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YELLOW MOON
I stumble around in the daytime
In a world dark and cold
Sense of direction left me behind
My unprotected innocent soul
How can I as a child
Know the difference between right and wrong
If the one who’s sexually molesting me
Is the one who suppose to be close to God
My mother said don’t talk to strangers
So I can’t call 911
Lord please, will you rescue me
I pray for him to come
Yellow moon shining over my head
Casting a shadow on the ground
Looking for someone to hold my hand
No one can be found
Those years has long since passed me by
I’m grown and on my own
I have a grandbaby and two kids
And a warm beautiful Home
You know I finally found my rescuer
Patience is all it took
The one who gently held my hand
Is the one who wrote this book.
Written by: Mr. Ricardo R. Sumler © 2003

Introduction
There were pictures moving a mile a minute behind my eyes.
Terrible disgusting images! Hands from every direction were
rubbing and touching all over my small body. There were
different faces on each side of me, behind me, in front of
me. They were all looking down at me, some laughing, some
moaning, some just standing there watching as the others
took turns groping, pinching and touching me. I could hear
horses and cows in the background and the wind howling
outside. Then I noticed someone moving towards me and the
others began to move away so that he could come through.
A black hood covered his face. He began to raise it, pulling
it up slowly over his face, and there stood the most terrifying sight imaginable to a child. A man with the face of a
skeleton stood over me. His skeleton hand reached out for
me. I couldn’t move. I wanted to, but there were too many
hands holding me down. Then the Pain began! And I started
to scream.
I sat up shaking in a cold sweat. Damn another dream. I’m
36 now. When was this shit gonna stop? Although, I didn’t
have them nearly as often as I use to, but damn I wanted it to
stop already. Ok, so what caused this one to come on? It was
usually something, a flashback, a face that looked familiar, a
smell, or a sound. But I didn’t recall any of those. Yesterday
I thought about writing that book about my life again like
Shawn kept telling me to do. But I couldn’t do it. I didn’t
want everyone knowing about all the shit I went through
when I was a kid. I know other people had probably gone
through similar shit and probably worse, but this was my shit.
The clock next to the bed said 3:15a.m. Thank God it was
the weekend or I would be seriously exhausted at work tomorrow. It wouldn’t be the first time though. These dreams
were pretty intense and would normally keep me up the rest
of the night.
I got up and headed to the bathroom to wash the sweat
from my face before heading downstairs to the kitchen for a
v
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glass of ice cold Kool-Aid. Once I reached the bottom of the
stairs, I looked over at the computer sitting in the corner of
the room. A force seemed to pull me in that direction instead
of the direction of the kitchen. I didn’t fight it, I just went. I
sat down at the desk and turned the computer on; I went to
the Microsoft Word Program and pulled up a blank page.
Here I am again sitting in front of this damn computer trying to start the first sentence to something I don’t want the
damn world to know about anyway, not to mention my family. But something keeps niggling me to do it. Not to mention
my best friend Shawn who keeps telling me “write about it,
it’ll make you feel better”. I wish like hell him and the niggling would just leave me alone.
As I sit here, obviously I’m not moving until I put something on this blank page. I mean what else do I have to do at
3:30 in the morning? But I’m tellin ya now, if I ever do get
through this thing, I mean if I ever complete this so called
book, it goes no further than this computer. Then I thought,
Shit, on second thought maybe I do need to write about it.
I know I’m not going to a $200 an hour shrink just to lie on
a couch and talk til I’m blue in the face. Maybe this would
do the trick and it’ll be a self-healing thing for me. At least
that’s what Shawn keeps telling me. Yeah, that’s how I’ll look
at it, as a self-healing thing. Get it all out. Maybe these damn
dreams would finally stop.
My life hasn’t been that bad. Ok, so I had a fucked up marriage. Who the hell hasn’t? I’ve raised two wonderful kids, I
didn’t get to go to college, but I’m going now. Sometimes I
have freaky, sexual desires, but again, who the hell doesn’t?
It’s true that I seem to move every year and can’t seem to find
any stability in my life. But that doesn’t have anything to do
with my past, right? I have dealt with that and gotten over it.
It’s just these stupid dreams won’t go away.
Ok, I’ll just write until it’s all out in black and white. I’ll
try anything to get these nightmares to stop. What do I know
about writing a book anyway? Not a damn thing.
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I can only write what I remember. How the hell am I suppose to put my life into words, sentences, and paragraphs?
What if I decided to publish this book for whoever bought
it to read? I wondered how people would react. Would they
laugh, have pity for the character, cry, or just go “here’s another sad story.” As I sit here, I realize I’m actually afraid
to do this. There’s so much to tell. Can I tell it all? Should I
leave out certain parts? How would my family feel about me
if they read it? More importantly, how would my children
feel? Would they be embarrassed to have a mother who has
gone through all the hell I’ve experienced? Am I sure I even
want to begin this? And where do I even begin? It seems
like another lifetime that this happened; like it happened to
someone else and not me. Sometimes it just seems like a bad
dream. I realize that if I was going to do this, I was going to
have to relive all that happened to me again. But then I did
that every time I had a stupid nightmare. Then I think to myself, just start from the beginning. No one has to read it in the
end if I don’t want them to. And so the story begins:

CHAPTER 1
Birmingham, Alabama is where I was born and partially
raised. The year was 1971. I can’t really remember if it
was in the summer, fall, or winter although I do believe it
was sometime in the fall or going into winter. I lived with
my Mama Lillian, who was my grandmother and my little
brother Lenard. We lived in a three-bedroom house on 922
Mason Avenue. My mother didn’t live with us. In fact, at that
time I didn’t know who she was or where she lived. Neither
did I know our father or where he was. I had never seen him
before either, that I remembered. All I knew was Mama Lillian and Lenard and a few other family members. Our house
sat on top of a hill, with other houses on each side of us
and across the street. We had a small front yard with a front
porch, with a large fenced in back yard.
I was seven at the time and Lenard was five. I suppose
you could say he was cute for a little brother with big brown
eyes set in this little face that looked innocent of all wrong
doing. He followed me everywhere I went and did whatever
I did. He was quiet and shy, and would cry at the drop of
a dime. One of our favorite games used to be taking turns
jumping from the top step of our front porch down to the
ground. To me it seemed like every time I’d jump, I would
disappear for a moment and reappear once I hit the ground.
It was a little scary but it was fun, and we’d do it over and
over again until we got bored and wanted to play something
else. Then we would head to the back yard where we would
play for hours with this big yellow ball that Mama Lillian
had brought home for us one day.
I don’t know why I can’t remember much of my life before
this one particular night. It just always seemed that life for
me really started the night my Mama Lillian was killed. No
one was home except the three of us, or so I thought.
My brother and I were in our room playing when he told
me he was hungry. I realized I was hungry too. I wondered
where Mama Lillian was because she always called us when
1
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it was time to eat. I got down from my bed and headed out
the door, with Lenard right behind me, to tell her that we
were hungry. We went into the kitchen right off from our
bedroom, but she wasn’t there. We went into the living room,
but she wasn’t there either. I thought she might be in her
bedroom which was right off to the left of the living room
so we headed there. We stopped just as we reached the door
when I heard noises coming from inside. I tiptoed to her bedroom door and I heard the bed creaking loudly. I knew those
sounds because those were the same sounds the beds made
when Lenard and I jumped up and down on them. But there
were other sounds I didn’t recognize. Moans and groans,
noises I’d never heard before. It almost sounded like someone was hurting or in pain.
I thought Mama Lillian was sick or something so I walked
closer to her door. As I raised my hand to push the door open,
the sound of another voice coming from her room stopped
me. This voice was deeper, stronger. It was a man’s voice.
“Shut up and be still,” the man’s voice said.
It was a scary voice, but being a child, I decided to take a
peek and see what was going on. As usual, Lenard was right
behind me. I pushed the door open a little, and peeked in.
The light on the table beside Mama Lillian’s bed was on and
I looked to where the noises were coming from. It was the
first thing you could see when you opened the door.
Mama Lillian was lying there with no clothes on. A man I
didn’t know was on top of her who didn’t have on any clothes
either. He was bouncing up and down on top of her. Well,
now I understood why she was hurting. Whatever he was
doing to her looked like it hurt a lot. It didn’t look like any
of the games Lenard and I ever played and I wondered what
kind of game this was.
Lenard leaned up against me trying to get a better look
himself causing me to push the door in some. The man on top
of Mama Lillian must have heard the door creak open, because at that moment he stopped and turned towards me. He
yelled for me to shut the damn door. He scared the daylights
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out of me. His skin was dark and shiny all over. His eyes, I
would never forget his eyes, the way he looked at me, like
he wanted to eat me whole. I froze where I stood. I couldn’t
seem to make my legs move to save my life.
He yelled at me again, but this time his voice was louder
and meaner, telling me to shut the goddamned door. Still,
I couldn’t seem to move. I was so afraid I started to shake.
Lenard, which was still standing behind me, started crying.
The man started to get up, his hand raised in the air.
“I said shut the mutha fuckin door,” he screamed!
Then I heard Mama Lillian’s voice, sounding so low, almost a whisper, calling my name.
“Von,” which was short for my middle name Voncile.
It was then I was finally able to tear my eyes away from
his. I looked at her. She was crying. In a voice so soft, I could
barely hear, she told me to close the door.
I had never seen Mama Lillian cry before and it scared
me. I wanted to stay there with her to make her feel better.
But one more glance at the man was all it took to convince
me that it was better to just close the door. I looked at Lenard
who was crying even louder now and decided it was best
to get him away from this, whatever it was. He started to
complain that he was hungry again so I took his hand and
we headed to the kitchen. I took it upon myself to cook us
something to eat that night.
Two peanut butter and jelly sandwiches later, we sat back
and ate. The kitchen was a mess with peanut butter and jelly
scattered everywhere. After we ate, Lenard and I played for a
short time before Lenard crawled into bed and fell asleep. I
was tired too, but I couldn’t seem to fall asleep. I kept thinking about what I had seen earlier; the naked man who was on
top of Mama Lillian. The look in her eyes when she glanced
at me and told me to leave the room. I remembered the mad
look in his ugly eyes as he screamed at me to close the door.
Just as I was about to doze off, there was a noise that came
from the front room. It sounded like someone was running.
Then I heard the door to the living room slamming. I looked
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over to where Lenard was sleeping to see if the noise had
wakened him, but it hadn’t. He was still sleeping soundly.
I crawled out of bed just to take a peek and see what was
going on. I looked into the kitchen to see if anyone was
there. I thought maybe Mama Lillian had gotten up to fix us
something to eat and I wanted to let her know I had already
fixed us dinner but as I looked around the kitchen, she wasn’t
there. I came out further looking into the living room, but
she wasn’t there either. Strange thing was the front door was
standing halfway open as if someone forgot to close it all the
way. I know I heard the door slam but sometimes you had to
push it hard for it to close all the way. I looked around again
to make sure no one was there. But the room was empty. I
thought maybe she went outside on the porch to sit on the
swing or smoke a cigarette. She sometimes did that at night.
I wanted to call out to her but I was afraid to. I didn’t know
if the mean man was still there somewhere.
I tip toed to the door to close it. It was cold from the air
coming in from outside. I had to pass Mama Lillian’s’ room in
order to reach the door. I noticed her door was also open, but
just a crack. But it was enough to look in and see one of her
arms hanging off the side of the bed to the floor. Well at least
she wasn’t outside. I tried to see if the man was still there but
another gust of wind coming through the door reminded me
that it needed to be shut. I ran to the door and quietly pushed
it shut. I didn’t wanna make any noise to make him yell at me
again. All I was gonna do was close the door and head back
to my room. I didn’t wanna take any chance of seeing that
man again, but as I passed her door, I couldn’t help but look
in. Her arm was still hanging from the side of the bed. There
was something strange about it. It didn’t move or anything. It
just hung there. I stood there for a moment not knowing what
to do. It was quiet throughout the entire house.
I wondered if the man was still there in her room. I was
beginning to feel scared again, absolutely terrified in fact. I
listened to see if I heard any of the strange sounds coming
from the room like before, but all I could hear was the sound
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of the wind coming from outside. I looked through her door
again to see her arm still hanging from the bed. It was in the
same position as if it had never moved. I don’t know where
it came from, but courage came along and moved my feet
closer to the door. It never took this long to get to Mama Lillian’s’ door before, but all too soon I was finally there. I stood
there for a moment, just stood there. My heart seemed to
beat so hard and so fast I was sure they could hear it from inside. Still hearing no sounds coming from the room, courage
edged me on further. I peeked inside a little. I could see her a
little better now lying on the bed. She was so still. I wanted to
call out to her, but I was afraid the man might still be there.
I could just imagine him standing right behind the door
just waiting to pull me in and eat me. I tried to look around
the room without touching or pushing the door but with
no luck. Trying to look in further my head hit the door and
opened it wider. I stood there only for a moment shaking
with fear, waiting to hear his mean voice and the possibility
of his hands reaching out to hit me like before. Then I took
off at a dead run as fast as my legs could carry me back to the
safety of my bedroom. I hopped into my bed, pulled the covers over me, and pretended to be asleep. He wouldn’t know it
was me that opened the door again.
I had no idea how much time had passed before I realized
that the devil himself hadn’t followed me. I slowly sat up and
looked around. Lenard was still sound asleep, but there was
no devil to be seen. I slid off the bed and peeked outside the
door. No one was there. I went into the living room, still no
one.
Mama Lillian’s door was still opened the way I’d left it.
I continued towards it and looked in. Again, I saw her lying there on the bed. She was still, so still. Her arm was
still hanging limply from the side of the bed. I took a deep
breath and went all the way in. I looked around the room.
No one was there except Mama Lillian on the bed. My heart
finally began to slow down along with the knocking against
my chest. I walked to the side of her bed and noticed that she
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laid there completely naked with a sheet half covering her
body. I called out to her, but she didn’t answer. Her face was
turned away from me so I couldn’t see her eyes.
I thought she was asleep. I walked closer to the bed and
touched her arm to get her attention, to wake her up. I gently
touched her arm and called out to her. She didn’t move, she
didn’t say anything. She just laid there. I touched her arm
again, a little harder this time. Still she didn’t move.
The telephone rang, scaring me so bad I nearly jumped out
of my skin. Well I knew she was gonna wake up and answer
the phone because we weren’t allowed to answer it. I stood
there and waited for her to get up and rush to answer it. “Ring,
ring, ring, ring”, the telephone continued to ring. Finally, it
stopped. She hadn’t moved an inch. Something was wrong,
I didn’t know what it was, but I knew something was wrong.
I didn’t know what else to do, so I slowly turned around and
walked back to my room and lay down. All of a sudden, I felt
very tired and all I wanted to do was go to sleep.

CHAPTER 2
There were flashing lights outside the opened front door.
Men dressed in blue wearing funny blue hats and some were
dressed in white. People seemed to be walking all around
talking to each other, writing things down, looking all around
the house as if they were looking for something.
Lenard had gone to the bathroom and it was my chance
to sneak out and see exactly what was going on. I remember walking through the living room, wondering what was
happening. Wondering who these people were and why they
were here in our house. I felt small and invisible, no one
seemed to notice me at all, as I passed by all of these strange
people so caught up in whatever they were doing. Two of my
cousins came to the house earlier and woke us up, asking a
lot of questions about who had been here. After telling my
part about the man in Mama Lillian’s room and describing
him as best I could, they went to the telephone and made
some phone calls. Shortly after, people came knocking on
the door. Lenard and I were told to stay in our room, but with
all the noise coming from the living room, well I just had to
see what was going on.
People were everywhere, as I walked through the kitchen
and into the living room. I passed by Mama Lillian’s room
and looked in. I saw people standing over her, talking to each
other, and moving around the room. I looked down and her
arm was still hanging in the same place as it was before.
I wondered how in the world she could still be sleeping
with all those people standing there making so much noise. I
saw my cousins standing on the other side of the room talking. I saw one of them crying and I wondered why. They
lived on top of the opposite hill called Brown Hill. They
didn’t notice me as I continued walking to the front door, as
it stood open. I stepped out onto the front porch away from
all the noise and confusion on the inside. I stood there noticing the blue and red lights flashing on the car and a big red
and white truck.
7

8 Veronica Voncile

The lights were mesmerizing, almost hypnotizing. I remember seeing them on television. I stood there staring at
them for awhile before I heard a noise coming from behind
me. I quickly ran to the corner of the porch, and hid in the
shadows. I watched as two people pushed a rolling bed out
onto the porch, down the stairs and into the truck with the
flashing lights. I could tell there was someone on that bed,
but they were covered from head to foot.
Finally, I was beginning to understand. Mama Lillian was
sick and they had to take her to some place called a hospital
to make her better. Now I knew why she wouldn’t wake up,
she wasn’t feeling good. I wondered for a moment why her
face was covered up, but I figured it was cold outside and
they didn’t want her to get cold. I continued to watch as they
put her in the back of the white truck. I stood there until the
truck pulled away making more noise than I thought necessary. I had a real funny feeling in my stomach. I didn’t understand why. Then again, maybe deep inside I knew I would
never see her again.
Everything seemed to grow quiet after the truck pulled
off. I looked around me and noticed that although it was
dark, it was still rather light outside. I looked up at the sky.
The stars were bright and the sky was clear, but what really
caught my attention was the moon. It was so big, round, and
yellow. It reminded me of the big yellow ball in the back yard
that Lenard and I played with all the time.
I was about to turn and walk back inside because I was
beginning to get really cold. But instead I stood there, and
continued to stare at this bright and shiny ball in the sky. I
couldn’t seem to take my eyes off of it when all of a sudden
it started to move. It seemed to move towards me, but that
couldn’t be because the moon always stayed in the sky. But
sure enough, as I stood there it was moving and it was moving towards me. Closer and closer it came. I wanted to run,
but I couldn’t. It wasn’t that I was afraid because for some
reason I really wasn’t, but I knew that somehow this wasn’t
right. Sooner than I could believe, it was right there before
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my face just hanging there. I looked up at the sky where moments ago the moon was hanging. It was no longer there.
Only the stars hung there silently. I had a strange feeling that
I didn’t understand but it made me feel good inside. I didn’t
even feel cold anymore. If I knew what peace meant at that
time, I would have chosen that word to describe this feeling.
I wanted to reach out and touch it. But I couldn’t seem to
raise my hands. They felt heavy against my sides. I started to
feel sleepy and I wanted to close my eyes. I closed them only
for a moment and reopened them.
What I saw before me was Mama Lillian’s face staring at
me from the moon. She smiled at me and I smiled back at her.
She was so pretty. She looked different somehow, I couldn’t
explain it. Her eyes were brighter than I’d ever seen them
before. I always remembered them being red and sometimes
swollen. I wanted to reach out and touch her cheek, to speak
to her, but I couldn’t seem to speak or lift my arms. I could
only smile at her. Then she stopped smiling and there were
tears in her eyes. I wanted to ask her why she was crying but
I still couldn’t part my lips to speak. I could only stand there
and watch as the tears rolled down her light smooth skin.
I wanted to run and scream to someone that she was here
on the porch. But neither would my legs move. Suddenly,
from somewhere, understanding came over me. I wouldn’t
see her again. As if the words had come from her very lips,
I understood.
I felt sad in a way, but I felt that it would be ok. She continued to cry and it seemed as if she was trying to say something to me but her face began to slowly disappear. I wanted
to call out to her not to leave me, but like the ripples in a pale
of water her features soon disappeared. The moon continued
to hang there and I looked deeply into it for Mama Lillian to
come back. But she didn’t, and I wondered what was she trying to tell me before she disappeared. Ripples started to reappear in the moon, and I thought she was coming back, but
instead, there were other images that began to appear. These
things were not peaceful nor calm, but strange and scary. The
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pictures went by so fast that I staggered backwards from the
shock of what I saw.
I became angry and confused by the things I’d just seen,
it was my face over and over again going through things I
didn’t understand. There was another face, a mean scary face
but the pictures were going so fast I couldn’t get a good look
at it. Somehow I managed to lift my hand and hit at the moon
and it fell to the floor of the porch. I ran over to it and started
jumping up and down on it with all the force a seven year
old child could muster. And as fast as it came down to me,
it was back up in the sky even faster. I stood there shaking,
thinking, and not understanding what I’d seen. But somehow
I knew my life was not gonna be an easy one from this moment on. But nothing could have prepared me for the upcoming terrors of my life.
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