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I felt the pain shooting inside of me, my stomach felt as if it had been emptied 
out and my eyes were burning to stay open. This had to have been a dream; there was 
no way on earth that this was a reality. I should have listened to my mom, never should 
have let my friends and disobedient mind sway me away from the truth and warnings 
of my mother. As the doctor walked back into the room I couldn’t stop the tears from 
falling anymore, my body started to shake and my mouth went dry. My life was over, 
my future would now be put on hold this was it the end I hoped to never have to face. 
“Ms.Brown, the results came back”, he said before sliding his Gucci frames off his nar-
row face. I told myself to hold on as he read the results that were bound to change my 
life forever. 

“Esther I am sorry to tell you this but you are HIV positive”
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HELLO MY NAME IS…

My name is Esther Camille Brown. From looking at me you would not think I have 
lived the life I am now living, couldn’t see past my small 5’5 frame and into the depths 
of my soul. Impossible to think of me as a daredevil, a girl who likes to take on chal-
lenges and do the unthinkable, yet I was. My father told me that when I was born I was 
a gift from God to my mom and dad, said my mom couldn’t have any more kids after 
conceiving my older brother and was just about to give up when BAM I was conceived 
and born. Growing up my life was just like any other superficial girl you would see on 
TV. I was always into Barbie’s and dolls, had named every Barbie I owned after one of 
the famous woman in the bible, and for the bad Barbie’s they all were called Jezebel of 
course. My mom had my brother and I sheltered most of our lives, though we lived 
in the rougher parts of New York growing up that did not stop our mother from sav-
ing up as much money and she could to send us to one of the best Private Schools in 
Brooklyn. She didn’t want us to be around certain kids, refused to have her pride and 
joys mingling with as she called them hooligans or as my Jamaican grandma would say 
“nuh ramp wid dem ye rank kids”. It wasn’t until the age of 10 when my father got called 
to the ministry and we moved from our comfy home in the projects to the elite gated 
community of Long Island. My mom was beyond happy, thankful that God had finally 
taken us out of a “barren” land and placed us in a place of prosperity. Life as we knew 
it was about to change and because I was so young I didn’t care. Moving gave me new 
toys, nicer clothes and a safer place to live. As I got older and my sweet sixteen came 
I started to notice guys and get noticed. I guess because of the way my mom put my 
brother and I together as kids it repelled the opposite sex. Turning sixteen made guys 
notice me, getting a little budding in all the right areas made me the talk of my school 
all while making me the talk of my house. My father was uncomfortable, my mom was 
annoyed and before I knew it I was sent to an all girl’s school in the Upper East Side 
charging my parents an arm and a leg but protecting me from boys. Thinking back to 
those days now I see how much they just wanted the best for me, I see that they didn’t 
want my life miserable but wanted me to have it all. 

My story begins one year ago around the time of my 18th birthday.
The smell of homemade waffles filled the space of bedroom. Waffles in my house only 

meant one of two things it was either it was someone’s birthday or my parents had big 
news to share, in this case it was my birthday. Today eighteen years ago I graced the 

earth with my presence or so my mom and dad said. I could hear my mom talking to my 
grandma in Jamaica on the phone reviving her diminishing patois accent as she walked 

closer and closer to my bedroom door. I was alive for another year and was above and 
beyond grateful to G_d for this opportunity. When my mom came in my room she was 

holding a large tray filled with plantain infused waffles, bacon and cheddar cheese filled 
omelets, a side of fresh fruits and a tall cup of Milo. To say I was happy was an un-

derstatement foods like these were rare in my household so when they were cooked we 
always took advantage. “Happy Birthday to You You My Little Princess Happy Birthday 

to You” she sang along with my grandma in the background in unison. 
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Rolling my eyes I couldn’t hold back my smile as my mom sat my breakfast down in 
front of me and gave me her traditional birthday kiss on the cheek and walked out my 
room to get ready to go to work. As expected I wasted no time eating my breakfast and 

in a flash changed into my uniform to make my way to school. 

I had no clue that it was that day that my life would change. I guess I should have stayed 
home that night and not let my friend’s con me into going out with them, maybe then I 
wouldn’t have rekindled that flame I hoped to burn out and put myself in the predica-
ment  I am currently in now. Don’t think of this as a fictional novel or a sap story look-
ing for some sympathy or care but as a warning and a hopeful message to other young 
woman out there. This is my story, my memoir, my struggle and my testimony of how 
I overcame what would have otherwise held me captive.
         
_________________
         

SEX-CAPADE
“Every day, young Black women face conflicting messages about their sexuality

and femininity, as well as their status both in the Black community and society at
large. They must figure out how they should construct and assert their identity as

Black women.”(Emerson 128)
He kissed my forehead and told me everything would be okay and that he knew what 
he was doing. My father’s disproving words came to mind; my mother’s sex talks stung 
my ears as he kissed me. I didn’t want to do it but I didn’t want say no and have people 
talk about me after all he was one of the best looking guys in the church and I knew a 
lot of girls who wanted him. I had to tell myself to relax and breathe; it would all be over 
soon. When he grabbed my face to kiss me I tried to get into it but I could only hear 
my dad’s sermon last week on Abstinence. “Save yourselves till marriage my young 
sisters trust in God and flee youthful lust” he screamed into the mike while sweating 
buckets. I was about to push him away but stopped myself. Slowly I pushed my dad 
out my mind, erased my mom’s lectures and let myself go. Almost like it was on queue 
Marques Houston’s Naked began playing in the background. Almost like those movies 
on TV I felt as if candles became lit, champagne bottles filled and his bed never looked 
so captivating. He passed me a glass of some overpriced alcoholic beverage and like an 
obedient girl I guzzled it down making sure to look as sexy as I possibly could. Don’t 
think that I was an innocent little girl; I have passed first base more than once but have 
never let any guy go all the way. I’m not an innocent little angel like my parents think 
but I am not the spawn of Satan either. Once I was done drinking just like the Romance 
movies he picked me up and carried me over to his King sized bed. I started feeling 
weak to his touch; just the sight of his lips had my body shaking and my insides steam-
ing up. I felt as if this was rehearsed like he had done this over and over again, like his 
words about me being the only girl at church he had his eyes on were a lie and my body 
being a temple he wanted to explore a corny pick up line.
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His lips finally met mine and as I slowly closed my eyes. I exhaled. I’m sorry I always 
wanted to say that it’s a line from my favourite movie waiting to exhale. But as my eyes 
closed I let myself go, let him take the lead and do whatever he wanted to do with me. 
That night I lost my virginity and it was to me then, the best day of my life.
Months passed and we had established a beneficial friendship. Every Sunday After 
church we would meet up chill for a bit and end our night off with sticky teenage 
sex. To the people around us you wouldn’t think anything was going on, thank God 
his mom didn’t go to our church or our secret would have been blown. For months it 
went on as just sex and touching, he liked what he got and I was more than happy to 
even get the least bit of his attention, after all he was a big shot and I was just well the 
Pastors daughter. My friends didn’t know what we were doing and my mom and dad 
just thought of it as an innocent friendship especially from the act he would put on at 
church misleading many. Days turned to months, and those months turned into a full 
year and we were still at it, all up on each other making our territorial marks in and 
outsides of each other’s bodies. It was all going well until one Sunday Morning. 

My mom had just left the house and was in the car waiting on my brother and I to hurry 
up so we could go to church. Unlike most Sundays today I felt horrible. My head was 
hurting, my belly felt weak and my appetite had decreased. My new found sickness was 
no secret as my mom knew something was wrong as soon as I stepped in the family Range 
Rover and took a seat beside her in the front. To this day I still believe God was talking to 
her that morning either God or she had cameras hidden in my bedroom to monitor my 
actions. By the time we got to church I was miserable and wanted nothing more than to 
vomit out this feeling. Going into the sanctuary my heart dropped when I saw his mom. 
By him I mean HIM, the guy I was sleeping around with Brandon. I wanted to run and 
hide but felt like there was nowhere for me to go and before I could do or say anything I 
saw his mother acknowledge me with a smile and make her way over to where I was. God 
was punishing me for my disobedience. I should have taken heed to all those warnings 
I had experienced and stopped. Almost like a Star Wars time warp the only other thing 
I remembered was being in my dad’s office with Brandon as my parents screamed and 
warned us not to see each other again. It had so happened that Brandon’s mother and my 
mom went to high school together and as we all know Black woman love to talk Chris-
tian and non-Christians alike. Before the sermon could even finish my mom received an 
indirect hint that I was having sex and by the end of the service I was told to never talk 
to Brandon again and apparently grounded until I’m fifty. As angry as I was I had to 
thank God that my parents were reformed Jamaican’s because I knew that if I was ever  
in Jamaica it would have been announced to the whole church and my father would have 
beat the flesh off my body. “ I can’t believe we were so naive and blind” my mom said on 
the car ride home that day.

“I knew there was something up with you ever since you started hiding in your room 
more and having so much excuses to go over that young man’s house, I thought he was a 
decent young man” my dad said with his voice ringing with anger
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I had nothing to say, couldn’t look them in their faces knowing what I had done was 
wrong. I wanted them to be proud of me but from the looks of things they had lost all 
hope and faith in their only daughter. You would think I would have learned my lesson 
and stopped doing what I was told not to do but their anger and punishments only made 
me want to do it even more.

Because my parents were now monitoring my every move I couldn’t leave my house as 
much as I used to. My dad had cameras put up in the house and every day after school 
I was expected to come straight home from school. The luxurious dinners stopped 
and my mom started cooking meat loafs and pasta instead of her usual Jerk chicken 
and oxtail. It was as if they were trying to make my life as miserable as possible but 
thought they were teaching me a lesson. Time went by and I had told myself to move 
on with my life I even started getting involved at the church more, started helping  out 
with some out of church community groups and did all I could to get my mind off of 
him and sex. It wasn’t easy because I saw him every Sunday but I believed that God 
knew my heart and was going to help me through my hard times. I had heard rumors 
from some of my friends that he had moved on and was sleeping around with some 
other new girl at church but that didn’t bother me much until I saw him with her smil-
ing with her the way he smiled with me and hugging her the way he would hug me. 
I imagined he lit the candles and gave her the same drink he gave me. To say I wasn’t 
hurt would be a lie but I took that as a sign for me to move on forever. My birthday was 
slowly approaching and a few of my close friend had heard about a party being thrown 
by a girl who went to our school. Being my birthday my parents gave me one free night 
to go out and not to take advantage of it. My mom reminded me of Galatians 6 before I 
left the house “Be not deceived; God is not mocked: for whatsoever a man soweth, that 
shall he also reap”. Warning? Most definitely but I had no clue I just thought of it as my 
super religious mother being her usual self. That night we went to a house party in the 
Bronx, an area I had come out of and had not been to in years. People I grew up with 
were all around me, booze was on every corner, joints were being smoked and loud 
rap music clogged my ears. Now just because of whom my parents are doesn’t mean 
I don’t know how to have fun, so as soon as we got settled I was all over the place. I 
was talking to new guys, eating good fried catfish and bakes and drinking a Corona, 
and once they started playing reggae was in the middle of the dance floor doing the 
log on, gully creepa, and willie bounce to old school Sean Paul. I had a save the last 
dance moment when the white girl was in the club, ya that’s how I felt dancing then I 
felt a strong pair of arms grab my waist and turn me around. I became face to face with 
some drunken guy who because he was so lost in his own world probably didn’t realize 
that he was hurting me. My attempts to pull away failed miserably and because half 
the people here were under the influence of alcohol and weed were too lost to notice 
what was happening to me.
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God sent an angel as I like to call him when Brandon seemed to appear out of nowhere 
and released me from the guys grasp walking off with my hands locked into his. I didn’t 
look to see where we were going I just let him lead me away into one of the houses on 
the block. I wanted to curse him, tell him how mad I was at him and how stupid he 
made me feel yet my mouth wouldn’t budge. 

What happened next I am not too proud of, please be advised it is rated R.

“I missed you, I’m so sorry” he said as he immediately began to devour the nape of my 
neck. My mouth went dry but my panties became immediately wet. I had to try and 
distract myself, tried to remember the message the pastor preached on Sunday about sin, 
tried to think of the old pervert down the street with the dentures. Nothing worked. He 
had found my weak spot and it was too late. My legs by now were jello and my hands had 
found their way around his neck as he bit and sucked the tenderness out of my skin. While 
in my orgasmic daze I felt him rolling up my dress slowly all while running his hands up 
all the inches of my body. I guess he was reminiscing on the past, the day he took my in-
nocence from me and left me high and dry with nothing but memories. It’s like reality hit 
me and as soon as I was about to push him away I felt a finger brush the inner core of 
my haven. This man was about to start a game he would not want to finish. It has been 
years since I lasts felt a man touch my there and I wanted it to stay that way, yet once I 
felt his finger slide inside of me I couldn’t stop him . As his finger went farther inside of 
me I felt my back begin to arch more and more and my eyes became fixated in the back 
of my head. I guess he could tell I was enjoying myself because he kept pushing his finger 
in and out until he realized I couldn’t take it anymore. Pushing him on the ground I sat 
on his lap and grabbed his lips with my teeth by now his eyes were no long open and his 
pants happened to somehow fall off. I guess the kisses were too much for him because I one 
swift move I was no longer on top. Without so much as a warning I felt him push himself 
into me as beads of his cologne infused sweat hit me directly in the face. We both knew we 
didn’t have time for the cute lovey Dovey sex and that this was just a quick excitement. He 
was fast and rough never once asking me if I was okay, but I was fine I just wanted to be 
touched. When I felt his finger nails digging into my shoulders I knew what was coming 
next and As if it was meant to be we both released together him softly. My eyes closed and 
a painful scream from my mouth made him slowly let go of me. I opened my eyes as he 
kissed me one last time said sorry again and helped me look presentable to go back to the 
party. I didn’t realize what I was missing until now, I had to have this again the feeling 
was above and beyond orgasmic and my body would probably go into shock if I didn’t feel 
his touch again and again . He had the touch to turn a lesbian straight and turn a virgin 
into a nympho. The sound of police sirens helped quicken my pace as we both ran out the 
random house to meet up with our friends. Everything was going to go back to normal, 
God has sent me a sign and Brandon was meant for me.
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You know the saying “Not everything that glitters is gold”, well not every guy who 
shows you love is genuine. Though that night I received a once in a lifetime experience, 
it left me with a once in a lifetime internal burning.

Band-AIDS

“Although African American women are 12 percent of woman in the United States, they account for more 
than one-half (55 percent) of AIDS cases among women reported to the Centers for Disease Control and 

Prevention (CDC, 1999).”
From the night of my birthday my body wasn’t feeling the same. I began to feel fatigue 
often, I was vomiting, had hot and cold flashes, started to lose my appetite and was 
having the most diarrhea I’ve had in my life. My mom thought it was flu because it was 
supposedly going around, but I knew otherwise. The night that Brandon and I well you 
know... we didn’t use a condom. I know you’re probably thinking what an idiot, but 
the withdrawal made it even harder for me to resist and because I was without it for 
so long I wasn’t focused on protection but more on pleasure. G_d help me. Behind my 
parents backs I took a pregnancy test determined that I was going crazy and that there 
was no way I was having a baby. I guess G_d didn’t hear the part of my prayer that was 
asking for no baby because three at home tests later I found out I was having a baby. I 
thought my life was over for sure. I looked around my house for a sharp object to end 
my life, there was no way my mom and dad were going to accept this, there was no 
way that I would ever show my face again in public. For 2 months I hid my stomach, I 
played it cool around my family as if all was well ignoring the growing life that caused 
my appetite to go skyrocket and my bladder to be weak as ever. There wasn’t a day that 
went by that I didn’t wish the death of the thing in my belly, hoped that if I starved my-
self it would disappear of get drained out my belly into the toilet. Selfish of me I know 
but when you’re from the family I was a baby was not a part of your vocabulary. I knew 
if I threw myself down the stairs it would cause too much attention and if I had to go 
to the hospital my family would find out for sure about my little growing secret. I knew 
my dad would call a family meeting, tell the church and try and ruin my life. My mom 
would try and make me marry him and my brother would probably try and kill him so 
I knew this baby had to come out without them knowing. I guess G_d heard my cries.

I was walking home from school one day and arranged with Brandon to meet up at a 
Motel 7. I had my brother cover for me and didn’t tell him the truth about my destina-
tion but knew that as my older brother he would hold it down for me. Brandon wasted 
no time ripping my kilt off my lower half and having his way around my body, it was no 
longer sensual and romantic but was more to the point and surrounded by lust. He no 
longer caressed by face and kissed every inch of me but ignored my beauty to fulfill his 
youthful desires
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. I was like a rag doll but I did not object because this was the attention that I wanted. 
He was pushing onto my stomach and I felt the sharpest pain but fought it to please 

not only him but myself as well. When he was done he gave me a kiss on the cheek left 
a 50 for the motel and left. I know that sounds like I’m a prostitute or a woman of the 

night or as my dad would say a Jezebel but it really isn’t like that at all. He had to leave 
why he just up and left and he paid because he asked me to meet him there so it wasn’t 
what it looked like. After I fixed up I went to pay for the motel when I felt the sharpest 
pain in my stomach I grabbed my belly side dropped the money down and went to the 
bathroom. Looking in the toilet I saw a trail of blood and knew that I had just lost my 
baby. I know a lot of woman cry and are devastated but I felt the biggest burden come 

off my shoulder. I screamed for joy I guess G_d had heard my cries and knew my heart. 
Just when I was getting ready to leave I thought I was going to die by the pain I started 
to feel, immediately I called my brother and had him come pick me up so I could go to 

the doctors, I didn’t like this feeling at all. Once we got to the doctor’s office I was put 
through quickly but had to sit down and wait for my family doctor to come in. I began 

to talk to G_d and ask him if he was sending me signs or punishing me for being selfish.

“G_d I know I asked for you to take the life inside of me but you don’t understand what 
would have happened, I would have brought it into this world where I wouldn’t love it, 

wouldn’t be with its father and would be disowned” I silently said to myself while my 
hands and legs started to shake. When my doctor came in based on what I told him he 

gave me a look took a sample of my blood had me pee on a silver stick thing and left the 
room. I could hear him talking outside to the nurse and all from the tone it didn’t sound 
good. I felt the pain shooting inside of me, my stomach felt as if it had been emptied out 

and my eyes were burning to stay open. This had to have been a dream; there was no 
way on earth that this was a reality. I should have listened to my mom, never should 

have let my friends and disobedient mind sway me away from the truth and warnings of 
my mother. I shouldn’t have gone to meet up with Brandon. As the doctor walked back 
into the room I couldn’t stop the tears from falling anymore, my body started to shake 

and my mouth went dry. My life was over, my future would now be put on hold this 
was it the end I hoped to never have to face. “Ms.Brown, the results came back”, he said 

before sliding his Gucci frames off his narrow face. I told myself to hold on as he read the 
results that were bound to change my life forever. 

“Esther I am sorry to tell you this but you are HIV positive”

Then it all went black….
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Usually around this time in any other novel the person has either died, passed out 
or some other dramatic event but for me it went black because the power went out. I 
would have loved for it to be me passing out but that wasn’t happening. Because I was 
under 21, he told me he had to notify my parents and that he would talk further about 
the virus with me and my parents at my next appointment. There I was begging G_d 
to kill the life inside of me unaware that all this time I was the nesting ground to a per-
manent infection. I felt like I wanted to die, begged G_d to kill me over and over again 
as my brother drove me home that night. By now my parents were already informed as 
the doctor called the house on my way home. Not only had I lost my child, but my life. 
It was said that AIDS was one of the leading killers in the black female community and 
that in Africa there are more woman with AIDS living than men. Number ONE killer. 
I was now a statistic, a lab rat to an infection that would over time suck the life out of 
my body and leave me othered. It was like in the Chrysalides and I was the others, or 
like a robot in a world of humans. The odds of me getting AIDS to me was so rare that 
I never even thought it was possible for me to get it. I thought it was the gay mans dis-
ease, something that according to my dad only the gay men got and transferred to one 
another. I knew that day that my dad was going to call a big meeting with Brandon to 
figure out how on earth his baby aka me got full blown AIDS. When I went home my 
dad screamed till he couldn’t anymore, told me he warned me and not to be deceived 
because G_d isn’t mocked. He said whatever is done in the dark comes to the light and 
that my sins found me out. My mom cared more about the fact that her only daughter 
was now infected and none about the fact that I had disobeyed my parents. By Sunday 
it was as if someone from church camped out in my house heard the news and broad-
casted it on BBM to the entire church because everyone knew when I walked in. It was 
as if I was a germ the way people were looking at me, my row that was usually filled 
was empty and my friends were nowhere to be found. Before I even go into my dad’s 
message that Sunday let me tell you about what happened the next day my mom called 
Brandon’s mom and step dad along with Brandon over to discuss business, unaware 
that there was so much more to the story than she thought. There is something about 
when a mother looks at you and cries that makes everything just spill out likes a can of 
beans. Before we could even start talking my mom started crying and blurted out my 
AIDS dilemma. Brandon shot me a death stare, his mom passed out and his step dad 
sat unfazed as he watched my mom lustfully. That night things came out that should 
have never been said. I found out that Brandon was bi sexual and that I wasn’t the 
only person he was “seeing”. He confessed to being in another sexual relationship with 
another girl and guy at the same time that he was seeing me. He said he found out he 
contracted HIV just the other day but once he saw me was too captivated to remember 
to wear a condom. Oh yes, how could I forget we only ever had unprotected sex. This 
just made matters worse, the situation more painful and my parents even more disap-
pointed in me. I was now an HIV product like almost every other African American 
girl that lived in my old projects. 
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There was nothing distinguishing me from the rest, not my family wealth, high ed-
ucation or blessed lightened skin. In my head I was now one of them. As Brandon 
bickered and complained about not knowing, his mom cried, my mom scram and my 
older brother sat staring from the corner as If he was devising a plan to kill Brandon, I 
jumped up.

“EVERYONE STOP, this is not solving anything yes I am now infected, yes I cannot be 
cured but the world hasn’t ended can you all please just shut up”, I shouted as loud as I 
could before my eyes became blurred with tears as the reality of my life set in. I messed 
up and it cost me my life.

HOMO-PHOBIA

“Homosexuality has been conceptualized as in-consistent with most religious traditions. Many clergy indi-
cate their rejection of homosexuality, and heterosexism is sanctioned in the Bible. “(Miller 51)

My father has always had an issue with gay men. I know your probably thinking well 
he is a pastor and that’s not right, but besides that he is human and he is Jamaican. In 
the Jamaican culture being gay is not even an option, if you’re a man you have to like 
a woman and if you’re a woman you better only like men. People are stoned, shot and 
beaten up for coming out about their sexuality. My dad would tell us stories as children 
about how the “bawty bwoi dem” would get beat up in the school yard for bad behavior. 
As a little girl I had no clue who those people were but as I grew older it became clear 
that he meant gay boys. Sundays after the big blow up became longer, my father always 
seemed to indirectly divert his messages towards me making a quick remark here or 
there. Disobedience was his new favourite thing to talk on and he had no issues talking 
about the after math of not following what G_d tells us to do. At first things felt okay 
with my body, I didn’t feel much of a change but I guess that was because I was now on 
heavy medications. I was told that with HIV I am more susceptible to getting sick easier 
and that I would have to be careful about the clothes I wear in different temperatures. If 
my mom did not treat me like a child before she was definitely treating me like one now. 
Every morning I was pressured into taking my medications, the house temperature was 
always the perfect medium, if I went outside without a jacket and my mom saw she 
would panic. Even though she was just looking out for me I felt like I was a sickly child 
who couldn’t do anything for herself. Of all the Sundays at Greater Healing Temple one 
specific Sunday is unforgettable. Brandon had not returned back to church from the 
day that my dad almost killed him when he came over to our house to talk. It had just 
passed Sunday school time and everyone was gathering in the sanctuary for the service 
to start. As soon as my dad went up to his podium and as he was about to preach his 
facial expression changed and you could see the discomfort and anger. Turning around 
I saw Brandon walk in and take a seat at the very back along with a very made up and 
attractive guy.
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The first thing I thought of was that he was the other guy. I guess my dad realized what I 
did as well because he whispered something to one of the ushers and had the scriptures 
changed. 
“If a man also lie with mankind, as he lieth with a woman, both of them have committed an abomination: 
they shall surely be put to death; their blood shall be upon them.” (Leviticus 20:13)

From the looks of the scripture I knew that the message wasn’t about to be a good one. 
My dad spoke on homosexuality in the church. He said that too many brothers are 
under cover and are disobeying G_d’s word and commandments are getting involved 
in relations that are not right in G_d’s eyes.

“In 2000 African Americans made up 13 percent of the population but represented 45 percent of the reported 
AIDS cases in the United States.”(Miller, 53)

He wanted the church to know that because of these un-godly man to man relations 
G_d sent AIDS to this world to rid us of the abominations. At that moment I wanted 
to cry, was I an abomination because I carried a sickness. I knew this was a way of G_d 
punishing me through out loud humiliation and embarrassment. My dad continued 
his message on gay men in the church not failing to talk about the fact that the bible 
rejects them and that in the church they come in sly sneaky and undercover. 

“As children, many African American gay men with AIDS are raised in African American families. African 
American families report significant church involvement (Bell & Bell, 1999; McAdoo & Craw-ford, 1990)

Sad to say but In the Black churches there are so many gay men who because of the fear 
of incidences like what had happened to Brandon keep their double life a secret and do 
not expose their real sexual orientation. It’s almost as if in the church we are not told 
to love the person hate the son but hate all together which is something I knew then 
G_d did not want me to do. At that moment listening to my father talk on and on I 
decided I couldn’t just sit around in my sorrows accepting the fact that my blood was 
now contaminated. 

Church was done, dinner was done and I found myself walking around the streets of the 
Bronx reflecting on the life I had. I saw people walking in and out of their homes, I saw 
so many single mothers with more than three children, music video girls primping them-
selves to get discovered, young boys on the block mastering their plans to sell dope and 
young girls captivated by older deceitful men who promised them the world and more. 
These memories and experiences made me want to do something. I had the money; my 
father had the power after all he was one the most well known Black pastors around. 
These people were considered the bottom of the food chain in terms of society and I was 
sure than more than half of these women were probably in the same boat as me and had 
been infected with HIV. But what made them and I so different?
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Maybe it was the fact that I had access to good health care and had parents who were 
willing to pay thousands to have me receive good treatment. Sadly to say a lot of African 
American woman did not have these opportunities that I had. It was no surprise that a 
lot of black woman do not use condoms, I think it’s a cultural thing. The sensation given 
from a man’s penis is not the same when it is covered with a “latex devil”.

“Despite the increasing attention focused on AIDS, ethnic women may not consider their own personal risks 
to be high for several reasons. Most women, particularly when their life reality is that of being poor, Black, 
Latina, or outside the law through drug abuse or street prostitution, have always lived with risks of some 
kind” (Mays, and Cochran)

Hard living conditions are something black people have in a lot of cases become accus-
tomed to. From the slavery days till now you would think that contracting AIDS would 
kill a lot of these women’s spirits and make them give up, but because it is a struggle, 
something they are used to they tackle it. Poems, stories and movies have shown the 
strength and courage of the black woman portraying them as individuals who are power-
ful enough to tackle any of life’s situations. From being a single mother, to being a stay at 
home woman, to having to work three jobs to support your family, it is in our DNA to 
survive. It was after seeing all of this that I decided that I could do something. Walking I 
passed a youth drop in center that a few of us would occasionally go to for good safe fun. 
Now that I was at the age of accountability I knew that I could do something here. When I 
walked in I was greeted with the familiar scent of chlorine and the loud sounds of hip hop 
music blasting from the ghetto dance studio upstairs. Memories flooded my mind of the 
good times I had here over the years and about how much of an impact and influence this 
place had on my life. I was greeted with so many new faces of young girls and boys that I 
had never seen before; it was calming and almost therapeutic to be here again. 
“Esther is that you”, I heard called out from the top of the stairs that leads to the owner 
Ms. Teresa’s office. When I turned around I was face to face from a distance with one of 
the most influential Black woman in my old community. After hugging and crying in 
excitement I walked into her office to talk business. I had an action plan that needed to 
come to life.

REHABIL-ITATION

“One of OWH’s initiatives uses African-centered dance as an intervention tool in an HIV/AIDS awareness 
and prevention program to promote healthy behaviors among females attending a historically black college 
university.”(Ward 2008)

My whole personal story leads me to where I am presently. That meeting I had was the 
start of big movements in my life. From talking to Ms. Teresa that day and with a nice 
donation from my father I was able to start a support group for woman/ young girls 
with AIDS. At first I didn’t know what to say, or what message I would get across but it 
so happened that a lady came my way and she was a dancer.
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She helped me start a group, a group for young and old and it was supposed to help 
women of colour express themselves through dance. I know this may sounds puzzling 
but dance captures a part of the soul that no man could ever reach and AIDS can’t 
bring down. African centered movements not only help woman in becoming comfort-
able with their bodies but also helps indirectly with awareness and understanding. To 
say I wasn’t scared at first would be a lie, I was terrified my body was changing, I had 
lost friends and my life was no longer the fairytale I had always thought of it as. I was 
forced to be more serious about Life, take my medications, pray more, eat more, get 
good sleep and had put a permanent end to my sex life. I didn’t want to pass this down 
to anyone else, wanted his curse to start and end with me. Issues became clearer to me 
now. I thought of the baby I was carrying a lot, the little girl I always wished to have 
but knew now that I probably would not get that chance. I dedicated my time to other 
things than boys and relationships. I wanted to help out not only woman with AIDS 
but also prevent others from contracting it. I know  I couldn’t go out and hand out 
condoms to each and every female, couldn’t preach a message that would encourage 
abstinence either, all I could do was share my experience and story and hope.

Brandon and I never talked after that day. Last time I heard of him he moved off with 
his boyfriend and was happy. My father let Brandon be his new push to start a testing 
facility and open the church doors to AIDS awareness. He did not want more people to 
be conned into sex or to have their life’s experiences shortened.  

“By participating in African-centered dance, young African American females enjoy a culturally significant 
physical activity in which the body is used in a safe and health-promoting manner: an artistic activity that 
promotes creativity, innovation, and divergent thinking.”(Ward 2008)

The dance group I started was a hit, a big success in the area. Many woman, girls and 
even in some cases men came out to partake of the healthy mental and physical work-
outs as well as get information from the many seminars on awareness and safe sex. I 
was saving my community, taking on a task that many were too afraid to do or not in 
the right financial status to fund. I wrote this story to speak to the issue of AIDS in soci-
ety today. I know that there are many women out there more specifically Black woman 
who are facing this alone and don’t know what to do and may even just want to die to 
get rid of it. Don’t do it, don’t give up I know how it feels to feel pain and not just any 
pain internal continual pain. I know how it feels to want to have children but to be too 
afraid that you may infect them with the same thing that has infected you. I know how 
it feels to be afraid to love in case he wants to share his love intimately with you. I am 
in your shoes, but you need to know that we can do this.

AIDS has no boundaries. Think before you act. Practice Safe sex because you may just 
be saving your life.

Esther C. Brown
Owner of “Dance For a Cause”
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