
CHAPTER 1: 1964 
The shiny black limousine pulled away from the stately mansion in Demopolis, Alabama. 

Most of the racially-diverse house staff lined the manicured driveway to bid farewell to Tina 

Richards and her eleven-year-old son Cody. The two were off on a two-week vacation to Beaumont, 

East Texas, to spend time with her parents and grandmother. But her first stop would be Birmingham 

to visit her second cousin, Stewart Carson. 

    “Steve?”  

 “Yes, Miss Richards?” 

 “Make a stop at Harry’s on the way.” 

 “Sure thing, ma’am.” 

 “Steve?” 

 “Yes, ma’am?” 

 “Cut the ma’am crap. You make me sound like an old woman. Do I look like an old woman 

to you?” 

 “Absolutely not, ma’am.” Tina smiled.  

Although thirty-nine, Tina could pass for twenty-nine. A former model, Tina stood five feet 

eight inches tall and possessed an hourglass figure. She was a strikingly beautiful, dark-skinned 

woman, who wore a natural hair style. Steve, her driver, was a handsome, white, twenty-three-year-

old, who had a crush on her. 

      “Steve?” 

 “Yes...” Steve hesitated, careful not to make the same mistake twice. “Yes, Miss Richards,” 

he answered with a smiled. 

 “How did your parents enjoy their visit to our little paradise? 

 “Well, Miss Richards, put it this way. The way my mom describes it, the South is not for 

them. They consider themselves Northerners — New Jersey folks. But they are impressed with how 

you Southern folks are taking care of their only son.” 

       Fresh out of college, Steve came south looking for work. He was not unlike most whites his age; 

work was hard to find in the North. The South’s booming economy created vast employment 

opportunities. Blacks dominated the white collar sector and many of the best-paying blue collar jobs, 

however, the service industry provided many opportunities. Over the years many young whites like 

Steve, along with immigrants from Central America and the Caribbean, made their way to the South 

in search of better wages and an improved way of life.  

       “So, Steve, tell me — does our little paradise possess too much shade for your parents’ taste?” 

Tina wouldn’t let it go. 

 “Honestly, Miss Richards, probably so. My mom’s old school. She grew up in the Southwest 

— Arizona — and moved east years ago to be with my dad when his job relocated him to New 

Jersey.” 

        Most Southerners and Northerners considered the southwestern part of the country to be the 

least progressive, the least diverse and also the poorest. While few blacks lived in the North, many 

travelled there for business and even to vacation. Hardly any blacks made their homes in the 



southwestern states of West Texas, New Mexico, Arizona, Utah, and Colorado. For many blacks, 

these five states could have been in another universe. 

     “I’m surprised none of your parents’ old school ways wore off on you, Steve.” Tina spoke in 

code and Steve got the hint. 

 “Well, Miss Richards, I want to be a citizen of the world much like yourself.”  

 “You must travel, Steve. Anytime you get the opportunity to travel, do so, dear.” 

 “That’s why I came south, Miss Richards, and I don’t plan to leave any time soon. I love this 

place. I love the food, the Southern accent; folks are cool, for the most part. The cities are 

magnificent. They’re safe and clean. There’s plenty of work and so many beautiful sites.” 

  “Like my mom?” The voice belonged to Cody, who up to that moment remained rather 

inconspicuous. 

 “Excuse me, little man,” said Steve, laughing and turning red. He pulled into a small parking 

lot off the road and adjacent to a brick building with a sign on it which read “Harry’s General Store.” 

 “Never mind,” interrupted a smiling Tina before Cody could answer. 

 “The usual, Miss Richards?” 

 “Yes, Steve. Salem — menthol.” Tina, while not a regular smoker, would from time to time 

buy a pack of cigarettes in case she got the urge. Over the last two years the urges came more 

frequently. 

 “I’ll be right back, Miss Richards.” 

 “Oh, and Steve, bring me something cold to drink. Do you want anything, Cody?” asked 

Tina. 

 “I’ll take a root beer, please,” said Cody. 

 “Get yourself something as well, Steve. Here you go.” Tina handed Steve a ten-dollar bill. 

 “Cool — I’ll be right back folks.” Steve exited the car. “Damn.” The spring heat rushed his 

body. “Now this is hard getting used to,” he muttered loudly to himself. 

 “Excuse me Steve?” asked Tina, whose window was slightly rolled down. 

 “Oh, nothing, Miss Richards — a little warm.”  

 “You’ll get used to it, dear.” Tina turned her attention to Cody. 

  “How are you feeling, Pumpkin?” Tina and her son were alone in the limo. 

 “Stop calling me Pumpkin, Mom — I mean ma’am,” Cody started to giggle. Tina smiled and 

rolled her eyes. 

 “I’ve been calling you Pumpkin for as long as I can remember and you’ll always be my 

Pumpkin.” 

 “But Mom — you call me Pumpkin in front of everybody.” Tina ran her hands through her 

son’s thick black hair. “I love you, Pumpkin.” 

 “I love you too, Mom, and I think Steve does, too.” Cody’s face displayed a sly grin. 

 “Oh, please, child. I am too old for that boy, and besides, that sort of thing doesn’t play too 

well in the South.” 

 “You mean black and white couples, Mom?” Cody asked. “Yes, Cody. It’s not illegal or 

anything like that, Pumpkin, but there are certain traditions in the South and in our family. It goes 

back a long time, sweetheart.” 

 “Would you be mad if I married a white girl, Mom?” 



 “Cody, it’s complicated, so just do us all a favor and marry a smart, black girl.” 

 “She has to be pretty like you, Mom.” 

 “Thank you, Pumpkin.” 

 “Did I tell you all my friends at school like you?” 

 “Yes, you told me Cody, several times. You should tell your classmates to pay more attention 

to the teacher and less to your mother.”  

   “All set.” Steve was sweating when he returned to the car. He opened the driver’s door and 

let the cool air rushing from the vents caress his face. He gently placed the items from the store on 

the front seat next to him, sat down and let his head fall backwards. 

 “Maybe you should drink some of your pop before we drive off.” 

 “Good idea, Miss Richards. Here you go, little man.” Steve twisted off the bottle cap and 

handed Cody his root beer soda.  

 “Thanks, Steve.” 

 “Here you go, Miss Richards.” Steve handed Tina her change and cigarettes. “Wow that 

sounded like a frog,” said Steve. Right before they’d driven off, Cody had let out a loud burp. 

 “Cody, say excuse me,” a startled Tina yelled. 

 “Excuse me, Mom, but I couldn’t help it.” 

Steve laughed. 

  Ninety minutes after their initial stop the limousine pulled up to a magnificent structure - the 

“Gold Building,” located in downtown Birmingham. A huge purple granite stone emblazoned with 

the words “CARSON-HAMILTON” encrusted in glittering gold paint greeted visitors to the 

building. The colored tints on the building’s windows gave the structure a beautiful golden 

appearance. “Should I drive around to the side, Miss Richards?” 

 “No, Steve, this will be fine.” 

 “She has to make an entrance, Steve,” snapped Cody, rolling his eyes. 

 “I like the walk. It’s good for your health,” said Tina as she tucked her pack of cigarettes into 

her purse. 

  “Give me a sec, Miss Richards.” After parking the vehicle, Steve climbed out of the driver’s 

seat. He played his part well. Steve quickly fixed his cap and straightened out the rest of his black, 

chauffeur attire. He opened the rear door for his passengers. Tina stepped from the vehicle and heads 

began to turn. Some people even stopped. Steve’s hankering green eyes concealed by his dark 

shades, followed his curvaceous boss until she and Cody vanished into the crowd.  

  To gain entrance to the building from where Steve parked, the pair had to walk through an 

open-air plaza filled with pedestrians and elaborately-dressed food carts with decorative tables and 

brightly-colored umbrellas. It was after 1 p.m. and the place had a festive ambiance — jam-packed 

with black folks enjoying lunch or returning from lunch.  

  The Gold Building was fifty-five stories high and served as the work place for some of 

Alabama’s largest companies and organizations, including the powerful Council of State 

Governments in the South – also referred to as the C.S.G.S.. The building also served as the 

Birmingham office of Tina’s second cousin, the forty-four year-old governor of Alabama, Stewart 

Carson.  

  Tina and Cody made their way through the large crowd. One pedestrian whispered, “there’s 



Tina Richards.” Many onlookers nodded their heads in her direction, and she smiled and nodded 

back. One woman came up to her and introduced herself. “Hi, Miss Richards — my name is Mitsy 

— Mitsy Goines, and I am an admirer of you and your family. I hope and pray you are doing well 

since your husb...,” the woman’s voice trailed off as she glanced at Cody who was staring back at 

her. “Well I’m sure you understand.” She nodded convincingly at Tina. Tina politely smiled and 

nodded her head.  

  Before moving on, the woman turned again to Cody. “You are such a handsome young man 

and I love your outfit.” Cody wore khaki shorts with a blue and white striped shirt and navy colored 

sneakers. The woman gently touched Cody’s face and said goodbye.  

”Thank you,” said Cody in a polite, shy voice. Tina waved goodbye to the stranger and entered the 

building. 

  “Tina, over here.” A familiar voice caught her attention. It was Gladys, a moderately 

attractive, sharply dressed, middle-aged black woman who served as the governor’s chief of staff and 

confidant. 

 “Gladys - you didn’t have to meet us down here.” 

 “I wanted to, Tina. Hi, Cody” 

 “Hi, Miss Gladys.” 

 “You get taller every time I see you.” 

 “I wish it were true,” Cody put his head down. 

 “Now don’t you worry. Before it’s all said and done, you’ll be as tall as your fa..ther.” 

Gladys’s voice faded. “I’m sorry, Tina,” whispered Gladys.  

 “It’s okay, Gladys. He knows you meant nothing by it.” 

 “You think so, Miss Gladys?” Cody’s face lit up as he responded to Gladys’s initial 

observation about his height.  

 “Why, of course I do.”  

The party of three stepped onto the private elevator. It landed at the top of the building. The 

three walked down a quiet hallway and entered the governor’s outer office. “He’ll be right with you. 

I have some work to finish. I’ll see you before you leave.” 

 “Thanks, Gladys.”  

 “Anytime, Tina. By the way, girl...,” Gladys leaned closer to Tina “you look stunning. I met 

someone who might be the right one for you.” She smiled and winked at Tina as she left the room. 

 “Oh cut it out, Gladys; you do?” asked Tina, with a hint of curiosity. Both women laughed.  

 Tina and Cody made themselves at home in the spacious outer office belonging to the 

governor. Cody had fallen in love with the place during his first visit seven years ago. It resembled a 

small museum. The shelves contained scores of books, numerous artifacts and several sporting event 

trophies from the governor’s days as a top collegiate soccer player. Beautiful art decorated the walls. 

Tina loved the plush setting as well. She felt at home in the presence of her favorite cousin. 

  “Hey, superstar.” 

 “Uncle Stew.” Cody flew into Carson’s waiting arms. Although, Cody was Carson’s second 

cousin once removed, he referred to Carson as his uncle.  

 “I miss you, champ,” said Carson. 

 “I miss you too, Uncle Stew,” said Cody. 



 “I got a surprise for you.” He smiled at Cody. 

 “What is it, Uncle Stew?” 

 “Give me a sec, Cody, let me check out at this Alabama angel.” Carson gave Tina a once 

over while Cody turned his attention to the governor’s impressive library.  

 “Oh stop it, Stew. Between you and Gladys.” Tina was beaming. 

 “No, I mean it, Cuz, your peach and white outfit is hot. You are a head turner, Cuz.”  

Tina did a half turn as if she was on a fashion runway and struck a playful pose.  

“Did she make an entrance, Cody?” asked Carson. 

 Cody glanced directly at Carson with raised eyebrows and his head tilted to the left. His 

facial expression sufficiently answered Carson’s question. 

  “How’s Bonnie and the kids, Stew?” asked Tina. 

 “All is well on the home front this week, Cuz.” Carson raised his brow with both hands - 

palms up and raised his shoulders slightly.  

 “So you’re off to see Uncle Ulysses and Aunt Connie, huh? Well, make sure you give them 

my warmest regards and, of course, Aunty Ari too. How is she, Tina?” 

 “Gram is Gram.” Tina’s voice faded. Tina chose not to go into too much detail about the 

family matriarch. It was best to tread lightly when talking about her grandmother. “They all miss 

you, Stew.” Tina’s spark returned. 

 “I miss them. I wouldn’t be here if it wasn’t for the family,” said Carson staring at the 

beautiful portrait of his grandfather David Foginet and his great aunt Araminta Foginet.  

The two were twins. His grandfather died in 1956. Aunt Araminta or Aunty Ari, as she was 

called by most of the family, was eighty-nine years old and still had her faculties, wit, and much 

internal strength.  

 The “Twins,” as they were called, were the children of Aurelius Foginet (pronounced Foe-

jah-nay) and Lisa Stewart - the First Couple of the South. Following the deaths of their famous 

parents, the Twins used their parents’ legacy and sizeable fortune to build the family dynasty: the 

Carson-Hamilton Empire. The name is derived from Carson’s father and Araminta’s husband. The 

governor’s mother, Lisa Foginet-Carson, was the daughter of David Foginet. She and Tina’s mother, 

Constance J. Hamilton-Forrester, were first cousins. 

  “How are we doing in the polls?” 

 “To tell you the truth I wish we were doing better, Cuz.” Carson was attempting to get a 

place on the 1964 Republican ticket as the vice presidential candidate. The Party wasn’t too happy 

with the current Vice President Paul Kinsey, a white man and a former senator from Pennsylvania. 

He embarrassed the Party by repeatedly making comments many construed as racist. The Democrats 

presented a significant challenge, and the Republicans needed the South more than ever. Kinsey’s 

inability to control his bigoted tongue caused serious problems for the Party. Carson’s name was on a 

short list. 

  If Carson could land on the ticket, he could launch his own bid for the presidency in four 

years. He would become the first president elected from the South in over 100 years and the first 

black ever elected to the office. One black, Gramen Edwards, had already served as president of the 

United States, shortly after the Great War. He ascended to the presidency from the office of the vice 

president after the untimely death of the sitting president. He served for two years and did a 



respectable job. 

  Carson’s place on the ticket would be a major coup for the family. Sixteen years ago, 

Araminta’s son and Tina’s uncle, Edgar Hamilton, was mentioned as a V.P. candidate, while serving 

his second term as governor of East Texas, but the Party backed another candidate. The Party’s 

decision infuriated the Twins. It cost the Party the South and ultimately the election. The Twins 

considered breaking with the Party altogether, but felt the timing wasn’t right.  

  To make up for the slight, Lucy Foginet-Edwards, David’s oldest daughter, was given a 

senior position in the Party, and her first cousin Hamilton was made the national chairman of the 

Party. He was the second black to serve in that capacity. Hamilton later held other high-profile 

appointed positions in the government. He finally settled into his present position with his cousin 

Foginet-Edwards as co-president of the highly influential Carson-Hamilton Trust, but it was Tina 

who ran the day-to-day operation as the organization’s senior vice president. She was considered one 

of the most powerful individuals in the South. 

  “Tina, I’m getting hammered on my foreign policy experience.” 

 “Is that what you were working on when we arrived? I heard you on the phone.” 

 “Sort of. This investigative journalist — a woman from Georgia named Teddy Gunn — are 

you familiar with the name?” He never gave his cousin a chance to respond. “Well, anyway, she got 

herself jammed up in South Africa. She’s over there covering the trial and detention of this fella 

named Nelson Mandela. He’s the leader of the main opposition group the African National 

Congress,” said Carson.  

  “Stew, I know who Mandela is, and just so you know, the international press is calling the 

trial ‘the Rivonia trial.’1 The proceedings started last fall.” 

 “Wow, Cuz, I’m impressed, but I shouldn’t be, huh? You’ve always had a serious interest in 

world affairs. Maybe you can help me with — oh, never mind.” Carson immediately dismissed the 

thought. It wasn’t a good idea to put Tina in his private political circle, not now anyway. Tina chose 

not to respond. She knew it wasn’t a good idea either.  

  “As I was saying, Cuz, the racist bastards who run the government over there locked her up 

on a bullshit spying charge,” Carson finished his account of Gunn’s situation. 

 “The sister is good - damn good, Stew. She’s a graduate of Wheatley. A few years behind 

me. About a decade ago she exposed the role of the CIA in Iran and Guatemala. She also broke the 

story on the agency’s role in Cuba. Do you remember?” asked Tina, clearly impressed with Gunn’s 

work. 

 “Yeah, I remember — and now she’s on their asses in South Africa,” said Carson shaking his 

head. 

 “Do you need us to intervene?”  

 “Not yet, Cuz. I think I got this.” 

                                                           
1 The Rivonia Trial took place in South Africa between 1963 and 1964. Ten leaders of the African National Congress (ANC), an 

anti-apartheid group, were charged with 221 acts of sabotage and conspiracy against the South African government. During the 

trial, ANC leader Nelson Mandela famously stated that “democracy and a free society” is an “ideal for which I am prepared to 
die” (Supreme Court of South Africa, Pretoria, April 20, 1964). He and others received life sentences in prison as a result. For 
further reading, see The State vs. Nelson Mandela: The Trial that Changed South Africa by Joel Joffe (Oneworld, 2007). 

 



 “ I might be able to get some mileage out of this if her release is seen as a result of my 

efforts. Plus, I need her to help me with another problem.” 

 “What’s up?” asked Tina. 

 “The situation in Germany is back in the news.” 

 “The issue about you having a kid out of wedlock,” Tina started to whisper in German. 

 “I caught some of that, Mom.” Cody was in earshot of the two adults. 

 “Sorry, Stew, he’s learning the language. What can this journalist do for you over there?” 

 “Hell, Tina, she can get to the bottom of that bullshit. Sorry, Cody.” Carson was now 

speaking German as well. 

 “Par for the course, Uncle Stew.”  

Carson chuckled. “It’s essential I do all I can to get Gunn out of jail and back to this country. 

Once she’s free maybe she can help me put an end to this wedlock rumor crap. Thank God Bonnie, 

doesn’t believe this bullshit.”  

 “Well, let me know how I can help,” said Tina. 

 “Will do, Cuz, and thank you.” Carson motioned Tina to a corner of the room away from 

Cody.          

“How’s he dealing with his dad’s death?” Carson continued the dialogue in German.  

 Tina’s late husband, Cody’s father, had been a rising political star in the South. At the time of 

his death, Stanley Richards was poised to take a seat on the powerful executive committee of the 

C.S.G.S. previously known as the Southern Regional Council or S.R.C.. This was the most powerful 

governing body in the former Confederacy. Members of the body’s executive committee wielded 

tremendous power over every aspect of political and economic life in the former states of the 

Confederacy. Founded by Aurelius Foginet, the family had long maintained a powerful presence on 

the executive committee. 

  Nearly two years ago, Richard’s body was found in a Mississippi hotel room with a bullet 

wound to the head. The gun had his prints on it, but no one believed it to be a suicide. The cause of 

death was ruled accidental. In spite of her best efforts, Tina failed to solve the mystery. A year after 

his death she received a package containing documents pertaining to the C.S.G.S.. A note attached to 

the documents read “these documents should help you find what you are looking for.” After months 

of pouring over the documents, she still could find nothing.  

  “He’s doing okay, and I want to thank you, Stew.” Tina continued the dialogue in German. 

“You’ve been wonderful. I don’t know how we would have made it this far without you.” Tina and 

Carson were close. After graduating at the top of her class from the world renowned Wheatley 

University, she decided to study abroad in England. She was twenty-two. Carson was a twenty-

seven-year-old junior diplomat working with his father Blaine Carson, who was a high-ranking 

diplomat assigned to post-war Germany. Tina and the younger Carson became close and spent the 

summer and holidays together in Germany. He was the first to teach her the basics of the German 

language.  

  When the Twins got word of the two cousins spending so much time together Tina was told 

to come home. Araminta told one family member, “the girl is just like her mother and that boy is just 

like his daddy.” For Aunty Ari the relationship between her granddaughter and her great nephew 

appeared a bit unnatural. Her twin brother agreed. 



  “Well, Stew, it’s been wonderful. I wish we had more time, but we must be going. Our train 

leaves in about an hour.” 

 “Heck, Tina, you’ve only been here for 30 minutes.” 

 “Actually, it’s been close to an hour. You were on the phone forever,” said Tina smiling.  

 “Uncle Stew, where’s my present?” screamed Cody from Carson’s private office. 

 “Come out here. Remember I told you one day I would tell you about your great-great-grand 

parents? Well, I can do something better. Your mother tells me you like to read.” 

 “I sure do, Uncle Stew.” 

 “Well, here’s something you can read while on vacation.” At that moment Carson’s hand 

appeared from behind his back holding a book which appeared to be in mint condition. He gave it to 

Cody. It’s pronounced “dayo-vin-dee-chee,” said Carson. 

 “Dayo-vin-dee-chee,” Cody sounded out the words in a whisper. “What does it mean?” asked 

Cody 

 “It means Under God, our Vindicator,” said Carson. 

 “What does the phrase mean?” asked Cody, perplexed by his uncle’s response. 

 “Read the book, young man, and we’ll talk about it when you return.” Carson glanced at 

Tina, and they both smiled. 

  “Ah Gladys. Right on time. Their car is waiting,” said Carson. Gladys suddenly froze and 

stared at both Tina and her boss. “My, my, my I can’t believe how much the two of you look alike. 

I’m sure you hear it all the time.” Gladys was talking about the striking resemblance between Carson 

and Tina. Gladys mentioned it before, but probably didn’t remember. Both of them smiled. It was an 

awkward moment and the truth was they’ve been hearing about their resemblance for as long as they 

both could remember. 

  “Take care, Stew, and call me if you need me to do anything for the campaign. Love you, 

sweetie,” said Tina. 

 “See ya, Uncle Stew, and thanks for the book.” 

  Steve had pulled around to the side of the building. Tina and Cody waved goodbye to Gladys 

who stood in the side doorway of the building. First Cody, then Tina climbed through the opened 

door of the limousine held by Steve. “I take it you enjoyed yourself?” 

 “We had a splendid time, Steve,” answered Tina. 

 “My uncle gave me a book.” 

 “Oh yeah — what’s it called?” asked Steve. 

 Dayo-vin-dee-chee.” Cody tried to pronounce the two words in rapid succession.     

 “Say again, kid,” Steve couldn’t quite grasp the title of the book. 

 “It’s pronounced “dayo-vin-dee-chee.“ Cody’s pronounciation was more deliberate the 

second time. “It’s about my family,” said Cody. 

 “Sounds like fun reading,” said Steve, still not grasping the title or the book’s significance. 

 “I’m going to start reading it the minute we get on the train, Mom.” 

 “Okay, Pumpkin.” 

 “Mom?” Cody sounded an exasperated tone hearing his mother refer to him by his nickname. 

  “Excuse me, ma’am — I mean, Miss Richards, but if you don’t mind me asking — why not 

fly to East Texas? I mean, wouldn’t it be a lot quicker?” Steve began to put on his seat belt. 



 “It’s my vacation, Steve, and I prefer to take my time. Besides, Cody loves the train.” 

 “It’s my favorite way to travel, Steve,” said Cody. 

 “Have you ever taken the H-Line Express, Steve?” asked Tina. 

 “Can’t say I have, Miss Richards. I hear the South has the best transportation system in the 

country.” 

 “No, Steve. It’s the best transportation system in the world.” 

 “I stand corrected, Miss Richards,” Steve smiled and bowed his head in a deferential manner.  

  “Here we are,” Steve pulled into the back of the station. “You guys go on and board the train, 

and I’ll get your luggage from the trunk and have it delivered to your car.” 

 “Thanks, Steve. Here you go.” Tina gave Steve a twenty dollar tip. 

 “Why thank you, Miss Richards, but geez you don’t...”  

 “Steve, hush — don’t tell your boss what she doesn’t have to do,”  

 “Spend it wisely,” said Tina with a wink and a smile. 

 “Okay, Miss Richards. I’ll see you guys in two weeks.” 

 “Bye, Steve.” Cody called out as he boarded the train. 

 “Bye, Cody. Don’t give your mom a hard time.” 

 “I won’t. I promise.” Cody rarely gave his mother any problems. He was considered by most 

who encountered him to be well-behaved and quite protective of his mom. 

 “Take care, Steve.” 

 “Bye, Miss Richards.” 

  “Over here, Mom,” Cody settled into a large double seat in their private car. After the 

luggage arrived, Tina went to freshen up. When she returned Cody was staring at the cover of the 

book, while quietly repeating the title in an attempt to master its correct pronunciation.  

 “All aboard to Bluff City, East Texas. We’ll be making two stops in between: New Orleans 

and Beaumont. All aboard to Bluff City, East Texas.” After several minutes the conductor finally 

closed the doors and blew the horn. The train slowly began its journey west to East Texas. 

Tina appeared relieved. She kicked off her peach-colored pumps, lifted her feet and stretched 

out her well-formed legs on the seat across from her. 

“Good idea mom.” Cody said, smiling, while kicking off his sneakers. Tina smiled at her son and 
slowly drifted off to sleep. The train began to accelerate. Cody took one last glance outside the tinted 
window, then opened his book and began to read.  
 

  



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Sample Photos for Facebook 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

In Chapter 1 Tina Richards is described in the following way:  

“She was a strikingly beautiful, dark-skinned woman, who wore a natural hair 
style.” 

Visit us on Facebook and post a photo – head shot or full body length – of 
someone you know who fits the description of Tina Richards. The person could 
even be you! 
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