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Chapter 1
July felt more like August. The forecast promised temperatures in the high nineties, and the local news stations told
stories of the elderly dying in older buildings without air
conditioning from heat strokes. Warnings had been to stay
inside out of the heat. It didn’t seem right for this time of
year in New York, but nothing did these days.
Brendy didn’t worry about the warnings. It seemed everyone she knew was already on their way to Hell and she was
sure Hell was hotter than Spanish Harlem.
Besides, her days of walking the streets had long since
past. Those days had been replaced by a not-so-shabby apartment with enough money she didn’t have to worry about
where her next meal was coming from. She remembered
those days all too well.
Brendy crossed the floor of her studio apartment and
peered out the window to the street below. The same street
that, not so long ago,she walked dirty and afraid and so hungry she sometimes went for days without eating. She sighed,
watching the people down below. Even on Sunday they never
seemed to rest or care for anyone but themselves. Had she
become just like them? Brendy was certain her heart had
grown stone cold many years ago.
No one was friendly in Spanish Harlem. Being friendly
meant risking your life in this part of town. And after six
years of living in the city, her only friends were the girls she
worked with, and Brendy knew any of them would do her
in if it meant their own safety. But she would do the same
to them. Love was an unknown word. It was an emotion unknown to her. For loving meant the risk of being hurt, and
that was something she knew all too well.
At the tender, but not so innocent, age of twenty-two,
Brendy was tired.
Bone tired.
It wasn’t getting any better, only worse. The stress of the
last few years had taken its toll on her, emotionally as well as
1
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physically, and she was sure she looked more like a woman
of thirty. She crossed the room again and stared at the reflection of herself in the mirror. She stood for the longest looking at the image that stared back. Who was she? What had
she become?
“Who are you?” she whispered, moving even closer to
her image. Brendy knew she was beautiful, or so she had
been told at least a hundred times. Her eyes told her the
outside was worth looking at, but her heart told her beauty
was only skin deep, and she knew all too well that beneath
the surface lay a soul so dark no decent man could ever
love her.
Brendy placed her hands on her face and wept, feeling the
tears in the palms of her hands. So many years of pain and
anguish flooding out, and she sobbed uncontrollably, wishing she could start over. Nothing would ever be as she had
hoped.
Yes, Brendy knew she was beautiful, for it was beauty
that had gotten her this far. But beauty could sometimes be
a curse, and, for a moment, she wished she wasn’t beautiful.
Each time she looked at her light green eyes she saw her
mother looking back at her.
The mother she hated with a passion.
She was born with her mother’s eyes and knew she was
more like her than she cared to admit. How could God ever
forgive her for doing the unthinkable? Nevertheless, what
did it matter? She wasn’t even sure if she believed in God.
He certainly never helped her when she needed Him. So
many nights she cried out to Him and yet He never stopped
her abuse growing up. How could she forgive Him for that?
Depression set in years ago, like a grey cloud of doom.
Suicide, she knew, would be the easy way out. But, as low
as she felt at this moment, she could not bring herself to that
point. Knowing no one would be at her funeral was more
than she could bear.
The sound of a gunshot brought her out of her trance. She
was so tired of being afraid, not knowing what tomorrow
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held. Sadness was her constant friend, knowing life as it was
held no future or hope. There would be no husband to hold
her or kiss away her tears. No children to call her mother
and depend on her. No house with a white picket fence. She
would never have all the things she dreamed about as a child.
How could she dream those things now, when her past would
surely haunt all of her tomorrows?
Brendy looked at the clock above her kitchen sink. In less
than three hours, the car would arrive as it did every night.
She would be dressed to kill, in one of her many gowns. Her
makeup would be perfect and her light blonde hair would be
pinned up, leaving tiny curls cascading down her face. She
would be glamorous, and the gentleman the driver took her
to meet would be captivated by her beauty. It would be his
choice where they went or what they did. He would pay the
high price for her escort, and she would make him feel like
a prince. After all, that was her job. And to her disgust, she
did it well.
Brendy was sick to her stomach at the very thought of it.
Nevertheless, her job was to make him as happy as possible
and to smile and act as if she actually enjoyed being in his
presence.
So many times over the last few months, Brendy thought
of running. Each time the same thought haunted her mind.
Where would she run? No matter how far she ran, her past
would always be with her, to haunt her around every corner.
There would be reminders of the things she’d allowed herself
to become. No distance would ever erase the pain.
Another shot rang out on the street below, followed by a
woman’s loud scream. Brendy could feel her heart racing
as she looked around her studio apartment that was home
for the last several years. Even the trinkets she bought herself that decorated her home held no sentimental value. They
were bought with devil’s money, and she needed no reminders of how she earned it.
Quickly she ran to her closet and took out two suitcases. As
much as she hated life, deep within, she knew there would be
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no happiness as long as she remained Sasha, the name given
to her by Caroline Reese.
Carrying the name Sasha for so long, she’d forgotten
what it felt like to be called Brendy. She longed to start over,
where people didn’t know her past. Perhaps if she kept quiet,
no one would ever know her secrets. A chance Brendy knew
she must take.
For years, she role-played and smiled at men who made her
sick to her stomach. In fact, she was so good at pretending,she
knew she could easily pull it off. There would be time to make
up stories later. As for now, she quickly packed what clothing
she could stuff into her suitcases, and wrote a letter to her
landlord telling him to donate her belongings to charity. She
placed the letter in an envelope along with two months rent.
“Goodbye,” Brendy whispered, looking around her apartment for the last time. She ran from her mother at the age of
sixteen. This time she hoped to make better choices.
Brendy was tired of running.

*****
Brendy hadn’t been this nervous since the first night she
worked for Caroline Reese, the night she lost her virginity.
JFK Airport was jam-packed with commuters and she
prayed no one recognized her. She purchased a one-way
ticket on American Eagle Airlines, a smaller jet flying into
Pittsburgh,and still carried the sum of three thousand dollars
in her purse. It was devil’s money, she knew, but she’d earned
it fair and square, and considering it was all she had, it would
have to do her until she found a job, a decent job.
Pittsburgh was not as far away as she hoped to go, but was
the next flight out with a vacant seat. At this point she didn’t
care where she went; she only wanted to get away from Spanish Harlem and the woman who had such a hold on her.
Caroline told her time and time again that she owed her.
She liked appearing to her girls as their salvation since she
helped them get off the streets and gave them careers that
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made the big bucks. Night after night she went wherever
Caroline told her to go and gave up fifty percent of her earnings. Caroline thought, since she made the deals and kept
her girls safe, they owed her half of everything. She felt
certain Caroline had taken more than her fair share and she
was leaving owing her nothing. Besides, Brendy had no idea
what Caroline would do when she found out she was missing, and it frightened her to think about.
Brendy took a seat beside an elderly woman and smiled
the best she could. The last thing she felt like doing was smiling. Brendy knew it was time to start this charade that would
soon become her life; playing games was her forte’ after all.
Looking at her watch, she realized it was six-thirty. The
driver would be at her apartment any moment to pick her up.
Would he call Caroline right away and report her missing?
Would they send others in search of her?
She looked out the window and watched the ground disappear as they soared into the sky. Brendy knew Caroline
would call one of her other girls to take her place, one of her
many puppets on a string that would do her bidding.
“Are you okay, dear?” the lady in the seat next to her asked
politely.
“Huh,” Brendy looked from the window to the woman
now smiling at her.
“I asked if you were okay. You seem nervous and a little
distracted.”
Brendy half chuckled and shook her head. “I guess I am
a little. I’m ashamed to say I hate flying,” she lied, knowing
that didn’t come close to the real reason she was nervous. “I
have never been comfortable with these smaller jets.”
The woman patted her hand. “Well, don’t be nervous, my
dear, these things are perfectly safe. I fly all the time, so you
are sitting with a pro. Besides, the larger jets can’t fly into the
Pittsburgh Airport; it’s not as big as JFK.”
“Is that so,” Brendy smiled at her. “So why do you fly all
the time?” She figured she would try to make conversation;
perhaps it would be a way to pass the time.
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“I have four sons and two daughters and not one of them
live in the same state. I spend my time flying back and forth
staying a month or so with each.”
“Goodness, six children!” Brendy pretended to be interested. “How many grandchildren?”
“Fifteen grandchildren and four great-grandchildren. By
the way, my name is Doris Brubaker. Are you from a big
family?” Doris reached into her bag and pulled out a needle
and yarn.
“No, just my mother and I. I’m Brendy Blake; it’s nice to
meet you.”
“Brendy Blake,” Doris said, starting to crochet on the
baby blanket she had started. “That name has a nice ring to
it, almost like an author’s name. Do you write?”
Brendy laughed, “No ma’am, I am afraid I can’t write
much of anything.”
“I bet you can. Have you ever tried?”
“No, I can’t say as I have.”
“Well then,” Doris still crocheted with record speed. “You
should try. I just bet you would make a great writer. With a
name like Brendy Blake, I just bet you would.”
“I’ll keep that in mind, thanks.”
“Do you and your mother get along well?”
Brendy knew that Doris was trying to make conversation,
but this was not a subject she wanted to discuss. “Okay, I
guess,” she lied, looking again out the window beside her.
Doris quit crocheting for a minute and looked at Brendy.
“That didn’t sound too convincing, want to talk about it? I’m
really a great listener.”
“There is nothing to talk about, really.” Brendy tried to
smile, but her heart wasn’t in it.
“We have at least an hour up here, so why not tell me
about your mother?” Doris started again moving the yarn
quickly through her fingers.
Brendy looked out the window for a moment in silence.
No one ever asked about her mother and she was not sure if
she wanted to talk about it now.
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Doris rested the blanket in her lap and touched Brendy’s
hand again. “Sorry child, I guess I hit a sore spot. However,
you know that the Lord works in mysterious ways, and perhaps He put you and me together today for a reason. Talking
about it might make you feel better.”
Brendy looked at Doris. “How do you know that my
mother is a sore subject?”
“By the tone of your voice. I can detect something is terribly wrong with your relationship with your mother.”
Brendy sighed. “I haven’t seen my mother in six years. I
honestly don’t know if she is dead or alive.”
Doris squeezed Brendy’s hand, and for a moment said
nothing.
“I see. I spent thirty years of my life as a Christian Counselor and I really am good at listening; perhaps you need to
talk about it. If you disagree, just tell me and I will not speak
of it again.”
Maybe Doris was right; maybe some things needed to be
let out. “My mother is an alcoholic. She drank all the time I
was growing up. She used to hit me to get her point across.
She didn’t have to have a reason to hit me. I guess it gave
her power. I learned early the beatings were not as bad as
the verbal abuse. I fought for my life each day when I was a
girl, and, on my sixteenth birthday, I decided I’d had enough.
I stole money from her purse and took a bus to New York
where I’ve been ever since.”
Doris placed her blanket and yarn back into her bag and
turned sideways so she could look at Brendy as she spoke. “I
won’t ask you how that turned out or what life has been like
for the last six years. It’s obvious, by the pain I sense in your
spirit, that you are perhaps running again.”
“Perhaps.” Brendy could not figure out how this woman
seemed to know so much about her. Had God truly put them
together on this flight? She had never told anyone that story
before.
“Do you believe in God, child?”
“Not really.”
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“Hmmm, I see. I guess you have a right to wonder, considering what you have been through. Can I tell you something,
though?”
“Sure.” Brendy was not sure why she liked Doris. She
never met anyone that seemed to care, one way or the other.
“There is a God. He is a wonderful, loving Father, who
just waits for us to turn to Him. I know that you may not
want to hear that now; perhaps you even wonder where He
has been all your life, but I can assure you He was there
throughout it all. I am going to remember you, dear Brendy,
and I am going to start today praying for you. I am going to
pray that the Lord blesses you so that you will surely know
He is real. I am going to pray that He gives you all of your
dreams and sends the right people into your path that can
help you along the way. And, if I may say one other thing,”
Doris paused. “You must forgive your mother, even if she
never asks. Forgiveness is the key to healing. Without it, you
will never truly be happy.”
Brendy took her finger and wiped away a stray tear. “That
one will be hard,” she whispered.
“Then shall we pray?” Doris looked at her and smiled, as
she took both her hands.
“You mean right now?” Brendy looked around to see if
anyone was watching.
“Of course, right now. There is no better time than the
present.” Doris closed her eyes, bowed her head, and started
praying. “Oh, Heavenly Father, how great is Thy name. I ask
that You wrap your loving arms around this dear sweet child
and protect her from evil. Let her feel Your presence around
her and show her You are truly real and that You love her. I
ask that You send her to the right place with the right people,
so that whatever plan You have for her life may be fulfilled.
I ask that You bless this dear child and help her find true forgiveness for her mother. I ask that You break all strongholds
in her life and help her find her way to You, knowing that
You are the only way. I ask these things in Your loving name.
Amen.”
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When Doris finished praying she reached over and hugged
Brendy tightly. “You are going to be okay, child. I just feel
it way down deep inside. Today is the first day of the rest of
your life, so make it a happy one. One day being miserable is
just one day wasted.”
Brendy had never thought of life like that before, and,
as much as she wanted to believe in the words that Doris
spoke, she knew Doris had no idea who she was. It saddened
Brendy to think that if Doris had known the actual truth, she
would not have touched her hand.
Or would she?
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