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In loving memory of Francis Ronald “Rahn” Ramey, 1955–2013.

|

W hew. I was stunned when I got the news that Rahn had passed away in 
June 2013. It’s hard to say good-bye to a childhood friend, especially one whom 
I considered my big brother throughout my teenage years. How could my family 
have known, way back when I was in high school, that the same Rahn (aka Ronald) 
who hung out at our house, providing never-ending comedic relief, would go on to 
do great things? You never know a person’s potential—never. Yet he suffered an 
illness unknown to me and died so young. Although it had been a while since I had 
seen Rahn do standup comedy, I was proud of him. Thank God for sending Rahn 
our way, with his charisma and unique sense of humor. He will be missed for years 
to come, but at least I have the memories.
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St. Louis Cardinals baseball outfielder Rahn Maxwell had made some wrong 
turns in life—women and money, to name a few—but this wrong turn could prove 
deadly if the pair of blinding headlights racing toward him in his rearview mirror 
didn’t slow down. 

He had just left a nightclub in downtown St. Louis, where he had met some 
friends. A construction sign had instructed him to detour off Interstate 64, and now 
his GPS attempted to recalculate. The darkness around him was thick as fog.

“Turn around when possible,” his GPS kept advising, as if it sensed danger. 
That would be a good idea, but at the moment, he had a more pressing issue. 

Since there wasn’t time for Rahn to get out of harm’s way, with a car speeding 
behind him, he braced for impact. Seconds later, the anticipated crash never 
occurred. An old Camaro shrieked to a halt alongside his pearl gray Mercedes-
Benz G550 SUV, blocking his exit. Rahn experienced a bad gut feeling. 

The front passenger window of the car descended, and a dark-skinned man 
wearing dark glasses snarled at him. Brandishing some type of machine gun, he 
ordered Rahn to lower his window. Great! And he had just declined the dealer’s 
recommendation of armor-plated protection for his luxury vehicle. Now, Rahn 
wished he had followed his advice. How come hindsight couldn’t be foresight? 

Watching the gunman’s movements, Rahn counted down the seconds until 
his life would end. He hadn’t reached thirty-five, the age he planned to announce 
his retirement. Judging from the looks of things, his short-lived career was about 
to stop at twenty-seven. God, I can’t go down like this. Please help me. Rahn had too 
many wrongs he needed to right, people to whom he needed to say his last good-
byes, and babies he needed to kiss. 

Exceeding his father’s numerous awards in baseball would be the biggest 
missed opportunity. Even collecting a pension didn’t sound too far-fetched at the 
moment. An induction in the Hall of Fame would be a plus, too. Now, all that 
seemed trivial.

All of a sudden, the driver of the Camaro jumped out. He appeared taller than 
Rahn’s six-foot-three-inch frame. “Nice ride,” he said, pointing his own gun at him.
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Against the eerie backdrop of night, the man’s fair complexion gave him the 
illusion of a ghost face with rows of silver chains weighing down his body. His 
bling shone like a neon light. “How about letting us take it for a test drive?” He 
grinned, revealing a gap in his bottom teeth.

Was the trigger-happy dude asking permission? Did Rahn really have a choice? 
“You’re moving too slow, man.” Agitated, the gunman hustled closer to the 

vehicle as Rahn calculated the speed needed to back up without a bullet hitting its 
target. “Your life or your ride,” he demanded. 

Keep breathing, hands down, Rahn thought, more afraid at the moment than 
he could ever recall being.

“The fear of the Lord is a fountain of life, to depart from the snares of death.” 
Proverbs 14:27 came to him as a whisper, as if God Himself was a passenger in 
his car. 

The Scriptures never seemed like a lifeline until it was too late. As Rahn 
was about to plead for his life, his assailant bucked, his demeanor shifting to 
uncertainty.

“Hey, man—aren’t you Rahn Maxwell?” He bobbed his head. “Yep, you are. 
All right, now. Whaz up, man? I remember that game against the Dodgers when 
the bases were loaded. I put a lot of money on that game. Man, oh man, when you 
cleared the bases with your two-run homer, it was cool.” He snickered as if he was 
watching an instant replay.

Rahn was about to be murdered, and the man wanted to talk baseball? Rahn 
could barely recall his name, let alone the specifics of a game from last season. 

This is your plan of escape, came the mental nudge from God.
Right. He took the cue. “Yep, couldn’t let the Cubs gain ground—the 

Dodgers…the Dodgers.” Stay with the conversation, Maxwell, his mind warned 
him. He swallowed, still on guard. 

“Hey, y’all, it’s Rahn Maxwell,” the gunman shouted to his accomplices in the 
car. “Check him out.” He still held his weapon erect. 

Two thugs jumped out of the backseat. Scarves covered their heads, and bling 
drenched their bodies, which showcased tattoos splattered across their chests and 
arms. 

Outgunned and outnumbered, Rahn pleaded with Jesus, Lord, if You get me 
out of this, I’ll clean up my act—promise. Did he just make a vow? That left him no 
choice but to make good on it—not give lip service, as he had in the past.

One of the men rushed to his window and squinted at him, as if to verify his 
identity. He displayed a mouth full of gold-capped teeth. “A’wight, you won that 
game against the Dodgers with your two-run homer.”
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“Grand slam, fool,” another one corrected him.
Actually, it had been a two-run homer, but who was Rahn to contradict a man 

with a gun? 
The first gunman interrupted their impending argument. “Shut up, both of 

you!” He turned to Rahn. “Uh, could I have your autograph?”
What? Refusing to show that he was dumbfounded, Rahn obliged and put 

his John Hancock on the piece of paper he was handed. His captors-turned-fans 
admired his signature. 

“A’wight.” The head mugger patted the hood of Rahn’s SUV and waved him 
back, as if he was a patrol officer allowing Rahn to cross the border. “We’ll move 
so you can make a U-turn.” 

One of the accomplices nodded, then jumped in the car and backed it out of 
the way. 

“Okay, take a right at the corner, and you’ll be back on the highway. Be safe.” 
Really? “Thanks.” Attentively, Rahn did as he was instructed. Once he was 

on the interstate, he tested his Benz’s horsepower, surpassing the speed limit. He 
wasn’t concerned about crashing or being arrested. He had escaped impending 
death. Either way, he was still breathing. 

Thirty minutes later, Rahn turned down the narrow two-lane road to the 
gated community he called home. His strength seemed to drain from his body as 
he pressed the garage door opener. “I’m alive. I’m alive.” As soon as he pulled inside 
and parked, Rahn rested his forehead on the steering wheel. Despite his natural 
strength, he felt faint. “Thank You, Jesus,” he whispered before turning off the 
motor. Willing his legs to move, Rahn somehow slid out of the driver’s seat, then 
steadied himself. 

His heart continued to pound thunderously against his chest as he entered his 
house through the kitchen. He deactivated his alarm system. Now safely behind 
locked doors, Rahn scanned the familiar surroundings. He had never been so 
scared in his life. 

Reaching for his cordless phone, Rahn fumbled with it until he had a grip. 
He punched in 9-1-1—something he should have done while speeding down 
the interstate. Rahn stuttered, speaking in broken sentences; Ebonics or even 
a foreign language might have slipped in before he was able to go into vivid 
details. 

“Sir, I’ll send an officer to take your statement,” the frustrated dispatcher 
finally told him.

What? He huffed. He had sweated through the recap, only to have to suffer 
through it again. “Fine.” 
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By the time the police—two of them—arrived, Rahn’s mind had drawn a 
blank. This time weapons flashed before his eyes and he described the AK-47s 
better than he could the gunmen’s faces. “When they recognized me, all they 
wanted to talk about was baseball and my autograph. The next thing I knew, one 
guy directed me out of their ambush. I never looked back….”

The questions continued for another twenty minutes. Finally, the shorter of 
the two officers advised him they would be in touch, and then he and his partner 
left. Alone with his thoughts, Rahn showered until the water chilled. 

With no appetite or interest in television, Rahn collapsed on his bed. Although 
his body was tired, his mind was in extra innings. He continued to wrestle with the 
reality that God had spared his life. Maybe it had all been a dream.

|

“This is the most exciting weekend I’ve had since moving here,” Shae Carmen 
told her younger sister Brecee. 

“I thought a surprise visit would cheer you up.” Dr. Sabrece “Brecee” Carmen 
had flown in from Houston, where she was completing her residency in pediatrics. 
It was almost midnight, and the sisters had just ordered dessert at a busy, posh 
restaurant tucked away near the Central West End.

Thank God for family. And thanks to her parents, Annette and Saul Carmen, 
for giving her three sisters: Stacy, Shari, and Brecee. After a painful breakup, Shae 
had quit her first job out of college, at a Nebraska TV station, and taken the first 
offer she’d gotten, at KMMD-TV in St. Louis, which had turned out to be a bless-
ing. Not only was she a reporter in a major market, but she had added “weekend 
news anchor” to her résumé. Professionally, she had rebounded; personally, how-
ever, she was still struggling to pick up the pieces.

As far as Shae was concerned, three months hadn’t been enough time to come 
to grips with the church scandal of a lifetime—her own. She was twenty-six years 
old, not a naive sweet sixteen. She was adamant about never dating again, even if it 
meant a lifestyle of singleness. She had church and family to fill in the void.

Shae relaxed in her seat at the booth. From the whispers and pointing of the other 
patrons, she knew some of them had recognized her from the ten o’clock newscast 
she’d recently anchored. That was preferable to the gossip and label of “home wrecker.” 
She sighed and leaned forward. “You know, I still can’t believe I was the other woman.”

Brecee jabbed her finger at her. “You were never the other woman. She was.”
“She was his wife.” Shae shook her head. “I wanted to slide under the pew 

when that woman stood in front of the entire congregation and testified how her 
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husband had patiently brought her back to the Lord. Alex never said anything to 
me about being married, separated, or divorced. Where were the church busybod-
ies when I needed them to put a buzz in my ear?” 

Brecee twisted her lips in disgust. “That two-timing married lowlife was lead-
ing you to believe you were the love of his life, pretending that God was the head of 
his life. Puh-lease. He was nothing more than a devil’s decoy, a slimy church preda-
tor, conniving to deceive the saints.”

Brecee’s rant was as fervent as if she was the injured party. It would have 
been comical, if it wasn’t for the fact that it was Shae’s miniseries that was playing 
out. Growing up, the sisters had often been mistaken for twins because of their 
uncanny resemblance. However, when it came to their personalities, they were as 
different as powdery snow and hail. Shae was soft-spoken when she wasn’t in front 
of the camera. Brecee, one year younger, was known for her unbridled tongue—a 
bad trait for a child of God, and she knew it.

“I can’t believe I ranked at the top of my journalism class for investigative 
reporting.” Why hadn’t the stellar education given her the foresight in other areas? 
She cringed. Her gross error in judgment didn’t bode well for her credibility as a 
television reporter. Her oath to uncover the truth, follow up on leads, and expose 
corruption had been compromised, just like her dignity. 

If a boyfriend could deceive her and lie about being married, how would she 
know if a suspect, victim, or politician she was interviewing was telling the truth? 
How could she have been so clueless and so wrong about Alex’s character? Before 
that fiasco, Shae had never second-guessed herself.

“Let that past hurt go.” Brecee waved her hand as if she were swatting a fly. 
“Consider your East Pekin, South Pekin, or Whatever Pekin, Nebraska, experi-
ence as part of a well-rounded education on life outside the classroom.”

Shae tapped her nails on the table. She had heard her sister say it all before.
“Look at the blessing that followed after what that trouser snake did. After 

you resigned from that overworked and underpaid reporter job, it took you only a 
month to land a better one. I call that checkmating the devil.” 

“Yeah.” Shae curled her lips into a smile. Professionally, she had done well. 
However, her reputation had been blemished. It was hard to regain respect after a 
person’s character was vilified in the public eye, even in a small town.

“You know what?” Brecee stole a flirtatious glance at a server as he swaggered 
past their table, then met Shae’s gaze again, her face serious. “I think it was the 
power of suggestion that made you vulnerable.” 

“Huh?”
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“Mother Stillwell got in your head, which allowed Alex to get inside your 
heart. She planted a seed with her whole ‘Get that hope chest ready, sugar—
your blessing ain’t far away.’” Brecee’s imitation of the eighty-something great-
grandmother from their home church in Philly was spot-on, down to the crooked 
finger-pointing. 

Shae rolled her eyes. Mother Stillwell had flagged her down in the church 
parking lot, in a car that needed a paint job and a new muffler. Even the driv-
er’s window seemed stuck in the “up” position, barely allowing enough room for 
a smoker to flip out a cigarette butt. Yet that hadn’t stopped Mother Stillwell. 
Through that slit of an opening, she’d reminded Shae that “he’s coming,” as if she 
was talking about Jesus’ return, as foretold in 1 Thessalonians 4:16.

“Here you go, ladies.” Their server placed a mammoth-sized slice of cheese-
cake between them. Spying each other, the sisters locked forks, ready to battle to 
be the first one to sample the dessert. 

“Only because you’re treating me, I concede,” Brecee said with a grin. “I know 
sweets are your weakness.”

And it showed, too. The debacle with Alex Peterson had caused Shae’s weight to 
fluctuate and her hair to thin in some places due to stress. Thanks to a hair weave, her 
tresses were on the mend. She would never snub her nose at any woman wearing syn-
thetic hair again. But she would love to look like Brecee, who maintained her figure 
by working out, wore minimal makeup on her blemish-free skin, and had recently 
experimented with highlights in her long, brown mane—with stunning results. 

Could it be true, what Brecee had suggested? Had Shae been so gullible as to 
allow an old church busybody to plant a bug in her ear? 

Brecee helped herself to a bite of cheesecake. “I never mentioned this, but not 
long after you moved to Nebraska, Mother Stillwell was playing ‘matchmaker 
missionary’ again. This time, she had me on her radar. I dodged her as long as I 
could before she cornered me outside the restroom. You know, for an old woman 
with a cane, she gets around as if she’s wearing shoes on wheels.” Brecee chuckled. 
“Anyway, remember Brian Evans?”

Shae frowned as she slid another forkful of dessert in her mouth. “The name 
sounds familiar, but his face is fuzzy.” Their home church in Philly had been huge. 
“Why?”

Brecee grunted. “Mother Stillwell said God had spoken Brian’s name and 
my name in her ear. Right. Two days later, Brian was busted for buying drugs—
another decoy in the church. Mother Stillwell apologized to me and retracted her 
earlier declaration, claiming she’d meant Evans Bryson and blaming the mistake 
on her blood pressure medicine. Then, remember—”
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“Stop it.” Shae cracked up and had to make an effort to keep her food 
inside her mouth. “You’re really making me feel stupid that I might have sub-
consciously entertained her remarks.” She sobered and looked away. “I’m so 
through with men in church. They’re no different from the ones outside the 
temple walls.”

“There are decoys everywhere. And you’re anything but stupid.” Brecee 
reached across the table and patted Shae’s hand. “It’s a known fact that sisters 
around Jesus Is the Way Church are praying to be next on Mother Stillwell’s hit 
list for husbands.” 

“Sometimes I wonder, why me?” Shae propped her elbow on the table and 
rested her chin in her hand. Of course, there was no answer. Didn’t the Bible say 
that God sent sunshine and rain on good and evil alike? At times, it didn’t seem 
fair that the Lord would allow the saint to go through the same trials that she 
thought should be reserved for the sinner. She was definitely going to have to 
reread Matthew, chapter five.

Brecee leaned forward. “Listen to me, Sis. You can’t let that jerk make you give 
up on your happily-ever-after. I’m praying that Jesus will release you from your 
mental bondage.”

“Thanks.” Shae smiled but didn’t feel it.
“You’re going to get back in the dating pool again, even if I have to push you in 

there,” Brecee said, wagging a manicured finger at her.
“You better have a truck to assist you, because I’m not budging.”
“But we’re believers of Lamentations three twenty-three, remember? God’s 

mercies are new every morning.” Brecee patted her chest. “Just like God set aside 
seven thousand men in Israel that wouldn’t bow to Baal in First Kings, I happen 
to believe that the Lord has set aside some good men for us—the women of God. 
My faith’s in God, not men.” 

“My faith’s in God keeping the wolves away.”
“Amen.” Brecee exchanged a high five with her, then signaled for the check.
Their server appeared, wearing a mischievous smile. “Ladies, your bill has 

already been paid.”
Shae and Brecee stared at her in surprise. “What? Who?” they asked in unison.
Their server wasn’t bashful about pointing in the direction of two good- 

looking, dark-skinned brothers waiting for a table near the lobby. Both men waved, 
and one of them winked, saluting the sisters with his glass of wine.

“Hmm-mm. Now, there are two possibilities,” Brecee teased.
“I’ll pass, but you go for it.” Shae meant every word. She stood and gathered 

her purse and coat, and Brecee followed suit.
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Shae was not in the mood for small talk, but it appeared their benefactors 
had other ideas. The men shifted their weight to a cocky stance as she and Brecee 
walked toward the exit.

“Gorgeous,” Brecee mumbled, then flashed one of her flirtatious smiles that 
seemed to turn men into cartoon characters with tongues hanging out of their 
mouths, eyes bugging out, and hearts pounding outside their chests. 

“Ladies,” said one of them—definitely the better-looking one.
As if Shae no longer had a heartbeat to succumb to their charm, she simply 

nodded her acknowledgment and then pulled Brecee along before she could fur-
ther encourage them. 

“Hey!” Brecee exclaimed as they stepped into the brisk air. “It wouldn’t hurt 
to say hello.”

Shae didn’t care how handsome they were. Okay, she did appreciate a good 
specimen; but the trust was gone. She wasn’t interested in striking out again. As 
far as she was concerned, the game was already over.


