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Chapter 1

£/ h, no! Oh, God!”

The 38-caliber gun felt like a hard cold slab of ice
as it slid out of her hand and onto the dining room’s
plush carpet. She stood a few feet behind him in a trance
as she watched him fall to the kitchen floor face down
with such an arduous thud, that the sound seemed to
resonate in her ears. Her strength left her as she fell on
her knees and crawled to his limp body.

The blood spilled from his back onto the kitchen floor,
and in her effort to reach him, she’d gotten the sticky
fluid all over her hands and knees.

“Oh, my God! I can’t believe I killed him!” she
screamed in agony as she stared at the bright red sub-
stance on her hands and watched in horror as it oozed
from his body. Her mind went into instant replay, dis-
playing the moments of intense frustration she’d felt just
moments before she shot him.

The woman had nervously fumbled in her purse as
tears streamed down her face. She retrieved the gun she
had recently purchased, and as he turned to walk out of



2 Marilyn Mayo Anderson

the room, laughing maliciously, she frantically pointed
the gun at him and fired. It happened as quickly as a
blink.

"Honey, I didn’t mean to do this to you,” she sobbed.
“Ijust wanted to stop you from hurting me. Help, please.
Somebody help me!”

Sheena bolted up in the bed as she heard herself scream-
ing. It was 3:31 a.m. She looked over at her husband, Jason,
as he sat up abruptly in bed and turned over to look at her.

“Sheena, baby, are you okay?” Jason inquired. This
had been the third time in less than a month that Sheena
had woken up screaming. “What nightmare did you have
this time?”

Sheena refused to share the dreams with him before,
but this time, she felt led to do so, believing that after the
third time, the dream might have a significant message.

“I had the same dream as before, Jason. It was about
you. You were lying on the floor dead in a pool of blood,
bleeding from a gunshot wound in your back.”

“Oh? What happened? Who would want to kill me,”
he joked. ”And who'd shoot me in the back of all things?”
He tried to humor Sheena as he held her in his arms.
“Did you see who killed me?”

“I did it; at least the woman looked like me.” Sheena
replied as she shivered while pulling the covers up over
her. “It was horrible, Jason. You kept provoking me, and
I became so angry that I shot you in the back when you
walked away from me.”

Jason roared with laughter. “Sheena, baby, you know
that you couldn’t hurt a fly.” He kissed her on the cheek
as he held her in his arms. “Try to go back to sleep, baby.
You'll be alright; it was just another bad dream.”

There was a soft knock on the door. "Momma, may we
come in?” Joseph asked. “We heard you screaming.”
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The children entered the room before Sheena or Jason
could answer.

”Are you okay?” Jeremiah inquired. They ran, jumped
on the bed and hugged Sheena while they looked suspi-
ciously at Jason.

“I'm fine, babies,” Sheena assured them as she hugged
and kissed Joseph, Jeremiah, and Jessica. “I just had an-
other terrible dream and I woke up screaming from it.
I’'m going to be okay.”

“Are you s-sure, Momma?” Joseph, the older son
asked, his voice cracking from being upset. He peered at
his father with skeptical eyes.

“I'm sure, honey. Go back to bed now; it will be time to
get up and go to school soon and you guys need to get
your proper rest.”

Jason smiled at his two sons and daughter. “Your
momma’s fine, guys. She just had another bad dream.
I’'m not going to let anything happen to her; you guys
can go back to bed now.”

He hugged the boys after he gave them a soft thump
on their heads. Eight-year-old Joseph and Jeremiah,
identical twins, walked slowly back to their room, glanc-
ing back at Sheena for reassurance.

“It’s okay guys, I'm fine,” she said.

Five-year-old Jessica was curled up in her mother’s
arms. Jason walked around to Sheena’s side of the bed
and picked Jessica up and kissed her. “Come on, baby
girl, it’s time for you to go back to bed. Momma’s gonna
be all right.”

Jessica wrapped her arms around Jason’s neck as he
carried her off to bed. “Daddy, don’t let Momma have
any more bad dreams, okay?”

“I won’t, sweetheart,” he told her as he rubbed her
back while walking out of the room.
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* * %

After tucking Jessica in bed, Jason walked across the
hall to check on the boys. They were sitting up in their
beds talking, but immediately clammed up when he en-
tered the room.

“What's up, guys? You're supposed to be sleeping, not
talking.” Jason walked to Jeremiah'’s bed and tucked him
in and then to Joseph’s bed to tuck him in.

Joseph, who was the more outgoing of the twins,
looked intently at his father. “Daddy, can I ask you some-
thing?”

“Sure, son; you know you can ask me anything.”

Joseph glanced at Jeremiah and cleared his throat.
“Daddy, did you...hit Mommy? Is that why she was
screaming?”

Jason was astounded by his son’s question. He sat
down on the bed beside him. ”],” Jason called Joseph by
his nickname, “I want you to listen to me, and listen
good. I would never ever hit your mother. She means too
much to me. Besides, it’s not right for a man to hurt a
woman. That’s something that you don’t ever have to worry
about; okay, son?” He walked back to Jeremiah’s bed and
assured him of the same thing. He looked across the
room at Joseph. “What made you ask something like
that, J?”

”After we went to bed, we heard you talking real loud
at Momma like you were mad. We woke up when we heard
Momma screaming, so we thought you had hit her.”

“Son, I'm sorry you guys heard that. All parents argue
sometimes, but I would never do anything that mean to
your mother.” Jason looked at Jeremiah. “Okay, JJ?”

Jason came home from work later and later each night.
He became angry with Sheena when she questioned him
about his whereabouts. After Jason lied about working
late, Sheena informed him that she’d called his office sev-
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eral times, and he didn’t answer. Jason got angry and ac-
cused her of nagging him so much, that he purposely, ig-
nored her phone calls, so he could finish his work.

JJ, nickname for Jeremiah, looked at his father and nod-
ded his head, indicating that he understood. Joseph, on
the other hand, just looked at Jason with a blank stare on
his face, one that Jason couldn’t interpret.

“Alright guys, lights out. Goodnight; I'll see you in the
morning, okay?” Joseph’s question reminded Jason of
himself when he was that age. Only, he didn’t suspect that
his father hit his mother; it was a fact.

On Jason’s way back to their room, he sat on the chair
in the hallway and hung his head down, remembering
how helpless he felt when his mother tried to comfort
him after his father had loudly cursed her out, and sec-
onds later, he heard her scream from the hard licks. She
often came into his room afterward with tears standing
in her eyes as she rocked him back and forth in her arms,
trivializing the incident by saying, “It's okay, baby.
Daddy had a bad day, but he’ll be all right in the morn-
ing.”

Even now, Jason was still amazed at the way his mother
pretended everything was fine. His father was now 73
years old, and had professed salvation, but a part of
Jason still hated him for what he had done to his mother.

Having lived that nightmare had such an impact on
Jason that he vowed to never lay a finger on a woman.
He walked back in their bedroom where Sheena was sit-
ting up waiting for him.

“Are the kids all right?” she asked him as he turned
the lights out.

“I guess so. You'll never believe what J asked me.” He
shared the conversation with her.

“Humph, I’'m not surprised he asked you that.”

“Why? You know I would never hit you, Sheena.”
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“Think about it. The way you were raising that bari-
tone voice of yours at me tonight, what else would they
think? You need to learn how to speak to me in a decent
manner, no matter what issues you have with me. And
frankly, Jason, I'm not going to tolerate your behavior
anymore. Your mother may have been a sucker for your
father, but don’t take my meekness for weakness. That
dream I had may become a reality one of these days.”

Jason looked at Sheena and smirked, replying sarcasti-
cally, “Sheena, I'm shaking in my boots. You don’t have
the nerve to shoot me or anybody else, with your saved,
Holy Ghost filled self.”

“I am saved, but being saved doesn’t mean that I'm
skittish. If you keep disrespecting me the way you do,
you are going to find out just how courageous I am.”

“I know you aren’t scary, Sheena. I just thought I'd
humor you to relieve you of the stress of the nightmares
you’'ve been having.”

“Those nightmares were scary though. God forbid they
come true.”

“Do you want to talk about it?” He pulled her into his
arms.

“I guess so. Are you sure you want to know?”

“Baby, you don’t need to keep these dreams to your-
self. Like you said, they may have some meaning behind
them.”

“I hope not, but in the past I've had dreams that came
true. It’s like the Lord is warning me about things in my
future.”

As she proceeded to tell him about her dreams, Jason
looked at Sheena dubiously. Jason believed the church
Sheena attended had turned into a cult. He was con-
vinced they had brain washed her with scriptures they
had misquoted from the Bible. “I don’t think there’s any-
thing to the dreams. I think you are under a lot of stress
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by working, taking care of the children, and going to
church. Why don’t you consider quitting your job? You
know I'll take care of you, and you don’t have to be at
that church every time the doors swing open.”

Sheena was dismayed by Jason’s lack of concern for her
feelings. “I can’t believe how callous your heart is some-
times. You should be just as concerned as [ am about these
dreams. After all, they could have a significant effect on
your life.”

“The only significance those dreams have is that they
are a manifestation of the stress you’re under from work-
ing with those children everyday.”

“If I am under any stress, it comes from you and your
erratic behavior. You must be out of your mind if you
think I'm going to quit my job. And as far as church is
concerned, I don’t go enough, if you ask me. I need to
start going to Bible Study on Wednesday nights. You
need to start going to church, too, and give your life to
Christ.”

Nothing irritated Jason more than when Sheena ad-
monished him about getting his life right with God. "I've
confessed salvation and I'm just as saved as you are. You
need to get a grip and pay more attention to your man;
that’s your problem.”

“Right, blame me for your ill behavior. So you have
confessed salvation? If that were true, you wouldn’t get
angry every time I mentioned church, or God, and espe-
cially scriptures from the Bible.”

“I'm just as saved as you are; only I'm not judgmen-
tal.”

“"How am I judgmental?”

“For one thing, you criticize everything I do.”

“How do I criticize you, Jason? I only try to encourage
you every chance I get.”

“You whine because I don’t go to church. "You need to
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read the Bible,”” he mocked. “ "Why don’t you pray
sometimes, Jason?” Sometimes you sound like a broken
record. You're a judgmental snob.”

“Jason, I'm not a snob and you know it. I certainly
don’t judge you; I just want my husband to draw nigh to
God, that’s all.”

“I am nigh to Him.” Jason softened his tone a little. “I
would love to get close to my wife too.” He pulled her close
to him and attempted to caress her but Sheena looked at
him like he had the plague. When she didn’t respond, he
growled, “This is exactly what I'm talking about; you're
always quoting scriptures, but you don’t abide by them.
Where's my due benevolence, Sheena?”

Frowning, Sheena said, “What are you talking about?”

“You need to familiarize yourself with 1 Corinthians 7:3.
It states: ‘Let the husband render unto the wife due benev-
olence; and likewise also the wife unto the husband.””

Sheena stared at Jason incredulously. “It’s strange how
men seem to know that scripture, if they don’t know any-
thing else in the Bible.”

Jason turned his back to her, pouting like an angry child,
pulling the covers off of her and pretended to go to sleep.

Sheena sat in bed uncovered, glaring at Jason momen-
tarily. She had an urge to snatch the covers back off of
him and then kick him off the bed. Instead, she moved
closer to the edge of the king sized bed and curled up in
the fetal position.

If only you knew how often lately [ have contemplated
killing you, Sheena thought. You don’t hit me, but the in-
fidelity hurts just as bad. She instantly became convicted
and prayed silently. Lord, forgive me for harboring evil
thoughts about killing my husband. I am tired of him dis-
respecting me, though, Lord. She whispered, “Please show
me what to do, Jesus. [ can’t take this anymore.”
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