This is an excerpt from God, Destiny, and a Glass of Wine. All chapters begin with one
of my own "true-story" personal narratives that I later connect to a point relevant to this
journey called destiny. God, Destiny, and a Glass of Wine is an easy read, available on
Amazon.com for $15.99. You can also go to lindamasoncrawford.com to order there.
Chapter 1

This Too Shall Pass, but When?

I was almost out of breath by the time I made it to the car. Though it was
just a few feet away, it seemed like 100 miles. I had parked my car in the back
yard to hide it from the bank. Let’s face it. It was an old piece of stick-shift
junk, but it was all I had, and I was behind on the payments.
But tonight, in my panic to get out of the house, maybe the backyard
wasn’t so smart. Dressed in a gown, house shoes, and a thin jacket, I gripped
the keys that were pinned inside my bra. Oh yes, my bra. I did have on
underwear. That was the safest place to keep my valuables, like my car keys
and what little money I had. I had learned a lot in my 29 years. With lightning
speed, I dashed out the backdoor, tripping over the threshold, but still holding
my balance and determination. Thank God my boy was spending the night with
a friend. It was pitch-black dark outside, as I had no time to flip on the outside
lights. I just needed to get out. Once inside my car, I let out a sigh, unaware
that I had been holding my breath.
Quickly locking the car doors, I knew I was on my way. The car was run
down and bent up, but it was my path to freedom tonight and my only means
of transportation. I’ll never forget it. It was a gray and black Toyota, well….a
fading gray and a fading black, a hatchback, about 8 years old at the time, and
a stick. Ha! A stick. That could be a holdup since I was still in the learning
stage, but I could handle it. I tried to crank the old trap, but it just clicked.
I tried again, combining my efforts with a plea. “Please God, I need my
car!” Just as the motor turned over, I heard that dreadful sound, a swatch-type
sound, like an old screen door dragging. My God! He knew I was going to try to
get away. He knew, so he had unlocked the hatch back, ahead of time! He was
in the back so fast; all I could do was bite my lip and jerk forward.

“Stop the car, Lynn, and give me the money!” he yelled, as he swiftly
crawled into the back seat. He lurched through the bucket seats so fast that
my head literally seemed to spin, like the girl in the Exorcist. Grabbing the
steering wheel, he yelled again, “Gimme the money, Lynn!” The Exorcist…I was
sure that his voice changed.
But tonight…no, not tonight. I kept driving, the car swerving across into
the other the lane and back again as he, too, gripped the wheel. We came
within inches of hitting a minivan. I saw head lights of an 18 wheeler that we
also barely missed as we sped into the on-coming traffic. Hands pinned to the
wheel, I was driving to my pastor’s house, and no one was stopping me.
Too read more, go to Amazon.com and order God, Destiny and a
Glass of Wine.

