coney Island on my sixteenth birthday. (I cut school just that one 
time for my friends). I picked up the paper and looked at the words: 

\ 
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make that decision final, it'll haunt you for the rest of your life. Just do what 
your heart tells you to. But Remember, there are plenty of mermen in the sea 
that will take you away to a new life in the ocean. Don't think that you'll 
never find another one like your cousin. 

"Just because you love someone, doesn't mean you have to marry them. 
You're young; just give yourself time to grow. And I will guarantee that you 
will be ready to lose your heart again. Understand, me?" I nodded my head 
as I smiled. I knew she was right. I was old enough to make my own 
decisions within my heart. Normally, you don't do this to strangers, but I 
gave Dale a hug and thanked her. And she hugged me back. I felt a big 
weight had lifted offme. 

Ray and I left from the waffle house and drove right over to the chapel. It 
took awhile for my cousin to find a parking space. When we got inside, the 
lady at the reception desk gave us a number and told us to sit down on the 
bench and wait until our number was called up. We went over to the bench 
and sat down. I looked at Ray's hand that held our number. We were number 
70. 
Everywhere I looked, there were couples ready to get married. Some were 

happy; while some were nervous as frogs crossing the road. I couldn't tell if 
some of them were eloping with each other like Ray and I were. 
"67," called the receptionist. 
A young Hispanic couple sat up and went inside a room. I heard the door 

closed behind them. Ten minutes later, they walked out the door, glowing 
with happiness. In the man's hand was a piece of paper. I believed the paper 
was a marriage certificate. 

Ray and I waited for a long time. As we waited, I thought about what Dale 
had told me back at the waffle house. Ray held onto my hand. I could tell by 
his grip that he was nervous as I was. Then I heard the receptionist called 
out, "70." 
My heart jumped. "This is us, honey," Ray said, standing up. I stood up with 
him., Still holding my hand, he led me to the door and opened it. As we went 
inside, he closed the door behind us. 

We walked down the aisle to the podium, where a pastor stood before us. 
With a Bible in his hands, the Pastor began with a prayer. Ray and I bowed 
our heads and closed our eyes. After the prayer was over, the pastor looked 
right at us. 
"What is this young woman to you, son?" The pastor asked Ray. 
Ray replied, "She's my cousin." 

I 
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back. My cousin had been given a rare gift that is often not given in this day 
in time. That gift was a second chance. 

I didn't want to believe it, but on the same day that Ray and I ran away to 
get married was the day my family and I were going back to New York 
State. Ray and I spent the last day together taking a walk along the country 
road. Holding hands, we watched the painted sunset in the sky. Ray gently 
gave my hand a squeeze. 
"Isn't it wonderful that God made such a wonderful picture?" he asked 
kindly. I felt tears welding up in my eyes. 
"I can't believe that this is our last day together," I said, my voice breaking, 
"I'll never see you again, and-Oh, Ray! I'm gonna miss you. I just wish I 
could stay with you a little while longer. I hate to go." 
I collapsed onto Ray's shirt and wept bitterly. As I sobbed, Ray lifted up 

my chin from his shirt, and looked me in the eye. He took a handkerchief out 
from his pocket and dried away my tears. 
"None of that," he said in a fatherly tone, "we still have Thanksgiving to 
look forward to. By that time, I might have grown a beard. You'll see me 
again, do you understand?" 
"Okay, I replied softly. 

We shared a bear hug together as Ray touched his lips gently on my 
forehead. I've wanted him to hold me in his arms forever, but I knew that I 
had to get back to the house to help pack for the ride home. Holding hands, 
we walked back to the house. 

We arrived to see Daddy putting the last of the luggage into the trunk of the 
car. I saw Momma and Jordan inside. Daddy closed down the trunk. 
"Let's go, Babe," he told me, "we have to beat the morning traffic to New 
York." 
"Just a sec, Daddy!" I said quickly. 
"Okay. Make it quick." 
Daddy got into the driver's side and shut the door. 

I glanced at Ray and touched his cheek. He looked at me and softly said, 
"You're my favorite cousin. When I first saw you, I thought you were just 
some little girl that I would detest. But you've changed my life and won my 
heart with your love. Do you remember that card you've sent to me on my 
graduation day?" Ray took his finger and traced his thumb on my birthmark. 
"'We go to together like peanut butter and jelly; you're sweet and I'm stuck 
on you. You are more than my cousin, you are my best friend. May we 
always stick together, forever' ," I told him. 
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coffee, while I had an order of waffles topped with strawberries, powered 
sugar and whipped cream. The plate also came with bacon, eggs, grits and a 
glass of orange juice and a glass of milk. I picked at the large plate of food. 
Ray saw me and asked, "Aren't you hungry? Please eat; you don't want 
people over in West Africa to envy over you, now don't you?" 

I stopped picking at my food and picked up my fork. I speared a piece of 
the waffle and stuck it into my mouth. I tried to taste the sweetness of the 
waffles, but it just tasted sour. After three more bites I gave up and pushed 
my plate to the side. I asked Ray if I could go outside for some air. He said I 
could if I wanted to. I got up out of my chair and went outside. 

I leaned my back against the brick wall as the gentle summer breeze blew 
its coolness on me. I saw two girls walking over to an ice cream stand, 
talking about the heat wave as they passed by an elderly man napping under 
a tree in the shade. I should have been happy that I was getting married to 
my sweet and beloved Ray. But instead, I was downcast. 

I thought about the smile on Ray's face when I accepted his proposal "and 
his words he said to me: "I want to marry you. I'll throw my whole life away 
just/rom you." I loved Ray with all of my heart and soul. I had dreams of us 
getting married, having a family, and growing old together. I even had 
dreams of us making love together. 

When we visited each other, we would hide ourselves in other rooms and 
steal kisses from one other. And once he came to my job at Dylan's Candy 
Bar. As I took his order, he would draw me pictures on the draw-able paper 
table cloths. And before he left, he'd kiss me goodbye and leave me love 
notes written on napkins with my tip. 

I saw Dale walking outside. She went over to me and stood next to me. 
"What's wrong, Sugar?" she asked me. "Looks like someone's rained down 
on your parade." 
"I'm getting married to my cousin today." I told her. "I should be happy; it's 
what I've always wished for. But I'm not happy. I love my cousin so much, 
but I just don't know what to do. Should I marry him or what? I'm so 
confused and mixed up." 
. That was when Dale said, "Look at me, Hon," in a motherly tone. So, I 
turned and looked at her. She lifted up my chin and gazed into my eyes. Her 
green eyes had a hypnotic stare in them. "You're a beautiful young woman 
who knows right from wrong. You're a little young to be getting married to 
your cousin, but I won't stop you. You're at the age where you have to make 
your own decisions for yourself. I'll help you out just this once, then you're 
on your own. You must follow your own instincts and your heart. Once you 
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"I know a chapel in the town we're headed to," Ray told me as he kept on 
driving. A noticed a feeling like a tingle in my body. I once heard a pastor 
on the radio. The pastor once said that tingles happen to people when they 
are experiencing something good or bad. She also said that tingles are often 
signs from God that he is trying to tell you something. On blue moons, you 
might even get headaches. I felt sick to my stomach and downcast. Ray did a 
quick check on me. 
"Is something wrong, honey?" he questioned in concern. 
"Nothing, I'm just fine," I lied. The tingle turned into a crawl. 
"Are you hungry? There's a waffle house in town. We'll stop there, alright?" 
I didn't return his answer like I usually did. 

The town was called Albemarle. I knew that a singer named Kellie Pickler 
once lived here. The town was small and quiet. We past by the chapel and 
came to the waffle house. Ray parked his car in the parking lot of the 
restaurant. Inside the restaurant, Ray requested the non-smoking section with 
the window seat, hoping that looking out the window would make me 
happy. 

Our waitress was a White woman named Dale. She had kinky red hair and 
make-up and lipstick. She smiled at us as she took our order. She looked at 
me; than at Ray. 
"This here's your daughter?" she asked. 
Ray blushed. 
"Kid cousin from New York," he corrected. 
"Are you from New York, too?" 
"Yes, but I moved to South Carolina with my family when I was fifteen. I 
visit New York on blue moon days." 
"Well, at least you've kept your Yankee accent. Not too many around this 
town like Northerners like yourselves. Well, I better hush up and get your 
orders to the table." 

After she left, I looked at Ray wide-eyed. "What in Sakura's sock drawer 
dose she think we're from, Mars?" I asked him. To this day, I still don't 
understand Southerners. 

Ray played the video game and pinball machine; while I sat at our booth 
and waited for our food to come. Ray came back when Dale bought out our 
order. My cousin wasn't much of a breakfast person, so he had toast and 
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rare about a girl like you is that you have a free sprit and can speak from the 
heart. Men like me nowadays have a hard time "finding a woman just like 
you. I hope you always stay that way." 

After the talk, Ray took my hand and kissed it sweetly. Deep in my heart 
and soul,I knew that I had done the right thing by not going through with 
the marriage. I had a whole life ahead of me and I haven't experienced the 
joy yet. Had I married my cousin, I couldn't be a child anymore. I would 
have missed out on all the things that a teenager like me could have. And I 
would have ended up ruining Ray's life as well. I counted my blessings in 
my head, as I closed my eyes and fell into a dreamlike sleep. 

Ray woke me up when we got back to the house. Waiting for us outside 
were Jordan, my parents, Mindy and Miss Carla. 
"They're back," Momma cried, running over to me. Momma hugged and 

kissed me, "I was so worried about you, my girl!" 
"Momma, I'm here now," I said softly to her, putting my arms around her. 

In the house; Ray held a family meeting in the den. Ray told everyone 
about what went on between him and me. I told my parents about our fights 
together, how we ran away to North Carolina to elope; how I told Ray that I 
couldn't marry him, and how we cried in the chapel together. 
"I'm very sorry," Ray apologized to my parents. "It was wrong of me to fall 
in love with your daughter. I promise it will never happen again." 
"Please don't send Ray to prison," I pleaded. 
Daddy sighed heavily. "I believe in Ray with " all of my heart," Daddy said. 
"He's honest and sincere. Hell, he wouldn't even hurt a fly ifit bugged him. 
Therefore, I won't press any charges against him." 
Ray was speechless. 
Daddy continued, speaking to Ray, "Mindy found something of yours, Ray. 
It was in your desk drawer." 
Mindy reached under her seat cushion and pulled out a book. She handed the 
book overto Ray. The book was his journal. 
"I found it down in the basement," she told him. "I was worried about you 
and Sheila. I knew it was yours. I'm real sorry." 
Ray looked at Mindy and said, "It's okay. You were worried about me. 
Thank you." 
Miss Carla smiled warmly. "Well, that's all behind us. Come on, I'll bake 
you all some cookies." I shared a secret smile with Ray. He in return smiled 
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During the ride back to South Carolina, Ray had a talk with me. 
"I think we should tell your parents about what's been going on with us," he 
said. "We can't keep this secret between us forever." 
"But won't you go to prison because of me?" I asked him. 
Ray sighed, "There's a chance I might be sent away, but we don't have a 
choice. We must tell them, and anyway, we haven't done anything illegal or 
wrong. Your parents are good people; they'll forgive me. Just don't worry, 
we're in this together." 

I rested my head on Ray's shoulder and held his hand. 
"I think you're a kind and loving woman, honey," Ray went on. "I hope 
someday someone will love you for your heart and sprit like I did. What's 
rare ~bout a girl like you is that you have a free sprit and can speak from the 
heart. Men like me nowadays have a hard time finding a woman just like 
you. I hope you always stay that way." 
After the talk, Ray took my hand and kissed it sweetly. Deep in my heart 

and soul, I knew that I had done the right thing by not going through with 
the marriage. I had a whole life ahead of me and I haven't experienced the 
joy yet. Had I married my cousin, I couldn't be a child anymore. I would 
have missed out on all the things that a teenager like me could have. And I 
would have ended up ruining Ray's life as well. I counted my blessings in 
my head, as I closed my eyes and fell into a dreamlike sleep. 

Ray woke me up when we got back to the house. Waiting for us outside 
were Jordan, my parents, Mindy and Miss Carla. 
"They're back," Momma cried, running over to me. Momma hugged and 

kissed me, "I was so worried about you, my girl!" 
"Momma, I'm here now," I said softly to her, putting my arms around her. 

In the house, Ray held a family meeting in the den. Ray told everyone 
about what went on between him and me. I told my parents about our fights 
together, how we ran away to North Carolina to elope; how I told Ray that I 
couldn't marry him, and how we cried in the chapel together. 
"I'm very sorry," Ray apologized to my parents. "It was wrong of me to fall 
in love with your daughter. I promise it will never happen again." 
"Please don't send Ray to prison," I pleaded. 

\ 
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Ray and I couldn't help but chuckle a little. The Pastor cleared his throat and 
continued on with our wedding. 

"You two are gather in the chapel together, in the presence of God to be 
together in lawful matrimony, is that correct?" 
"Yes, sir," Ray and I answered. 

The Pastor looked at Ray and asked, "Do you take this woman to be your 
lawfully wedded wife; to have and to hold, to love and to cherished, (to help 
around with the housework and the children), 'till death do you part?" 
"I do." Ray responded. 

Then the Pastor turned to me and repeated the same thing, but with some of 
the words changed, "And do you take this man to be your lawfully wedded 
husband, to have and to hold, to love and to cherished; (to help around the 
housework and with the children), to cook and watch football games with, 
'till death do you part?" 
My mind spirited back to the day when I first met Ray, and the happy times 

we had together. The secret bonds that we shared together over the years, the 
countless times we held hands; the times I had cried on his shoulder, and the 
time when I was a baby and we once took a bubble bath together. 

This was the man I have loved and cared for, the man who had always been 
there for me though thick and thin; the man who would always take me to 
the movies, places to eat, and buy me anything I wanted. My cousin had 
always been there for me in my hour of need. I was like a princess to him. I 
loved my cousin. I knew that the answer was right in my heart. 
"No, I don't," I answered. 
Ray looked at me, shocked. "Why, honey?" he asked me. "Don't you love 
me?" 
I looked at him and explained gently, "I do love you. It's just like you told 
me last night at the cookout. This is wrong. I love you, but I'm your cousin. 
I just can't be both that and your wife. If you marry me, you'll end up 
destroying both our lives. And once our lives are destroyed, we can never 
rebuild them again. My childhood will be gone forever, and your reputation 
will suffer. I'll always be your platonic cousin, no matter what. Please 
understand me. I'm sorry." 
There was a belief silence in the room. 
I noticed a feeling inside of me that I never felt before. It was my heart 
breaking. I heard Ray sobbing. I looked at him. "Ray, please don't," I 
advised. Ray ended up crying in front of me. I threw my arms around him 
and wept with him. The Pastor let us cry until we could cry no more. 
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During the ride back to South Carolina, Ray had a talk with me. 
"I think we should tell your parents about what's been going on with us," he 
said. "We can't keep this secret between us forever." 
"But won't you go to prison because of me?" I asked him. 
Ray sighed, "There's a chance I might be sent away, but we don't have a 
choice. We must tell them, and anyway, we haven't done anything illegal or 
wrong. Your parents are good people; they'll forgive me. Just don't worry, 
we're in this together." 

I rested my head on Ray's shoulder and held his hand. 
"I think you're a kind and loving woman, honey," Ray went on. "I hope 
someday someone will love you for your heart and sprit like I did. What's 
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didn't?" Ray took me in his arms and held me. I kissed the side of his neck 
as he kissed mine. 
"Mmmm," I went. It was the kind of apology kiss that made me feel warm 
and fuzzy like a butterfly emerging from its cocoon. After the kiss, Ray 
looked at me. "Please come with me to North Carolina," he pleaded. 
"Why?" I asked him. 
"Please don't argue with me. Get dressed and let's go. I'll be waiting in the 
car." 
Without another word, he kissed my birthmark and went out the door. I got 
out of bed and stuck my I-Pod under my pillow. I decided to wear myoId 
jeans and aT-Shirt that had two kittens playing together on it. 

After I got dressed, I quietly creped down the steps and went out the front 
door. I hopped into the front seat of the car and closed the door.I buckled up 
my seatbe1t. ' 
"Why are you taking me to North Carolina?" I asked Ray again. 
He sighed. "Because of what happened last night," he replied. "I got so 
mixed up about my feelings for you, and I scolded at you. I had hurt your 
feelings. I wanted to make it up to you by making you my wife." 
My whole body became numb at what Ray said to me. 
I turned my head to him, "You want me to be your-" 
"I want to marry you. I'll throw my whole life away just for you." Ray held 

my hands with his and looked me in the eye, "I know that you're my cousin 
and just a little girl, but I love you. Will you marry me, honey? Please say 
yes." 

My eyes welled up with fresh tears. "Yes. I will marry you," I whispered. 
Ray brought my head close and kissed me on the forehead. We embraced 
and kissed each other before we drove away. I turned on the satellite radio as 
Ray drove up the road. I don't remember how long we were on the road. All 
I know was that when we rode under a highway bridge, I spotted a big green 
sign that read in big white letters: 

Welcome To North Carolina 
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Everywhere I looked, there were couples ready to get married. Some were 
happy; while some were nervous as frogs crossing the road. I couldn't tell if 
some of them were eloping with each other like Ray and I were. 
"67," called the receptionist. 
A young Hispanic couple sat up and went inside a room. I heard the door 

closed behind them. Ten minutes later, they walked out the door, glowing 
with happiness. In the man's hand was a piece of paper. I believed the paper 
was a marriage certificate. 

Ray and I waited for a long time. As we waited, I thought about what Dale 
had told me back at the waffle house. Ray held onto my hand. I could tell by 
his grip that he was nervous as I was. Then I heard the receptionist called 
out, "70." 
My heart jumped. "This is us, honey," Ray said, standing up. I stood up with 
him. Still holding my hand, he led me to the door and opened it. As we went 
inside, he closed the door behind us. 
We walked down the aisle to the podium, where a pastor stood before us. 

With a Bible in his hands, the Pastor began with a prayer. Ray and I bowed 
our heads and closed our eyes. After the prayer was over, the pastor looked 
right at us. 
"What is this young woman to you, son?" The pastor asked Ray. 
Ray replied, "She's my cousin." 
"And how old are you?" 
"1' m thirty." 
The pastor turned to me and asked, "How old are you, young lady?" 
I answered, "Sixteen." 
The pastor sighed heavily. "Well, no bug on my bread," he said. 
Ray and I couldn't help but chuckle a little. The Pastor cleared his throat and 
continued on with our wedding. 

"You two are gather in the chapel together, in the presence of God to be 
together in lawful matrimony, is that correct?" 
"Yes, sir," Ray and I answered. 

The Pastor looked at Ray and asked, "Do you take this woman to be your 
lawfully wedded wife; to have and to hold, to love and to cherished, (to help 
around with the housework and the children), 'till death do you part?" 
"I do." Ray responded. 

Then the Pastor turned to me and repeated the same thing, but with some of 
the words changed, "And do you take this man to be your lawfully wedded 
husband, to have and to hold, to love and to cherished; (to help around the 
housework and with the children), to cook and watch football games with, 
'till death do you part?" 
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believe that he had never yelled at me like that before. He was a soft spoken 
man who never fought or yelled with anyone, not even within the family. I 
began to feel the tears stinging in my eyes. As I looked at him, my tears 
burled my vision. "Okay," I told him in a high voice, "I'm sorry that I've 
wasted your time. I guess I'll just depart from your life, since I am a child." 
Without another word, I turned and ran away from him. 
"Sheila," he called. 

I kept on running, not stopping to look back at him. I came back to the 
cookout and went inside Glenn and Louise's house. I sat down on the steps, 
crossed my arms and placed them on my lap. I then put my head down on 
my arms and cried. 

I didn't speak to Rayon the way back to the house, nor after Mike dropped 
us off. When I came to the door, I saw Daddy helping Mindy out of the van. 
Mindy kept tipping over as he helped her to the front door. The front door 
opened and Miss Carla came rushing outside to help Daddy bring Mindy 
inside. Ray tried to steal a glance from me. I just turned away and went 
upstairs to my room. 

When I shut my door and locked myself from the world, I wiped off my 
makeup and changed into my nightgown. I crawled into bed and reached 
under my pillow to pull out my I-Pod. I placed the earplug into my right ear 
and pressed the button to search for a song. I chose a song by Usher to listen 
to. As the song played, I closed my eyes and fell right to sleep, remembering 
the fight Ray had with me. 

In the music on my I-Pod, I heard a voice whispering my name, Sheila. 
Sheila, then I felt a hand gently shaking me. The voice called my name once 
more, this time a little louder. 

The voice was very familiar and fatherly. I turned over to see who the 
person calling my name was. I opened my eyes a little to see. My eyes were 
sore, but I tried my best to see. I saw a man's face looking at me. It was the 
same face that greeted me when I was a little girl. The man smiled warmly at 
me like a prince at a debutant ball. As my eyes came into focus, I found 
myself smiling right back at him. 

"Good morning, my honey," he answered. 
I didn't say anything for a while. Ray took my hand and held it. "I didn't 
mean to hurt your feelings. I just got so mixed up." 
"I know you didn't mean to, my love," I told him sincerely. "I know that you 
love me. That's why I forgive you. Why would I kill my love for you if I 

\., 



46 

getting married, having a family, and growing old together. 1 even had 
dreams of us making love together. 
When we visited each other, we would hide ourselves in other rooms and 

steal kisses from one other. And once he came to my job at Dylan's Candy 
Bar. As 1 took his order, he would draw me pictures on the draw-able paper 
table cloths. And before he left, he'd kiss me goodbye and leave me love 
notes written on napkins with my tip. 
1 saw Dale walking outside. She went over to me and stood next to me. 

"What's wrong, Sugar?" she asked me. "Looks like someone's rained down 
on your parade." 
"I'm getting married to my cousin today." 1 told her. "I should be happy; it's 
what I've always wished for. But I'm not happy. 1 love my cousin so much, 
but 1 just don't know what to do. Should 1 marry him or what? I'm so 
confused and mixed up." 

That was when Dale said, "Look at me, Hon," in a motherly tone. So, 1 
turned and looked at her. She lifted up my chin and gazed into my eyes. Her 
green eyes had a hypnotic stare in them. "You're a beautiful young woman 
who knows right from wrong. You're a little young to be getting married to 
your cousin, but 1 won't stop you. You're at the age where you have to make 
your own decisions for yourself. I'll help you out just this once, then you're 
on your own. You must follow your own instincts and your heart. Once you 
make that decision final, it'll hunt you for the rest of your life. Just do what 
your heart tells you to. But Remember, there are plenty of mermen in the sea 
that will take you away to a new life in the ocean. Don't think that you'll 
never find another one like your cousin. 

"Just because you love someone, doesn't mean you have to marry them. 
You're young; just give yourself time to grow. And 1 will guarantee that you 
will be ready to lose your heart again. Understand, me?" 1 nodded my head 
as 1 smiled. 1 knew she was right. 1 was old enough to make my own 
decisions within my heart. Normally, you don't do this to strangers, but 1 
gave Dale a hug and thanked her. And she hugged me back. 1 felt a big 
weight had lifted off me. 

Ray and 1 left from the waffle house and drove right over to the chapel. It 
took awhile for my cousin to find a parking space. When we got inside, the 
lady at the reception desk gave us a number and told us to sit down on the 
bench and wait until our number was called up. We went over to the bench 
and sat down. 1 looked at Ray's hand that held our number. We were number 
70. 
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"Isn't that wonderful that they are dancing for us?" Ray asked softly, 
kissing my ear. I chuckled heartfully. For a while, we clowned with each 
other. I grabbed his arm and pinned it behind his back. He cried, "Uncle! 
Uncle!" I let go and said, "You may be a man, but I'm much stronger than 
you think." He chuckled lightheartedly. I looked at him for a moment and 
thought about the note from this morning. 

"Y ou told me in your note that you have something important to tell me at 
the cookout. Please tell me what it is." 
Ray sighed and faced me. "It concerns us, honey," he said. I gave him my 
full attention and listened as he began to talk seldomly and to the point. 
"Sheila," he began, "I know that you've always listen to what I tell you, and 
you understand me most of the time. You're a wonderful young woman and 
I love you so much, I really do. It's just that ... " he paused as he sighed and 
placed his thumb and forefinger to the comers of his eyes. 
"It's just what, Ray?" I questioned knowingly. 
Ray removed the fingers from his eyes and continued, "We can't go on like 
this any longer. Me being in a forbidding and dangerous relationship with 
you; it has to stop now. What we're doing is wrong. Not only is it wrong, 
it's against the law." 

I quickly thought of something that would make Ray change his mind. 
"You can marry me," I told him, "you won't be able to go to jail if you 
marry me." 
"That's just the problem, honey," he responded. "I will go to jail if I marry 
you. It's not like the old days. In fact, an adult like me can be locked up just 
by looking at a child. I'm thirty years old, and you're sixteen. If Aunt Phyllis 
and Uncle Walt were to found out about us being in a relationship together, 
I'll be sent to prison and be forced to register as a sex offender. Once that 
happens, I can never rebuild my reputation again." 

I felt my heart being ripped out of my chest. 
"Ray, I love you so much," I said. "I'll tell them not to send you to jail, 
please understand---" 
Ray swung his fist at me. I quickly backed out of his way. 
"Oh, they'll understand you all right, and I'll still go to jail," he barked. He 
went on, shouting and cursing at me. "This isn't princess land, Sheila! I'm 
your cousin, goddammit. You think you can steal my heart away and get 
away with it, don't you?! Well, fuck it, okay! Read my lips, I'm not your 
knight in shining armor, do you understand? You're just a child, so deal with 
it!" 

I was crushed and shattered all at once. In the thirteen years of being with 
him, Ray had never yelled and cursed at me until that day. Ray couldn't 

/ 
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"Why are you taking me to North Carolina?" I asked Ray again. 
He sighed. "Because of what happened last night," he replied. "I got so 
mixed up about my feelings for you, and I scolded at you. I had hurt your 
feelings. I wanted to make it up to you by making you my wife." 
My whole body became numb at what Ray said to me. 
I turned my head to him, "You want me to be your-" 
"I want to marry you. I'll throw my whole life away just for you." Ray held 

my hands with his and looked me in the eye, "I know that you're my cousin 
and just a little girl, but I love you. Will you marry me, honey? Please say. 
yes." 
My eyes welled up with fresh tears. "Yes. I will marry you," I whispered. 

Ray brought my head close and kissed me on the forehead. We embraced 
and kissed each other before we drove away. I turned on the satellite radio as 
Ray drove up the road. I don't remember how long we were on the road. All 
I know was that when we rode under a highway bridge, I spotted a big green 
sign that read in big white letters: 

Welcome To North Carolina 

14 

"I know a chapel in the town we're headed to," Ray told me as he kept on 
driving. A noticed a feeling like a tingle in my body. I once heard a pastor 
on the radio. The pastor once said that tingles happen to people when they 
are experiencing something good or bad. She also said that tingles are often 
signs from God that he is trying to tell you something. On blue moons, you 
might even get headaches. I felt sick to my stomach and downcast. Ray did a 
quick check on me. 
"Is something wrong, honey?" he questioned in concern. 
"Nothing, I'm just fine," I lied. The tingle turned into a crawl. 
"Are you hungry? There's a waffle house in town. We'll stop there, alright?" 
I didn't return his answer like I usually did. 

The town was called Albemarle. I knew that a singer named Kellie Pickler 
lived in the town somewhere. The town was small and quiet. We past by the 
chapel and came to the waffle house. Ray parked his car in the parking lot of 
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Ray came home early and brought along Mindy with him. Mindy wore a 
red tank top and black shorts. It was a scramble to get ready for the cookout. 
I was in the bathroom getting dolled up. After I had taken a shower and 
dried off, I put on my bra and panties, my Chinese shirt set, a pair of baggy 
socks, and my K-Swiss shoes. I then fixed up my hair in a pair of buns and 
braids, and put on lipstick and blush. 

Daddy was banging on the bathroom door like mad, calling, "Sheila, 
would you hurry up in there?! Jesus Christ." 
"Just a minute," I called back. 

I clasped a chocker around my neck. I unlocked the door and got out. Daddy 
was pale when he saw me. "What have you-" he went. Jordan came 
upstairs and was enchanted by the way I looked. "Y ou look like a doll, 
Sheila," he told me nicely. I thanked Jordan with a small kiss. 
Momma charged up the steps, clapping and shouting, "All right, people! 
Let's go! C'mon-Oh, my God! What've you done to yourself, girl?" I 
sighed heavily. "I'm an anime girl, Mother," I explained. Momma rolled her 
eyes and sighed. "Teenagers, I sometimes can't understand them and their 
world." 

We all ran down the steps and out the door to the van. I saw Mike behind 
the wheel. Mike blew his van hom and stuck his head out the window. 
"Let's go, lovebirds," he shouted. I saw Mindy rushing out the door. She got 
into the van and sat next to me. "Ray's putting on his cologne," she told 
Mike. A half a second later, Ray was racing out the door to the van. (Ray 
looked so hunky in his t-shirt and shorts.) 

Ray got in up in the front seat of the passenger side. I closed the door. Ray 
turned to look at us. 
"Is everybody hereT' he asked us. 
"We're here, captain," Mindy replied, giving a salute. 
"Everyone buckle up," Mike ordered. "The one person that doesn't buckle 
up is the one that suffers it for all of us." 
I heard the sound of six seatbelts being buckled. Mike started up the van and 
drove out of the driveway. 

During the ride to the cookout, Mike turned on the radio. A song that had 
my name in it came on the radio. At first I was embarrassed, but Mindy 
asked me to join along. So, I summoned up my courage and sang along with 
my family: 
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I didn't speak to Rayon the way back tothe house, nor after Mike dropped 
us off. When I came to the door, I saw Daddy helping Mindy out of the van. 
Mindy kept tipping over as he helped her to the front door. The front door 
opened and Miss Carla came rushing outside to help Daddy bring Mindy 
inside. Ray tried to steal a glance from me. I just turned away and went 
upstairs to my room. 

When I shut my door and locked myself from the world, I wiped off my 
makeup and changed into my nightgown. I crawled into bed and reached 
under my pillow to pull out my I-Pod. I placed the earplug into my right ear· 
and pressed the button to search for a song. I chose a song by Usher to listen 
to. As the song played, I closed my eyes and fell right to sleep, remembering 
the fight Ray had with me. 

In the music on my I-Pod, I heard a voice whispering my name, Sheila. 
Sheila, then I felt a hand gently shaking me. The voice called my name once 
more, this time a little louder. 

The voice was very familiar and fatherly. I turned over to see who the 
person calling my name was. I opened my eyes a little to see. My eyes were 
sore, but I tried my best to see. I saw a man's face looking at me. It was the 
same face that greeted me when I was a little girl. The man smiled warmly at 
me like a prince at a debutant ball. As my eyes came into focus, I found 
myself smiling right back at him. 

"Good morning, my honey," he answered. 
I didn't say anything for a while. Ray took my hand and held it. "I didn't 
mean to hurt your feelings. I just got so mixed up." 
"I know you didn't mean to, my love," I told him sincerely. "I know that you 
love me. That's why I forgive you. Why would I kill my love for you if I 
didn't?" Ray took me in his arms and held me. I kissed the side of his neck 
as he kissed mine. 
"Mmmm," I went. It was the kind of apology kiss that made me feel warm 
and fuzzy like a butterfly emerging from its COCOO!!. After the kiss, Ray 
looked at me. "Please come with me to North Carolina," he pleaded. 
"Why?" I asked him. 
"Please don't argue with me. Get dressed and let's go. I'll be waiting in the 
car." 
Without another word, he kissed my birthmark and went out the door. I got 
out of bed and stuck my I-Pod under my pillow. I decided to wear myoId 
jeans and aT-Shirt that had two kittens playing together on it. 

After I got dressed, I quietly creped down the steps and went out the front 
door. I hopped into the front seat of the car and closed the door. I buckled up 
my seatbelt. 
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what Ray wrote in his note by eating my breakfast; for some reason the food 
left a sour taste in my mouth. 
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I clasped a chocker around my neck. I unlocked the door and got out. Daddy 
was pale when he saw me. "What have you-" he went. Jordan came 
upstairs and was enchanted by the way I looked. "You look like a doll, 
Sheila," he told me nicely. I thanked Jordan with a small kiss. Momma 
charged up the steps, clapping and shouting, "All right, people! Let's go! 
C'mon-Oh, my God! What've you done to yourself, girl?" I sighed 
heavily. "I'm an anime girl, Mother," I explained. Momma rolled her eyes 
and sighed. "Teenagers, I sometimes can't understand them and their 
world." 

We all ran down the steps and out the door to the van. I saw Mike behind 
the wheel. Mike blew his van hom and stuck his head out the window. 
"Let's go, lovebirds," he shouted. I saw Mindy rushing out the door. She got 
into the van and sat next to me. "Ray's putting on his cologne," she told 
Mike. A half a second later, Ray was racing out the door to the van. (Ray 
looked so hunky in his t-shirt and shorts.) 

Ray got in up in the front seat of the passenger side. I closed the door. Ray 
turned to look at us. 
"Is everybody here?" he asked us. 
"We're here, captain," Mindy replied, giving a salute. 
"Everyone buckle up," Mike ordered. "The one person that doesn't buckle 
up is the one that suffers it for all of us." 
I heard the sound of six seatbelts being buckled. Mike started up the van and 
drove out of the driveway. 

During the ride to the cookout, Mike turned on the radio. A song that had 
my name in it came on the radio. At first I was embarrassed, but Mindy 
asked me to join along. So, I summoned up my courage and sang along with 
my family: 

Oh! Oh, Sheila! 
Let me love you 'til the morning comes 

Oh! Oh, Sheila! 
Let me be the only one. (For her.) 

'I 
When we arrived at Uncle Glenn and Aunt Louise's house, the cookout 

had already begun. Mike parked the van along side of the road. When I 
stepped out of the van, a group of kids gather around me. They looked and 
awed at me like I was Tyra Banks~ 
"Your hair looks like Chung-Li's," one boy said. 
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That same day while Ray was at work, Jordan, my parents and I helped 
Miss Carla with the housework. I was given the job of doing laundry. As I 
started loading up the washer, I noticed a piece of 'gray' in the laundry 
basket. I thought it was a t-shirt. When I uncovered the basket, I saw that the 
'gray' piece was attached to a naughty little kitten. "Out, Smokie," I ordered. 
Smokie mewed as she leaped out of the basket. By her mew, she meant 
·Awww.man!·Iwentbacktomywork.AsIworked. I sang one of my 
homemade songs to myself to keep me company: 

This life is giving me a lot of grief. 
Everyone's making it hard for me. 

I have just one thing to say to them, 
Could you just cut me a break, please? 

I'm just sixteen; only a child. 
I've haven't lived a full life yet. 

I/you give me some time to grow, 
Then maybe you'll be Pleased, pleased, pleased. 

To all the adults in the world, 
If the children in this world are making you mad

Then listen to what I have to say. 
Just like a daisy in the snow, 

Children will one day grow out of their old ways. 
You're only making yourselves stupid by hitting them. 

So for now, just chill. 
Please. 

"You have such a great voice," a voice complemented. I quickly turned my 
head. "Hey, Miss Carla," I said. "I didn't know you were behind me." 
Miss Carla asked me, "You like to sing, don't you?" 
"I like to sing when I'm alone sometimes." I told her. 
"I have a boy about your age who likes to sing as well. He's in a Hip-Hop 
group at his school." 
My eyes went wide. 
"I didn't know you had a son," I said floored. 
"Happily married with three children," she replied. 
I thought Miss Carla was a woman of mystery (or, so my Scorpio book had 
said.) 



39 

"Now, watch," he said gently. 
I gazed up at the heavens. Before my eyes, a billion stars sparkled in the 
dark sky like candles, as a crescent moon with a star in front of it completed 
the picture. 
"It's so beautiful," I gasped. Now a boy can take a girl to the movies, to the 
skating rink at the Rockefeller Center, or to Chinatown. But how many of 
them can bring a girl on top of a roof to see a billion stars dance before their 
eyes like The Radio City Rocketts® on stage without having to spend all 
their hard earned money to do it? In this time and century, I bet you will 
never find any boy in this world that would do what Ray had done for me. 
No amount of money on a date can compare to that. 

As we lay there watching the stars, I saw one of them moving across the 
sky. "Hey! I see a shooting star," I said. "Let's make a wish!" 
"Okay," Ray agreed, "close your eyes." 
I closed my eyes, opened my heart and made my wish. When I was finished, 
I opened my eyes. As I turned over, I was face to face with Ray. 
He asked me, "What did you wish for, my love?" 
I replied mysticful and with childlike hope, "That we'll always be together, 
forever and ever." 
"I wished for that, too." He replied. 
We placed a hand on the side of each other's face. 
"I love you, my honey." Ray told me softly. 
"And I love you, my sweet angel." I told me. 

As Ray was kissing me, the sweet taste of mint and coffee filled up my 
mouth. The kiss was so blissful and delicious; kissing Ray was like kissing 
an angel prince. 
After our kiss, we turned over on our backs and watched the sky once 

more. In the sky, we saw two bright stars trying to reach out for each other. 
As I looked at the two stars, Ray slid his arm under my neck. As the sun 
rose, we kissed once more together. Together, we had witnessed a new day 
being born. 
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It was morning when I woke up. I found myself back in my bedroom; I 
knew that Ray had carried me back to my bed. I felt my head; it was a little 
fuzzy. I looked at the night table. On it was my breakfast and a note. I picked 
up the note, unfolded it and read the words in my head: 

:i)eaJi S fteila, 
3 can't 6elie.o.e tpJU pa66ed out in t1UJ WUIt6 fifre tftat, 6at tftat' 6 not impOJdant. 
Wlien 3 caMiR.d tpJU up6taiM to- lJOWi w.o.tn, lJOWi nwtfwt (aunt fffuJ111,6 ) 6aut 

tpJU in t1UJ WUIt6. SPre abo- noticed tftat 3 wa6n't w.ewting t1UJ nig/t.t6fWtt. 'lJm.vt 
nwdwt a61ied me wItat fulppetred to- tpJU. 3 furew fuJ tfte tmre oj fwt ooic£ tftat 
6Pre wa6 in a calm panic. 3 to£d fwt tftat tpJU fuul i-u"t pa66ed out f!uun 
watdiituJ a caJtloon tftat fuul f£a61iing ~ in it. 'lJm.vt nwdwt ~t uuW to
get lJOWi fatIwt· flCJJttutu:del.y, 3 6tO-pped fwt in tim£ and to£d fwt tftat tpJU'fl 

6leep it oft. 3 mu6t tJ1 tpJU 6omet1ting a&ud w. 3'fl tJ1 tpJU at t1UJ fatIwt'6 
coofuud todmj. 3t tIUUJ fuvd tfte lkdft oj w, 6at it'6 tfte cmhJ UUUJ. fflea6e 
~ tftat 3 fmte tpJU. 

As I folded up the note, my mind was filled with a lot of what ifs. What if 
Ray was going to break up with me? What ifhe wanted to marry me? I sat in 
thought as my breakfast was cooling down. I tried to put my mind off of 
what Ray wrote in his note by eating my breakfast; for some reason the food 
left a sour taste in my mouth. 

13 

Ray came home early and brought along Mindy with him. Mindy wore a 
red tank top and black shorts. It was a scramble to get ready for the cookout. 
I was in the bathroom getting dolled up. After I had taken a shower and 
dried off, I put on my bra and panties, my Chinese shirt set, a pair of baggy 
socks, and my K-Swiss shoes. I then fixed up my hair in a pair of buns and 
braids, and put on lipstick and blush. 

Daddy was banging on the bathroom door like mad, calling, "Sheila? 
would you hurry up in there?! Jesus Christ." 
"Just a minute," I called back. 
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daughters. I wanted to watch cartoons and soap operas, but it was the 
summer. The cartoons were in reruns, and my family didn't care much for 
soap operas, because they thought they sucked. At least Maury was better 
than nothing. 

I heard the doorbell rang. I rushed over to the front door and unlocked it. 
When I opened the door, I saw Ray standing in front of me. He grabbed me 
in his arms, held my hand, dipped me and gave me a kiss in front of my 
family and Miss Carla. I closed my eyes. I felt like I was living a scene from 
an old photograph of the sailor and the nurse. Everyone was shocked at what 
happened. 

"Ray, have you gone crazy, or have you just eaten mushrooms today?" my 
momma asked him. My daddy felt red with anger. Ray and I knew that 
Daddy wasn't at all pleased with the kiss. Instead of chastising Ray, Daddy 
calmly told him in a tersely manner, "I know you love my little girl, and 
you're my aunt's son. So, I'm going to let this slide once. But if you kiss my 
daughter like that again, I'll break your ass. Do I make myself clear?" 
Ray answered, "Yes, sir. I won't do it again." 

I ran upstairs, trying hard not to laugh. When I was in my room, I gave in 
and laughed. I could have just collapsed right on the floor and died. I 
laughed until I stopped. 

., 
As darkness conquered the light outside, I snuck downstairs to visit my 

Ray. I gently rapped on his bedroom door. The door opened wide, and Ray 
pulled me inside his room. Ray wasn't wearing glasses, which made it easier 
to remove his shirt. 

In bed, Ray started the conversation by asking, "Do you remember that 
promise you made to me back in 1999?" 
I replied, "That if I lived though the milliemum, I will give you fifty 
kisses-" 
"Multiplied by your age. You were ten years old when you made that 
promise. That was when you told me you loved me on the phone, just before 
I left for Mindy's party." 
I smiled. "I guess I owe you those kissed right now," I said. "lowe you fifty 
kisses, and I'm sixteen now. So fifty times sixteen is-" 
"One thousand, thirteen hundred," Ray answered. 
Before I could check to see ifhis answer was truly right, Ray held me close 
and put his lips against mine. I shut my eyes as I kissed him back. 1, 2, 3, I 
was counting how many kisses I was giving him. 12, 13, 14. We each took a 
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family and Miss Carla. I closed my eyes. I felt like I was living a scene from 
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Ray answered, "Yes, sir. I won't do it again." 

I ran upstairs, trying hard not to laugh. When I was in my room, I gave in 
and laughed. I could have just collapsed right on the floor and died. I 
laughed until I stopped. 

As darkness conquered the light outside, I snuck downstairs to visit ~y 
Ray. I gently rapped on his bedroom door. The door opened wide, and Ray 
pulled me inside his room. Ray wasn't wearing glasses, which made it easier 
to remove his shirt. 

In bed, Ray started the conversation by asking, "Do you remember that 
promise you made to me back in 1999?" 
I replied, "That if I lived though the milliemum, I will give you fifty 
kisses-" 
"Multiplied by your age. You were ten years old when you made that 
promise. That was when you told me you loved me on the phone, just before 
I left for Mindy's party." 
I smiled. "I guess lowe you those kissed right now," I said. "lowe you fifty 
kisses, and I'm sixteen now. So fifty times sixteen is-" 
"One thousand, thirteen hundred," Ray answered. 
Before I could check to see if his answer was truly right, Ray held me close 
and put his lips against mine. I shut my eyes as I kissed him back. 1, 2, 3, I 
was counting how many kisses I was giving him. 12, 13, 14. We each took a 
breath and continued, this time we sat up in bed to do it. I pulled him close 
to me. Ray's heat from his body and the fire in his kiss made me want to kiss 
him more. I held him in my arms, not wanting to let go. During my two 
hundred twentieth kiss, I felt myself feeling dizzy and lightheaded. I knew I 
had to go on, because I had given my word to the man that I've loved long 
ago. I felt my head spinning~ I was up to my two hundred fortieth kiss, when 
I fainted right in Ray arms. 

I 

/ 



Korea. (In fact, I used to live there for two years.) Now we both get along 
since the stroke. 
Glenn asked me, "So, Sheila girl, having a nice summer?" 
"It's okay," I told him. "I've been reading a lot of books and I'm in a 
drawing." 
"What kind of drawing, younging?" 
"For gift cards, I'm hoping to get one for The Magic Johnson Movie 
Theater." 
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"The theater?!" Glenn exploded. "I'd rather go to a video store and rent a 
movie than to go to those goddamn places! It's a shame for people to pay 
$10.50 a ticket and $27.30 worth of snacks just to sit in a seat where 
someone wet their pants and have their eyes crossed by watching a screen. If 
lowed every movie theater in this country, I would cut the ticket prices in 
half and get rid of every film with any filth in it. What kind of government 
lets two men fool around with each other and lets parents take their own 
children to see movies with violence and smut in it, huh? Well, damn the 
government and the whole United States! They can go to hell!" 

There was silence throughout the room. Glenn didn't know Jordan was in 
the room with us. Glenn swears all the time, even in front of little children. 

Louise came out with a pitcher of Tang and a tray of brownies. She set 
both the pitcher and tray down on the coffee table. "There's a little boy in 
the room, honey," she reminded him. Without a word, I took a brownie from 
the tray and poured myself a cup of Tang. 

Later on in the day, Louise showed us a photo album of her family. There 
were pictures of her and Glenn, and of Mike, Ray, and their sister, Ruby Jo. 
(Ruby Jo is my other cousin. Ruby Jo lives in Canada with her life partner.) 
"I have two pictures of Ray that are my favorite," Louise squealed with 
delight, holding up the two pictures for us to see. One was of Ray as a boy of 
eight dressed up as Peter Pan for Halloween; the other was of him as an 
infant sky-clad on a bearskin rug. 

I had a forbidden fantasy that I was making love to him in his bed. I 
blushed as I saw the picture. My heart was beating so fast, that I thought I 
was going to have a nosebleed. 
"I've always adored this picture," Louise added. "He had such a cute tush. I 
even wrote (Heavenly Buns' on the back." Louise turned over the photo to 
show us her handwriting. 
Sure enough, it was on the back, written in shorthand cursive. 

/ 



'gray' piece was attached to a tabby kitten. "Out, Smokie," 1 ordered. 
Smokie mewed as she leaped out of the basket. By her mew, she meant 
, Awww.man!·lwentbacktomywork.Aslworked. 1 sang one of my 
homemade songs to myself to keep me company: 

This life is giving me a lot of grief. 
Everyone's making it hardfor me. 

I have just one thing to say to them, 
Could you just cut me a break, please? 

I'm just sixteen; only a child. 
I've haven't lived a full life yet. 

If you give me some time to grow, 
Then maybe you'll be Pleased, pleased, pleased. 

To all the adults in the world, 
If the children in this world are making you mad

Then listen to what I have to say. 
Just like a daisy in the snow, 

Children will one day grow out of their old ways. 
You're only making yourselves stupid by hitting them. 

So for now, just chill. 
Please. 
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"You have such a great voice," a voice complemented. 1 quickly turned my 
head. "Hey, Miss Carla," 1 said. "I didn't know you were behind me." 
Miss Carla asked me, "You like to sing, don't you?" 
"I like to sing when I'm alone sometimes." 1 told her. 
"I have a boy about your age who likes to sing as well. He's in a Hip-Hop 
group at his school." 
My eyes went wide. 
"I didn't know you had a son," 1 said floored. 
"Happily married with three children," she replied. 
1 thought Miss Carla was a woman of mystery (or, so my Scorpio book had 
said.) 
"Miss Carla, 1 had an accident on the floor," Jordan called from downstairs. 
Miss Carla sighed. "Grape juice. Well, I'll leave you to your work, dear. 
Cio." Without looking back, Miss Carla went downstairs to help Jordan 
clean up the spill. When she was gone, 1 went back to my work. This time, 1 
practiced whistling my song. 

That afternoon 1 watched The Maury Show on TV with my family. It was 
an old rerun about desperate parents wanting help for their troubled 



37 

I have just one thing to say to them, 
Could you just cut me a break, please? 

I'mjust sixteen; only a child. 
I've haven't lived a full life yet. 

If you give me some time to grow, 
Then maybe you'll be Pleased, pleased, pleased. 

To all the adults in the world, 
If the children in this world are making you mad

Then listen to what I have to say. 
Just like a daisy in the snow, 

Children will one day grow out of their old ways. 
You're only making yourselves stupid by hitting them. 

So for now, just chilL 
Please. 

"You have such a great voice," a voice complemented. I quickly turned my 
head. "Hey, Miss Carla," I said. "I didn't know you were behind me." 
Miss Carla asked me, ''You like to sing, don't you?" 
"I like to sing when I'm alone sometimes." I told her. 
"I have a boy about your age who likes to sing as well. He's in a Hip-Hop 
group at his school." 
My eyes went wide. 
"I didn't know you had a son," I said floored. 
"Happily married with three children," she replied. 
I thought Miss Carla was a woman of mystery (or, so my Scorpio book had 
said.) 
"Miss Carla, I had an accident on the floor," Jordan called from downstairs. 
Miss Carla sighed. "Grape juice. Well, I'll leave you to your work, dear. 
Cio." Without looking back, Miss Carla went downstairs to help Jordan 
clean up the spill. When she was gone, I went back to my work. This time, I 
practiced whistling my song. 

That afternoon I watched The Maury Show on TV with my family. It was 
an old rerun about desperate parents wanting help for their troubled 
daughters. I wanted to watch cartoons and soap operas, but it was the 
summer. The cartoons were in reruns, and my family didn't care much for 
soap operas, because they thought they sucked. At least Maury was better 
than nothing. 

I heard the doorbell rang. I rushed over to the front door and unlocked it. 
When I opened the door, I saw Ray standing in front of me. He grabbed me 
in his arms, held my hand, dipped me and gave me a kiss in front of my 
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up after I visited Ray in South Carolina. Either though Ray is my cousin, he 
was the first man I had given my heart to, and the one I that I had my first 
summer romance with. Ray is more than my cousin, he was my first love. 
Many years from now, we'll talk about our old lives together. The one thing 
we'll talk about (and tell our own children), is how we once fell in love with 
each other. At first, they won't believe us. But with time, they'll understand. 

I opened the door to my bedroom and smelt the pleasant smell of rose and 
cinnamon incenses lingering in the air. My room was all in one piece. From 
my Minnie Mouse television set, to my awards on the wall. I walked over to 
my dresser and saw the old photograph of Ray and me sharing our first kiss 
together. Next to the photo was myoId oracle paper that I had got during the 
visit to Coney Island on my sixteenth birthday. (I cut school just that one 
time for my friends). I picked up the paper and looked at the words: 

You will have an adventure in love. 
In the end, you shall learn from it. 

When I first read the paper, I thought that would never fall in love. I was 
wrong. I did have an adventure in love. Maybe someday a merman will 
come for me and fall in love with me, just like Ray. I will never forget my 
Ray. 

As I placed my oracle paper back onto my dresser, I heard my pocket 
phone ringing in my pocket. I reached inside my back pocket and pulled out 
my phone. On the front ~creen, it read: unknown. I flipped opened my 
phone, pressed the send button, and put the phone up to my ear. 
"Hello?" I answered. 
"Hello, my honey," said an old familiar voice. 
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Dear friends, 
Thank you so much for reading my debut novel 'Such 
Sweet Sorrow'. The novel took me so long to finish, but it 
was worth it. I would like to thank God, my mom and dad 
and you for supporting my first book. I mayor may not 
write another sequel about Ray and Sheila; so just dream 
for now. I'm working on a brand new book which may 
come out in about six months. Mail me a line on how you 
feel about this book. Please e-mail me at 
sagchild1982@Yahoo.com I'm working on a blogsite to 
showcase my stories such as this one. Thank you. 

Lady Serenity 
P.S. 
If I have forgotten anyone in my thank you 's, please 
forgive me. 
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The next day we dressed up for our trip to the beach. I put on my 
mermaid-pink swimsuit and sunscreen. For the last touch, I tried my brown 
hair back in a ponytail. I joined Jordan and my parents downstairs in the den. 
Ray stepped in the front doorway. "I'm sorry, everyone," he announced to 
us, "but my car is too small and it can't fit everyone inside. So I'll have to go 
to the car rental place to rent a van. It'll take about an hour to get the van 
ready. Please bear with me." "Awww, man!" Jordan groaned. "I'll go with 
you, Ray," my daddy volunteered. "I know a lot about cars and vans." 

Ray ended up taking Daddy with him to the car rental place, while I stayed 
back at the house with Momma and Jordan. 

To ease the time, Miss· Carla entertained us with stories and songs. She 
even fixed us glasses of Mexican lemonade. The drink was lemonade mixed 
with peaches, oranges and strawberries. There was so much fruit in my 
drink; I had to use a spoon. An hour later, Ray and Daddy came back. "I've 
got the van, let's rock!" Ray announced. We waved goodbye to Miss Carla 
as we drove away. 
Along the way, Ray made a u-turn up the road that lead to an apartment 

building. Ray drove up to the building .and parked the van. Turning his head 
towards me, he said, "Sheila, I want you to press the. intercom button to 
apartment number 315. Just ask for Mindy." 
I was in disbelief. 
"Mindy's-" 
"Yes. She's coming with us. Now move along." 

I unfastened my seatbelt and slid open the van door. I stepped out and 
walked over to the front door. When I approached the door, I saw the 
intercom box. The box had buttons and the apartment numbers of the people 
who lived in the building. I scanned for apartment number 315. I found the 
number and pressed the button. The button made an electric buzzing sound. 
The sound reminded me of the game Operation. 
"YesT' the voice over intercom answered. 
"Is Mindy homeT' I asked. 
"Just a minute," The voice replied. "I'll tell her that you're here." 
As I waited, I studied my time tables in my head. I've almost got to 8 x 14 
when the door opened and Mindy appeared in front of me. She had on a blue 
swimsuit with a scarf wrapped around her waist. She wore sandals and 
carried a big picnic basket in her hands. Mindy stuck out her arm to me. 
"Your grace, take me to your carriage," she said in a British accent. I locked 
my arm with hers and walked her over to the van. We unlocked our arms 
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As night came and Ray was home, I crept downstairs to his bedroom door. 
When I stepped inside, I spotted a red rose next to him on the bed. I went 
over to his bed and sat down. I picked up the. rose and smelt its mystifying 
fragrance. Facing me, Ray took both my hands and looked me in the eye. As 
I looked into those eyes, I almost saw myself inside of them. 
"You're very beautiful, my honey," he complimented. "If I was a teacher at 
your school, I would put you upfront for everyone to see. All the boys at 
your school would follow you all over the school." 
I chuckled a little. "Male teachers and lesbians," I corrected. "I go to an all
girls school." He blushed as we both chuckled together . 

. Ray wasn't wearing a shirt. I saw something that made me giggle 
lightheartedly. 
Ray looked very puzzled. "What's so funny?" he questioned. 
I stopped giggling to explain the reason. "You haven't made a baby yet." 
"How'd you know?" 
"Well, when a woman has a baby from a man, the man's nipples changes 
color." 
"I hope we'll have a baby of our own someday." 
I felt Ray's face. "You know, I think you should grow a beard," I suggested. 
"You would look more handsome." 
"A beard?" he repeated. "I might one day." 
In my heart I wanted to be Ray's wife. I wanted to have his children, cook 
for him, make love to him, and grow old with him until the angels come to 
take him away. 
After our kiss, Ray sent me to bed. Before I left, I hugged him. When I made 
it to my own bed, I thought about Ray and what he said. I felt myself getting 
drowsy. I tried to stay awake, but the Sandman's spell was too much for me. 
I gave up the fight and went right to sleep. 

10 
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Ray closed up his book and set it down on the coffee table. He faced me, 
removed his glasses from his face and set them on top of the Bible. He put 
his arms around me and closed his eyes. I felt his lip~ touching mine. I 
closed my eyes as I breathed through my nose. After the kiss, we stopped to 
talk. 

I asked Ray, "Why do you love me?" Ray answered by kissing my hand. 
"You're the only person that I've ever fell in love with," he said. "I love you 
for your heart and spirit. That's why." "But you're my cousin, and I'm just 
sixteen. Will you still love me when I grow up?" "I'll love you even when 
you're sixty-two years old." "For how long?" I asked. "Forever and ever," 
was his answer. 
I hugged Ray and kissed him on his left ear. He held me as he kissed me 
once more. "I love you so much," he said, laying me back on the sofa. I felt 
Ray's trembling hands unfasten the buttons on my pajama top. In my head, I 
was thinking; this is it, Ray's going to make love to me on this couch. 

Ray stopped and looked down at me. 
"I can't do this to you," he said sincerely. "I love you, but I can't make love 
to you without making you my wife first. I'm sorry." As he sat up, I 
rebuttoned up my top. He went on, "What's wrong with me? I was about to 
throw both our lives away by making love to you on my sofa. How can I 
make it up to you, my honey?" "You could make me pancakes," I said. 
"Alright, I'll make you pancakes," he sweetly said, "what kind would you 
like?" "Blueberry and can you make me an egg cream to go with it?" Ray 
looked at me as he put his glasses on. "You got it, kiddo," he said. 

In the semi-dark kitchen, Ray made me blueberry pancakes and an egg 
cream; just like he used to when I was a kid. As I ate, he looked out of the 
kitchen window. Either though Ray was in love with me, he just couldn't 
make love to me, either thought I wanted him to. 

I looked at him looking out the window. "Don't be so hard on yourself," I 
gently said to him. "You just couldn't do it, that's all. Just forgive yourself." 
Ray turned from the window. He went over to me and gave me a hug. I 
whispered in his left ear, "You're a very nice man. I'll kill them if they send 
you away from me." He kissed me sweetly on my forehead. "No one's going 
to separate us, my honey," he answered softly to me. "You're my only love." 

\ 
\ 



Mari squealed with delight. "Well, who is he?" she asked knowingly. 
"Promise me you won't freak if I tell you, k'?" I said. 
"Okay. So, who's the guy?" 
"It's Ray." 
There was a brief silence. Mari exploded. "But Ray's your cousin. Are you 
nuts!?" 
"There is nothing wrong with me loving my own cousin. You once had a 
crush on Jem, remember?" I told her. 
"I was ten," she protested. "Listen Sheila, you cannot be in love with your 
cousin. He has germs, did you kiss him?" 
I blushed. 
"Countless times. In fact, I almost did it with him last night." 
"Y ou what?!" Mari freaked. 
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"We were on the sofa and he was unbuttoning my pajama top and feeling 
my tater tot. I thought we were going to get to third base, but we didn't. To 
make it up to me, he made me blueberry pancakes and an egg cream." 
"Euww, yuck! Now you have his cooties. I hope you don't have kids with 
him; they'll end up like mutants. What? I'll be right there, Dad! I have to go; 
my dad wants me to take the costumers' orders. Have a nice summer! Cio!" 
"Cio!" I pressed the offbutton and closed up the phone. I stepped out of the 
closet and landed backward on my bed. 
I heard a rap at my door. "Sheila, may I come in?" said a voice behind the 

door. "Come on in," I answered. The door opened and Momma stepped 
inside. I sat up as she went over to my bed to sit down. 
"Ray's taking us to the beach tomorrow," she said. "You still like the beach, 

don't you?" 
"Well, it's okay." 
"You know when you were a little girl, you used to build sandcastles and 
collect seashells. Remember that?" 
"I was five, Momma," I reminded her. "I don't do that anymore." 

Momma faced me and sighed. "You have grown so much," she said, playing 
with my hair. "I've always wanted to stop time and make you a little girl 
forever. One day I'm holding you in my arms at the hospital, and now you'll 
be heading off to collage soon. I never would have guessed that you were a 
woman." 
"Now, Momma, don't get all soft on me," I wamedjokingly. Momma 
embraced me to her bosom as I warped my arms around her. I smelt the 
sweet perfume from her blouse. The smell of jasmine and clover reminded 
me of my girlhood days working with her in the garden. I held her and she 
held me. I longed for the sweet smell of childhood once more. 
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The next day, r caught up with Ray by the front door, heading for work. 
"Ray," I began, "about last night." 
Ray looked at me. "I wasn't trying to rape you, I swear," he defended 
truthfully. "It wasn't supposed to get that far. I would never hurt you." 
I tussled his hair gently. "I know you wouldn't hurt me. You're kindhearted 
and childlike; you once cried when we watched Grave of the Fireflies on 
AMC." "I understand you, honey." 

I heard the car hom blow from outside. Ray took a glance at his watch on 
his arm. "I have to go. I'll see you later." Ray picked up his briefcase and 
lunch bag in one hand, as I opened the door for him. Before he stepped out, 
he gave me a butterfly kiss and a funny kiss. I gave him a monk kiss in 
return. 

"Bring me back a rose," I reminded. "The reddest one in Orangeburg," he 
coined. Ray rushed out the door and hopped into the carpool. I saw Mindy 
waving from inside. Ray saluted as he slammed the door. I waved goodbye 
as the carpool pulled out of the driveway and up the street. 
"Bye, honey," I said sweetly. "Sheila!" snapped a voice. I turned and saw 

my daddy corning towards me. He stood in front of me with a stem look on 
his face and a newspaper rolled up in his arm. "Did you just call your own 
cousin 'honey'?" he asked me. 

I looked at him like an innocence ladybug. "Yes, why?" I answered shyly. 
Daddy got to the point. "He's a grown man whom happens to be your 
cousin. Now I don't know what the beef between you and Ray is, but I want 
it to stop. You hear me, girl?" "Yes, sir." As I walked past Daddy, Daddy 
took his newspaper and smacked me right on my butt. I felt my butt, it stung 
a little. I saw Jordan standing by the sofa, with a smile across his face. "It 
didn't hurt," I whispered harshly to him. 

That afternoon I talked to Mari on my pocket phone. (A pocket phone is a 
slang word for a cellular phone.) I was in the closet talking to her. 
"Hiya, Mars!" I said. 
"Sheila, Hi-Hi!" Mari answered. 
"How's South Carolina?" 
"South Carolina's great. I've got something to tell you." 
"What is it?" 

"I have a boyfriend." 
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Ray closed up his book and set it down on the coffee table. He faced me, 
removed his glasses from his face and set them on top of the Bible. He put 
his arms around me and closed his eyes. I felt his lips touching mine. I 
closed my eyes as I breathed through my nose. After the kiss, we stopped to 
talk. 

I asked Ray, "Why do you love me?" Ray answered by kissing my hand. 
"You're the only person that I've ever fell in love with," he said. "I love you 
for your heart and spirit. That's why." "But you're my cousin, and I'm just 
sixteen. Will you still love me when I grow up?" "I'll love you even when 
you're sixty-two years old. I'll still love you." "How long?" I asked. 
"Forever and ever," was his answer. 
I hugged my Ray and kissed him on his left ear. He held me as he kissed me 
once more. "I love you so much," he said, laying me back on the sofa. I felt 
Ray's trembling hands unfasten the buttons on my pajama top. "Ahhh." He 
went. When he was done, he took a hold of my bra strap and felt inside. In 
my head, I was thinking; this is it, Ray's going to make love to me on this 
couch. 
Ray took his hand out of my bra and looked down at me. 

"I can't do this to you," he said sincerely. "I love you, but I can't make love 
to you without making you my wife. I'm sorry." As he sat up, I rebuttoned 
up my top. He went on, "What's wrong with me? I was about to throw both 
our lives away by making love to you on my sofa. How can I make it up to 
you, my honey?" "You could make me pancakes," I said. "Alright, I'll make 
you pancakes," he sweetly said, "what kind would you like?" "Blueberry 
and can you make me an egg cream to go with itT' Ray looked at me as he . 
put his glasses on. "Y ou got it, kiddo." 

In the semi-dark kitchen, Ray made me blueberry pancakes and an egg 
cream; just like he used to when I was a kid. As I ate, he looked out of the 
kitchen window. Either though Ray was in love with me, he just couldn't 
make love to me, either thought I wanted him to. 

I looked at him looking out the window. "Don't be so hard on yourself," I 
gently said to him. "You just couldn't do it, that's all. Just forgive yourself." 
Ray turned from the window. He went over to me and gave me a hug. I 
returned the hug. I whispered in his left ear, "You're a very nice man. I'll 
kill them if they send you away from me." He kissed me sweetly on my 
forehead. ''No one's going to separate us, my honey," he answered softly to 
me. "You're my only love. You're mine; mine forever." 
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a disgrace that they let an ugly-bitched cow such as yourself let you and 
your dumbass family come to church!" 

The pastor called atme."Y oung sister, please do not use profanity in this 
house of worship." he sternly said. As my family and I walked down the alse 
to find a place to sit, I spotted a woman sitting next to two people. Ray saw 
the woman, too. "Mindy!" The woman turned her head. It was Mindy. 

"Hey, Ray-Gun! I see your whole family's with you. Come sit with us." 
My family and I sat with Mindy and her company. Mindy was wearing a 
pink kimono with white polka dots on the fabric. So was the woman with 
her, (except hers was blue with goldfish in place of the polka dots.) We all 
stood up as the pastor stepped up to the pulpit. The pastor began service with 
a song. 

During the song, Mindy's voice blended in with the voices of the other 
people. I sang along with her. "With a voice like that, she should be in the 
choir," whispered a Black man that was sitting next to the woman in the 
goldfish kimono. Three songs and a long prayer later, the pastor began his 
sermon. 

In the middle of the sermon, Ray and I got up from our seats and snuck 
out the front door. 

When Ray and I got outside, we walked over to the woods and hid behind 
a tree. I looked around to see if anyone was watching us. 
"Safe." I concluded. 
Ray removed his glasses and placed them in the front pocket of his suit 

jacket. I looked up at him and asked, "What do I look like without your 
glasses on?" 
"Like a Picasso painting," he replied. 
Without another word, he kissed me. I grew rosy as I reached for the back of 
his head. I stood up on my toes gave my love a kiss on his forehead. I 
wrapped my arms around Ray's neck and placed my lips over his. I closed 
my eyes and begin kissing him. Ray's mouth tasted like mint and vanilla 
toothpaste with mouthwash. 

After our kiss, we played 'Rock, Paper, Scissors' and 'Fish Kiss'. Every 
time one of us won or lost, we had to give the other person a kiss. 
At 'Fish Kiss', I couldn't stop laughing and I ended up having to kiss Ray. 

However, at 'Rock Paper Scissors', when I beat Ray, he had to kiss me. We 
spent ten minutes playing both games and shared one last kiss before going 
back inside. When we went back inside to take our seats, the pastor was still 
preaching his sermon. Mindy smiled at us. Then her smile disappeared, and 
a puzzle look took over. "Your faces look like you two got a sunburn," 
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picture. Mindy's parents and my family came over to us. Ray told us that we 
were so hot, we brought the house down. "You could be a music star on 
American Idol," Jordan told me. ''Not until I'm eighteen,"I reminded him . 

• 
That evening I sunk downstairs to see Ray once more. I found him in the 

den on the sofa. I sunk up behind him and covered his eyes with my hand. 
"Guess who?" I said in a monstrous voice. 

Ray removed my hands from his eyes and grabbed me. He stood up and 
tickled me. I giggled like a loony toon. When he was finished tickling me, I 
hopped over the sofa and sat next to him. I looked at the book in his hand. 
"What are you reading?" I asked him. 
"The Bible, Dummy," he answered. 
"A www, I thought you were reading something good." 

Ray looked at me with a grin. "Well, this is good. You read too much of 
those comic books." 
"Mangas." 
"Whatever." Ray flipped the pages of The Bible and stopped at a page called 
'The Song o/Solomon'. "Let's read this page, shall we?" "Ok." I replied, 
moving closer. We read the words aloud: 

Cover me with kisses from your mouth. 
Your love is better than the sweetest ambrosia, 

Your oils are like fragrant flowers, 
When the oil is poured over the flowers; 

Princess from near and far come to you and shower you 
With kisses as sweet as honey 

I was puzzled as a mouse in a maze. "What kind of Bible is that?" I asked. 
Ray shrugged "I don't know," he said. "A friend of mind gave it to me 
before I went on a trip to Canada. They said it was Neo-Shakespearean. "I 
think it sounds very poetic," I said kindly. "Let's read something else," Ray 
said, flipping the pages. When he came to a page, he took my hand. I looked 
at the words. With lyrical voices we read the page together: 

Love is blind to both friend and foe 
Love knows only kindness, never hatred. 

Love never dies. 
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Everyone at the restaurant cheered and applauded when we finished 
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hopped over the sofa and sat next to him. I looked at the book in his hand. 
"What are you reading?" I asked him. 
"The Bible, Dummy," he answered. 
"Awww, I thought you were reading something good." 

Ray looked at me with a grin. "Well, this is good. You read too much of 
those comic books." 
"Mangas. " 
"Whatever." Ray flipped the pages of The Bible and stopped at a page called 
'The Song a/Solomon'. "Let's read this page, shall we?" "Ok." I replied, 
moving closer. We read the words aloud: 

Cover me with kisses from your mouth. 
Your love is better than the sweetest ambrosia, 

Your oils are like fragrant flowers, 
When the oil is poured over the flowers; 

Princess from near and far come to you and shower you 
With kisses as sweet as honey 

I was puzzled as a mouse in a maze. "What kind of Bible is that?" I asked. 
Ray shrugged "I don't know," he said. "A friend of mind gave it to me 
before I went on a trip to Canada. They said it was Neo-Shakespearean. "I 
think it sounds very poetic," I said kindly. "Let's read something else," Ray 
said, flipping the pages. When he came to a page, he took my hand. I looked 
at the words. With lyrical voices we read the page together: 

Love is blind to both friend and foe 
Love knows only kindness, never hatred. 

Love never dies. 
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she said. "Are you guys in love with each other?" "Hell, no!" we said 
together. Mindy turned to Ray and asked, "How would you and your family 
like to join me and my parents for Sunday supper after service, today?" Ray 
blushed all over again as he took Mindy's hand. "We would be glad to 
come," he said. 

After church service wrapped up, Mindy showed us the way to the 
restaurant. The restaurant was called The Jade Dragon. When we walked 
inside, the employees greeted us. Jordan was distracted by the pool of 
goldfish. Momma had to pull my brother away from the fish pool just to get 
to a table. 

As we were all seated at the table, Mindy introduced the man and woman 
as her parents. The Black man was her father Gordon; while the kimono-clad 
woman was her mother, Anne. 

After the waiter brought us our drinks, we headed over to the buffet 
counter to serve ourselves some of the food. I put on my plate: 3 rice balls, 4 
pieces of sushi, green wasabi and pieces of pickled ginger. Along the way 
back to the table, the manger stopped Mindy and me. "Excuse me," he 
politely asked us, "but would you two young ladies be so kind as to step up 
on the stage and sing for the costumers? We have Karaoke." "Well ... " I 
spoke, wanting to back out. "Come on, girl!" Mindy protested. "I heard you 
singing at the church, why not share your voice with the world?" 

I sat my plate down on th~ table. "Ok," I announced. I waited for Mindy to 
set her plate down on the table. As she placed her plate down, we dashed 
right over to the stage. "Go, girls!" I heard Anne called when we were on the 
stage. Mindy and I each grabbed a microphone. Behind us on the wall was a 
television monitor with the title of the song we were going to sing. The song 
was called Heaven's What I Feel. When the music was on, Mindy and I 
began to sing. Mindy sang one verse, while I sang the other. Together, we 
harmonized the ending: 

I was not supposed to fall in love 
With you 

I have someone else, and someone else was loving you 
And I was not supposed, to let.this love get through. 

So let me say for real; 
Heaven's what I feel, when I'm with you. 

Everyone at the restaurant cheered and applauded when we finished 
singing. The people dashed over to us to get our autographs and take our 
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Later on in the day, Ray asked me if I would go with him to his secret 
place. "I promise it's not anything inappropriate," he said, "it's just 
something special that I've kept to myself. Please come with me." I was in 
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him, "Oh, all right." 
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came across an old magnolia tree with a swing hanging from its branch. By 
the side of the fence was a peach tree with peaches and on the back porch 
was a porch swing. "This is my secret place," he finally said. "Ever since 
I've found it I have fallen in love with it. Now I want to share this place with 
you." It was like living a second childhood all over again. I rushed over to 
the magnolia tree and sat down on the seat of the swing. "Ray," I said, 
"could you push me like you used to when I was a kid? Please?" "Why not," 
he said, coming over. When he pushed me, I felt the summer breeze blowing 
through my hair and on my face. I went so high that I almost touched the 
magnolia flower right on the branch of the tree. It was like touching the 
brass ring on a merry-go-round. After we took turns on the swing, Ray and I 
went inside the house. Inside the house, were an old harpsichord and a 
loveseat. I went over to the stool in front of the harpsichord and sat down. I 
began to play and sing: 

You ask me if th ere '11 
Come a time, when I'll grow tired of you. 

Never my love. 
Never my love. 

:/ 
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around and shouted, "Well, it's a disgrace that they let an ugly-bitched 
cow such as yourself let you and your dumbass family come to church!" 

The pastor called at me. "Young sister, please do not use profanity in this 
house of worship." he sternly said. As my family and I walked down the alse 
to find a place to sit, I spotted a woman sitting next to two people. Ray saw 
the woman, too. "Mindy!" The woman turned her head. It was Mindy. 

"Hey, Ray-Gun! I see your whole family's with you. Come sit with us." 
My family and I sat with Mindy and her company. Mindy was wearing a 
pink komono with white polka dots on the fabric. So was the woman with 
her, (except hers was blue with goldfish in place of the polka dots. ) We all 
stood up as the pastor stepped up to the pew. The pastor began the service 
with a song. 

During the song, Mindy's voice blended in with the voices of the other 
people. I sang along with her. "With a voice like that, she should be in the 
choir," whispered a Black man that sitting next to Mindy. Three songs and a 
long prayer later the pastor began his sermon. 

In the middle of the sermon, Ray and I got up from our seats and snuck 
out the front door. On our way out, a Latino girl (about nine years old) stuck 
her tongue out at me for no reason. I stuck out my tongue back at her and 
mouthed, 'jealous jellyfish' to her. 

When Ray and I got outside, we walked over to the woods and hid behind 
a tree. I looked around to see if anyone was watching us. 
"Safe." I concluded. 
Ray removed his glasses and placed them in the front pocket of his suit 

jacket. I looked up at him and asked, "What do I look like without your 
glasses on?" 
"Like a Picasso painting," he replied. 
Without another word, he kissed me. I grew rosy as I reached for the back of 
his head. I stood up on my toes and kissed Rayon his cheek and forehead. I 
wrapped my arms around his neck and placed my lips over his. I closed my 
eyes and begin kissing him. He kissed me much more. Ray's mouth tasted 
like mint and vanilla toothpaste with mouthwash. 

After our kiss, we played Rock Paper Scissors and Fish Kiss. Ever time 
one of us won or lost we had to give the other person a kiss. 
At Fish Kiss, I couldn't stop laughing and I ended up having to kiss Ray. 

However at Rock Paper Scissors, when I beat Ray, he had to kiss me. We 
spent ten minutes playing both games and shared one last kiss before going 
back inside. When we went back inside to take our seats, the pastor was still 
preaching his sermon. Mindysmiled at us. Then her smile disappeared, and 
a puzzle look took over. "Your faces look like you two got a sunburn," 
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I stormed over to the couch in the den and sat between my parents. Thirty 
seconds later, I felt my lips forming into a smile. I burst into laughter. My 
parents looked at me surprised. "What's so funny, Sheila?" Daddy asked me. 
"Sheila, what's that on your neck?" Momma questioned. I couldn't tell 
them. It was a secret that I would keep hidden. 
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Ray came over and started nuzzling my neck. He kissed me and softly 
whispered, "Please kiss me." I faced him and kissed him on his left ear. I 
closed my eyes as I nuzzled my nose ,on his neck. 
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After our kiss we went outside to get ourselves a peach from the peach 
tree. We sat down on the porch swing and ate quietly. As I was polishing off 
my peach, Ray reached over and stroked my face with his hand. The porch 
swing swayed back and front with movement. I kept on eating my peach as I 
gently gave Ray a halfkick on his shin. 

I smiled playfully at him. He leaned over and kissed me right on the nose. 
"Can I kiss YOll again?" he asked me. I chuckled as I smiled again once 
more. He kissed my teeth. I took off his glasses and· kissed both his cheeks 
and nose. ''Now we're even," I told him. We kissed in the afterglow on the 
porch swing. Before we left, we took some peaches from the peach tree for 
Miss Carla to make peach pies with. During the ride home, I held on to Ray, 
never wanting to let go. 

That night I went downstairs to visit Ray in his bedroom. I opened the 
door to his bedroom, but he wasn't in bed. That's was when I saw the lights 
on in Ray's bathroom. 

I went over to the bathroom door and opened it. I was surprised at what I 
saw. Ray was in the bathtub, taking a bath. "Hello, my honey," he said. I 
was blushing at seeing my cousin like this. He asked me, "How would you 
like to give your dear sweet cousin a kiss?" I walked over to the bathtub, 
about to kiss him. I was so close to kissing him when I fell into the water. 

I woke up to a spray of water from Miss Carla. "Hey!" I cried. Miss Carla 
stopped spraying me. "Your mother wants you to get ready for church, 
now," she said. I crawled out of bed and went over to the closet to pick out 
what to wear. I took out two dresses from the closet. The one Momma gave 
me and the other one I had made. "So, which one?" I asked Miss Carla, 
holding up the two dresses. "That one," she said, pointing to the dress that 
Momma gave me. "The other one's too sluttish." Rats. 

Ray drove us over to the church. The church is sandwiched between a 
cornfield and a wooded forest. The church mostly has Black members. Ray 
was once a devoted Catholic, but he dropped out. When we went inside to 
take our seats, 1 heard some of the people talking behind our backs. "I don't 
know why that woman's with those two White men," someone said. "It's a 
disgrace that those two children have a White daddy," said another. I turned 
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I closed up the journal. What Ray wrote in his journal were the most 
heartfelt words that I had ever read. Ray walked up behind me, wrapped his 
arms around my waist and began kissing the left side of my neck. A minute 
later he stopped. I wiped away the wetness off of my neck. I felt a force that 
wanted me to go look into a mirror. I looked at Ray, he was clam and 
innocent. 

I saw the mirror on the wall by the bookshelf. I went over to the mirror 
and looked at the left side of my neck. 

I stood in horror at what I saw. On the left side of my neck was a red 
hickey. 

Ray snickered at me. I groaned angrily, "Ray, I'm gonna kill you!" I 
quickly turned away from the mirror and stormed up over to Ray. I balled up 
my hand into a fist and punched him on the shoulder. 

"Owww!" he cried. "It was just a harmless kiss." Still angry, I stormed 
upstairs. Before I went out the door, I turned to look him. I said to him, "A 
harmless kiss, huh? Well, it wasn't gentlemen-like, you bastard!" I turned 
backed to the door and went out. I slammed the door with a bang. 
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know why that woman's with those two White men," someone said. "It's a 
disgrace that those two children have a White daddy," said another. I turned 



Ray came over and started nuzzling my neck. He kissed me and softly 
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closed my eyes as 1 nuzzled my nose on his neck. 
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After our kiss we went outside to get ourselves a peach from the peach 
tree. We sat down on the porch swing and ate quietly. As 1 was polishing off 
my peach, Ray reached over and stroked my face with his hand. The porch 
swing swayed back and front with movement. 1 kept on eating my peach as 1 
gently gave Ray a half kick on his shin. 
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saw. Ray was in the bathtub, taking a bath. "Hello, my honey," he said. 1 
was blushing at seeing my cousin like this. He asked me, "How would you 
like to give your dear sweet cousin a kiss?" 1 walked over to the bathtub, 
about to kiss him. 1 was so close to kissing him when 1 fell into the water. 

1 woke up to a spray of water from Miss Carla. "Hey!'-' 1 cried. Miss Carla 
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now," she said. 1 crawled out of bed and went over to the closet to pick out 
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Later on in the day, Ray asked me if I would go with him to his secret 
place. "I promise it's not anything inappropriate," he said, "it's just 
something special that I've kept to myself. Please come with me." I was in 
the middle of reading my manga when he asked me this. I gave in and told 
him, "Oh, all right." 

We rode together on a bike cycle. Ray was peddling on the front, and I 
was on the back. Fifteen minutes later we arrived at an abandon house. The 
house was covered in vines and climbing roses. 

We got off of the bike cycle as Ray took my hand. He led me to the 
backyard. In the backyard, was an old magnolia tree with a swing hanging 
from its branch. By the side of the fence was a peach tree with peaches and 
on the back porch was a porch swing. "This is my secret place," he finally 
said. "Ever since I've found it I have fallen in love with it. Now I want to 
share this place with you." It was like living a second childhood all over 
again. I rushed over to the magnolia tree and sat down on the seat of the 
swing. "Ray," I said, "could you push me like you used to when I was a kid? 
Please?" "Why not," he said, coming over. When he pushed me, I felt the 
summer breeze blowing through my hair and on my face. I went so high that 
I almost touched the magnolia flower right on the branch of the tree. It was 
like touching the brass ring on a merry-go-round. After we took turns on the 
swing, Ray and I went inside the house. Inside the house, were an old 
harpsichord and a loveseat. I went over to the stool in front of the 
harpsichord and sat down. I began to play and sing: 

You ask me if th ere 'II 
Come a time, when I'll grow tired of you. 

Never my love. 
Never my love. 
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"You look so blurry," he told me. I smiled. He kissed my teeth. My 
insides turned over as I chuckled. 

"I've never kissed a girl with braces before." I blushed as I kissed him 
back. Ray went red like a rose. "Give me another kiss," he said. "No," I 
giggled. He leaned over towards me; I smashed a pillow in his face. "You 
little-" he went. Ray grabbed both of my wrists and pinned me down onto 
the bed. 

"Ray, let go of me!" I cried. 
"Tell me you love me more than an angel loves cake," he said. 
"Curse you Raymond Quidam! Let me go." 
"Say it." 
"No way, Jay!" 

"Well then, I won't let you go. You are my love slave, and I am your 
captor." 

"Okay," I teased. "I love you more than an angel love cake." 
"And more than a monkey loves bananas?" he added. 
"And more than a monkey loves bananas," I repeated. 

Still restringing me, Ray descended down on me and kissed me. When he let 
go of me, I wrapped my arms around him and kissed him back. We held on 
to each other. 

When my back was turned, Ray put his arm around me and spooned me. I 
sighed as I fell asleep. As I slept with Ray, I dreamt about walking down the 
aisle with him in a church. 

The next day was Saturday. Ray was off for the weekend. That afternoon 
he took me downstairs to the basement and led me over to his desk. He 
pulled opened his desk drawer and took out his journal. "I wanted to show 
you something that I have written about you," he said, handing me the 
journal. I took the journal and opened it. I started reading the first page: 

JuhJ4 
5 wa6 60- tptalef,u£ tfud t1UJ ~t co.tt6in ~ me tfW jo.wuud f,cvt t1UJ 
l1bttfulatJ. 5 can fUJW. twtite a&utt t1UJ ~ f,cvt fwt. Sfie'6 60-lkautif.uL. 9Jw.ron 
fiabt, 6Jrown ~, mid-6Jrown 6fWt; 6fie' 6 imt fiIl.e ~ a6 a teenage giItl. 
9Jut 6fie fmppem to- 6e tfie claufJIde4 oj t1UJ aunt and cuu:h. 5' ue ~ IW;1i in 
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Miss Carla had the day off to see about a friend, which meant that my 
family and I had to make supper for ours.elves. Ray brought out a big box of 
recipes from his closet and set it down on the table. Ray, my family and I 
picked out which ones we would like to make for tonight's supper. I chose 
Chicken Stew with Dumplings, Momma chose Chief Salad; Jordan chose the 
Black & Red Pie, and Daddy chose collard greens. Ray asked Jordan and me 
to ride to the supermarket with him. 

At the supermarket, people were scrambling to get to a checkout line. I 
caught up with Ray and Jordan in the meat aisle. I stood by Ray's side and 
held his hand. Ray released my hand and gently spanked me on my bottom. 
He leaned over, lifted up my chin and kissed me my forehead. I kissed him 
back. An elderly woman looked at us puzzled. Ray looked at the woman and 
kindly replied, "Nothing important, ma'am." The woman went away, saying 
to herself, "My, that man's old enough to be that girl's father." 

After supper, I helped Ray with the dishes. The dishwasher was broken, 
so we had to use the kitchen sink. As I was drying the dishes, Ray sprayed 
me with the sprayer. "Ray, stop," I ordered. But he kept right on spaying me. 
I yelled, "Alright, that's it!" I grabbed the sprayer from him and sprayed him 
like mad. "Geez! Not on my threads," he said. I kept on spraying him. "Suck 
water, evil doer!" Ray grabbed my wrist and pulled me close to him and 
covered my mouth with his. After our kiss, he looked at me and said, "I 
didn't know you have curves." I rolled my eyes at him. "Duh. Most girls 
have them." I placed my hand over his heart and placed my other arm on his 
shorder. Ray put his arms around my waist and gazed into my eyes. 

"Y ou sure like to pick young lilies like me in your garden/' I said, giving 
him a warm smile. 

"I've already found one right in my own family," he replied softly. We 
chuckled awhile before sharing an Eskimo and butterfly kiss. 

Later that night, as everyone else slept, Ray snuck upstairs, crept into my 
room and crawled into my bed. I blew on Ray's face like he was a bowl of 
hot soup. He didn't do anything. I blew on his face again. Still nothing. I 
blew once more. This time he leaned forward and kissed me on my 
birthmark. 
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I closed up the journal. What Ray wrote in his journal were the most 
heartfelt words that I had ever read. Ray walked up behind me, wrapped his 
arms around my waist and began kissing the left side of my neck. I glowed 
as he kept on kissing my neck. A minute later he stopped. I wiped away the 
wetness off of my neck. I felt a force that wanted me to go look into a 
mirror. I looked at Ray. He was clam and innocent. 

I spotted an old mirror on the wall by the bookshelf. I went over to the 
mirror and looked at the left side of my neck. 

I stood in horror at what I saw. On my neck was a red hickey. 
Ray snickered at me. I groaned angrily, "Ray, I'm gonna kill you!" I 

quickly turned away from the mirror and stormed up over to Ray. I balled up 
my hand into a fist and punched him on the shoulder. 

"Owww!" he cried. "It was just a harmless kiss." Still angry, I stormed 
upstairs. Before I went out the door, I turned to look him. I said to him, "A 
harmless kiss, huh? Well, it wasn't gentlemen-like, you bastard!" I turned 
backed to the door and went out. I slammed the door with a bang. 

I stormed over to the couch in the den and sat between my parents. Thirty 
seconds later, I felt my lips forming into a smile. Then I burst out laughing. 
My parents looked at me surprised. "What's so funny, Sheila?" Daddy asked 
me. "Sheila, what's that on your neck?" Momma questioned. I couldn't tell 
them. It was a secret that I would keep hidden. 
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The next day was Saturday. Ray was off for the weekend. That afternoon 
he took me downstairs to the basement and led me over to his desk. Ray 
pulled opened his desk drawer and took out his journal. "I wanted to show 
you something that I have written about you," he said. He handed me the 
journal. I took it and opened it. I started reading the first page: 

JuhJ4 
:I wa6 ,,0. tptate/u£ tftat ttUJ ~t ClJU6in gau.e me tfU6 j-owuud f,tvt, ttUJ 
6iJdIlu:la.y.:I can IUJW. wJtite a&ud ttUJ ~ f,tvt, Pwt. SPte'" "o.lkautifuL. flJw.um 
fuWt, lVuu.tm ~, mid-lVuu.tm "fUn; "Pte'" ju,6t fifre lln.dJuJmeda a6 a funatJe gild. 
flJut "Pte fiappem to. & tfte cIm.uJIiWt o.f, ttUJ aunt and uncle. :I'lU!- /ken fUgIt in 
looe witIi Pwt "ina:l wa6 "w.enteen.:I wa6 a cfUld wJio. fuu.ed a 6aIhJ. 5fud 
'6aIhJ' ~ IUJW. a IJOUfUJ woman. :I'm in looe witIi Pwt. :I looe Pwt ,,0. nu.u1t. 

JuhJ5 
Sfteila came into. ttUJ 'UJ..(J.Jn fa6t nig&. SPte foofred fifre "Pte Iiad /ken CIUJinfJ. (9n 
ttUJ 6ul:l cmnfwded Pwt. 5fuu.uJ/tt6 came powting into. ttUJ frewd.:I "tJWfred Pwt 
fuWt. 5 Pte next tfUng we done, wa6 we gau.e o.wt fteaJtt6 to. eacIi o.tfwt. :I tJ.d Pwt 
tftat:l fuu.ed Pwt. SPte in 'idwtn, "aid "Ptefuu.ed me. Wften:l fU6"ed ttUJ ClJU6in'" 
nwutft, it ta6ted fifre mint and ttanil1,a nuuttIiwa6/i. :I tafAed talIi to. Pwt a6 "fept 
in ttUJ cvtIW. :In tfte 11UJJtnintj, we "fuvted a 11UJJtnintj'" fU6".:I wanted to. fU6" ttUJ 
fuurey alL 11UJJtnintj. ~, :I Iiad to. flO- to. WOJtIi at tfte €aut fimn tftat 

dtuJ· 

JuhJ7 
Sfteila and:l "fuvted a fuv.e4'" w,pl:wte~. at tfte "upeJUtUVtiiet, we field 
Iiand6 and put o.n a "fumt 01 afI,ection. 5ften afte!i "uppeJt, we Iiad a w.aWi 

fifJIit. at tfte end, we "tole a fU6" in tfte fiitcIt.en. 5/iat nig&, :I "tu.teIi into. 
S fteila'" 6.edJt.oom, and Iiad a fitJ1e w.mance witIi Pwt. :I 6.ecattre a feenag.e!t alL 
CUWi cupUn. 5Pte fuvttnone"" tfte 6lw1iing; no. wondeJt, we weJte gigglituJ ,,0. nu.u1t • 
. We weJte fifre floo-~ o.n a ~t·lio.netptuum. at fa6t,:I "poo.ned Pwt.:lt 
wa6 ,,0. wondeJ4td. :I'm in looe witIi Pwt, and:l Iio.pe to. "UuJ in looe witIi Pwt 
~. 

\ 
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"No don't," Ray said. Ray reached into his suit pocket and pulled out a 
cookie wrapped in wax paper. Ray took the cookie and gave it to Jordan. I 
put my hand down and let my brother go. Ray gently pleaded with Jordan, 
"If you promise not to tell on me and your sister, I'll give you all the cookies 
you want, okay?" Jordan nodded his head and said, "Okay". "What's going 
on up there?" Momma called from downstairs. ''Nothing, Aunt Phyllis, we 
were just playing a game." Ray called back. Jordan went over to the 
nightstand and grabbed Ray's glasses. Jordan went over to Ray and handed 
over the glasses to him. "Thank you, Jordan," he said, putting them on. 
Before walking out of my room with my brother, Ray turned to me and said, 
"I'm sorry," and shut the door behind him. I was feeling a flash of 
embarrassment across my face after being caught by a three-year old Edwin 
Starr. 



have them." 1 placed my hand over my cousin's heart and placed my other 
arm on his shorder. Ray put his arms around my waist and gazed into my 
eyes. 
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"You sure like to pick young lilies like me in your garden," 1 said, giving 
him a warm smile. 

"I've already found one right in my own family," he replied softly. We 
chuckled awhile before sharing an Eskimo and butterfly kiss. 

Later that night, as everyone else slept, Ray snuck upstairs, crept into my 
room and crawled into my bed. We couldn't help but giggle. We c1amed 
down to keep from waking up everyone that was still sleeping. 1 blew on 
Ray's face like he was a bowl of hot soup. Ray didn't do anything. 1 blew on 
his face again. Still nothing. 1 blew once more. This time Ray leaned 
forward and kissed me on my birthmark. 

"You look so blurry," he told me. 1 smiled. He kissed my teeth. My 
insides turned over as 1 chuckled. 

"I've never kissed a girl with braces before." 1 blushed as 1 kissed him 
back. Ray went red like a rose. "Give me another kiss," he said. "No," 1 
giggled. He leaned over towards me; 1 smashed a pillow in his face. "You 
little-" he went. Ray grabbed both of my wrists and pinned me down onto 
the bed. 

"Ray, let go of me!" 1 cried. 
"Tell me you love me more than an angel loves cake," he said. 
"Curse you Raymond Quidam! Let me go." 
"Say it." 
"No way, Jay!" 
"Well then, 1 won't let you go. You are my love slave, and 1 am your 

captor." 
"Okay," 1 teased. "I love you more than an angel love cake." 
"And more than a monkey likes bananas?" he added. 

"And more than a monkey likes bananas," 1 repeated. 
Still restringing me, Ray descended down on me and kissed me. When he let 
go of me, 1 wrapped my arms around him and kissed him back. We held on 
to each other. 

When my back was turned, 1 asked Ray, "How much do you love me?" 
Ray answered by putting his arm around me and spooning me. 1 sighed as 1 
fell asleep. As 1 slept, 1 dreamt about walking down the aisle with him in a 
church. 
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I couched up water and opened up my eyes. I saw Ray looking down at 
me. He was wet from head to toe. "Hello, my honey. I've almost thought 
you left us," he said. I stood up and gave Ray a hug. "I love you," I said. He 
held me and replied, "I love you too, my honey." 

The next day Ray suffered an infection in his left ear. The doctors tried 
their best to drain the water out of his left ear, but he ended up losing his 
hearing in that ear. Instead of feeling sorry about being half-deaf, Ray 
developed a technique. When someone whispers into his left ear, he can feel 
the vibration of the words and answers back to that person. Every time I 
whispered into his left ear, he understands what I say to him. 

6 o'clock came rolling by. Out of the window, I saw the car pool pulling 
up into the driveway. As the car door opened, Ray stepped out of the car. He 
bid good-bye to his friends and shake Mindy's hand. I got up to open the 
front door. When I opened the door, I dashed outside with open arms. I 
collapsed in my cousin's bosom and embraced him. The smell of Old 
Spice® still lingered on his clothes. "Hey, Ray-Gun," I kindly greeted. He 
clasped both his arms around me and held me close. I stood up on my toes 
and gave Ray a peck on the cheek. Like a lipstick girl, I left a lipstick mark 
right on his cheek. 

Later we went up to my bedroom. We kissed like it was our last day on 
Earth. Still kissing, we went over to my bed. Ray took off his glasses ap.d 
placed them on the nightstand as he threw me upon my bed and descended 
down on top of me. I giggled as I swatted him with my pillow. 
"Whoa! Sl~w down, boy!" I said. Ray stopped. 
"What's wrong, honey? Am I coming on too strong for you?" he asked me. 
"Don't go so fast. This isn't a race, you know." 
"Oh, my bad. I'll go more slowly." 

"That's much better." 
Ray smiled as he placed his hand on the side of my face and kissed me once 
more. In the middle of our kiss, the door opened wide. We stopped kissing 
when we saw Jordan. On his face was a smile. "Oooo! You're making a 
baby," he said aloud. "Jordan, shut up!" I ordered. Jordan began to sing 
happily. 

I leaped up from the bed and grabbed him by the arm. I turned him faced 
down and raised up my hand up to spank him. 

"Momma, Sheila's gonna hit me!" he cried. 
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promise not to tell on me and your sister, I'll give you all the cookies you 
want, okay?" Jordan nodded his head and said, "Okay". "What's going on 
up there?" Momma called from downstairs. "Nothing, 1\unt Phyllis, we were 
just playing a game." Ray called back. Jordan went over to the nightstand 
and grabbed Ray's glasses. Jordan went over to Ray and handed over the 
glasses to him. "Thank you, Jordan," he said, putting them on. Before 
walking out of my room with my brother, Ray turned to me and said, "I'm 
sorry." And shut the door behind him. I was feeling a flash of 
embarrassment across my face after being caught by a three-year old Edwin 
Starr. 

7 

Miss Carla had a day off to see about a friend, which meant we had to 
make supper for ourselves. Ray brought out a big box of recipes from his 
closet and set it down on the table. Ray, my family and I picked out which 
ones we would like to make for tonight's supper. I chose Chicken Stew with 
Rice Dumplings, Momma chose Chief Salad; Jordan chose the Black & Red 
Pie, and Daddy chose collard greens. Ray asked Jordan and me to ride to the 
supermarket with him. 

At the supermarket, people were scrambling to get to a checkout line. I 
caught up with Ray and Jordan in the poultry aisle. I stood by Ray's side and 
held his hand. Ray released my hand and spanked me on my bottom gently. 
He leaned over, lifted up my chin and kissed me the forehead. I kissed him 
back. An elderly woman looked at us puzzled. "Nothing important, ma'am," 
Ray replied. The woman walked away, saying to herself, "My, that man's 
old enough to be that girl's father." 

After supper I helped Ray with the dishes. The dishwasher was broken, so 
we had to use the kitchen sink. As I was drying the dishes, Ray sprayed me 
with the sprayer. "Ray, stop," I ordered. But Ray kept right on spaying me. I 
yelled, "Alright, that's it!" I grabbed the sprayer from him and sprayed him 
like mad. "Geez! Not on my threads," he said. I kept on spraying him. "Suck 
water, evil doer!" Ray grabbed my wrist and pulled me close to him and 
covered my mouth with his. After our kiss, he looked at me and said, "I 
didn't know you have curves." I rolled my eyes at him. "Duh. Most girls 
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He answered me with a kiss and told me, "Men and women were destined 
to fall in love with each other. It's a part of life. In fact, I'm in love with you 
right now." 

"You are?" I asked. "Sure," he said, "you're young; I'm old. I'm a 
conservative; you're a liberal. I don't care if you're pink with blue spots, I'm 
crazy about you." 

I turned and came face to face with him. "I love you like bees love 
honey," he softly said. I knew that Ray was deaf in his left ear. I raised 
myself up to his ear and whispered, "I love you more than an angel loves 
cake." After I said those words, I descended myself back down on the bed. I 
gave Ray a on his face. He, in return kissed me a hundredfold. 

We continued kissing until I fell asleep in Ray arms. 

"Don't tell Aunt Phyllis or Uncle Walt about our love for each other." Ray 
cautioned, greeting me with a morning sugar on my lips, "they'll kill us if 
they found out about us being in love with each other." "I won't," I replied. 
We sealed the promise with one last kiss before going to breakfast. 

\ 
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you left us," he said. I stood up and gave Ray a hug. "I love you," I said. He 
held me and replied, "I love you too, my honey." 

The next day Ray suffered an infection in his left ear. The doctors tried 
their best to drain the water out of his left ear, but he ended up losing his 
hearing in that ear. Instead of feeling sorry about being half-deaf, Ray 
developed a technique. When someone whispers into his left ear, he can feel 
the vibration of the words and answers back to that person. Every time I 
whispered into his left ear, he understands what I say to him. 

6 o'clock came rolling by. Out of the window, I saw the car pool pulling 
up into the driveway. As the car door opened, Ray stepped out of the car. He 
bid good-bye to his friends and shake Mindy's hand. I got up to open the 
front door. When I opened the door, I dashed outside with open arms. I 
collapsed in my cousin's bosom and embraced him. The smell of Old 
Spice® still lingered on his clothes. "Hey, Ray-Gun," I kindly greeted. He 
clasped both his arms around me and held me close. I stood up on my toes 
and gave Ray a peck on the cheek. Like a lipstick girl, I left a lipstick mark 
right on his cheek. 

• 
Later we went up to my bedroom. We kissed like it was our last day on 

Earth. We went over to my bed and hugged and kissed some more. Ray took 
off his glasses and placed them on the nightstand. He threw me upon my bed 
and descended down on top of me. In the middle of the kiss, Ray slid his 
tongue inside my mouth. I pulled away and broke free from his hold. 
"Whoa! Slow down, boy!" I went. 
"What's wrong, honey? Am I coming on too strong for you?" he asked me. 
"Please don't kiss me like that." 
"I thought all girls liked spirit kissing." 
"Some don't. I'm just not ready for it." 

Ray smiled as he placed his hand on the side of my face. He kissed once 
more. In the middle of the kiss, the door opened wide. We stopped kissing 
when we saw Jordan. On his face was a smile. "You're making a baby for 
me," he said aloud. "Jordan, shut up!" I ordered. Jordan began to sing 
happily. 

I leaped up from the bed and grabbed him by the arm. I turned him faced 
down and raised my hand up to spank him. 

"Momma, Sheila's gonna hit me!" he cried. 
"Don't," Ray said. Ray reached into his suit pocket and pulled out a cookie 

wrapped in paper. Ray took the cookie and gave it to my brother. I put my 
hand down and let my brother go. Ray gently pleaded with Jordan, "If you 

/ 
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me," he said aloud. "Jordan, shut up!" I ordered. Jordan began to sing 
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At the breakfast table, I smiled and sang so happily. Daddy looked at me 
warmly. "Well, I see that someone has gotten up on the right side of the bed 
this morning," he said. Miss Carla set a plate of food down on the table for 
me with a cup of tea. I picked up my cup and sipped slowly. 

Ray walked into the kitchen. Ray went over to me and sweetened my tea 
with a little sugar on my cheek. "Yuck, Ray," I giggled jokingly. "Is it 
against the law for a man to kiss his own kid cousin?" he asked, giving me 
another one. I grew crimson with embarrassment. "Awww, Sissy's red," 
Jordan said kindly. Ray learned forward and whispered in my ear, "Meet me 
by the front door." I got up from my chair and followed him to the front 
door. 

When we got to the front door, Ray stole a kiss from me like a thief. Miss 
Carla dashed out of the kitchen with a lunch bag in her hand. Ray took the 
lunch bag from Miss Carla and thanked her. The sound of a car hom blew 
from outside. Ray looked at his watch. "My carpool," he said, grabbing his 
briefcase by the door. I opened the door for him as he kissed me once more. 
Ray hurried to his car pool as Mindy opened the passenger door for him. 
Mindy smiled and waved at me from inside of the car. I waved back from 
the door. 

Before he got in, Ray mouthed the words 'see you later, my honey' to 
me. The car pool backed out of the driveway and went up the road. "I'd 
watch out if I were you," Miss Carla cautioned friendly, "not all snakes you 
find in the garden are friendly." 

I never thought of Ray as a thirty-year old man like society did, I 
thought of him as a thirty-year old boy. Ray was friendly, funny, and smart. 
In fact, he was a suit-clad prince. I remembered the day he saved my life 
from a watery grave. When I was about four years old, my parents took me 
to Coney Island. Ray was with us on a summer break from collage. 

I saw a lot of kids playing on a raft in the water. I wanted to join them, 
so I wondered away from my family. I climbed onto the raft and jumped into 
the water. I tried to swim, but the water kept pulling me in. The last thing I 
saw, before I blacked, out was a boy's face that looked like someone I knew. 

I couched up water and opened up my eyes. I saw Ray looking down at 
me. He was wet from head to toe. "Hello, my honey. I've almost thought 
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call it.) For some reason, the bus that was supposed to pick us up never made 
it to the school. That was when we heard that the planes hit the two 
buildings. To this day, I still feel guilty that my friends and I lived while 
other people had to perish. 

After I finished crying, I got out of bed and went out of my bedroom 
door. I crept down the steps and went to Ray's bedroom door. The sound of 
music was playing inside. I knocked on his door softly. I heard the volume 
turning down. "Come in," he answered. 

I opened the door. As walked in, I saw Ray lying in bed with a book next 
to him. Down on the floor, I saw Smokie curled up in a ball on the rug, 
sleeping. Ray looked at me. "Hello, my honey. Have you been crying?" "I 
just had a bad dream," I told him. "I see. Come sit down." 

I went over to the side of his bed and sat down. Ray put his feet down on 
the floor and moved over to me. I told him about my nightmare. He sighed 
as he put his arm around my shoulder. 

"I believe some people are still afraid after what's been happening lately. 
I haven't been watching television much lately since it's gotten too 
depressing. I wish things would be back to normal like they once were." 

"I do, too." I replied. "I hate the war that's been going on. Why can't 
people just selddle their problems by playing a game of chess." 

Ray chuckled; so did 1. I looked at him and smiled. He looked at me and 
smiled, too. Ray took his hand and started to stroke my hair. He moved his 
hand from my hair and felt my face. As he touched my cheek, I felt my 
stomach filling up with butterflies. 

I looked at Ray and saw a meaningful glance in his eyes. He looked like 
he was going to cry. He traced my birthmark on my face with his thumb and 
lifted up my chin. Ray looked me in the eye and said, "Sheila, I love you." 
Ray removed his glasses from his face and placed them on the night table. 
He took his arms and wrapped them around me. He closed his eyes, leaned 
closer to my face and touched my lips with his. I knew my heart wasn't in it 
to fight my true feelings for him. I gave up the fight and closed my eyes. I 
embraced Ray in my arms as we fell down on the bed together. We hugged 
and kissed for a long time. For some reason, we didn't want to let go. We 
were madly in love. 

Under the blanket in bed, we stared up at the ceiling. (Don't worry; we 
were in our pajamas'.) Ray's arm was under my neck. I asked Ray, "Do you 
think that stars can make people fall in love like us?" 

::/ 
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Ray chuckled; so did 1. I looked at him and smiled. He looked at me and 
smiled, too. Ray took his hand and started to stroke my hair. He moved his 
hand from my hair and felt my face. As he touched my cheek, I felt my 
stomach filling up with butterflies. 

I looked at Ray and saw a meaningful glance in his eyes. He looked like 
he was going to cry. He traced the birthmark on my face with his thumb and 
lifted up my chin. Ray looked me in the eye. "Sheila, I love you," he said. 
Ray removed his glasses from his face and placed them on the night table. 
He took his arms and wrapped them around me. He closed his eyes, leaned 
closer to my face and touched my lips with his. I knew my heart wasn't in it 
to fight my hidden love for him. I gave up the fight and closed my eyes. I 
embraced my cousin in my arms as we fell down on the bed together. We 
hugged and kissed for a long time. For some reason, we didn't want to let 
go. We were madly in love. 

Under the blanket, we stared up at the ceiling. Ray's arm was under my 
neck. "Do you think that stars can make people fall in love with each other 
like us?" I asked him. 

"Men and women were destined to fall in love with each other," he 
replied. "It's a part of life. In fact, I'm in love with you right now." 

"You are?" I asked. "You're young; I'm old. I'm a conservative; you're a 
liberal-" 

"I'm half Black and you're White." 
"I don't care if you're pink with blue spots." 

I turned and came face to face with him. "I love you like bees love 
honey," he softly said. I knew my cousin was deaf in his left ear. I raised 
myself up to his ear and whispered, "I love you more than an angel loves 
cake." I lowered myself back down on the bed. I kissed Rayon his eyes and 
mouth. He in return kissed me a hundredfold. I was in heaven in my lover's 
arms. 

We kept right on kissing 'til I fell asleep in his arms. I woke up in the 
sunlight. "Don't tell Aunt Phyllis or Uncle Walt about our love for each 
other." Ray cautioned, greeting me with a morning kiss on my lips. "They'll 
kill us if they found out about us being in love with each other." "I won't," I 
replied. We sealed the promise with one last kiss before heading for 
breakfast. 
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I was having dinner with my family at a restaurant on the top floor of the 

Empire State building. I saw other people in the restaurant getting on with 
their lives. I looked at my daddy with a grin. 

"Daddy," I begin, "can you lend me sixty dollars for the movies on 
Saturday?" 

Daddy put down his fork. 
"Sixty bucks to go to the movies? You must think I'm an ATM, girl." 

"Oh, it's just a 'movie'?" 
"No dice, hon. I know it's one of those R-rated films filled with blood and 
decapi tation." 

I groaned. "Oh, come on, Daddy! We saw The Passion of the Christ and 
that was R-rated. If you would just let me--" 

"No, Sheila. That's my final answer." 
"Dam, spit! I can't do any thing fun in the Big Apple." I went back to 

eating my dinner. Out the comer of my eye, I saw the elevator door open. A 
girl my age stepped out of the elevator. The girl walked over towards my 
family and 1. She then stopped at my table. The girl wore a uniform from my 
school and a white headscarf. My heart stopped dead when I recognized who 
the girl was. The girl was my friend, Mari. 

"Mari, what are you doing here?" I asked. Mari had in evil glance in her 
eyes. "I'm here to avenge the faith of Islam in the name of Allah," she said. 
The people in the restaurant jumped up and ran for the elevator. Jordan 
clanged on to Momma, as my daddy held on to his stake knife. 

I got up out of my chair and went over to Mari. "Mari, you don't have to 
do this," I reasoned. 

Mari just laughed, bitterly. 
"Your pleas are dead to me. Denounce your faith and I shall let you live." 

I responded, "I can't do that. You're my best friend; think about what you're 
doing-" 

Mari took her hand and slapped me across the face. The force knocked 
me down to the floor. "Sheila!" Momma cried. Daddy grabbed his stake 
knife and charged right at Mari. Mari opened up her school jacket. The last 
thing I saw was an orange flash. 

I found myself back in my bedroom. It was still dark. I began to cry at 
the thought about 9-11. On that day my class was supposed to go on a field 
trip to the Twin Towers, (or The Gemini Building as we sometimes used to 
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I was having dinner with my family at a restaurant on the top floor of the 
Empire State building. I saw other people in the restaurant getting on with 
their lives. I looked at my daddy with a grin. 

"Daddy," I begin, "can you lend me sixty dollars for the movies on 
Saturday?" 

Daddy put down his fork. 
"Sixty bucks to go to the movies? You must think I'm an ATM, girl." 

"Oh, it's just a 'movie'." 
"No dice, hon. I !mow it's one of those R-rated films filled with blood and 
decapitation." 

I groaned. "Oh, come on, Daddy! We saw The Passion of the Christ and 
that was R-rated. If you would just let me--" 

"No, Sheila. That's my final answer." 
"Dam, spit! I can't do any thing fun in the Big Apple." I went back to 

eating my dinner. Out the comer of my eye, I saw the elevator door open. A 
girl my age stepped out of the elevator. The girl walked over towards my 
family and 1. She then stopped at my table. The girl wore a uniform from my 
school and a white headscarf. My heart stopped dead when I recognized who 
the girl was. The girl was my friend, Mari. 

"Mari, what are you doing here?" I asked. Mari had in evil glance in her 
eyes. "I'm here to avenge the faith of Islam in the name of Allah," she said. 
The people in the restaurant jumped up and ran for the elevator. Jordan 
clanged on to Momma, as my daddy held on to his stake !mife. 

I got up out of my chair and went over to Mari. "Mari, you don't have to 
do this," I reasoned, 

Mari just laughed, bitterly. 
"Your pleas are dead to me. Denounce your faith and I shall let you live." 

I responded, "I can't do that. You're my best friend; think about what you're 
doing-" 

Mari took her hand and slapped me across the face. The force !mocked 
me down to the floor. "Sheila!" Momma cried. Daddy grabbed his stake 
knife and charged right at Mari. Mari opened up her school jacket. The last 
thing I saw was an orange flash. 

I found myself back in my bedroom. It was still dark. I began to cry at 
the thought about 9-11. On that day my class was supposed to go on a field 
trip to the Twin Towers, (or The Gemini Building as we sometimes used to 
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After my cousin left the room, I lay back on the bed and gazed up at the 
ceiling. I thought about what Ray had said about why he called me honey. 
Something in his voice meant he was hiding something from me. 

I sat up and got off of my bed. I went out my door and snuck downstairs. 
I first went into the kitchen, where I spotted Miss Carla making sandwiches 
and soup for lunch. Next to her on the counter was a huge plate of mega
sized chocolate chip cookies. I tried to take one of the cookies. Miss Carla 
caught me and smacked me on my hand. "Uh, un!" she warned. My hand 
still stung after she had popped me. 

I went out of the kitchen and went downstairs into the basement. Ray told 
Jordan and me that we were not allowed down in the basement. But I really 
wanted to see what it looked like down there. 

I looked around to see if anyone was watching me. When the coast was 
clear, I quietly opened the door to the basement. I went inside and tip-toed 
slowly down the steps. I reached the bottom steps, and was surprised at what 
I saw. It was a home office. There was a desk drawer with a laptop 
computer, a bookshelf filled with books, and two college degrees mounted 
on the wall. 

I walked over to the desk and spotted a picture of Ray and me as children 
sharing our first kiss together. I picked up the picture and touched the 
frame's glass covering. I saw the picture for a few seconds before i put it 
back down on the desk. 

"I've always loved that picture," A: voice gently said behind me. 
I turned around. There was Ray standing in front of me. 
"Hi," he said. 
"Oh, Ray. I didn't know you were down here," I said startled. 
"What are you doing down here?" 
I started playing innocent. "I was just looking around." 
Ray folded his arms across his chest. "You have no business sneaking 

around in my office," he said firmly. "I'll let it go this time; just don't let it 
happen again. Let's go." 

Ray took led me by the hand and led me up the steps. Along the way, he 
leaned over and whispered softly in my ear, "I bet all of the angels in heaven 
are jealous of you, because you are the most beautiful girl on Earth." 

I chuckled like a ten-year old girl out on a first date. I could not believe 
that my own cousin had flirted with me. 
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I chuckled like a ten-year old girl out on a first date. I could not believe 
that my own cousin had flirted with me. 
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After the hugs, kisses, playful nogies, and punches, Ray let us into his 
house. I saw Miss Carla. As always, she was still the same. Ray's house still 
looked the same since the last visit. I felt something rubbing against my leg. 
I looked down and saw a small gray tabby kitten. I bent down and scratched 
its ears. The kitten mewed with glee. "I never seen you here before, who are 
you?" I asked playfully. 
Jordan saw the kitten and asked to pet it. I gave it to him. 

Ray saw us and said, "I've seen you've found Smokie; she's very nice." 
Ray went over and petted the kitten. "Her name's Smokie. I've got her from 
the pouildjust yesterday. She's a sweetheart, aren't you girl?" "Hey, I need 
help with these bags!" Daddy called. Ray and I raced over to help.· 

Ray showed me upstairs to my bedroom. The room was next to my 
parents' room. Ray's house had four bedrooms, I was very lucky to get a 
bedroom of my own. 

When Ray and I were inside, I went over to the bed and sat down on the 
foot. 
"Is everything okay, honey?" Ray asked me. I looked at him and asked, 
"Why do you always call me 'honey'?" 

Ray took a moment and replied, "Because you're a sweet and good girl. 
Ever since you were a little baby, I've always dreamt of having a sister just 
like you. That's why I've call you 'honey'." 

"Oh. I see." 
"I'll be downstairs. Let me know if you need anything." 
After Ray left the room, I lay back on my bed and gazed up at the ceiling. I 

thought about what Ray had said about why he called me honey. 
Something in his voice meant that he was hiding something from me. 

I sat up and got off of my bed. I went out my door and snuck downstairs. 
I first went into the kitchen, where I spotted Miss Carla making sandwiches 
and soup for lunch. Next to her on the counter was a huge plate of chocolate 
chip cookies. I tried to take one of the cookies. Miss Carla caught me and 
smacked me on my hand. "Uh, un!" she warned. My hand still stung after 
she had popped me. 

I went out of the kitchen and went to the basement door. Ray once told 
Jordan andme that we were not allowed down in the basement. But I really 
wanted to see what it looked like down there. 
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school and a white headscarf. My heart stopped dead when 1 recognized who 
she was. The girl was my friend, Mari. 

"Mari, what are you doing here?" 1 asked. Mari had in evil glance in her 
eyes. "I'm here to avenge the faith of Islam in the name of Allah," she said. 
The people in the restaurant jumped up and ran for the elevator. Jordan 
clanged on to Momma, while Daddy held on to his stake knife. 

1 got up out of my chair and went over to Mari. "Mari, you don't have to 
do this," 1 reasoned. 

Mari just laughed, bitterly. 
"Your pleas are dead to me. Denounce your faith and 1 shall let you live." 

1 responded, "I can't do that. You're my best friend; think about what you're 
doing-" 

Mari took her hand and slapped me across the face. The force knocked 
me down to the floor. "Sheila!" Momma cried. Daddy grabbed his stake 
knife and charged right at Mari. Mari opened up her school jacket. The last 
thing 1 saw was an orange flash. 

1 found myself back in my bedroom. It was still dark. 1 began to cry at 
the thought about 9-11. On that day my class was supposed to go on a field 
trip to the Twin Towers, (or The Gemini Building as we sometimes used to 
call it.) For some reason, the buses that were supposed to take us never made 
it to the school. That was when we heard that the planes hit the two 
buildings. 1 still feel guilty that my friends and 1 lived while other people had 
to perish, to this day. 

After 1 finished crying, 1 got out of bed and went out of my bedroom 
door. 1 crept down the steps and went to my cousin's bedroom door. The 
sound of music was playing inside. 1 knocked on his door softly. 1 heard the 
volume turning down. "Come in," my cousin answered. 

1 opened the door and walked in. 1 saw Ray lying in bed with a book next 
to him. By the foot of his bed, 1 saw Smokie curled up in a ball on the rug, 
sleeping. Ray looked at me. "Hello, honey. Have you been crying?" "I just 
had a bad dream," 1 told him. "I see. Come sit down." 

1 went over to the side of his bed and sat down. Ray put his feet down on 
the floor and moved over to me. 1 told him about my nightmare. He sighed 
as he put his arm around my shoulder. 

"I believe some people are still afraid after what's been happening lately. 
1 haven't been watching much television since it's gotten too depressing. I 
wish things would be back to normal like they once were." 

"I do, too." 1 replied. "I hate the war that's been going on. Why can't 
people just selddle their problems over a game of chess." 
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present. When Ray saw the journal, he almost choked up. "Thank you, my 
honey," he said, hugging me. 

After the picnic wrapped up and the sky turned dark, Daddy led the 
caravan over to a parking lot behind a middle school. After Daddy parked 
the car, we got out. Mike, Mindy, Ray and Miss Carla joined us. I noticed a 
video camera attached to the side of the building. Daddy carried the firework 
under his arm and placed it down on the ground. The firework was red and 
shaped like an octagon. 

Daddy motioned Ray to come over. Ray walked over to him holding a 
lighter in his hand. Ray doesn't smoke, but he carries a lighter just in case of 
an emergency. We circled around Ray as he lit the fuse. We moved back as 
the fuse began to spark. There was an ear-splitting whistling sound along 
with shots of multi-colored showers bursting into the air like a volcano. 

We all panicked. 
"Let's get the hell out ofhere!" Daddy cried, dashing to the car. "Sheila, 

get your ass in the car, now!" Momma shouted at me. "Screw this; I'm out 
of here," Ray said. We all ran to our vehicles and got in. We drove like mad 
out of the parking lot and never looked back. 

/ 
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I was having dinner with my family in a restaurant on the top floor of the 
Empire State building. I saw other people in the restaurant just getting on 
with their lives. I looked at my daddy with a grin. 

"Daddy," I begin, "can you lend me sixty dollars for the movies on 
Saturday?" 

Daddy put down his fork. 
"Sixty bucks to go to the movies? You must think I'm an ATM, girl." 

"Oh, it's just a 'movie';''' 
"No dice, hon. I know it's one of those R-rated films filled with blood and 
decapitation. " 

I groaned. "Oh, come on, Daddy!·We saw The Passion of the Christ and 
that was R-rated. If you would just letme--" 

''No, Sheila. That's my final answer." 
"Dam, spit! I can't do any thing fun in the Big Apple." I went back to 

eating my dinner. Out the comer of my eye, I saw the elevator door open. A 
girl my age stepped out of the elevator. The girl walked over towards my 
family and 1. She then stopped at my table. The girl wore a uniform from my 
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I picked up one of the journals with two childlike cherub angels on the 
cover. One of the cherubs' was kissing the other. I held the book in my 
hands and opened it. The pages were blank from beginning to end, and smelt 
like honeysuckle and roses. I knew I had found the perfect gift for my 
COUSIn. 

My family and I arrived at the park in the rain. Momma found a bench 
under a wooden canopy. Miss Carla and Mike followed behind us carrying 
the food. Mike is Ray's brother and my other cousin. Mike came from Korea 
as a baby and was adopted. Mike called, "Hey, Sheila, could you give us a 
hand?" I rushed over to help. 

As I set the cake down on the picnic table, I saw Ray dashing out of the 
rain with a young woman. When they got under the canopy, Ray and the 
woman sat right down on the bench together. The woman wore a creamy 
pink dress with a white hat on her head. The woman took off her hat and 
gazed at me with her brown eyes. She was half- Asian and had short-cut 
brown hair. 

Ray looked at me and introduced the woman to me. 
"Sheila, I would like you to meet Mindy. She's my assonate and co-worker 
from the law firm I work at. Mindy, this is my Cousin Sheila." 
"It's nice to meet you, ma'am," I said kindheartedly. 

Mindy replied with a smile. "It's nice to meet you, Sheila. But you don't 
have to call me 'ma'am'. It just makes me feel old." 

"Okay." 
Mindy and I talked for a long time. I quickly found out that we both had a 

lot in common. I liked manga; she liked manga. I liked to draw and do art; 
so does she. In a heartbeat we became friends. We stopped talking when 
Mike lit the candles on the cake. We gather around Ray and sang Happy 
Birthday. We all cheered when Ray blew out all thirty candles on his cake. 

After the feast of food and cake, it was time for Ray to open up his 
presents. In my family's ritual, a member of the family with a birthday has 
to open up a present from the youngest member of the family. 

Ray opened up Jordan's present first. After seeing the seashell, Ray 
thanked my brother with a hug. My turn came up next. Ray unwrapped my 
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like honeysuckle and roses. I knew I had found the perfect gift for my 
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My family and I arrived at the park in the rain. Momma found a bench 
under a wooden canopy. Miss Carla and Mike followed behind us carrying 
the food. Mike is Ray's brother and my other cousin. Mike came from Korea 
as a baby and was adoptive. "Hey, Sheila, could you give us a hand?" he 
called. I rushed over to help. . 

As I set the cake down on the picnic table, I saw Ray dashing out of the 
rain with a young woman. When they got under the canopy, Ray and the 
woman sat right down on the bench together. The woman wore a creamy 
pink dress with a white hat on her head: The woman took off her hat and 
gazed at me with her brown eyes. She was half- Asian and had short-cut 
brown hair. 

Ray looked at me and introduced the woman to me. 
"Sheila, I would like you to meet Mindy. She's my assonate and co-worker 
from the law firm I work at. Mindy, this is my Cousin Sheila." 
"It's nice to meet you, ma'am," I said kindheartedly. 

Mindy replied with a smile. "It's nice to meet you, Sheila. But you don't 
have to call me 'ma'am'. It just makes me feel old." 

"Okay." 
Mindy and I talked for a long time. I quickly found out that we both had a 

lot in common. I liked manga; she liked manga. I liked to draw and do art; 
so does she. In a heartbeat we became friends. We stopped talking when 
Mike lit the candles on the cake. We gather around Ray and sang Happy 
Birthday. We all cheered when Ray blew out all thirty candles on his cake. 

After the feast of food and cake, it was time for Ray to open his presents. 
In my family's ritual, a member of the family with a birthday has to open up 
a present from the youngest member of the family. 

Ray opened up Jordan's present. He thanked Jordan and gave him a hug. 
My tum came up next. Ray unwrapped my present. When he saw the 
journal, he almost choked up. "Thank you, my love," he said, hugging me. 
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I woke up in the morning thinking about Ray and the kiss we had. It felt so 
strange for us to kiss that way. "Sheila, Breakfast!" Momma called from 
downstairs. I got out of bed and went downstairs. When I entered the 
kitchen, I was overcome with the spell of love when I saw Ray at the table 
with my parents and Jordan. 

"Morning, everyone," I said. I kissed Ray and my family before I sat right 
down next to Ray. "Well, I see someone got up on the right side of the bed," 
Daddy said with a smile. I sang a song for Ray: 

God bless you! 
On this day! 

Happy, happy birthday and many more! 

"Happy birthday, Ray," I said nicely. Miss Carla placed a plate of food 
and a glass of orange juice down on the table for me. "Well, I'm officially 
thirty years old today," Ray announced. Ray stood up and lifted up his 
coffee mug. "To thirty years of life. May I have many more years of go'od 
health!" My family and I lifted up our mugs and glasses and chinked them 
together. "To thirty years!" We chimed. 

"Let's have a picnic in the park," I suggested. Daddy put down his coffee 
mug on the table. "Didn't I just hear that it was going to rain today?" he 
questioned. "Daddy," I said kindly, "it would be nice to have a rainy day 
picnic for your nephew. He would love a picnic, would you, Cousin?" I 
batted my eyelashes at my cousin. A smile came across his face. "Okay, let's 
do it!" he finally replied. 

That afternoon Momma and Daddy drove Jordan and me to the dollar 
store to buy Ray a present. Inside the store, Daddy gave Jordan and me 
$5.50 a piece to spend. "Now I don't want you two to spend this money on 
anything foolish," he reminded us. "Get something that your cousin can use. 
Jordan, you stay with your sister and don't get lost. Don't take too long; Ray 
and Miss Carla are waiting for 'us back at the house." 

Jordan and I walked down the store aisles. In one aisle, Jordan found a 
huge china-blue crouch seashell. "Ray will like this," he awed. In the next 
aisle, we found a huge section of stationery. There were stickers, pens, 
pencils; everything you could imagine. A self full of books caught my eye. 
Above the books was a sign that read: 
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"Sheila, Breakfast!" Momma called from downstairs. I got out of bed 
and went downstairs. When I entered the kitchen, I was overcome with the 
spell of love when I saw Ray at the table with my parents and Jordan. 
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"Morning, everyone," I said. I kissed Ray and my family before I sat right 
down. I sat next to my cousin. "Well, I see someone got up on the right side 
of the bed," Daddy said with a smile. I sang a song for Ray: 

God bless you! 
On this day! 

Happy, happy birthday and many more! 

"Happy birthday, Ray," I said nicely. Miss Carla placed a plate of food 
and a glass of orange juice down on the table for me. "Well, I'm officially 
thirty years old today," Ray announced. Ray stood up and lifted up his 
coffee mug. "To thirty years of life. May I have many more years of good 
health!" My family and I lifted up our mugs and glasses and chinked them 
together. "To thirty years!" We chimed. 

"Let's have a picnic in the park," I suggested. Daddy put down his coffee 
mug on the table. "Didn't I just read in the paper that it was going to rain 
today?" he questioned. "Daddy," I said kindly, "it would be nice to have a 
rainy day picnic for your nephew. He would love a picnic, would you, 
Cousin Ray?" I fluttered my eyelashes at Ray. A smile came across his face. 
"Okay, let's do it!" he finally replied. 

That afternoon Momma and Daddy drove Jordan and me to the dollar 
store to buy Ray a present. Inside the store, Daddy gave Jordan and me 
$5.50 a piece to spend on a gift for Ray. ''Now I don't want you two to 
spend this money on anything foolish," he reminded us. "Get something that 
your cousin can use. Jordan, you stay with your sister and don't get lost. 
Don't take too long; Ray and Miss Carla are waiting for us back at the 
house." 

Jordan and I walked down the store aisles. In one aisle, Jordan found a 
huge china-blue crouch seashell. "Ray will like this," he awed. In the next 
aisle, we found a huge section of stationery. There were stickers, pens, 
pencils; everything you could imagine. A self full of books caught my eye. 
Above the books was a sign that read: 
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"Sure," I replied. 
When I said 'sure', Ray placed both his hands around my neck. He 

inhaled and exhaled and closed his eyes. He moved closer to my face. 
Before I could back out, I felt Ray's soft lips on mine. I closed my eyes as I 
felt myself sinking deeper into the sofa. The butterflies in my stomach had 
transformed into fireworks. I felt like I was in a blissful dream. 

When I opened my eyes, I found myself back in the den. I felt myself 
blushing. I saw Ray. He was red as a stoplight. 

"I think I should go back to bed," I said nervously. "I'll see you in the 
morning." I got up from the sofa and headed up the steps. Along the way, I 
heard Ray's voice calling, "G?odnight, my honey." I glanced at him once 
more. 

I went inside my bedroom and walked over to my bed. I collapsed right 
down, and happily smiled and sighed. My heart was filled with so much 
love and happiness, that I spirited right to sleep. I knew what the true 
meaning of 'kissing cousins' meant. I dreamt that I was flying in the starlit 
sky, holding my beloved's hand. 
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me. I laughed until my jaw hurt. "Stop it," I cried, sitting up. He stopped and 
waited for me to catch my breath. 

I folded my hands and placed them on my lap as Ray placed his book 
down on the coffee table. Like a brother, he asked me, "So, what do you 
want to talk about, kiddo?" 
I asked my cousin and asked him, "Why do you like me?" 
He took a moment to think. "I'm supposed to like you," he answered kindly. 
"There's nothing to be ashamed about the two of us being cousins. I'm 
White; you're half Black, it doesn't matter. We're still a family. I love you 
from head to toe." 

"I guess that makes sense," I said. 
Without a word, my cousin leaned over and kissed me on my forehead. 

"Goodnight," I said, getting up. As I headed up the steps, Ray called for 
me to come back. I went back to the sofa and sat down. I saw Ray's hands 
trembling as he took off his glasses and set them on the coffee table. 

"Can I kiss you?" he asked me nervously. 
"Sure," I replied. 
When I said 'sure', Ray placed both his hands around my neck. He 

inhaled and exhaled and closed his eyes. He moved closer to my face. 
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eyes as I felt myself sinking deeper into the sofa. The butterflies in my 
stomach had transformed into fireworks. I felt like I was in a blissful dream. 

When I opened my eyes, I found myself back in the den. I felt myself 
blushing. I saw Ray, and on his face, he was red as a stoplight. 

"I think I should go back to bed," I said nervously. "I'll see you in the 
morning." I got up from the sofa and headed up the steps. Along the way, I 
heard Ray's voice calling, "Goodnight, my honey." I glanced at him once 
more. 

I went inside my bedroom and walked over to my bed. I collapsed right 
down, and happily smiled and sighed. My heart was filled with so much 
love and happiness, that I spirited right to sleep. I know knew what the true 
meaning of 'kissing cousins' meant. I dreamt that I was flying in the starlit 
sky, holding my beloved's hand. 

3 

I woke up in the morning thinking about Ray and the kiss we had. It felt so 
strange for us to kiss each other that way. 



8 

me. I laughed until my jaw hurt. "Stop it," I cried, sitting up. He stopped and 
waited for me to catch my breath. 

I folded my hands and placed them on my lap as Ray placed his book 
down on the coffee table. Like a brother, he asked me, "So, what do you 
want to talk about, kiddo?" 
I asked my cousin and asked him, "Why do you like me?" 
He took a moment to think. "I'm supposed to like you," he answered kindly. 
"There's nothing to be ashamed about the two of us being cousins. I'm 
White; you're half Black, it doesn't matter. We're still a family. I love you 
from head to toe." 

"I guess that makes sense," I said. 
Without a word, my cousin leaned over and kissed me on my forehead. 

"Goodnight," I said, getting up. As I headed up the steps, Ray called for 
me to come back. I went back to the sofa and sat down. I saw Ray's hands 
trembling as he took off his glasses and set them on the coffee table. 

"Can I kiss you?" he asked me nervously. 
"Sure," I replied. 
When I said 'sure', Ray placed both his hands around my neck. He 

inhaled and exhaled and closed his eyes. He moved closer to my face. 
Before I could back out, I felt my cousin's soft lips on mine. I closed my 
eyes as I felt myself sinking deeper into the sofa. The butterflies in my 
stomach had transformed into fireworks. I felt like I was in a blissful dream. 

When I opened my eyes, I found myself back in the den. I felt myself 
blushing. I saw Ray, and on his face, he was red as a stoplight. 

"I think I should go back to bed," I said nervously. "I'll see you in the 
morning." I got up from the sofa and headed up the steps. Along the way, I 
heard Ray's voice calling, "Goodnight, my honey." I glanced at him once 
more. 

I went inside my bedroom and walked over to my bed. I collapsed right 
down, and happily smiled and sighed. My heart was filled with so much 
love and happiness, that I spirited right to sleep. I know knew what the true 
meaning of 'kissing cousins' meant. I dreamt that I was flying in the starlit 
sky, holding my beloved's hand. 

3 

I woke up in'the morning thinking about Ray and the kiss we had. It felt so 
strange for us to kiss each other that way. 



8 

The movie was postponed and Momma made me help Ray clean up the 
mess I've made. As I swept, I gave Ray a sly smile and looked at him. "I can 
be a bit klutzy sometimes." Ray chuckled. "So you say?" "Yep. I couldn't 
even shoot a basket to save my life, and I'm tall." 

Ray put the dustpan down on the floor and went over to me. He took my 
hand and stopped me from sweeping. I looked at him and felt myself 
growing weak. "I don't think of you as a klutz at all," he concluded. Then he 
softly said, "I think of you as a teenage clown. I believe you are the most 
wonderful young woman who was ever sent from above." 

I saw a meaning glance in Ray's blue eyes. Ray's eyes were beautiful. 
As I looked into them, I felt my soul going inside of them. They were the 
eyes of an angel. As I held his hand, I felt thousands of butterflies slow 
dancing inside of my stomach and soul. I had fallen in love with my dearest 
COUSIn. 

I had trouble falling asleep that night. So, I got out of bed and went out 
of my bedroom. I crept pass my parents' bedroom and went downstairs. 
When I got to the bottom of the steps, I saw Rayon the sofa, reading a book. 
Like a Ninja, I quietly snuck up behind him, placed my hand on his 
shoulder, and cried 'Boo'. Ray jumped and quickly turned around. 

"Sheila. You startled me," he gasped. "I thought you were a burglar." Ray 
grabbed me and threw over across the sofa. I laughed as he began to tickle 
me. I laughed until my jaw hurt. "Stop it," I cried, sitting up. He stopped and 
waited for me to catch my breath. 

I folded my hands and placed them on my lap as Ray placed his book 
down on the coffee table. Like a brother, he asked knowingly, "So, what do 
you want to talk about, kiddo?" 
I asked him, "Why do you like me?" 
He took a moment to think and kindly answered, "I'm supposed to like you. 
There's nothing to be ashamed about the two of us being cousins. I'm 
White; you're Milano. It doesn't matter. We're still a family. I love you 
from head to toe." 

"I guess that makes sense," I said. 
Without a word, Ray leaned over and kissed me on my forehead. 

"Goodnight," I said, getting up. As I headed up the steps, Ray called for 
me to come back. I went back to the sofa and sat down. I saw Ray's hands 
trembling as he took off his glasses and set them on the coffee table. 

"Can I kiss you?" he asked me nervously. 
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