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BY MATTIE ANN CALLIER-SPEARS

Engaging in combat is not consid-
ered fun for anyone. Not anyone sane-
that is. During the course of an individ-
ual’s life, he or she is apt to face many
kinds of wars-because, just to be alive
is a battle in itself,

In these trying times, the war in the
Persian Gulf is receiving a lot of atten-
tion; and rightly so. But, there are so
many other wars running ramped, on a
local and intimate level, each and ev-
ery day.

““Can’t you tell me what love is? I
have no place in this life because no
one loves me.”” These are the words
that I had the opportunity to hear a
young person utter when she was asked,
““Why are you so down?"’ She went on
lo say that there was a war going on
inside of her. Her parents had divorced
and she felt that maybe-just maybe,
there was something that she could
have done in order to have kept her
parents together and their family in one
piece. In the meantime, she sits alone in
the midst of a very unhappy occasion
looking like she is totally lost. Out of
place. Not there. She not only caused
many people to notice her but she, also,
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refused to receive the assistance of those
who were kind enough to offer help-for
whatever it was worth. [ sat beside her,
Placed my arm around her shoulders.
And-she began to cry. Sobbing deep,
wel tears of anguish. With profound
composure, her crying ceased and she
began to speak of her inner conflict.
This was her first step to freedom.
Another incident to be recalled-A
young man, with a perplexed expres-
sion on his face, stood with his back
placed firmly against a wall, with one
foot up, anchoring his position, and
both his hands in his pockets. He was
nicely dressed. He seemed to have come
from a well-to-do family. People were
passing him. Some pressed into his
space as they attempted to go around an
approaching pedestrian. Their presence
didn’t seem to sway him one way or an-
other. I was standing across the way-
watching and observing the action s of
this person. Moments passed. 1 began
walking toward him. As I got closer to
him, he turned his head, as if to look in
another direction and avoid contact with
my eyes. [ said, ‘‘Hello!"* My greeting
was unanswered. *‘I have been watch-
ing you'', I said to him with a smile. He
kept his face turned away from me-so,
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I went around to the side that he was
facing. When I did this, he said, with a
gruff voice, **

What's your problem lady? Can’ta
person be left alone without you bother-
ing them?"" He glared at me. as if to
frighten me and make me go away’ but,
I continued. “*From way over there, I
could feel your pain. What is the prob-
lem? Is there something that I can say or
do to help?”” There was a bit of silence.
Then he looked down at me and re-
sponded, ‘“No! There is nothing that no
one can do to help me. This is my
problem and I have to solve it all by
myself. Do you understand?”’ His face
came closer to mine as he asked that last
question. I could see tears welling up in
his eyes. I told him my name and invited
him to walk to the other side of the
walkway where we could sit and talk
uninterrupted. He was wringing his hands
as he sat on the bench, in the mall.

I'won’tdivulge the topic of our con-
versation; but, before we parted com-
pany, I had led him io the Lord and had
given him a way out just by sharing
Christ with him. This was freedom.

I had gone to the Observer’s office,
one day, to turnin my copy. [ peered out
the window and witnessed a young woman
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[The War Within]

out on the street. She was running up to
cars and trucks, stopping traffic and
literally jeopardizing her own life, At
firstI, like the other staff members, was
looking at the spectacle. It was like
waltching a wide-screen television. Some
were laughing; while others remained
quiet. The entire staff, at one point, were
all up, out of their seats, and watching. I
asked, ‘*How long has this been going
on?"’ One of my colleagues replied,
“‘oh, she’s been out there a long time.
That’s a-shame!’” Just then-the young
woman, clad in a red pull-over shirt,
which buttoned down to the chest, and
blue jeans, ran to the corner, pulled
down her jeans, to her knees, squatted
and made lewd jesters to the on-coming
traffic. She was running around frantic-
ally. From car to car, sheran. If a vehicle
came to a stop, on the side street, she
would run up to the passenger side and
try to open the door. I shuddered, ‘‘My
Lord] She is going to get hurt real bad.
Has anyone gone out there 1o talk to her
and find out why she is doing what she
is doing?"’ The response was a unani-
mous, ‘‘Are you crazy? We have called
the police and reported her being out
there but they are just taking their time.”’
Right about then, she started running
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The NBEA will sponsor a kick-off
breakfast on Saturday, February 2, 1991
from9 AM - 12 Noon at the Sheraton
Inn at the Portland Airport.

The guest speaker will be the Na-
tional President, Dr. George McKin-
ney. The public is cordially invited to

Association Kick-off Breakfast

attend ‘Free Will’ donations will be
accepted at the door. All persons inter-
ested in attending this function should
contact the Portland Headquarters to
place their reservations -- 28-0143.

Come out! Let’s have a good show
of support from the community.

January 30, 1991 The Portland Observer-Page 3

WEEK:

SCRIPTURE OF THE

Il CORINTHIANS 9:7-15

across the street, because she saw a
truck coming, she pulled out one breast
from her blouse. With her bust in hand,
she ran after the truck and jumped onto
the running board. This frightened me to
death. I couldn’t stand and watch this
any longer. The police were taking 100
long to respond. “‘I've got to go out
there before she kills herself. And we’re
all in here watching. This is awful.”’ As
I began to leave the building, several
voices called out, ‘‘Mattie Ann! Come
back here! Don’tgo out there. Youdon't
know what she is going to do. Just wait
for the police.”’ I turned and said, “‘I've
waited too long already. Somebody needs
to stop her before she gets hurt. And
anyway-as Christians, these are the ones
we need to reach out to.”’

It did not take long for me to reach
her. She was now on the same side of the
street as the office building. ‘‘Come
away from there!”’ I yelled.”’You are
going to get yourselfkilled.”’ She turned
quickly and asked, ‘“Who the hell are
you?"’ Her speech was slurred. Her eyes
were at half mast. She reeked of liquor
and cocaine. I could see that she was
young. I asked her why was she out
there. Her response was being hurled at
me in vulgar dialogue. I cut her off and

before I knew it, I was scolding her.
““Don’t you know that this is crazy and
you are going to get hurt real bad or
killed-if you should fall from one of
those trucks or get run over by a car. |
want you to cut his out right this min-
ute! What is it that you need so bad that
would cause you to do a thing like
this?’’ She looked at me. In a quiet
voice, she said, ‘“All I need is ten
dollars. Ineed to get a rock.’’ I stood
there and talked to her. She told me her
name. She told me her mother’s name
and the church she attends. She told me
her pastor’s name and the address of
the place where she needed to go to get
this rock.

I explained to her that the only
“‘rock’’ she needed was Jesus. I wanted
to know if her pastor knew of her prob-
lem and what was being done about it.
She said, ‘*Nobody cares about what I
do.”” I asked her, ‘“What about your
mother? What would she say if she
knew that you were out here on Union
Avenue (MLK Blvd) pulling down your
pants and exposing yourself to the public
like this? Don’t you know that this is a
disgrace?’’ She said, ‘‘Yes, but you
don’t understand. I've got to have a
rock. I need it.”’ [To be continued]
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