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These Dry Bones shall live . . .
The hand of the LORD was upon me, and carried me out in the spirit of
the LORD, and set me down in the midst of the valley which was full of bones,
And caused me to pass by them round about: and, behold, there were very
many in the open valley; and, lo, they were very dry.
And he said unto me, Son of man, can these bones live? And I answered,
O Lord GOD, thou knowest.
Again he said unto me, Prophesy upon these bones, and say unto them, O
ye dry bones, hear the word of the LORD.
Thus saith the Lord GOD unto these bones; Behold, I will cause breath to
enter into you, and ye shall live:
And I will lay sinews upon you, and will bring up flesh upon you, and
cover you with skin, and put breath in you, and ye shall live; and ye shall know
that I am the LORD.
So I prophesied as I was commanded: and as I prophesied, there was a
noise, and behold a shaking, and the bones came together, bone to his bone.
And when I beheld, lo, the sinews and the flesh came up upon them, and the
skin covered them above: but there was no breath in them.
Then said he unto me, Prophesy unto the wind, prophesy, son of man, and
say to the wind, Thus saith the Lord GOD; Come from the four winds, O
breath, and breathe upon these slain, that they may live.
So I prophesied as he commanded me, and the breath came into them, and
they lived, and stood up upon their feet, an exceeding great army.
Then he said unto me, Son of man, these bones are the whole house of Israel: behold, they say, Our bones are dried, and our hope is lost: we are cut off
for our parts.
Therefore prophesy and say unto them, Thus saith the Lord GOD; Behold, O my people, I will open your graves, and cause you to come up out of
your graves, and bring you into the land of Israel.
And ye shall know that I am the LORD, when I have opened your
graves, O my people, and brought you up out of your graves,
And shall put my spirit in you, and ye shall live, and I shall place you in
your own land: then shall ye know that I the LORD have spoken it, and performed it, saith the LORD.
Ezekiel 37:1-14 (KJV)
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Prologue

For Kendall Morrison, growing up in Washington, D.C., in
1990 had its challenges.
Even at the tender age of seven, Kendall Morrison knew he
was not like the other kids in his Wheatley Elementary School second-grade class. Nonetheless, before he fully understood peer pressure and what it meant, Kendall had a strong desire to conform.
A few of his classmates once came to school, talking about
M.C. Hammer’s latest rap hit sung to the tune of a popular Rick
James song called “Super Freak.” They knew the lyrics by heart,
and in some cases, some of the kids would imitate M.C. Hammer’s
dance moves.
However, Kendall Morrison knew nothing about that. His strict
Christian parents did not allow secular music into their home. If a
tune did not sound like Tramaine Hawkins or James Cleveland, his
father would make sure that the music stayed on the coldest side of
his front door. Of course, that never stopped Kendall’s ears from
digesting every hip-hop, soul, and R&B song blared from boom
boxes on his way to school.
He especially hated the holidays. While the other kids sported
costumes emblazoned with images of cartoon characters, horrormovie monsters, ghosts, witches and goblins, Kendall had to wear
his street clothes because his mother and father did not believe in
celebrating Halloween. And during the Holy season, any thought or
act of participating in Easter egg hunts or celebrating bunny rabbits
was as taboo as pork rinds at a bar mitzvah. The Morrison household would aggressively, unapologetically, and unashamedly declare
that the season called Easter was better spent celebrating the death,
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burial and resurrection of Jesus Christ. In fact, they had stopped
calling it Easter Sunday many years before. Instead, they called it
“Resurrection Sunday.”
Christmas was the only holiday where Kendall felt more conventional, for he would get as many toys under his Christmas tree
as anyone in his neighborhood. That Christmas, he raced downstairs at barely six in the morning and found a blue-and-gold 16”
Huffy training-wheel bicycle under the Christmas tree. He couldn’t
wait to get it outside and ride it in the 45-degree chill, knowing he
would be the envy of Oates Street.
Modest, well-maintained, single-family row houses lined both
sides of Oates Street. Their neat front yards and various forms of
Christmas décor brightened up their otherwise drab and faded facades. Kendall rushed outside, wrapped snugly in his new admiralblue parka, and armed with his mother’s admonition: “Don’t leave
the block, and don’t let anyone else ride your bike.” Kendall’s wiry
frame barely managed to keep the bike steady as he clumped down
the steps in front of his house. He hopped on the bike and rode it
fiercely up and down Oates Street, hoping other kids in the block
would notice him. It was nine in the morning and as quiet as a
country forest, and he didn’t see any kids outside yet. Nonetheless,
he was determined to get at least one wide-mouthed gape from a
kid, in order to complete his Christmas satisfaction.
Against his mother’s instructions, he rode the bike to the end
of the block. A street sign that had fallen off its pole denoted the
corner of Oates and Lauren Street. Since the area was entirely residential, there were few cars passing by. Peering down Lauren Street,
he saw some kids outside. Relying on his kid’s logic, he thought it
would be no harm to ride into the 1300 block of Lauren Street.
However, he knew better than to venture further into the 1200
block of Lauren Street, where all the thieving thugs held court. If
he rode into that area, his bike was as good as gone.
Without a second thought, he pedaled slowly into the 1300
block of Lauren Street, hoping that his glistening new bike would
draw an envious eye or two. As he had hoped, some of the kids on
the block gazed at his new bike. Two eight-year-old boys leaning
against a chain-link fence were especially interested. One of them, a
short boy with a physique that made it obvious he had spent more
time at McDonald’s than at the playground, stepped into Kendall’s
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path as he rode back up the sidewalk. When Kendall stopped, the
kid stared covetously at the bike.
“That’s a nice bike,” the boy said to Kendall. “You get that for
Christmas?”
“Yeah,” Kendall said proudly.
“Can I ride it up to the end of the block and back?” the boy
said.
Kendall remembered his mother’s instruction not to let anyone
else ride. “No, I can’t. My mother said ‘don’t let anyone else ride.’ ”
“It’s just down the block and back,” the boy insisted, spewing
his next round of famous last words. “I’ll bring it back.”
The other boy, tall and physically imposing, quietly slipped behind Kendall and took position.
“No, I can’t let nobody ride,” Kendall said, putting his left foot
on the pedal, preparing to ride away.
The tall boy waited for that precarious second when Kendall
picked up his right foot and would be off-balance. Then, he firmly
shoved Kendall just below the shoulders. The force of the push
caused Kendall to cartwheel off the bike. He put out his hands to
break the fall, and as he landed, he slid forward, scraping the heels
of his hands on the concrete sidewalk. He ignored the pain and the
bloody scrapes on his hands long enough to watch the two boys
grab his bike and hoof it down the street. The tall boy hopped on
the bike as he ran and was able to get both his feet on the pedals.
He laughed at the success of his surprise attack. But he would make
only two turns of the bike pedals before he got a surprise of his
own.
The tall boy felt something push his shoulders, and he tumbled
off the bike and landed with his left knee on the sidewalk, scraping
a hole in his jeans. The bike rolled forward and bumped lightly
against the side door of a parked car before it fell to the ground.
The tall boy rolled over to see who had pushed him. The McDonald’s boy also stopped to see what had happened.
Standing at the open gate of 1316 Lauren Street was a boy who
was slightly taller than the two who had stolen the bicycle. He was
also wearing a new coat, but began to take it off, in case the two
thieves confronted him. To his relief, neither boy was up for the
challenge. And since there were no other kids outside that had seen
what had happened, they didn’t need to fight to maintain their
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credibility on the street. The tall boy picked himself up and limped
over to the McDonald’s boy. Together they walked away, periodically looking back to make sure they weren’t being followed.
They knew this boy who lived at 1316 Lauren. They had dealt
with him before. They once demanded his lunch money one morning just before school. Since he was a church boy, they reasoned he
would not resist them. But the boy at 1316 Lauren Street had a father who had trained him to fight and not to be intimidated. The
father, Bruce Whitaker, believed in Jesus and believed in peace. But
Bruce Whitaker also recognized that he, his wife, and his son lived
just a block away from one of the roughest areas in town, where
one could be simply walking along the street and get beat up for no
reason. So Bruce Whitaker felt it was his duty as a caring father to
teach his son how to defend himself and, if necessary, to defend
others.
When they discovered that the boy at 1316 Lauren would not
readily give up his money, they tried to pummel him, but discovered that their prey was more than able with his dukes. Instead of
walking home with bullies’ pride and a few extra dollars, they
scampered away with bruises on both body and ego, having been
beaten cross-eyed by a church boy.
The boy at 1316 Lauren walked over to Kendall’s bike and
picked it up. He held the bike until Kendall was able to make his
way down the block to where his bike and his savior stood.
“Thanks, man,” Kendall said, holding the bike as he examined
it. Unlike his hands, the bike had no scratches or scrapes.
“You all right?” the boy said as Kendall examined his hands.
“Yeah, I’m cool,” Kendall said.
“You live around here?”
“Yeah. On Oates Street.”
“You want me to walk you back home? Those guys might be
hangin’ around the corner waitin’ for you.”
“Naw,” Kendall said, already embarrassed that someone else
had to fight for him.
“You know what? I got a bike just like yours,” the boy said.
“Want me to go get it?”
“Yeah,” Kendall said. “Did you get it for Christmas?”
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“Naw. For my birthday.” The boy ran into his house, got the
bike, and brought it out. The two bikes were virtually identical,
even down to the color.
“Wanna go to the playground and race?” Kendall offered.
“Yeah,” the boy said, “but I gotta ask my parents.”
“So do I. Why don’t you ask yours first, then I’ll ask mine?”
“Okay.”
“What’s your name?”
“James.”
“I’m Kendall. I’ll wait out here for you.”
“Okay. Try not to get your bike stolen again,” James said, heading back into his house.
After getting permission from their parents, the two boys rode
three blocks over to Trinidad Playground and played racing games
with their bikes until well after 11 a.m. Their noses runny and their
bodies tired, they returned to 1316 Lauren Street, where they played
video games and got more acquainted with each other. They found
out they both went to Wheatley Elementary School. They both
liked the same TV shows such as “Saved by the Bell” and “Spiderman: The Animated Series.” They both spent most of their Sundays
in worship, as both James’ and Kendall’s parents were avid churchgoers and attended the 11 a.m. service and any other service scheduled on any given Sunday.
By the time the sky darkened on Christmas Day 1990, Kendall
felt that he had gotten the best Christmas gift of all: a friend whom
he could relate to and identify with. He eventually started to observe and envy James’ reputation in the neighborhood. Though
James was called a “church boy” and often considered not “street”
enough to hang around with many of the kids in the neighborhood,
nobody messed with him because they knew he could fight. One of
the first things Kendall asked of their newfound friendship was for
James to teach him to fight.
It was a theme that would become familiar in their friendship,
with James being a role model of sorts to Kendall. It didn’t bother
Kendall’s parents because they knew James was raised in a good
Christian home and hoped he was being a good influence. Kendall
never came home with any questionable behaviors that would indicate otherwise.
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There was one incident that further heightened the Morrisons’
impression of James. The Whitakers had invited the Morrisons to
attend a Thursday night revival meeting at the Whitakers’ church. It
was summer 1992, and the modest Prince George’s County church
was “standing room only.” At the meeting, after he had finished
preaching, a visiting preacher called James up to the front. James
was understandably nervous, having never been called to the front
in church before, especially with so many people in attendance.
The preacher, still under the anointing of the Holy Spirit, spoke
to the young James what he saw through the eyes of the Spirit.
“Young man, I hear the Lord saying to you that He is preparing
your heart for the downcast. He is placing in you compassion for
the criminal and concern for the oppressed. He will make you into
a living testimony that will capture the hearts of many, and He is
giving you a voice and an anointing that will captivate even the
hardest of souls. Your road will be hard and long, but God will be
preparing you for Himself, if you do not faint. God is placing on
you the mantle of an evangelist. You will be a warrior in the body
of Christ that will cause the enemy to shudder and falter.”
James was only seven years old and never gave the prophecy
much thought. But his mother, Bernice Whitaker, wrote down the
prophecy and kept it in her Bible. His father also kept the words of
the prophecy burnished on his heart. Even Kendall’s father Lance,
an aspiring preacher, and Kendall’s mother Janet acknowledged the
quiet power of the prophet’s words and knew that James was destined for great things in the Lord. Lance Morrison wrote down the
prophecy and vowed never to forget it.
It was for that reason that another power—the evil, malevolent,
and unseen prince of the power of the air—also made a concerted
and determined effort not to forget.

Chapter
ONE

Fifteen years later…
Samuel Barnes stood, staring out the window of his room in a
D.C. rooming house. It was his 45th birthday, and all he could think
about was her.
He barely noticed the dark and overcast August morning, the
phalanx of pedestrians heading to work, the seemingly eternal clog
of vehicles on the nearby freeway. During this moment, a rerun of
several such past moments, his mind was overrun with images of
blissful times, long since passed. The images were vivid to him, almost as if he were experiencing them and living them at that moment.
Mavis greeting him on birthday mornings, with a wide smile and breakfast
in bed.
Mavis calling him during the day at work just to say “I love you” and
perhaps to utter some sensual words that would help him through his day.
His mind focused on the day of his 37th birthday, eight years
ago. It was one of the best days of his life; second only to the day
that he married Mavis on a sunny April day twenty-three years ago.
Mavis had greeted him after work with a big kiss and a smile. Afterwards, she had led him to the dining room, where his favorite
meal of lightly seasoned prime rib, collard greens seasoned with
smoked turkey, and macaroni and cheese sat on the table next to a
homemade birthday cake and an unopened bottle of Pinot Grigio.
She had then coyly announced that she had conveniently arranged
for their kids, Erica and Michael, to spend the day and night at
Samuel’s mother’s home. She would then flash a sly smile and lift
her eyebrows to let Samuel know that it would be a memorable
evening.
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Then one year later, suddenly, she was gone. To the media, she
was just another statistic, the 257th murder victim of the year in
D.C.
It comforted him to remember the good times they shared together. Gracious, how he loved that woman and everything about
her, especially her sweet personality and easy-going manner. She
had a face that glowed with joy and promise, and a body that was
just perfect. He was certain he would never find another woman
like her, and to respect her memory, he never tried. He had to focus on being a single father to his son Michael, to try to assure a
promising future for his boy, despite the fact that the tike missed
his mom and would occasionally act out in school because of it.
As much as it comforted him to think about the good times,
the thoughts also occasionally fueled his lingering anger and engaged his residual guilt. He wished he had more strongly urged her
not to walk alone to the store after dark, and he wished he had not
been working late that night so he could have been with her. But
when his headstrong wife wanted something done, she had to do it
immediately. She figured it would take just ten minutes to walk to
the store; dash in and grab some bread, milk, and cereal for the
kids; and then head home.
That fateful day, Mavis was on her way home, crossing the
street at the corner of Oates and Lauren Streets, when someone
struck her from behind with the butt of his pistol. He snatched her
purse and fired two bullets in the back of her head, without a care
in the world of who was looking. He retreated with her purse and a
few dollars, leaving Mavis splayed dead at the intersection, her
blood mixing with the spilled milk and cereal on the sidewalk.
Samuel didn’t understand why someone would shoot his wife
dead just to rob her of a few dollars. He didn’t understand why the
police seemed so disinterested in solving the crime and why seven
years later, despite sufficient forensic evidence at the scene, the
murderer has yet to be caught. All he knew was that out there was
an evil, heartless man who deprived him of his heart and joy, just to
get a quick high. And that man was probably still walking the
streets, probably laughing about the lives he destroyed.
It was the moment that a spirit of bitterness had begun to take
root in Samuel.
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Samuel shook his head and turned away from the window. He
glanced at his 10-year-old son, who was still sleeping in the rollaway
bed on the other side of the room. His son’s cherubic face, lying on
the pillow seemingly at rest, only reminded him of the next tragedy
in his life.
His daughter Erica was only 17 years old when she left home to
go to a party one night five years ago. She never returned. Police
had yet to find any trace of her. Some D.C. detectives investigating
the case bluntly told Samuel that they suspected that his daughter
was dead. “After all, that’s how these missing persons cases usually
end up,” they had said. Samuel accepted that conclusion without
much difficulty. After the murder of his wife, it was easy for him to
believe that he was God’s personal latrine. And Samuel knew how
smart and tenacious his daughter was. If she were still alive, she
would have found a way to communicate with him, to let her know
where she was. No, she was dead.
And he knew exactly who had killed her.
Samuel logged on to his laptop computer and pulled up the
Federal Bureau of Prisons web site he had been accessing at least
once a week for the past five years. He typed in the name “James
Whitaker” and finally found the best birthday present he could
have imagined.
James Whitaker had been released from a Florida federal correctional facility to a District of Columbia halfway house. Samuel
Barnes smiled for the first time that day, his moment of retribution
fast approaching. He knew where James Whitaker’s mother lived—
he used to live right across the street from her—and he knew that it
would only be a matter of time before James was released from the
halfway house and would pay a visit to his mother.
Samuel picked up the telephone in his room and dialed.
“Hello?” a raspy, sleepy female voice said on the other end.
“Hi, Ma,” Samuel said. “Did I wake you?”
“No, no,” Martha Barnes replied. “I’m still in bed, but I woke
up about fifteen minutes ago.”
“I was wondering if Michael could stay over there for a couple
of days.”
“Why?” Mrs. Barnes asked. “What’s going on?”
“It’s my job, Ma,” Samuel lied. “I gotta go out of town for a
couple of days.”
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“You do landscaping for the city, Sam. What you gotta go out
of town for?”
“Some type of training, Ma. I’ll be back in two days.”
“That’s fine, long as you gimme some money to help feed him.
I’m on a fixed income, and that boy eats like a horse.”
“Can I bring him over now?” Samuel asked.
“When are you leaving to go out of town?”
“In about two hours.”
Mrs. Barnes sat up in bed. “You mean you are going out of
town in two hours, and you’re just now asking me to watch that
boy? What would you have done if I had said no?”
“I-I-I’d have brought him with me,” Samuel said. “I can do
that, but he would be in the way, so I thought it would be better for
you to watch him.”
“Sam, you knew about this trip before today. How come you
didn’t ask me ‘fore today?”
Samuel exhaled slowly. His mother knew when he was lying.
She was sixty-five years old and still sharp as a whip. But it didn’t
matter. As long as she agreed to watch Michael, everything would
be under control. “I didn’t want to burden you, Ma, so I tried not
to ask you.”
“Sam, I don’t know what’s going on, but I don’t like you lying
to me. Is it some woman you’re trying to see? Is that it?”
Samuel smiled. His mother had given him a better lie to rely on.
“Yeah, Ma. You found me out. I got this lady friend, and we want
to spend some time together here.”
“Well, that’s all you had to say,” Mrs. Barnes replied. “’Stead of
lying. Ain’t nothing wrong with you keepin’ company with a lady
friend. Mavis been gone for seven years now. You need to find
yourself a good woman, and stop grieving over Mavis. I know you
loved her, son, but it’s time to move on.”
“You’re right, Ma. I’m trying to do that.”
“Okay, then. You can bring him on over. Make sure he got his
swimming things, 'cause I might let him go to the pool today.”
“Thanks, Ma. We’ll be right over.”
No sooner had Samuel hung up the phone when Michael arose
from his sleep, yawning, writhing, and stretching.
“Wake up, Mike,” Samuel said to him. “Get dressed. I’m going
to take you over to Grandma’s house.”
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“Where you going, Dad?” Michael rose from the bed, wearing
only a pair of boxing shorts. He walked a few steps to a dresser.
“I got a few people I need to see,” Samuel answered. “You’re
going to be at Grandma’s house for a couple of days.”
“Okay.”
Michael pulled out some shorts and a T-shirt from a dresser
drawer. The whole arrangement was fine with him. Besides, he
would rather be at Grandma’s house, with its spacious basement,
modern computer, wide-screen cable TV, and recreation center
across the street, than in his Dad’s tiny room, with not much more
than two beds, a dresser, and a thirteen-inch TV that could pick up
three channels on a good day. He loved his Dad, but staying in this
room was getting old. He would be glad when his Dad got a decent
job so they could afford a better place of their own.
“Hot water in the shower today, Dad?” Michael asked.
“Yeah, son,” Samuel replied. “I think they got hot water today.”
He watched as his son plodded into the bathroom, dragging his
clothes. Samuel waited until he heard the water running in the
shower, then hurried to the closet and reached into the pocket of a
winter coat, pulling out a .25 caliber semi-automatic handgun with a
wooden handle. Quickly popping out the six-round magazine, he
put it in his left pants pocket and stuffed the gun in his right. This
was his first gun, and he didn’t want to take any chances of the
thing accidentally firing while it was in his pocket. He was walking
to work one day and saw a guy getting pistol-whipped and robbed
in broad daylight. Samuel bought the gun two days later. There
once was a time where he could walk the streets of downtown D.C.
and not worry about getting his head cracked open. Not anymore.
He returned to the window, looking out, noticing across the
street a police officer urging some homeless man to stop begging
for change and move on. That scene alone renewed his sense of
outrage at what passed for justice in this city. Cops picking on homeless
people, but they can’t find the men that murdered my wife and daughter. He
was determined to exact his own justice. His grief over the course
of seven years had taken his sense of morality and wrung it like a
dishrag.
Samuel’s icy, diabolical smile demonstrated the truth of that ancient proverb: revenge is a dish best served cold.

