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CHAPTER 1

George leaned back in his lawn chair as he sat behind his small mansion at the top 
of the hill located in the mountains of Arizona. Sipping on his glass of ice tea, he peered out 
over the beauty of GodÕs creation before him as he pondered the past several years.

So much had changed and so comparatively quickly, he thought. Seven years 
previous to this, he and his wife Juanita, had been a young thirtyish praise and worship 
leadership team for their church.

NowÉ

He grunted to himself and smile at the thought of the many changes. Now he was a 
full fledged polygamist with four wives!

No! He was not a Mormon although many would assume that he was. ÒTake no 
thought for tomorrow,Ó he muttered to himself, Òfor thou knowest not what a day may 
bring forthÓ.



Closing his eyes, he enjoyed a cool breeze that suddenly brushed past him. As he 
did, he heard the laughter of his firstborn son, a toddler.

ÒCharlie!Ó he called out. ÒCome here my man.Ó The toddler laughed as he quickly 
paddled his little feet to move his body toward his dad.

As he reached the side of the chair, George placed his glass down and scooped him 
up in his arms and lifted him high over his head. The child giggled and kicked his legs in 
glee as the proud father gazed upon his miracle from God. Gently lowering the child into 
his lap, he gazed lovingly into the ladÕs eyes. The boy had olive colored skin, curly black 
eyes, and wore a tremendous smile which fully showed his eight front teeth and the dimple 
in his cheek.

His third wifeÕs son was his first, but there were now two other children on the 
way, not to mention the two boys Judy had in a previous marriage.

He drew the child close to his chest, hugged him and kissed him on the forehead.

ÒMuscles!Ó, the boyÕs mother called out. ÒDo you have Charlie,Ó she inquired as 
she exited the rear door of the house and headed towards George?

ÒYeah, IÕve got him,Ó he yelled out. ÒCome on out and join us.Ó

Shawanda moved quickly to a position behind the husband of the family and began 
to massage his shoulders.

Grabbing her right hand with his, he turned his head as he lifted it and kissed the 
back of her hand. It was a small gesture, but a meaningful one. It said, without saying, he 
loved the mother of his child, and right now, all was peaceful in the world.

Placing the child on his left knee, he guided Shawanda around with a gentle tug on 
her hand and placed her on his right knee.

As they gazed out at the beauty of the setting sun, Betty, his fourth wife brought a 
plate of freshly baked chocolate chip cookies.

George and Shawanda each had a cookie. As George fed a part of his to his son, 
Shawanda spoke to her heavier-set sister wife.

ÒThanks hun,Ó she began. ÒThat is so thoughtful of you.Ó She expressed her 
appreciation and then bit down on the delicious dessert delight.

George reflected quietly within himself. Those two initially fought like wild cats 
verbally. Now they enjoyed a camaraderie that few women had. At one time, they had been 
extremely jealous of each other. Now, they were like sisters.



ÒGod is a great God,Ó he whispered aloud.

Betty sat on the grass near their husbandÕs feet, near her husbandÕs right leg and 
leaned against it as she also took from the plate of cookies that had now been placed on the 
soft napkin on the ground.

He was a blessed man, rich in many ways. God had given him a great family. This 
he thought to himself was his greatest treasure, and yet, no banker or accountant would 
consider them an asset. Even a sociologist would only consider them a liability. ÒHow 
different is GodÕs economy than manÕs,Ó he muttered aloud?

The sun descended half way behind the horizon, and all is right with the world. He 
had no way of suspecting that that peace was about to be shattered!

CHAPTER 2

The sun finished its descent behind a mountain. The sky began to grow darker. Just 
as the first twinkling of the stars began to shine, a call from the house that dinner was being 
served was being made.

Shawanda bounced up from GeorgeÕs knee and grabbed her sister wife by her two 
hands to assist her to her feet. Betty now struggled not only because of her own extra 
weight, but was now also carrying a baby within her womb.

George rose and threw the little man as he often called the boy over his shoulder. 
He had named his son after Charles Okiny, the African from Kenya who had brought him 
into the truth regarding polygamy. Shawanda then went to GeorgeÕs right side and put her 
arm around his waist as Betty did the same from his left side. As they marched toward the 
house, George smiled within himself as he thought of a couple of years back when Betty 
had first come into the family when there had been bickering and verbal fights and the 
turmoils that it had caused. Now, though, things were entirely different. Now, he and all of 
his wives lived peacefully together.

GeorgeÕs rich prayer life often included simple whispers of Òthank youÓ to the 
Almighty. Indeed he was a blessed man.

Just as they were about to reach the back door, something happened.

ÒOh,Ó Betty screamed out in obvious pain as she slumped to the ground grabbing at 
her abdomen. ÒOh,, oh, Jesus help me,Ó she cried out!

ÒWhat is it,Ó George demanded to know as he quickly slang little Charles off his 
shoulders and thrust him into ShawandaÕs arms?

Kneeling down and grabbing her by the shoulders, he looked into her eyes and saw 



terror looking back at him.

ÒIÕll call 9-1-1,Ó Shawanda yelled over her shoulder as she dashed towards the 
house.

ÒNo,Ó George said in a panic. ÒItÕll take too long for them to get here. IÕll drive her 
to the hospital.Ó

ÒWhat is it,Ó Juanita demanded to know as she rushed toward the commotion?

ÒWhere are the keys to the van?Ó Shawanda demanded to know?

ÒUh, uhÉÓ Juanita stuttered as she tried to think.

ÒLook on the kitchen cabinet next to the sink,Ó she called after her as Shawanda 
continued to move.

ÒWhatÕs going on?!Ó Judy questioned realizing  that something was greatly wrong?

ÒItÕs Betty,Ó Shawanda yelled out as she continued to move after swooping up the 
keys from the counter and passing off little Charles to Judy. ÒSomethingÕs wrong!Ó She 
yelled over her shoulder as she headed out to the front door and towards the van which was 
one of several vehicles owned by the Meadows family.

As Shawanda started up the vehicle, she saw George and Juanita helping Betty 
toward the van.

Still, she was in obvious pain. Something had obviously gone wrong with the 
pregnancy. They could guess at but what?

And they all wondered what would become of her while they were driving that long 
rough road into town toward the hospital.

CHAPTER 3

George loaded Betty into the back of the van as he barked orders to his wives.

ÒShawandaÓ, he called out. ÒYou stay here with Judy and keep the kids.Ó

ShawandaÕs eyes widened as he was already in the driverÕs seat and had the engine 
running. Her mouth opened as if to protest, but she closed it again and relinquuished her 
position.

ÒJuanita, you drive.Ó George ordered.



His first wife who was also three months pregnant got behind the steering wheel of 
the vehicle and put it into reverse even as George and Betty settled into the back seat.

Despite the emergency, George almost smiled within himself at the well-oiled 
machine that his family had become. It had taken years to get to this point, but now he 
enjoyed seeing the complete compliance to his commands. The discipline and obedience his 
wives displayed was exemplary and something few families with plural wives ever 
achieved.

Looking about, George saw a small quantity of water left in a container of bottled 
water. Quickly pulling out his handkerchief out of his back pocket, he doused the cloth 
with water and wiped his fourth wifeÕs face with it. She still moaned with pain but tried to 
look up and give a faint smile in appreciation of his gesture.

Even as the vehicle bounced along on the rough and winding road, as it worked its 
way down the mountain towards the hospital in the town below, GeorgeÕs mind flashed 
back to the previous years and things he and his wives had learned. He thought of his good 
friend and mentor Charles Okiny who had first made him aware of the acceptability of 
plural marriage. George, like most Americans, had assumed it was a grievous sin in the 
sight of God. Now, some seven years later, George was the beneficiary of several wives 
which made him truly a rich man.

ÒWatch out!Ó he screamed out as he saw a deer dart toward the road from the trees 
ahead.

ÒI see it,Ó Juanita responded as she braked to make sure she did not collide with the 
animal.

GeorgeÕs mind raced back to the discipline and respect that CharlesÕ wives had 
shown their husband and how he had sought CharlesÕ wisdom on how such respect and 
obedience was achieved in marriage.

ÒThe Word, the Word, the Word,Ó Charles had repeated three times. ÒAll the 
answers are in the Word of God!Ó He had said simply.

This had made George an ardent student of GodÕs Word. Now, he too realized the 
importance and necessity of knowing and following GodÕs commands in the Bible.

ÒBe wise as serpents and harmless as doves,Ó he muttered aloud to himself.

ÒWhat?Ó Juanita asked having heard him say something but not hearing exactly 
what it was.

As she glanced back, George saw a car speeding their direction coming over the 
hill. The oncoming carÕs headlights were bright and blinded JuanitaÕs eyes as she looked 
again.



ÒLook out!Ó George screamed.

CHAPTER 4

Juanita slammed on the brakes and steered toward the edge of the road. Hitting the 
gravel, the van slid sideways towards the trees on the embankment.

Fortunately, they reached a complete stop only inches from a huge pine tree as the 
other vehicle buzzed past them down the center of the road.

ÒOh É UhÉ Oh...!Ó Betty moaned. ÒPlease donÕt do that again,Ó she muttered 
through clinched teeth.

ÒHold on sugar plum,Ó George encouraged her. ÒWe are about half way there,Ó he 
noted as he saw the approximate place within the journey.

Meanwhile, back at the Meadows mansion, Shawanda and Judy engaged in serious 
prayer for their sister wife.

JudyÕs boys, Abraham and Isaac, who were now ten and twelve years old, also 
joined them in the den for prayer.

The boys had come a long way by the time she had met George. George had 
learned from his friend Charles Okiny to apply some African discipline, after noting that 
African children tended to be much more docile and obedient than their American 
counterparts.

ÒWhy?Ó George had asked.

ÒBecause we cane them,Ó Charles had answered simply.

ÒYou what?!Ó George had reacted incredulously.

ÒWe cane them! We whip them.Ó He said again as naturally as if he said they 
change the babyÕs diapers.

ÒBut that is abuse!Ó George had protested.

ÒWho told you that?!Ó Charles had laughed.

ÒEveryone knows,Ó George had begun.

ÒEveryone in America you mean my friend?Ó Charles chuckled as he went on to 
expose the false doctrine of abuse perpetuated in America.



ÒWhat does the Bible say?Ó Charles had asked.

ÒIt says,Ó he had gone out without waiting for an answer. ÒHe that loveth his son 
chasteneth him many times.Ó

ÒIt says, chasten thy son while there is hope, and let not thy soul spare for his 
crying.

It says the blueness of a wound cleanses away evil; so do stripes the inward parts 
of the belly which is the soul,Ó Charles emphasized as he added the verse Proverbs 20:30.

ÒIt says further,Ó he went onÉ ÒTrain up a child in the way he should go, and when 
he is old, he will not depart from it. Look up Proverbs 22:6 if you donÕt believe me.

It says further in Proverbs 22:15, ÒFoolishness is bound in the heart of a child, but 
the rod of correction will drive it far from him. AndÉÓ He had paused as he looked in his 
friend GeorgeÕs eyes before going on with the Scripture. ÒIt says: withhold not correction 
from a child; for if thou beatest him with the rod, he shall not die. Thou shall beat him with 
a rod and deliver his soul from hell.

ÒButÉÓ George started to interject, but Charles had interrupted him.

ÒBut most Americans believe more in being politically correct than they believe in 
obeying the Bible,Ó he had said.

George had taken his words to heart. Now he had disciplined young boys in the 
house -- Boys that would generally obey, and boys that would pray when necessary.

ÒTake it easy honey babe, weÕre almost there,Ó Charles said as he looked down at 
Betty in her slumped position.

Her eyes closed, and she seemed to be going unconscious.

ÒCome on babe! Stay with me. Stay with me!Ó George yelled at her!

CHAPTER 5

They traveled nearly nine miles and had only one to go.

ÒStay awake honey bun,Ó George yelled again. ÒWeÕre almost there!Ó

As the vehicle took the final curve, Juanita could see the lights of the town below of 
which the hospital was located in the very center.



ÒLord Jesus. Help us,Ó George prayed.

There were three traffic lights to pass through before reaching the critical 
destination. The first was green, and they sailed right through it.

As he lifted Betty up again to keep her awakened and eyes open, he saw them 
approach the next traffic light. It had turned yellow, but the van was only a few yards away, 
so Juanita stepped on the gas and sped through it.

ÒOne more light,Ó George breathed, but it turned red before they could get there. 
Nevertheless, Juanita stepped on the gas and sped through it anyway since she saw no cars 
around.

ÒAaarrrrrrr!Ó The roar of the policemanÕs siren blasted in their ears. George looked 
back out the rear door window as Juanita looked up in her rear view mirror and began to 
touch the brakes.

ÒNo!Ó George yelled to her as he turned his head quickly to face her. ÒKeep going.Ó 
He yelled. Obediently, Juanita slammed her foot on the gas peddle again and increased the 
distance between the policemanÕs vehicle and her own.

The policeman then also sped up.

As he closed the gap, they came to the point where Juanita had to turn to make it to 
the hospital. As she slowed a bit to make the turn, the policeman almost slammed into their 
rear.

Fortunately, he was able to brake fast enough to avoid a collision, but not enough to 
make the turn.

ÒOne hundred yards,Ó George yelled. ÒKeep on going to the emergency doors, and 
weÕll deal with the law after we get her in.Ó

Juanita expertly swung the side of the van around towards the emergency doors. 
George hopped out and then pulled his fourth wife from the van who was now barely 
conscious, but still in much pain.

ÒStop!Ó The officer of the law yelled as he braked his car and swung open his door.

ÒStop!Ó He yelled again.

ÒFor GodÕs sake, canÕt he see this is an emergency?Ó George moaned as he ignored 
the officer and continued to move toward the emergency room door.

ÒPow!Ó A shot rang out!



CHAPTER 6

Everyone froze in their tracks for a moment. The shot was obviously placed straight 
up in the air as a warning shot. Still, George had a hard time believing that any policeman 
could be such an idiot as to shoot a gun unnecessarily near a hospital.

George allowed his wife Juanita to shift under BettyÕs left arm to support her as he 
slowly turned with his hands now raised.

The young police officer, who looked like a teenager to George but must have been 
in his early twenties, now stood aiming his gun directly at George as he held up both hands 
as he had been trained to do.

George clinched his jaw teeth for a moment and said nothing.

ÒGet over against the van and spread Ôem,Ó the young officer yelled.

George slowly complied as he didnÕt want what he considered a nervous kid to 
make a mistake.

Meanwhile, Juanita rolled her eyes toward the heavens and then continued to move 
slowly with Betty toward the hospital doors.

ÒHold it I said!Ó the officer yelled out, surprised that anyone would disobey his 
orders.

A rage filled Juanita as she heard her sister wife moan and felt her weight begin to 
sink toward the ground.

ÒMy God! Can you be such a stupid fool as to pull a gun on a poor, pregnant, and 
sick woman?!Ó She cried out at him!

ÒIf you want to shoot somebody that bad, go ahead and do it!Ó she yelled!

George was surprised by his wifeÕs boldness and a bit ashamed that he hadnÕt said 
it himself. Yet, he knew that a kid with a gun, even with a badge, could be a dangerous 
thing.

Juanita continued to march Betty in tiny steps toward the doors. The officer began 
to follow taking larger steps and drawing closer to them. Apparently, still angry at being 
disobeyed, he passed by George as he neared the ladies.

Once the officerÕs back was to him, he quickly sprang into action.



Quietly, he tip toed quickly behind the officer and upon reaching him, he reached 
around and knocked his gun arm up into the air.

ÒPow!Ó Another round went off as his hand was flung up unexpectantly. George 
then spun the officer around and hit him with a right cross as hard as he could. The officer 
fell to the ground unconscious like a sack of potatoes. Quickly, George reached down, 
grabbed the gun and flung it into the nearby bushes.

ÒLetÕs get inside ladies,Ó he said as he moved to BettyÕs other side to assist her.

As they moved inside, they were passed by a security guard on his way out.

Before the doors closed behind them, George heard the officerÕs frantic backup call. 
ÒOfficer down. Needs backup and assistance!Ó

CHAPTER 7

George knew that that call meant he would soon be arrested by a police officer. 
Nevertheless, he could not concern himself with that now. His present and most urgent task 
was to get Betty into the hands of the medical emergency personnel.

ÒHelp! Help!Ó He yelled out as they entered the lobby of the emergency room. A 
worker behind the desk picked up the phone and said something into it. Then momentarily, 
two orderlies rushed out with a gurney and placed Betty on it and began to whisk her 
behind two automatic double doors, where there were doctors, nurses and medical staff.

Now would come the questions. George remained to answer them as Juanita stayed 
with Betty and disappeared along with her into the other sections of the hospital.

ÒSir, you can have a seat so I can get some information please,Ó the girl behind the 
desk said.

This was a dreaded time for George. Yet, it was necessary to get Betty the medical 
help she obviously needed.

ÒSir, can you give me the name and address of the patient you have just brought 
in?Ó The efficient clerk began as she barely looked up and prepared to enter the information 
into her computer. ÒHer name is Beatrice,Ó George began. He paused and then gave her 
BettyÕs maiden last name. He winced as he knew what some of the coming questions 
would be.

Address? Phone number? Is she married or single? That was one of the dreaded 
questions.

Of course, in reality and before God, she was married. She was his fourth wife. 



Yet, in a predominately Òmonogamy onlyÓ society, he could not just say that.

They had determined some time ago that they had to answer questions in a legal 
context which people could understand.

ÒSheÕs not married,Ó he answered. It was true in the legal sense. He had never 
legally married her. That was the question the clerk was really asking, he thought. He gave 
the correct LEGAL answer. Even so, he knew that the correct legal answer would result in 
another embarrassing question.

ÒSheÕs expecting, is that right? And who is the father of the child?Ó He hated trying 
to give answers to such things. ÒYes sheÕs expecting. SheÕs about six months along,Ó he 
answered. He paused then added, ÒMaybe you should ask her who the father is.Ó The clerk 
went on asking another question. ÒAnd can you tell me where sheÕs employed?Ó ÒShe 
works for me as a cook,Ó George answered. He hated giving that answer; yet, they decided 
that each one of his ladies, other than Juanita, his ÒlegalÓ wife, had to have a job description 
to explain why they were around him so frequently. This was intended to help assuage the 
suspicious questioners who might suspect his status as a polygamous.

Then she asked the dreaded question again. ÒSheÕs not married, and you donÕt 
know who the father is?Ó

CHAPTER 8

ÒGet down on the floor,Ó the officer yelled as they burst into the room. Before 
George could comply, he was roughly grabbed by the shoulders by a burly man who was 
even bigger and stronger than himself and thrown to the floor. ÒWhatÕs going on?Ó The 
receptionist screamed!

The officers ignored her. Two had their guns pointed at GeorgeÕs head, while the 
third, the burly one, placed his hands behind his back and cuffed him. George was seeing 
stars since he bumped his head on the floor and being taken down.

He shook his head and blinked his eyes as they stood him up.

A shorter and older officer with a mustache moved nose-to-nose with George.

ÒWhat makes you think you can assault one of my officers and get away with it!Ó 
He growled.

ÒIÉÓ George was about to answer but was interrupted by a punch in his gut.

Shump! He groaned as he started to bend over and sink to his knees.

However, before he could get down that far, the burly one pulled him up again and 



started to shove him out of the room and towards the entrance and exit doors.

ÒPut him in the back of my squad car.Ó The mustached one, who was obviously the 
senior officer ordered.

ÒBuddy!Ó The burly one started sarcastically. ÒYou are under arrest. You have the 
right to remain silent. Anything you say can and definitely will be held against you in a 
court of law.

You have the right to an attorney, but I donÕt think oneÕs going to be able to help 
you very much.Ó He laughed! ÒIf you cannot afford an attorney, one will be appointed to 
you. Now, do you understand these rights?Ó As he finished the Miranda rights, they had 
reached the side of the squad car.

Opening the door, he shoved George in and purposely banged his head on the roof 
top before finishing his push to putting him inside.

George was humiliated. He had never been treated in this manner.

Yet, it had seemed that the events had given him no other choice.

His mind whirred about.

He looked down, then up and out the window at the doors of the hospital when he 
saw Juanita running towards him.

ÒStop her!Ó one of the officers yelled out. George hoped they wouldnÕt be as rough 
with his wife as they had been with him, but his hopes would be dashed!

CHAPTER 9

The burly officer grabbed her roughly by the upper arm.

ÒJuanita Juanita!Ó GeorgeÕs screams were muffled by the glass so that she couldnÕt 
hear him.

Meanwhile, the officer flung her against the van.

ÒHold on there little lady,Ó he began. ÒI canÕt let you talk to my prisoner right now.Ó

He paused then grinned showing his yellow teeth. ÒMaybe we oughta strip search 
you lady. That oughta teach him about assaulting one of us.Ó

ÒHugo, no!Ó The senior officer yelled.



With that command, he loosened his grip for Juanita to jerk away. Reaching down, 
she picked up her handbag that she dropped in the encounter then scampered back toward 
the hospital doors in tears.

ÒThank you Lord,Ó George whispered as he saw her escape.

ÒLord please help me out of this situation,Ó he prayed.

He remembered how often his mentor Charles Okiny prayed about almost anything 
and then would listen for an answer. George listened. There was no answer forthcoming. 
Time passed while George had sat cramped in the back seat of the police cruiser with his 
hands still handcuffed behind his back.

He wondered what was happening to Betty and how Juanita was taking all of this.

Meanwhile, Shawanda took a pause from praying and decided to call Juanita on her 
cell phone to see how Betty was doing.

ÒPrayÉ PleaseÉ Pray hard!Ó Juanita cried into the phone. ÒItÕs terrible! ItÕs 
terrible,Ó she repeated herself between sobs of crying.

ÒWhat, whatÕs happening?Ó Judy begged to know.

ÒIÉ uhÉ I,Ó Juanita stuttered not knowing where to start.

ÒTake your time. Take a breath and tell us,Ó Judy urged.

Shawanda now also had her ear pressed to the phone so they could both hear her.

ÒGeorge has been arrested!Ó she finally was able to scream out. ÒWhat?!Ó Judy and 
Shawanda reacted simultaneously.

ÒWhy? How?ÉÓ Judy questioned.

ÒIÉ IÉ canÕt explain right now. IÉ got to see what I can do.Ó

ShawandaÕs eyes blazed.

ÒIÕm going!Ó she said simply and directly as she stood up and move toward the 
door.

ÒWait.Ó Judy begged.

Shawanda turned for a moment and put her hands on her hips and clinched her 
teeth.



ÒWhy? For what?Ó she questioned with a snarl before declaring very loudly!

ÒNobody messes with my Mr. Muscles without messing with me too!Ó

CHAPTER 10

Time moved ever so slowly for George as he remained in the back of the squad car, 
and the police officers conferred with the younger one who George had decked with his 
fist.

ÒWhat are they discussing,Ó he thought. Then his mind reflected back over the 
eveningÕs events. ÒHow quickly things can change,Ó he muttered to himself half aloud.

A couple of hours earlier, he had been enjoying the beauty of the sunset as he had 
reflected on what a blessed man he was. He was a man loved by four women. In addition, 
he was a man who had four wives who could all get along. He was truly rich. ÒReal riches 
is not as the world judges riches,Ó he whispered to himself.

ÒReal riches are measured in love, and faith, and relationships,Ó he said as he 
continued his sermonette to himself. Even so, George did also have some financial means. 
ÒIÕm gonna sue the city!Ó He suddenly yelled out, but no one could hear him now.

Adjusting his position in the seat, trying to be a bit more comfortable, he reflected 
on how he had made the right decision to leave Shawanda there with Judy and the kids.

ÒA black woman amongst these backward cops would only exacerbate the 
situation,Ó he said to himself.

Of course, at this point, he had no way of knowing that Shawanda was on her way!

CHAPTER 11

After grabbing the keys to her Toyota off the key hook near the door and her purse 
from the nearby couch, Shawanda ran outside, jumped in the vehicle and started out. Once 
on her way, she pulled out her cell phone to start making calls.

ÒInformation! Get the number of Cole, Crosby, and Ross.Ó

It usually took about twenty-five minutes to drive down the winding gravel and dirt 
road town, but Shawanda had every intention of making it in record time.

Meanwhile, at the hospital, doctors were speaking to Juanita. She listened as if in a 
haze. With all that was happening at the time, it made what the doctors were saying even 
more incomprehensible than it would have ordinarily been.



ÒSheÕs unconscious and we need to make a decision about operating and delivering 
the baby prematurely,Ó she heard.

ÒWhatÉ UhÉ I uhÉÓ

ÒIs the next of kin here,Ó the doctor asked?

ÒUhÉ WellÉ IÉ No.. I guess I am as close as there is,Ó Juanita replied.

ÒWhat do you  mean?Ó The doctor questioned with a frown.

ÒWhereÕs her husband,Ó he continued?

ÒUhÉ SheÉ UhÉ UhÉÓ Juanita tried to remember back to discussions about 
what to say when people ask questions like this one.

They had agreed that Betty would be portrayed as the familyÕs cook.

Shawanda was the maid and/or assistant in business. Judy was GeorgeÕs executive 
secretary.

Only Juanita who was legally married to George would openly proclaim to be his 
wife.

Since each of the other wives had their own smaller homes nearby the mansion, no 
one should have suspected that they were all his.

Now though, that presented a problem. Although George wisely had each of them 
sign powers of attorney to him if a medical decision had to be made, George was now 
under arrest.

Juanita had to make a decision. What could she do?

CHAPTER 12

ÒÉ UhÉ Just a moment doctor,Ó Juanita said as she turned her back to him closed 
her eyes and finally prayed.

ÒLord Jesus, please give me wisdom.Ó

Turning back around she asked, ÒMay I see her?Ó

ÒWellÉ UhÉ Yes,Ó the doctor said. ÒBut sheÕs unconscious.Ó



ÒThank you doctor,Ó Juanita said as she brushed passed him and toward the room 
where Betty was. Reaching the bed side, she prayed again. ÒLord. Please wake her up.Ó

ÒBetty,Ó she called her name. She shook her gently.

The doctor came in behind Juanita and began to speak as she saw what she was 
doing.

ÒLadyÉ SheÕs in a mild coma. YouÕre not going to be able to wake her like that.Ó

Juanita ignored the doctor and continued praying in her mind as she occasionally 
called out BettyÕs name.

ÒBettyÉ Uh. Please wake up.Ó

ÒOh uh,Ó Betty moaned.

ÒBetty,Ó Juanita said louder. ÒUhÉ WhatÕs happening,Ó Betty asked as she opened 
her eyes?

ÒBetty. Look at me.Ó Juanita said urgently. ÒThey need your permission to operate,Ó 
Juanita explained. Turning toward the doctor who was now on the other side of the bed 
using his stethoscope to check her pulse and other body sounds, Juanita asked: ÒWhere are 
the forms she needs to sign?Ó

ÒIÕll have the nurse bring them in,Ó came the reply

ÒBetty,Ó Juanita said once again turning her attention back to her sister wife as the 
doctor exited the room. ÒStay awake so you can sign for the surgery,Ó Juanita explained.

ÒSurgery, uhÉÓ Betty moaned as she turned slightly to the side and grabbed her 
belly once again.

ÒYesÉ ItÕs the only way.Ó ÒSign the papers. YouÕll be alright.Ó Juanita said 
reassuringly.

Presently, the nurse came in with the papers and a pen, and without reading them, 
Betty groggily signed on the appropriate line.

Juanita took in a breath and blew it out as she sighed in relief that one hurtle was 
down, but now she had other things to deal with. Nevertheless, she knew her sister wives 
would be in action, and Shawanda would leave no stone unturned when it came to rescuing 
George.

CHAPTER 13



BzzzÉ BzzzÉ JuanitaÕs cell phone was ringing. Moving out and into the hallway, 
she answered it.

ÒHello!Ó

ÒYes. TheyÕre going to operate.Ó

ÒI donÕt know.Ó

ÒHeÕs still in custody.Ó

ÒThey wonÕt let me speak to him.Ó

ÒBe careful.Ó

So went that side of the conversation which Betty had heard unbeknownst to 
Juanita even though she had stepped out into the hall. Juanita had thought Betty was too 
groggy to hear anything; yet, she did.

ÒJuanita,Ó Betty called out weakly.

Clicking her phone off, she heard BettyÕs call and quickly returned into the room.

ÒWhereÕs George?Ó, she questioned between moans.

"HeÕs nearby. DonÕtÕ worry,Ó Juanita tried to say, not wanting to add any more 
tension or stress to Betty who she figured was in no condition to know all that was going 
on.

Meanwhile, Shawanda, who was now three quarters of the way to the hospital was 
on her cell phone again.

ÒJudy!Ó, she said as the oldest of the wives answered the phone.ÒAll I got was 
the answering machine at RossÕs office.Ó

ÒCall him at home then.Ó

ÒButÉ How do I get that number?Ó, Judy questioned.

ÒCall information. Then if thatÉÓ, she paused as she slammed on the brake and 
swerved to avoid hitting the animal in the road and then continued talking. ÒIf that doesnÕt 
work, call my cousin. His numberÕs in the address book, and have him go find him in 
person if necessary.Ó

ÒBut ShawandaÉÓ, Judy started and then stuttered. ÒIÉ IÉ UhÉÓ



Shawanda took a deep breath and interrupted her.

Ònever mind! Call me with my cousinÕs number. IÕll talk to him.Ó She said with a 
hesitancy in her voice as she heard the older wifeÕs response.

Meanwhile, George still sat in the back of the police cruiser wondering what would 
happen next. With nothing else he could do, he prayed. ÒLord I need your help here. Please 
Lord. Be with my wives and children, and especially Betty right now.Ó

Suddenly Scripture came to his mind from the book of Acts. He decided to do as 
Paul and Silas had done. It made no sense to the natural mind and yetÉ

ÒWe walk by faith and not by sightÉÓ he found himself saying out loud.

ÒOkay Lord. If you say so, IÕll do it!Ó

CHAPTER 14

ÒPraise him. Praise Him. Praise Him in the morning. Praise Him in the noon time. 
Praise Him. Praise Him. Praise him when the sun goes down.Ó George sang out as loud as 
he could. Paul and Silas had sung praises when they were in jail. Now George decided that 
since he was in custody, he might as well do it too.

Although the sound was muffled by the glass in the window, it attracted the 
attention of the officers who now had made their way to the vehicle to check on their 
prisoner.

ÒI got the joy joy joy joy down in my heart. Down in my heart! Down in my heart! 
I got the joy joy joy joy down in my heart, down in my heart to stay.Ó

George continued on  with a loud song, ignoring the approaching officers.

ÒI got the joy joy joy joy down in my heart, down in my heart, down in my heart to 
stay!Ó

ÒWhatÕs he doing?Ó, one asked with a puzzled look on his face.

ÒDonÕt know,Ó said the burley one as he hunched his shoulders.

ÒMaybe heÕs going crazy,Ó said the young officer.

ÒGet him out of there commanded the senior officer.Ó

Dutifully, the burley officer unlocked the door and pulled George out and then 



stood him up against the side of the car. ÒShut up!Ó, the burley one ordered.

ÒWhy? Why?Ó, George questioned? ÒHave we lost all our rights here in America?Ó 
ÒYouÕre under arrest. You donÕt have any rights,Ó the senior officer countered.

Now George stood erect although is hands were still cuffed behind his back. 
Taking on a serious tone he said, ÒGentlemen, letÕs talk about whatÕs happened tonight and 
why.Ó

ÒSave your statements for the interrogation room. Then youÕll have all the time you 
want to talk,Ó the senior officer said sarcastically.

George grimaced as he realized that this was a tough situation and one he might not 
be able to talk himself out of.

Just then, Shawanda drove up, screeched to a halt, jumped out of her car, and began 
to run towards George and the officers!

CHAPTER 15

ÒHold it lady!Ó, the young officer yelled as he instinctively placed his hand on his 
gun.

Shawanda stopped in her tracks.

Her eyes widened and then narrowed as she was about to speak, but George saw 
what was happening and spoke first.

ÒHey. Leave her alone. SheÕs got nothing to do with this.Ó, he yelled.

The officersÕ heads snapped to the right to eye George briefly and then turned back 
towards Shawanda. ÒSo whatÕs the colored girl to you?Ó, the burley officer questioned.

ÒSheÉ SheÕs my maid,Ó came back GeorgeÕs response.

The older officer furrowed his brow as he thought for a moment.

ÒWhat about the other two women that you were with when you decked my 
officer?Ó, he inquired.

ÒOne is my wife, the other is my cook,Ó George answered. Shawanda took a stance 
with her feet about a shoulder width apart and placed her hands on her hips. She set her jaw 
and bit down on the inside of her cheek. She didnÕt like being called the ÒmaidÓ, but it was 
the plan they had all agreed on for situations like this where it would be awkward if people 
thought he had several wives.



ÒCome here honey!Ó, the young officer commanded. ÒI need to put you down and 
see if you got any weapons on you.Ó, he grinned.

ÒBoy. You touch her and IÕll sue you for everything youÕve got and the city as 
well.Ó, George yelled out.

ÒJoey, leave that woman alone!Ó the senior officer yelled at the younger one as he 
pulled the burley one aside and began to whisper something.

ÒMiss Perkins,Ó George called out to Shawanda using her maiden name. ÒPlease go 
and call my secretary at home and have her get in touch with my attorney.Ó

Shawanda got the message. She was to leave the scene. She didnÕt want to, but 
George had stressed the need for obedience to all his wives over the past two years. She 
hesitated a moment.

George widened his eyes and made a gesture with his head.

She left.

But it wouldnÕt be for long. Shawanda was definitely planning to come back!

CHAPTER 16

George breathed a sigh of relief. Thank God, he thought that he had taken Charles 
OkinyÕs advice on making sure wives understood the need to obey Ephesians 5:22-24.

ÒWives, submit yourselves unto your own husbands, as unto the Lord. For the 
husband is the head of the wife, even as Christ is the head of the church: and he is the 
saviour of the body. Therefore as the church is subject unto Christ, so [let] the wives [be] 
to their own husbands in every thingÓ (Eph 5:22-24). He whispered the quote to himself.

Had Shawanda disobeyed and furthered confronted these cops, she could have 
easily been a victim of their incompetence, he thought.

It had taken months to change the rebellious streak in his African American wife. 
Gradually, however, because she loved God and she wanted to please George, she had 
learned to obey.

ÒYou must be somebody, huh!Ó, the senior officer said as he moved to put George 
back in the rear of the squad car.

ÒYouÕre still going to jail buddy,Ó he said. ÒI donÕt care if you have a maid, a cook, 
and ten other servants. No one is going to hit one of my officers and get away with it.Ó



Meanwhile, Shawanda had driven around to the front of the hospital and entered the 
building another way. Working her way back to the emergency room which was in the rear 
of the building, she inquired about, and eventually found Juanita.

As the two sister wives saw each other, they ran till they met and hugged each other 
as tears flowed.

ÒWhatÕs happening with George?Ó, Juanita questioned. ÒDo you know anything?Ó

Shawanda dropped her eyes  and bit her bottom lip before speaking. ÒI saw him in 
the back near the emergency entrance. They still got him handcuffed.Ó, she blurted out.

Then taking in a long breath and blowing it out, ÒHowever IÕve got people trying to 
get in touch with Mr. Cole, the attorney who helped us out a couple of years ago.Ó

She turned partially away, wiped a tear from her eye, then faced Juanita again. 
ÒHowÕs Betty?Ó she asked?

ÒTheyÕre preparing her for an emergency ÒCÓ section. They need to deliver the baby 
early,Ó she revealed.

They both stood motionless for a moment as they considered all that had happened 
the last two hours.

ÒHow are you,Ó Shawanda asked as she put her hand on JuanitaÕs shoulder and led 
her friend and sister wife to a group of chairs just inside a nearby waiting room.

Juanita was only three months pregnant and was barely showing.

She tried to give a small smile in appreciation of the question as she answered, ÒIÕm 
fine. I am fine.Ó

Neither knew at that point that George was on his way to the local jail and the perils 
of the interrogation room.

CHAPTER 17

Shawanda and Juanita paced back and forth in the waiting room as they waited for 
the doctors to complete the operation.

ÒI wanted to go to the emergency room door and peek out to see what theyÕre doing 
to ÒMusclesÓ Shawanda said, as she called her husband by her favorite pet name for him.

ÒNo, let me go Juanita countered. You stay here in case thereÕs word about Betty.Ó



Shawanda stiffened a bit. The wives generally did not give each other orders. They 
all took their directions from George. However, now George was not there. He was 
incompacitated s to speak. Now, another rule applied. The first wife had seniority.

After a pause, Shawanda responded. ÒOkay, go quickly and come back and call me 
on my cell. I want to know what is happening!Ó

As Juanita started down the hallway toward the elevator, Shawanda stepped back 
into the room and flipped open her cell phone to call Judy.

Even as she punched in the automatic call button, she reflected back on OkinyÕs 
lesson on rank and order.

ÒKnow them that labor among you and are over you in the Lord to esteem them 
very highly for their workÕs sake.Ó He had begun with a quotation from I. Thessalonians 5.

ÒIn every army,, in every corporation, and in every group of people, thereÕs a 
ranking. When people know their place in the ranking system, things flow smoothly,. 
When they get out of place, thereÕs chaos.Ó

Shawanda smiled as she remembered the puzzled look on all their faces before he 
had gone on. Listening for her phone to ring, and then deciding to pick it up to make a call, 
she only received a busy signal.

SheÕd have to try again later.

She sat down on the end of a short couch and continued to reflect.

ÒIn the military, one has a rank, and they refer to that rank of a subordinate if he 
begins to get out of line to remind him of his inferior position.Ó

Remembering how he had paused to let that revelation sink in before he went on, 
Shawanda smiled within herself.

ÒEven amongst believers, thereÕs a ranking,Ó Charles had said.

ÒYou know who has the higher rank by who has the most light emanating from him 
or her. You know by who has the greater anointing.

In the family there must be ranking, but it is designated ranking. The husband is 
GodÕs designated head of the family. The husband and wife or wives, when thereÕs more 
than one, are over the children.

Amongst the wives, thereÕs a designated order or ranking to be used only when 
absolutely necessary. The husband is the head of each wife!Ó, he had explained.



ÒFor the husband must designate an order or ranking amongst the wives when they 
are together and he is absent. This maintains order and reduces confusion and chaos,Ó 
Okiny had said.

It had made so much sense when Okiny explained it, Shawanda thought.

They had rarely used the ranking or order since they all loved each other and all 
loved George, but tonight was different. ÒBzzzÉ BzzzÉ.,Ó her cell phone rang, but the 
news was not good.

CHAPTER 18

ÒShawanda,Ó Judy said restlessly. ÒI havenÕt been able to get Mr. Cole, but I did 
call your cousin and heÕs still trying to reach you.Ó

Pausing a moment and blowing out a breath, she went on. ÒMaybe we can get a 
local attorneyÉ But whatÕs happening there now?Ó, she enquired.

Shawanda stood and paced back and forth in the small waiting room as she began 
to fill Judy in.

ÒBettyÕs still in surgery.Ó, Shawanda revealed.

ÒSurgery!,Ó Judy exclaimed!

ÒYes, they had to perform a cesarean section and remove the baby prematurely.Ó

ÒWhy? What happened?Ó, Judy asked frantically!

ÒIÉ IÉ. donÕt know. Things have been happening so fast,Ó Shawanda tried to 
explain. ÒI was not here when the doctor explained to Juanita what was going on and why. 
All I know is they are removing the baby to try and save BettyÕs life.Ó

ÒWhatÕs happening with George?Ó, Judy wanted to know.

Shawanda huffed, took in another breath, and then bit down on her bottom lip to 
keep from breaking down.

ÒWhat?Ó, Judy pleaded. Shawanda was trying to compose herself.

ÒThe police had him handcuffed!Ó, she finally blurted out.

ÒI wanted to go to himÉ ButÉ He told me to leave,Ó she said.



ÒWhat!Ó, Judy exclaimed. ÒAnd you just left him there?Ó, she asked incredulously.

ÒWhat could I do,Ó Shawanda said as she raised her voice which now had an edge 
to it showing her irritation at what seemed to be an accusation by Judy.

ÒYou know,Ó she went on. ÒYou know as well as I how much ÒMusclesÓ has 
emphasized obedience..Ó

Judy was silent.

ÒHe would not have been pleased if I would have violated a direct command. Now 
would he?Ó, Shawanda demanded to know.

Still there was silence.

Finally Judy spoke. ÒYes,Ó she said in a softer tone. ÒYouÕre right. He would not 
have been pleased.Ó, she paused.

ÒIÕm sure you did the right thing.Ó, she said trying to smooth over any hard feelings 
that might have been generated.

ÒWhereÕs Juanita,Ó Judy asked.

Òshe went down to be with him, if theyÕll let her,Ó Shawanda answered.

ÒListen. IÕll talk to you later,Ó Shawanda said as she exited through the door of the 
small waiting room and looked down the hallway.

ÒBye.Ó

As soon as she hung up the phone, it rang again.

It was more bad news!

CHAPTER 19

ÒHeÕs gone!Ó, Juanita screamed into the phone.

ÒWhere?Ó, Shawanda demanded to know.

ÒI donÕt know. I suppose theyÕve taken him to the city jail.Ó, came the answer.

ÒWhat are we going to do?Ó, Shawanda asked uncharacteristically of herself.

ÒAny news on Betty?Ó, Juanita asked.



ÒNo. Not yet.Ó, she answered.

ÒWhy donÕt you come back up and IÕll go to the jail?Ó, Shawanda suggested.

ÒNo!Ó, Juanita replied. ÒItÕll be better if I go.Ó

Shawanda paused and said nothing. She knew Juanita was right. She didnÕt like it, 
but she was right. Juanita was white and in a n almost all white town, that counted. In 
addition, she was the ÒlegalÓ wife which would give her grounds and access which 
Shawanda wouldnÕt have.

Shawanda took in a deep breath and blew it out before saying, ÒYouÕre right. You 
go.Ó

She paused a moment more then added, ÒCall me when you find out something. I 
mean anything. You hear.Ó

ÒI will. I will.Ó, Juanita replied. Òbye for now.Ó

The minutes dragged on as Shawanda watched the second hand of the clock make 
its rounds. She wondered what was taking so long. Trying to distract herself from 
watching the clock, she picked up a magazine off the nearby table and thumbed through it 
not really being able to focus on any one article or picture within it.

Meanwhile, the interrogation had begun at the police station.

ÒState your name again for the recordÓ, the officer demanded.

ÒGeorge MeadowsÓ, he answered simply.

ÒWhat do you do for a living Mr. Meadows?Ó, came the next question.

ÒNothing,Ó George answered.

ÒNothing? Then youÕre a vagrant.Ó, the officer commented sarcastically.

ÒNo, IÕm a real estate and stock investor, but I have professional managers handle 
most things; so I am semi retired. I do essentially nothing.Ó George answered more fully as 
he rubbed his wrist where the hand cuffs had pinched them.

ÒOh, so youÕre a rich man. Huh?Ó

George said nothing.

ÒYou think your money gives you the right to slug one of my officers?Ó



Again, George refused to answer.

ÒAnswer me!Ó, the officer demanded as he slammed his hand down on the table at 
which George was sitting.

Slowly George looked up at him as the officer brought his face within inches of his 
own.

ÒI think IÕll wait for my attorney before I say anything else.Ó, George said softly. 
ÔGeorge thought that when he mentioned his attorney, the inquisition should have ended.

It didnÕt.

CHAPTER 20

Another officer walked in carrying a cup of hot coffee. Just as he reached a point 
about five feet away from George, he pretended to stumble and heaved the hot coffee into 
GeorgeÕs face and chest.

George reacted by standing up and brushing the hot brew from his face and clothes 
as best as he could. Even though he did it quickly, he was sure there would remain some 
first and second degree burns.

ÒOh. Oh, oh IÕm so so sorry.Ó, the officer laughed out loud in a mocking tone.

ÒSit down!Ó, the other officer growled.

ÒLook man. Why donÕt you just take me to my cell until my lawyer gets here.Ó, 
George offered.

ÒOh whatÕs this.Ó, the burly officer reacted. ÒYou think you can give us orders 
now?Ó

ÒSit down,Ó he yelled.

George acquiesced and took his seat once again.

Deciding that all he could do was pray, George closed his eyes, and within his mind 
and sometimes whispering beneath his breath, he began to talk to his Lord.

ÒThank you Lord; for I know that your Word says that all things work together for 
the good to them that love God to them that are the called according to His purpose. I praise 
you my Lord and rejoice in you for the Word says that I am to rejoice in the Lord always.



Thank you ÒGod that because of the shed blood of Jesus, I can come into your 
presence. I can come boldly before the throne of grace, even here and now.

Forgive me Lord for mistakes that IÕve made. Lord I forgive these men who now 
persecute me. Give me wisdom oh God. Give me wisdom.Ó, he prayed.

ÒHey fellow wake up. Are you trying to shut me out?Ó, he heard an officer saying.

He opened his eyes. ÒMay  the Lord bless you and forgive you,Ó George said to 
him.

ÒWhat!?Ó the burley officer reacted in a rage at the statement. A right cross came 
across GeorgeÕs left cheek and knocking him from the chair on to the floor.

George was stunned. He saw stars. He could hardly believe that this was happening 
to him.

He had heard Shawanda tell stories of black men who were beatened and hanged 
while in custody; but he, George Meadows, was a white man! He was a rich white man. 
This was not supposed to be happening to him! Or so he thought.

And yet it was. And it wasnÕt over yet!

CHAPTER 21

George forced himself to stand back up. He prayed silently.

ÒLord, give me wisdom.Ó

ÒWhen they strike you on one cheek, turn the other.Ó, he seemed to hear in his 
mind.

George had learned from Charles Okiny, then from his own reading of the Word 
that to move forward in God, it had to be through obedience, and the trials and persecutions 
that came with that obedience.

ÒFor our light affliction, which is but for a moment, worketh for us a far more 
exceeding [and] eternal weight of glory; While we look not at the things which are seen, 
but at the things which are not seen: for the things which are seen [are] temporal; but the 
things which are not seen [are] eternalÓ (II. Corinthians 4:17-18).

He could almost hear Charles Okiny quoting that Scripture from II. Corinthians 
4:17-18.

Obediently, he stood up and turned the other cheek towards his tormentor.



ÒWhat are you doing?Ó, the officer demanded to know.

ÒIÕm turning the other cheek as my Lord Jesus commands me to do.Ó, George 
answered.

ÒWhat?!Ó, the officer reacted as his eyes blazed. ÒYou attack my fellow officer, and 
now youÕre going to try and play Mr. Good Christian?Ó

The officer let loose with a hook with his left fist and this time decked George by 
hitting the right side of his face.

GeorgeÕs eye was now bruised and his nose began to bleed profusely.

ÒAaagh,Ó the officer growled.

ÒSomebody bring me a towel before he bleeds all over the floor.Ó he commanded.

Exiting through the door, the officer came back in a few seconds and through a 
towel in GeorgeÕs face. After steering down in disgust, he slammed the door shut, leaving 
George alone with his thoughts.

George collected himself, sat on the floor with his back to the wall, and wiped the 
blood away from his face. He held his head back in an effort to stop the blood.

Thinking back and back and back, he realized that it was his obedience to God to 
marry Betty that had ultimately put him in this situation. She was a Christian woman who 
wanted and needed a husband. Because George understood about plural marriage and had 
the means to provide for her, God had used him to be that husband. God had used him to 
be the answer to her prayers.

He had married her. She had gotten pregnant. He had to take her to the hospital. He 
had to stop a crazy cop from harming her and Juanita; and thus, he was in this predicament.

ÒThank you Lord.Ó, he prayed. ÒFor allowing me to suffer for your name sake.Ó

ÒI demand to see my husband.Ó, Juanita said as she confronted the officer at the 
front desk.

ÒAnd who is your husband ma'am?Ó, the officer responded.

ÒGeorge Meadows.Ó, came the answer.

ÒHey Hugo.Ó, he called aloud to someone in the other room. ÒDo we have a George 



Meadows in custody?Ó

ÒHoom. I donÕt know.Ó, the burley officer said as he came toward the front desk. 
ÒHave the lady wait. IÕll check and see.Ó, he said just to be cruel.

Juanita plopped down a chair, knowing that they were playing games, but not sure 
what she could do.

Flipping open her cell phone, she called Shawanda.

Òhello, howÕs Betty?Ó, she asked.

ÒNot good.Ó, came the answer.

CHAPTER 22

ÒWhat is it?Ó, she begged to know.

ÒThey delivered the baby prematurely, and itÕs in the neonatal ward with a lot of 
needles and tubes stuck in her.Ó

ÒItÕs a girl?Ó, Juanita interrupted to ask.

ÒUhÉ YesÉ ItÕs a girl.Ó, Shawanda answered.

ÒNow, how is Betty doing?Ó, Juanita switched back to the main question. ÒSheÕs 
still unconscious. The doctor said she lost a lot of blood. TheyÕve taken her to the Intensive 
Care Unit, and they arenÕt allowing any visitors jut yet.Ó, she shared somberly.

Shawanda took another deep breath as she paused, then asked her own question. 
ÒHowÕs George?Ó

ÒI havenÕt seen him yet.Ó, Juanita answered with despair in her voice.

ÒWhy?Ó, Shawanda demanded to know with an edge in her voice.

ÒI think theyÕre making me wait just to be mean.Ó, she whispered into the phone as 
she stood up and walk to the entrance door to make sure the sergeant at the desk couldnÕt 
hear her.

ÒWhat?!Ó, Shawanda reacted. She huffed a couple of times then decided to share 
with Juanita her idea.

ÒI think itÕs time we put on a full court press.Ó, she announced.



ÒWhat?!Ó, Juanita reacted.

ÒHereÕs what we need to do...Ó, Shawanda began.

Back in the interrogation room, George wondered why they hadnÕt taken him to a 
jail cell.

Although he needed to use the bathroom, he decided not to go to the two-way 
window/mirror and beg to use the rest room.

ÒTheyÕll only use it against me.Ó, he muttered to himself.

Dragging himself across the floor, he reached the corner where he sat and covered 
his eyes.

Going within himself, he let his mind go back to the life that he had led for the past 
few years.

He chuckled within himself as he considered his young and na•ve self at age thirty. 
Now that he was approaching his forties in a couple of years or so, he thought about how 
much he had gained.

Some of the few people that knew that he was a polygamist envied how much sex 
he was having with four wives.

He smiled as he thought of the enjoyment and pleasure of that, but wished he could 
also get across to them the things that made the other pleasures that made the enjoyment of 
a plural wives family so special.

The love, the affection, the dinner together as a big happy family, and more than 
anything else, the knowledge that one was in the center of GodÕs will, helping and 
covering, and providing for, and protecting ladies that God had given into his care.

His smiled broadened as he continued to reflect on specific good times with each of 
his wives.

He laughed out loud as he thought about how Judy had taken belly dancing lessons, 
so she could turn him on even more before their sexual encounters. She had kept it secret 
from all the other wives. Only he and she knew about it, and George had set a firm policy 
of never sharing anything about sexual encounters with any of his wives.

Since he gave each wife a good deal of freedom to go and do what they wanted, she 
had seen the classes being taught at a local YWCA and had secretly gone in to take the 
lessons.



Suddenly his fond memories were interrupted as the burley officer came back in.

ÒWhat are you giggling about?!Ó

ÒYou know, IÕll be able to sue the pants off you guys when I get out of here?Ó, 
George warned.

The officerÕs eyes narrowed. His jaw set before he uttered his next threat. ÒYou 
mean if, if you get out!Ó

CHAPTER 23

The threat was ominous. ÒCould he mean that?Ó, George questioned within himself.

Remembering back to before he married Shawanda, he remembered her telling of 
someone she knew who was hanged in a jail cell and it being presented to the public as a 
suicide. At the time, George had written off the story as an exaggeration based on the 
normal paranoia that most blacks seem to have. He had always thought that policemen were 
all good guys who looked to preserve truth, justice, and the American way. Now, he knew 
that even if that were true of many, it was certainly not true of all of them. This bunch had 
proven that!

The need to relieve himself of the excess fluid gathering in his bladder had 
increased. Still, he resisted the urge to plead for a restroom break.

Instead he again closed his eyes and began to pray. ÒLord, please be with my wife Betty. I 
donÕt know what the problem is Lord, and since I canÕt be there, IÕm asking that you be 
there and make everything come out alright.Ó

He opened his eyes for a moment and steered at the walls across from him. 
Glancing around, he noticed the scuff marks on the legs of the table and the place where 
someone had stuck a piece of gum under it.

He yawned. He was tired. Looking down at his watch, it was now nearly midnight.

Again, he closed his eyes and thought about his life. If he died tonight, he would 
die young. Nevertheless, he had no great regrets. He had lived a good life. He could have 
no complaints.

He wondered though, what would happen to his wives and his children. Would 
they stay together. Would they each go their own way and seek another husband?

He didnÕt know. However, his will was in order. He had arranged to leave them 
each a generous inheritance.



Even so, he would regret not seeing and holding his two children that were of his 
own flesh. He had no way of knowing at that time that his little four-pound daughter had 
already been born.

Back at the front desk, Juanita was again demanding to see her husband.

ÒListen lady, why donÕt you go home! You can see him at the arraignment 
tomorrow morning when the judge sets bail.Ó, the sergeant barked.

ÒIÕll remember this!Ó, she warned. She was waiting, waiting and hoping that 

ShawandaÕs full court press, as she called it,  would work.CHAPTER 24

Judy had put all the children to bed and then began her part of the full court press 
after ShawandaÕs call.

George could no longer hold his water and banged on the two-way mirror in the 
interrogation room, demanding a restroom break.

Bang, bang, bang!

Bang, bang, bang!

Finally, after a couple of minutes, the sergeant showed up to take him to the 
restroom.

ÒLook buddy. IÕm not going to cuff you so you can take care of your business, but 
if you try to escape, IÕll shoot you!Ó, the sergeant warned.

George froze in his tracks. Was this how they planned to do it?

Shawanda had made her calls from the hospital and was now finally allowed into 
the I.C.U. room where Betty lay attached to intravenous machines and breathing 
apparatuses.

She sat still and prayed. ÒLord Jesus, you know Betty and I used to have our little 
oral fights, but for the last couple of years, weÕve been getting along well. ItÕll be nice if she 
could live and help raise her baby girl. Please Lord, let her live.Ó

Shawanda remembered Charles Okiny how he had prayed and God had restored 
her life. She knew she was no Charles Okiny, and yet, he was not there. He  had been 
living in Kenya for the previous two years.



This, however, was an emergency. She picked up her cell phone and made the long 
distance call to Kenya.

ÒCharles, BettyÕs in trouble and in need of your prayers.Ó, she began. Over the next 
few minutes, she shared the many and strange events of the evening, including what was 
happening to George.

Charles promised to begin fasting and praying immediately. In addition, he pledged 
to get his wives, children, and his church praying as well.

ÒRemember,Ó Charles said, ÒPeter the apostle was imprisoned and all the church 
prayed and the Angel of the Lord came had had him released. God could do the same for 
George.Ó, he said trying to encourage her.

Shawanda thanked him and hung up the phone.

Looking down at her watch, she saw that it was about time for her to leave.

ÒBetty.Ó she spoke to her unconscious sister wife. ÒIÕve got to go, but I promise IÕll 
be back.Ó

She paused. ÒAnd if my full court press works, my MusclesÓ, she chuckled, Òand 
your snookums will be here soon too.Ó

CHAPTER 25

Ding ding ding! Ding ding ding! A tall distinguished fiftyish looking gentleman 
wearing a three-piece suit began ringing the bell at the front desk.

ÒHey sarge!Ó, someone yelled. ÒWhy arenÕt you at your post?Ó

ÒCome on Sarge ordered. WeÕve got to get you back into the interrogation room.Ó

George finished. He was glad for the distraction.

Still, he wondered should he try to escape or not.

ÒLord, give me wisdom.Ó, he prayed.

ÒNo! DonÕt.Ó the thought came to him. ÒIf you tried to escape, you Ôd be playing 
right into their hands.Ó Yet, if he didnÕt, they could say he tried and kill him anyway.

He walked slowly as he prayed.



ÒCome on.Ó, the sarge said as he pushed him forward to quicken his pace.

Ding ding ding.

ÒOkay okay. IÕm coming.Ó, the sarge yelled.

ÒI demand to see my client and right now!Ó, came a booming voice spoken from a 
short stocky man in his thirties. He also was wearing a suit and carried an expensive leather 
brief case.

George had been shoved into in the room and the door had been locked. He had 
survived another few minutes. Looking down at his watch, he saw that the time was now 
1:05 AM.

ÒLife sure takes on a different prospective when you think it could end soon.Ó, he 
muttered to himself.

He tried to tell his wives almost every day that he loved them. Still, he wondered if 
he had done enough.

If he was about to meet his maker, would God be pleased with him, or would he be 
found that he had fallen short in some way? He closed his eyes again and began to think of 
his sweet Shawanda. He thought of how she had heard from OkinyÕs wives about the 
Ugandan matrons. They were known to teach the girls who were about to be married 
special love making techniques.

George smiled to himself as he thought of her tenaciousness. She had searched and 
searched to find out the secret techniques. Eventually, she had found a book called ÒThe 
Ultimate Marriage ManualÓ which included many of them. She then after that always 
included the five elements of great love making in their private bedroom sessions.

A broad smile now crossed GeorgeÕs face. Yes, he had enjoyed this life!

Now his mind shifted to Betty and how she had brought a flare for cooking to the 
family. He had gained at least five pounds over the last few years even though he had tried 
to be physically fit.

Meanwhile, a storm was mounting at another location in the building.

CHAPTER 26

ÒYes, what is it?Ó, the sergeant reacted defensively as he returned to the front desk.

There were now three distinguished looking men there. ÒI want to see my client 
immediately!Ó, the taller one demanded.



ÒWho is that?Ó, the desk sergeant asked.

ÒGeorge Meadows.Ó, came the answer.

ÒWait a minute,Ó the stockier man said. ÒHeÕs my client and I demand to see him!Ó

The third, who was in his forties with graying hair on the sides of his head, jumped 
in. ÒYou men must be wrong. HeÕs my client!Ó

Juanita remained seated and smiled. This was ShawandaÕs full court press.

Just then, a lady walked in wearing a skirted suit. All the others were temporarily 
distracted. The taller one stopped and spoke to her.

ÒWhy Mirium, why are you here in the middle of the night?Ó, he inquired. She 
looked down at a card in her hand as she answered. ÒHi, Mr. Whitaker, I am here to see my 
client, a Mr. George Meadows.Ó

ÒWhat?!Ó, the stockier one reacted.

ÒWell, the truth is folks,Ó Juanita began as she stood up and raised her voice so she 
could be heard.

ÒAll of you lawyers are here to represent my husband, George Meadows.Ó

They were all stunned as they looked back and forth at each other for a moment.

The taller one, who the lady called Mr. Whitaker, pulled her aside and began to 
speak in whispers, just as Shawanda walked in the front door.

ÒLady, why would you call four lawyers to do the job that one could do?Ó, he 
inquired. Even though he spoke softly, Shawanda over heard his question and smiled. It 
seemed that the full court press might work. Shawanda moved to JuanitaÕs side just as she 
was about to answer. ÒAnd who is this?Ó, Mr. Whitaker demanded to know.

ÒShe works for my husband Mr. Meadows.Ó, Juanita answered simply.

ÒLook lady, I was told I would get a $5,000 retainer to represent your husband.Ó

ÒYes! And so you shall if you get him out of jail tonight.Ó

ÒWait a minute.Ó, the short stocky attorney interjected after over hearing what was 
said. ÒI was the one promised that $5,000 retainer.Ó

Now, they all began to look at each other and back at Juanita for an explanation.



Even so, there was another surprise coming!

CHAPTER 27

Unaware of what was going on in the front  lobby by the sergeantÕs desk, George 
once again took his seat on the floor in the corner. He could  have just as easy sat in the 
chair by the table, if he had wanted to, but he didnÕt want that.

He figured that as long as he wasnÕt handcuffed to the table, why sit there and give 
them the pleasure of spying on him secretly as they stood on the other side of the two-way 
mirror.

Now as he closed his eyes, once again his thoughts drifted toward Juanita. Juanita 
was his faithful first wife. Many women would have left such a husband long ago, but not 
her. She was indeed special.

She stayed with him when he added Judy, then Shawanda, and finally even Betty.

He chuckled to himself a bit as he remembered the little spat they had when he 
flirted with the young lady who is now referred to as blonde bomb shell.

But all in all, Juanita was there for him. She was there by his side supporting him 
regardless of the decisions he had made. He loved her for that! She was indeed a very 
special lady!

Looking back over his life, he had no great regrets, no big complaints. All in all, he 
had lived a good life, an enjoyable life. He had come a long way the last few years, and he 
thanked God for it.

Still, those gathered in the front lobby were about to set themselves to the task of 
making sure this wouldnÕt be his last day on earth.

ÒListenÉÓ, Juanita started.Ò We haveÉ UhÉÓ, she stuttered a bit. Then Shawanda 
came to her rescue by interrupting.

ÒMr. Meadows is to be out of jail tonight.Ó, she announced.

ÒHey wait a minute young lady.Ó, the sergeant interrupted. ÒThat canÕt happen!Ó 
ÒHe must be arraigned in the morning, and after the judge sets bail, then maybe he can be 
free, but not before.Ó

Shawanda glanced at him out of the corner of her eye and then continued as if he 
said nothing. ÒIf Mr. Meadows is out of jail in the next sixty minutes, Mrs. Meadows here 
will pay the lawyer who can get that done $5,000.



ÒThe rest of you will be paid double your hourly rate, and you can be sent home.Ó

Just then, the door opened as the rumble of voices of everyone chattering began.

Everyone stopped for a moment as everyone turned to see who was coming in.

CHAPTER 28

ÒHi Mrs. Corning.Ó, The sergeant spoke to her. ÒAre you here to try to set Mr. 
Meadows free too?Ó, he asked her.

ÒYes, how did you know?Ó, she asked as she moved into the room and glanced 
around and nodded at each of the attorneys present.

ÒWell, you just missed the big announcement. These people are throwing around 
big money to try to get him out, but it ainÕt gonna happen before his arraignment in the 
morning.Ó, the sergeant announced.

ÒWell, weÕll see about that.Ó, Mr. Whitaker said as he pulled out his cell phone and 
began to make a call. ÒI want to see my client.Ó, the stockier lawyer said to the sergeant.

ÒHello, uhÉ Hold on a minute judge.Ó, Mr. Whitaker said. ÒQuiet just a minute.Ó, 
Mr. Whitaker said raising his voice just to get everyoneÕs attention.

Juanita and Shawanda stepped back to take a seat. They felt now that there was a 
possibility to make some progress.

ÒMoney buys a different type of justice. DoesnÕt it?Ó, Shawanda whispered into 
JuanitaÕs ear.

ÒYes, it does.Ó, Juanita whispered back.

ÒJudge, I have a special situation here, and I need you to issue an immediate order 
of release for a man being held here at the jail.Ó

ÒWhat are the charges?Ó

` ÒUhÉ Wait a minute.Ó

ÒWhat are the charges against him?Ó, he asked the sergeant.

ÒAssault and battery of a police officer.Ó, came the answer.

The lawyer winced, realizing that in his haste to be the first to contact the judge, he 



had failed to do proper research on the case.

ÒUhÉ Judge excuse me. Yeah, IÕm sorry I missed that golf outing last week.Ó, he 
said changing the subject.

ÒYes, we can make it a foursome next weekend. We can take our wives along. ItÕll 
be my treat.Ó

ÒUhÉ Listen judge. ThereÕs been some misunderstanding down here at the station. 
Sorry to call you at such a late hour, but IÕll make it up to you. Let me call you back in a 
few minutes.Ó

Shawanda and JuanitaÕs hopes had risen and then fallen again. They had thought 
that this attorney, Mr. Whitaker, might be able to get the job done, but it appeared now that 
it was going to be much more difficult.

They had to make a quick decision.

CHAPTER 29

ÒLady,Ó one of the females said addressing Juanita. ÒWhy would you call five 
attorneys to come do what one should be able to do?Ó

Juanita looked her back straight in the eyes and said firmly, ÒBecause I want to 
make sure George gets out and gets out now.

Five of you form a team and figure out how to get him out now!Ó, she demanded.

ÒDo you know how much that could cost you?Ó, one of the male attorneys asked.

ÒCan you pay it?Ó, another interjected.

ÒCost is not a concern!Ó Shawanda stepped in to say. ÒMyÉ uhÉ boss is worth 
several million dollars. HeÕll pay you.Ó

They all stopped for a moment. Then Mr. Whitaker took the lead. ÒSergeant, we 
want to see our client, and we demand to see him RIGHT NOW!Ó

ÒWait a minute.Ó, the sergeant replied nervously. It was obvious that he had never 
seen and heard such events before.

ÒCaptain.Ó, he called out to the older officer. ÒI got a situation out here.Ó The captain 
stumbled groggily from his office. He had obviously been napping on the job.

ÒWhat the #$*$$! is going on?Ó he cursed as he asked the question.



ÒThese five attorneys want to see your new prisoner.Ó, came the answer from the 
sergeant.

ÒYes, thatÕs right.Ó, Mr. Whitaker said. ÒAnd if we donÕt get to see him within the 
next few minutes, IÕm going to think of all the civil law suits weÕre going to bring against 
you individually and against the city!Ó

The captainÕs eyes widened as he began to stutter with the answer. ÒWellÉ uhÉ 
Sergeant, get the keys and show them to the interrogation room.Ó As Hugo came out and 
joined the captain, they stood there as the five attorneys all marched past him. Juanita and 
Shawanda fell in line with them and followed the attorneys in the room which was now 
somewhat crowded.

As Juanita entered the room and saw the condition of his face, she ran to him.

ÒWhat have they done to you?Ó She screamed as she knelt down to hug him.

Shawanda also moved quickly to his other side but remembered to restrain her 
actions and emotions. ÒBoss, she said as her voice wavered a bit. ÒThese people are your 
team of attorneys. TheyÕre going to get you out of here.Ó, She announced.

The team asked the ladies to stand back as they got him up and into the chair. 
Juanita and Shawanda obediently stood back and stood near the opposite wall while the 
attorneys began to question George. Nevertheless, Shawanda slipped between them for a 
moment and took several pictures of his condition with her cell phone. Yet, still, there was 
something that had to be taken care of before they got very far.

CHAPTER 30

ÒSomeone draft a document to request complete copies of the taped interview and 
the video tapes from the officersÕ vehicle.Ó, Mr. Whitaker ordered.

ÒIf the evidence backs up your story Mr. Meadows, youÕll end up twice as rich as 
you already are.Ó

ÒPerhaps, we can sue the city for five million.Ó, said another. ÒIf we can prove 
reckless endangerment, excessive force, unnecessary arrest, and a few other things in 
criminal court, then we can sue for millions in civil court!Ó, another said excitedly. ÒWait a 
minute!Ó, George yelled out. ÒIÕm not concerned with all that. I donÕt want to go to court at 
all.Ó He stopped and huffed and paused for a moment as he ran his right hand down his 
face. ÒFor now, just get me out of here!Ó, he yelled. ÒOkay.Ó, Mr. Whitaker said after 
another pause. ÒLet me see what I can do.Ó

He excused himself, exited the room while the remaining lawyers continued asking 



questions and taking notes.

Shawanda eyed her man from across the room. Her heart yearned to go to him, to 
cuddle him, to nurse his wounds, and to assure him that everything would be alright.

However, the game had to be played in front of others. Juanita was THE wife. She 
was a maid or assistant, and she had to conduct herself in such a manner.

They had all learned from the incident that happened a couple of years ago that they 
had to avoid public exposure of their lifestyle. But now she would restrain herself, for the 
time would come that they would be alone, she told herself. And thenÉ

Taking a deep breath and blowing it out, she raised her head toward the ceiling as 
her eyes watered. They were tears of joy. She was glad her man now had a team around 
him who would make sure he was released. Whether on bail, or whatever, at least he would 
be free.

MaybeÉ Just maybe this awful nightmare of an evening would come to a close. 
Turning to the side and looking down to the floor now, she thought about all the good from 
the practice of polygamy. The ladies shared with each other during the days and did not 
have to tax George with an excessive amount of chatter that most husbands hate.

None of the ladies were overly taxed sexually; in fact, they each looked forward to 
their time with the husband.

Judy had a good father for her boys. Betty was being loved and was now part of a 
family of people that loved her.

And she herself was not among the myriads of black women for which there was 
no man.

She chuckled to herself and muttered half aloud. ÒIf the world only knew that 
thereÕs a Biblical solution to many of their problems.Ó

Looking up, she decided to go to George and take a chance and whisper one thing 
in his ear.

CHAPTER 31

ÒCongratulations Daddy!Ó she whispered. ÒYouÕre the father of a new baby girl.Ó

George forgot himself, jumped up and hugged Shawanda.

ÒYes!Ó George shouted!



Then he caught himself.

ÒUhÉ UhÉ Excuse me folks. My assistant just gave me good news.Ó

Still, everyone frowned.

George, thinking to help cover his mistake, picked up Juanita, spun her around and 
whispered in her hear. ÒDid you know? Why didnÕt you tell me?Ó He spun is back toward 
the four lawyers remaining in the room. ÒHow are they looking?ÓÓ, he whispered in his 
first wifeÕs ear as he held her in a long hug.

She, looking over his shoulder whispered back in his ear. ÒThey are frowning and 
wondering.Ó I think.Ó

Shawanda backed up and stood against the wall again.

ÒHowÕs Betty?Ó, he inquired in another whisper to Juanita.

ÒSheÕs still in a coma Shawanda tells me. She has been with her during the 
operation.Ó

ÒOperation?Ó, George said raising his voice. Then turning toward the lawyers he 
said.  ÒExcuse me folks. I need a bit of privacy for a moment. Please step out.Ó

As they began to file out the door, he added a command to Shawanda as a show for 
the others.

ÒMiss Perkins, if youÕd go back and attend to the other situation, IÕd appreciate it.Ó, 
he said formally trying to imply that there was no personal relationship between them.

ÒYes sir.Ó, Shawanda replied playing her role.

She didnÔt really want to leave George, but she understood the need for someone to 
be near Betty. As Shawanda reached the door, she looked back and gave George  a small 
smile, a quick wink.

George continued to play his role pretending not to notice. However, Juanita gave a 
slight smile and a return wink to her sister wife to show her appreciation.

Twenty-five more minutes went by.

George and Juanita continued to talk in whispers, not being sure who might be 
viewing and listening to them through the two-way mirror.

Finally, Mr. Whitaker came in and said, ÒIÕve got good news, and bad news.Ó



CHAPTER 32

ÒThe good is that you can leave.Ó, he said as he moved fully into the room. ÒThe 
bad news is that you must remain with me until the arraignment.Ó

He came closer as George stood up and put his arm around JuanitaÕs waist.

ÒThe judge is a good friend of mine. WeÕre golfing buddies. Nevertheless, those are 
some serious felony charges against you.

When I apprized him of all the facts as youÕve explained them to me, he agreed to 
let you remain in my custody until the 9 AM. Bail hearing. HeÕll set bail, then youÕll be 
officially released when itÕs posted.Ó

George looked down at his watch and then back up at Mr. Whitaker as he sighed 
and said, ÒThank you. Thank you for that.Ó

Mr. Whitaker smiled and said, ÒDonÕt worry. YouÕll thank me enough when you 
pay my bill.Ó

ÒLetÕs get out of here.Ó George said as he moved toward the door.

George looked down at his watch. It was 2 AM.

ÒWeÕve got seven hours to spend. Shall we go to my office?Ó Mr. Whitaker offered.

ÒNo! WeÕre going to the hospital.Ó George stated simply.

ÒOkay, if you say so.Ó, Mr. Whitaker responded before pausing as he walked past 
the sergeantÕs desk. The sergeant eyed them coldly, but said nothing. As they exited the 
building, Mr. Whitaker continued to talk. ÒYou REALLY care about this cook of yours, 
donÕt you?Ó

ÒYes.Ó George said simply.

Juanita walked along on GeorgeÕs right side with her arm through his. She knew 
what the lawyer was implying but was pretending to know nothing.

ÒYou know,Ó Mr. Whitaker offered again as they neared his car. ÒMy firm could 
have handled this problem for you without all those other attorneys on the case.Ó

ÒPerhaps,Ó George replied. ÒBut if my wife here and my assistant thought it 
necessary to bring in the others, then so be it. IÕm just glad to be out of that building!Ó he 
declared.



ÒYes, I understand.Ó Mr. Whitaker pressed the issue. ÒBut now they can be released 
from the case. I can gather all their work product and you pay them for services rendered, 
and therefore, youÕd save money going forward.Ó, he explained.

ÒYes, perhaps. But I am tired and I donÕt want to deal with that right now.Ó George 
stated firmly as he raised his voice and showed a bit of irritability over the conversation.

They drove silently to the hospital. As they moved toward the Intensive Care Unit, or ICU 
as it's called, they met Shawanda coming out.

Eyeing Mr. Whitaker briefly, Shawanda remembered to play her role as assistant to 
Mr. Meadows.

ÒSir, she said to him. ÒSheÕs still unconscious. Of course, theyÕre giving her a lot of 
medicine for pain intravenously, but sheÕs holding on.Ó

Shawanda and the lawyer waited in the nearby waiting room while George and 
Juanita went in to see Betty. She felt a bit nervous being alone with him, and would feel 
that much more so as he began to ask certain questions.

CHAPTER 33

ÒSo youÕre his assistant, hey?Ó Mr. Whitaker began.

ÒYes, one of them.Ó She said.

ÒHe seems rather fond of his cook.Ó He said casually as he stood looking at a 
painting on the wall.

Shawanda ignored the comment, thinking it best to say nothing to a nosy attorney.

ÒHow many people does your employer have on the payroll?Ó, he asked as he 
turned toward her indicating that he expected an answer.

ÒUhÉ I think you should ask him those questions.Ó, Shawanda replied.

ÒHoom. Does this mean you donÕt know, or youÕre not authorized to say?Ó, he 
pressed the issue.

Shawanda clinched her jaws and looked down before looking up at him.

ÒIt means,Ó she began as she stood to her feet and looked him  directly in the eyes, 
ÒI have the right to remain silent, and I am choosing to do so.Ó, she stated firmly.



ÒOh, okay.Ó Whitaker said as he took a step back and threw up his hands.

Shawanda began to move toward the door to leave the room.

ÒOf course, you know that if I am going to represent your boss at trial, IÕll need all 
the information I can get.Ó He said.

ÒThenÓ, Shawanda said looking back over her shoulder as she reached the door, 
ÒGet your information from him.Ó, she stressed. She was beginning not to like this Mr. 
Whitaker. Still, she did not want to say anything to George, at least not yet.

The hospital rules only allowed two visitors at any one time, but Shawanda took a 
chance and slipped in and joined George and Juanita anyway.

They prayed for her as George placed his hand on her forehead. Juanita and 
Shawanda each stood on either side of the bed and held her hands. ÒLord, thank you for 
preserving Betty so far, and please Lord, bring her back to us fully.Ó, he prayed. Moments 
later, Betty moaned and opened her eyes a bit.

ÒHoney bun, weÕre here.Ó George whispered excitedly!

ÒTheyÕve delivered your baby girl prematurely.Ó, he explained. ÒYouÕre in the ICU 
now.Ó

ÒUh.Ó She moaned. ÒA girl?Ó she asked with a faint smile.

ÒYes dear, a girl.Ó, he said as he cuffed her cheeks in his hands. ÒYou rest now. 
One of us will be nearby until you get out.Ó Juanita exited the room and went to the nurseÕs 
station to let the nurse know that Betty was conscious. Shortly, later the nurse came in and 
checked her vitals and shooed everyone out. ÒIÕll let the doctor know sheÕs awake, but she 
needs her rest. So IÕll have to insist that you all go back to the waiting room.Ó, She 
instructed.

They moved backward out to the hallway where Mr. Whitaker was waiting 
nervously.

ÒLetÕs go see the baby!Ó, George said excitedly disregarding WhitakerÕs presence.

As they walked down to the neonatal unit, Mr. Whitaker tried to get information 
from George while pretending it was just small talk.

ÒYour assistant is somewhat tight lipped about what you do and how your 
operation works.Ó He said.

Shawanda and Juanita walked together several paces behind the men but could still 
hear the conversation.



ÒOh really?Ó, George responded in mock surprise.

He didnÕt care. He could deal with Whitaker and his questions later. While arriving 
at the neonatal unit, they looked through a window at the premature newborn. GeorgeÕs 
heart swelled with joy. ÒThank you God.Ó, he whispered.

Although there was an arraignment in a few hours and a trial to come, right now all 
that didnÕt matter.

He was alive. His wife Betty was conscious. His new baby was before his eyes. 
And he had four beautiful women that loved him. He whispered again, ÒIÕm a blessed 
man.Ó


