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To the 2.3 million incarcerated families  

still languishing in America’s prisons
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FOREWORD

In the face of human suffering, the common impulse is to 
look away. It is difficult to behold the pain of others. And yet, 
we are loved by a God who never looks away. There is not 
a moment in our lives— not the worst or the best moment, 
the occasion of blissful joy or unbearable suffering— that 
goes unseen by God. This is the very nature of love: to bear 
witness.

I have experienced the common impulse to look away 
throughout my life, but compelled by a God who is our 
witness, I have endeavored to keep my eyes open and see the 
beauty, rage, helplessness, redemption, joy, and suffering of 
those God has put in my path.

As a nun and an activist for the abolition of the death 
penalty, I have seen suffering. I have seen it in the eyes of 
the six men I accompanied to their execution in the state 
of Louisiana during their final moments. I have seen it in 
the grief of their loved ones as well as the loved ones of 
the victims of their crimes. I have seen it every time I walk 
through the iron gates of Angola— the largest maximum 
security prison in the US.
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Foreword

But I will tell you this: when you look another person in 
the eye, in the fullness of their human dignity, it is always a 
sacred moment.

Reading Fox and Rob’s profound journey in these pages 
is just such a sacred moment. This book bears witness to 
two truths. First, it testifies to the depth to which human 
dignity can be so desecrated, as those who are incarcerated 
and their families experience. As Rob writes, life in prison 
can be like a living death as those made in God’s very image 
are subjected to conditions that make no acknowledgment of 
this incontrovertible truth. Second, it testifies to the power 
of hope and love in a way that cannot be denied.

Rarely have I been so moved to witness such a story. 
Time tells the story of two strong- willed individuals de-
termined to live freely and love deeply. Witnessing the ways 
God has worked in and through them is nothing short of 
transformative.

Their faith will stir your courage, their love will expand 
your soul, and their tireless fight for justice will embolden 
you to speak on behalf of human dignity wherever you find 
it being dishonored.

Reading this book is an act of witness, of pure presence— 
may you never forget the transformation of love that you will 
see in these pages, as I will not forget.

Sister Helen Prejean
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INTRODUCTION

ROB

Get your hands in the air and shut up!”
I’d already pulled out my gun. The teller, fear 

filling her eyes, ran back to the other side of the 
counter. She’d been trying to reach the door of the vault 
where another coworker had locked herself in. Now she was 
anxiously running back and forth as I stood on top of the 
counter, pointing the firearm. I never intended on shooting 
it. I just wanted her attention long enough to get the money 
and leave.

Crack!
The lip of the counter had broken under my weight, and 

I suddenly went crashing. On my way down to the floor, I 
sliced my leg along its jagged edges. The teller was frozen. 
I could hear my nephew Ontario yelling at another teller. 
He’d already yanked a phone out of the wall after she’d tried 
to use it to call the police when we first entered the building 
with our masks on. I would learn a few minutes later, after 
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Introduction

nearly choking myself, that he’d just sprayed the woman’s 
office with mace.

“Give me the keys to the drawer!” I yelled, gasping for air.
The frozen woman in front of me thawed long enough 

to throw me the keys and put her hands back up in the air. 
Desperation started to settle in as I wildly pulled money out 
of the drawers and dumped it into the blue duffel bag I’d 
brought with me. That same emotion I felt only moments 
before we entered the bank washed over me.

Then, I’d been crouched low in the wooded area that was 
about two hundred yards from the bank. The trees hid the 
back road where Fox had dropped us off. Between the heat, 
the mask, and maybe even my own conscience, I felt like I 
was being strangled. I wore black shorts, which meant that 
walking through the woods caused me to thrash against 
thorns and thickets. Fox was perched on top of a hill nearby 
with binoculars so she could see the front of the bank. As I 
stood there, being eaten alive by the murderous mosquitos 
that reigned over Louisiana summers, I couldn’t escape this 
singular thought: I hate that we have to do this.

We really did believe there was no other option for us.
“Shots fired, shots fired, officer needs assistance . . .”

FOX

I suppose we could have started our story at the end. The 
awarding of clemency after twenty- plus years of tirelessly 
petitioning the State of Louisiana to see how the extreme 
sentencing of Robert was further positioning the state as a 
leader in the mass incarceration of Black men and women 
in this country. The heart- wrenching documentary, Time, 
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airing on Amazon with stellar reviews. The Oscar nomi-
nation. You know, the shinier parts of  our story. But as 
transformative as these last couple of years have been, as 
grateful as we are for all that has transpired since Rob’s re-
lease, the end doesn’t do much justice to this true narrative. 
It’s really the beginning that offers a much more compelling  
story.

And in the beginning—1987, to be exact— it was only 
and always about the love. A radical love that rarely made 
sense to anyone except us. Which has always been fine, be-
cause our love and our faith were what sustained us when 
our lives were being riddled and torn apart. It was this love 
that gave us the strength to survive through everything that 
happened next.

Some may call it cutting class, but I like to say that my friend 
and I were taking a mental health day. However, Wanda and 
I needed to figure out a ride back to school to finish the rest 
of the day so our absence would not be reported to our 
parents. Unfortunately, at sixteen, you don’t often work out 
the details of your shenanigans. As a result, she called one 
of her church members who was home from the navy to give 
us a ride. Wanda claimed he was sweet on her and wouldn’t 
hesitate to do it, so I said, “Cool. Hook that up.”

We waited at my house, and just like she said, we soon 
heard a knock at the door. When I opened it, Rob and his 
friend were standing there.

First reaction? I mean, he was fine. Okay, Wanda! I see 
you, girl.

I let them inside and we all hung out together for a bit 
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Introduction

before Rob drove us back over to the school. I spent most of 
the time talking to Rob’s friend because, I mean, Rob was 
Wanda’s man.

ROB

I was not Wanda’s man.
In fact, I was just there to offer a fellow church member 

and her friend a ride to school. Fortunately for me though, 
a really amazing human being answered the door. Maybe 
it’s cliché to say my heart skipped a beat, but that’s exactly 
what it felt like. I’d certainly met girls before, but this felt 
different. I knew she was somebody I wanted to know more 
about. Someone I was hopeful to engage on a more personal 
and intimate level. One thing I certainly knew is that I did 
not want this to start and end with the encounter at her 
front door. The only problem was, my partner, Rick, who 
I’d brought with me, was talking her head off, and I was 
left to keep Wanda busy— despite us not having any kind of 
relationship. In Wanda’s mind, we were one thing, and in 
mine, we were something else— friends.

Nevertheless, I kept my eyes on Fox. I watched her in my 
peripheral view as she moved about the house. I tried to see 
if there was a vibe between us, if she might be interested in 
me. I needed her to know that I was feeling her. But in that 
moment, I couldn’t get any rhythm from her whatsoever.

FOX

That’s because, as far as I knew, he was Wanda’s boo. Girl 
code rules were in full effect.
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ROB

I was not Wanda’s man. And I needed to prove that once 
and for all.

So we dropped them off back at school and waited until 
the school day was over to reach out and see if they wanted 
to hang out more. Rick called Fox, but she didn’t answer 
the phone. We went on with our day, but I really couldn’t 
stop thinking about her. Her face, her smile was stuck in my 
brain. Later that night, I realized that Rick had called her 
on my landline, and I hadn’t used it since then. Thank God 
for *69 redial. It was my ticket to getting this girl to know 
just how much she was in love with me.

FOX

“Who is this?” I said.
“This is Rob, Wanda’s friend.”
Don’t you know this man had the audacity to tell me he 

was interested in me.
“Wanda told me you all were seeing each other.”
Now it was my turn to thank God for a telephone service.
“Call her on three- way,” he said.
So I did. And as awkward as that call was, sure enough, 

I learned that my friend had stretched the truth big-time.
It was pretty impressive to me that Rob was feeling me 

enough that he didn’t hesitate to expose Wanda’s misrepre-
sentation of their relationship. That night, Rob and I stayed 
on the phone for hours. Talking about our dreams. Shar-
ing our stories. The next day, not only did I skip class but 
I skipped school— this time to hang out just with him. He 
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was leaving in two days to go to Norfolk, Virginia, for his 
next duty station. From our conversations, I learned that Rob 
came from a military family and, in keeping with his family 
traditions, had joined the navy. Two days after his high school 
graduation, he deployed for service. I wanted to get to know 
this man who was being so honest and transparent with me. 
When he came over, I experienced something I never had be-
fore. To this day, it’s hard to describe. He touched my hand, 
and it was magical. It was the most gentle and caring touch 
I’d ever received from a man who wasn’t my father. I felt his 
care and compassion, and it created a real ease in my soul.

The rest, as they say, is history.

We share these opening days of our lives together because 
we need you to know that what sparked for us in that mo-
ment when two teenagers held hands was something that 
would grow and ultimately hold us down during our darkest 
days. Love is where we began, and it is where we return. And 
while our love has certainly evolved and transformed over 
our thirty- five- year journey together— sometimes because of 
the trauma we both brought to the union— it is also clearly 
the foundation for everything we have encountered, good 
or bad, along the way. We were each other’s first love and 
the first person to show the other what love could truly feel 
like. After all, that is how we learn to love— by first loving.

And honestly, maybe that’s what systemic oppression and 
mass incarceration set out to destroy. Not just the physical 
body but the capacity for Black and Brown folks to have the 
love and joy and peace we inherently deserve.
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The word is, I was conceived in a brothel. This statement 
alone could serve as a litmus test for what the rest of my child-
hood must have resembled. My mother has been married five 
times and birthed four children into the world. None of us 
were fathered through those unions. My mother had her first 
child at fifteen and her second at sixteen. Her parents, Lois 
and Alex Autrey, who believed firmly in education, said the 
only way she could go back to school and get her high school 
diploma was if she let the second child go live with her cousin. 
And so, my mother did just that. Getting her life back on 
track, she went as far as obtaining her master’s degree and 
teaching public school for almost forty years before retiring.

By age nine, the father who raised me (who I would later 
learn was not my biological father) would go from being 
a larger- than- life entrepreneur and pharmaceutical street 
salesman to falling prey to his own supply. We became one 
of the hundreds of thousands of Black families in the 80s hit 
hard by the epidemic of chemically- engineered crack. But, 
in my mind and heart, he was still my daddy— the only dad 
I knew. He was, at his core, a family man who loved me like 
none other. I was Daddy’s girl and the apple of his eye. He 
was the one who raised me even when he didn’t have to. I 
was still committed to our relationship. So, while he never 
fully escaped the hold of addiction, when I came home from 
prison, I took care of him until he made his transition.

So, yes, by society’s standards, I was raised in a dysfunc-
tional household. Yet, what I’ve come to understand from 
my own experience with parenting is no child comes with 
a manual. We do the best job we can with the resources, 
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knowledge, and information we have. That is why I often 
found myself marveling at my mother’s determination and 
drive. No matter the pitfalls or mistakes along the way, she 
never quit. I hold a deep regard for my mother. She was a 
teacher who didn’t make much money but still managed to 
maintain a family. Everything she did, she did for what she 
believed to be the good of her family and for the good of the 
children she reared alone. Nevertheless, I can’t deny that life 
was challenging for me as a young girl trying to find my way. 
My mother is a fiery woman. The parenting model that most 
used in the South was “spare the rod, spoil the child.” Even 
though I grew up never seeing a healthy marriage, somewhere 
deep down inside of me, I knew it was important.

ROB

Like Fox, I had the experience of growing up in a single parent 
home; at least, that was the case for a portion of my child-
hood. But the difference was that my single parent home was 
headed by my father. I am the youngest of nine siblings, and 
my biological mother passed away when I was five years old. 
Hence, my dad was single- handedly responsible for my day- 
to- day care and supervision. Like Fox’s mom, my father had 
been married five times. My mother was his second- to- last 
marriage before he transitioned. Ironically, all of my dad’s 
other children were raised under my mother’s roof. She reared 
seven of the nine children that my dad brought into the world.

After my mother passed away, I lived with my dad but 
also spent some time living with my older sisters and their 
husbands at different points in my youth. This usually meant 
on a military base somewhere. In fact, a large part of my 
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early life was spent in a military setting. During one stay 
with my sister, I lived on Randolph Air Force Base in San 
Antonio, Texas, where my brother- in- law was on duty. Then, 
I lived in Kansas City, Missouri, with my sister OJ and her 
husband, who was a staff sergeant in the army. Finally, after 
my father met the woman who’d ultimately be his last wife, 
my stepmom, he decided that I should return home. My sis-
ter Anne wanted me to go to Spain with her family. George, 
her husband, had signed up for overseas duty there, and she 
believed that experiencing a different culture would help me 
deal with some of the emotional trauma I endured having 
lost my mother at such a young age. But Dad was not about 
to let her take his son all the way to Spain. So, I stayed.

Dad met my stepmother when I was ten, and they eloped 
a year or two afterward. There definitely was a feeling of 
preferentialism, although I can’t say for sure if it was some-
thing that lived in my own little mind, something my older 
brothers and sisters were putting in my head at the time, or 
if it really was transpiring.

Nevertheless, life for me was really good at that point. I 
was my dad’s last child, and I’d like to think I was a pretty 
easy child to manage, for the most part. Fox will say I was 
spoiled, but I’m not sure that’s it. Let’s just say that the 
police were never knocking at my parents’ door. Nobody 
was talking about how I got their daughter pregnant. And I 
certainly would never ditch school.

FOX AND ROB

Every single one of us has a backstory: the particulars of how 
we grew up shaped us at a young age and informed how we 
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saw ourselves and the world based on our origin stories. This 
background establishes who we were and what we’d endured 
prior to meeting each other. It gives a bit of insight into the 
baggage we were carrying, and how that baggage manifested 
into the decisions we made, individually and together. From 
the time we met in 1987, we dated off and on for ten years. 
Like most relationships that begin when both parties are 
really young, we had challenges around communicating what 
we wanted from each other. Mostly because we were both 
trying to figure that out for ourselves. Robert got into some 
trouble while in the military, and that sent us spiraling. In 
fact, it would be the first of many breakups to come.

Over space and time, we hit the reset button quite often, 
but the love always brought us back together. So much trans-
pired between our first encounter and the dreadful day both 
of us ended up in jail for armed robbery. We will share much 
of that with you in these pages. But, in the way of intro-
duction, we think it is important that you know that our 
foundation has always been rooted in radical love and un-
wavering faith. Right or wrong, it was that love that drove us 
to try and save our business and our family’s well- being by 
any means necessary. It was love that kept us petitioning the 
courts for twenty years while rearing our six sons. It was love 
that sparked like kinetic energy in the back of the limousine 
September 20, 2018, when we embraced for the first time in 
twenty- one years outside prison walls. And, my God, it was 
nothing but our faith that allowed us to endure it all.

We recognize there are readers thinking, Well, you com-
mitted a crime, so of  course you were supposed to do the 
time. We get that. We even can accept it. But we also are 
very clear that sixty years for a first- time felony offense that 

_Richardson_Time_SB_nr.indd   22_Richardson_Time_SB_nr.indd   22 9/6/22   4:29 PM9/6/22   4:29 PM

Fox and Rob Richardson, Time 
Baker Books, a division of Baker Publishing Group, © 2023. Used by permission.



Introduction

23

did not end in death was an egregious sentence born from a 
system that devalues the humanity of Black men and Black 
families. We also know that Chase Legleitner, a white man in 
Florida, committed armed robbery at nineteen and received 
two years in the county jail.1 We know that a Black man in 
the same town, Lamar Lloyd, was sentenced to twenty- six 
years in prison for the same armed robbery charge.2 But 
don’t just take our word for it. The United States Sentencing 
Commission even conducted a four- year- long study, and the 
key findings were that “Black male offenders continued to 
receive longer sentences than similarly situated White male 
offenders.”3

The bottom line is this: the purveyors of systemic oppres-
sion do not see us as inherently valuable. As humans who 
sometimes make poor decisions. As people worthy of grace 
or restoration. That is as much of a problem as anything.

This isn’t an easy story for us to tell. In fact, it would be 
too easy to dismiss our journey as simply two kids who fell 
in love, grew up fast, got in trouble, and after a winding road 
filled with every obstacle one can imagine, found their way 
back to love. While true in summary, that telling of it feels 
awfully sophomoric and way too neat. Our story feels more 
like the place where we grew up. It’s the sun on the Louisiana 
landscape, thick with heat and heavy with longing. It’s glori-
ous like the cypress trees that grow out of the murky density 
of the swamp. It’s the way the Spanish moss clings to those 
trees, holding on to its source, even as it grows.

Likewise, our story is about surviving the heat by holding 
on to love and faith.

We know firsthand that the economic, emotional, and 
spiritual impact on incarcerated families is significant, and 
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that there are millions of families out there who are endur-
ing what we endured. And while we will continue to actively 
advocate for those families, we are also aware of the need 
for penance. The early Christian church practiced penance 
for transgressions as part of the process of reconciliation. 
The show of contrition or sorrow for wrongs committed 
was a pivotal part of the steps necessary to restore one to 
the community.

Having reached a certain level of social awareness, we each 
have longed to apologize publicly for the offenses carried out 
at our hands more than two decades ago. That said, before 
we go any further into sharing our exploits, we would be 
remiss if we did not use this as an opportunity to apologize 
to the larger body of victims who have suffered as a result of 
senseless acts like our own. To the tertiary victims of crime 
across our country, we apologize on behalf of ourselves and 
the 2.3 million other incarcerated men and women for the 
harm we wrought on each of you. We pray that all of you 
have found the inner peace you so deserve. Never did we 
take into consideration the hurt our actions would cause. 
We focused on our own challenges— God knows there were 
many— and did not consider the other lives that would be 
greatly impacted as a result of our actions. Twenty- plus years 
later, we now understand the importance of all citizens feel-
ing safe and secure, especially in the places they work and 
call home.

We also understand in great detail the importance of not 
measuring a person by the worst thing they have ever done. 
We are more than the worst thing we have ever done. As much 
as accountability is necessary, so is grace.

Our story is about the power of love. How that love con-
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tinues to adequately sustain us every day. At the end of the 
day, it’s the power of love that enables us to overcome a 
practical life sentence. It’s the power of love that sustained 
our children when statistics said they were seven times more 
likely to land in prison. It’s the power of love that allowed a 
single mother to raise six sons in the absence of their father. 
It was the power of love that allowed us to face the biggest 
contest of our lives and be victorious. Love forced an un-
just system to return to justice. Love gave us the strength to 
endure the test of time. Boy, you talk about a walk of faith!

It is our greatest hope that as you walk in our shoes, you, 
too, will come to understand and embrace the power of love 
and what it has the capacity to do when it is employed in 
the lives of you and yours. As the Bible says best, “God is 
love. Whoever lives in love lives in God, and God in them” 
(1 John 4:16).

In Love, 
Fox and Rob 

April 24, 2022
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1
IT FEELS GOOD

Love is our hope and our salvation. 

bell hooks, Salvation: Black  
People and Love

FOX

We had spent over ten years in an on- again, off- 
again relationship. We had a child together— 
Remington. Rob had a child, our oldest, Mahlik, 

from a previous relationship during his lengthy tenure in 
New Jersey. I had a son, Lawrence, by a man I’d dated during 
one of our off- seasons. We’d long ago accepted the fact that 
we would always be connected in some way or another, but 
whether we’d always be together, well, that often depended 
on the month or the year. By 1997, however, we came to a 
critical point in our love affair. We were finally willing, if not 
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ready, to commit our lives to one another. But in true Fox and 
Rob fashion, we would not take the easy route.

Finally, things were looking up for me. I’d finished my 
master’s degree at Grambling and had left the abusive rela-
tionship I was in with Lawrence’s father. I had two children, 
two degrees, and a newfound hope for my future. I knew that 
my next step would have to be moving back to Shreveport. 
With two small children, I understood the value in the “vil-
lage” and wanted to ensure my sons and I had the support 
we would all need to be successful. And as God would have 
it, Rob’s time of living in New Jersey had simultaneously 
come to an end, and he, too, had returned to Shreveport. 
Back at home, my intentions were set on building my ca-
reer. I was hoping to either get involved in public service 
or open my own business— while equally trying to salvage 
my reputation. Having two kids by two different men and 
being unwed brought and still brings on undue public scru-
tiny. People tended to see me as damaged goods no matter 
my story. So, I focused on my professional development, 
determined to make something of myself and of my life. I 
started teaching as an adjunct professor at Southern Univer-
sity while pursuing my doctorate in education. Although I 
lacked clarity on what I would do with that doctorate, one 
thing I did know for sure was that I could never go wrong 
with higher education.

Strangely enough, as I was getting my new life together, 
Rob was doing the same. He was working full- time and en-
rolled in cosmetology school with dreams of opening his 
own barbershop. And as fate would have it, just as my rela-
tionship with Lawrence’s father had come to a close, so too 
had Rob’s relationship with the young lady he was dating.
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When Rob told me that he was looking to get a place, 
I made the offhand suggestion that, since I had a three- 
bedroom apartment with just me and the boys, he should 
move in. In my mind, I was honestly thinking about the con-
venience of it all. For months, I had been driving back and 
forth to Grambling twice a week for classes and needed the  
help.

So I offered, and after wrapping up some unfinished busi-
ness, he moved in.

It was only supposed to be a roommate/co- parenting 
situation. But I must admit, the new arrangement had its 
additional benefits that I enjoyed. Our chemistry had gone 
absolutely nowhere. But I would not allow myself to envision 
anything else happening. We were helping each other. Show-
ing up for each other and our children, which was something 
we’d always done well.

Then I started paying attention. This man was on point 
about everything. He cooked and cleaned (neither of which 
are my ministry). He did laundry. I’d come home late at 
night from teaching, exhausted, and there’d be food on the 
table, folded sheets and clothes, and the boys were bathed 
and in bed. Even Lawrence, who was my most demanding 
child, responded so well to Rob’s caretaking, despite him not 
being his biological father. They’d watch TV together, and 
my cry- all- day- and- night baby would be so calm in Rob’s 
presence. I could get used to this, I thought.

It was heavenly.
I didn’t know it would turn into anything more until, one 

evening, we decided to go together to a friend’s birthday 
party at a pool hall in downtown Shreveport. I’d planned to 
go with friends, and Rob ended up joining me.
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After the party, Rob suggested we take a walk. We strolled 
along the streets until we came to the Texas Street bridge, a 
massive steel structure that stretched across the Red River. 
There were these beautiful lights that gave the path and the 
bridge itself a gorgeous, romantic glow. The wind was blow-
ing gently, and, on that magical spring night, I fell back into 
Rob’s arms and in love again. I had always loved him, but 
this time, it wasn’t a matter of convenience. He wasn’t just 
my friend or co- parent. He wasn’t even just my lover. He was 
much more. That night, I felt close to him again. Clearly, 
something bigger was at work.

When we returned home, the fire that was lit at the bridge 
hadn’t died down. The connection was still there. We laid 
on the couch together and kissed like teenagers again. It was 
everything. But it also startled me. This wasn’t the plan. I 
pulled out of his embrace.

“Okay, what are we doing here? Are we dating again or 
what?”

ROB

“I don’t want to date you anymore. Ten years is long enough,” 
I said.

I knew that marriage was not necessarily something that 
she was thinking about. And quite truthfully, it was certainly 
not something I was thinking about. At least, not consciously. 
After living together for nearly a month, our lives blended in 
such a harmonious way that it gave me a clearer vision of what 
I always knew could be. I’d known Fox for a decade. We had a 
child together. I knew her mind, body, and soul like it was my 
own. I didn’t want to go on any other fact- finding missions 
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with some other woman I didn’t know, trying to figure out if 
she was the one. I wanted Fox. Yes, because I loved her, but also 
because things had always been easy with us. Not easy for us. 
Not at all. But our connection never failed. It never faltered.

“So what?! Are you asking me to marry you?” Fox said.
She’s always been good at giving language to what I’m 

feeling. That evening was no exception.
“Yes, I think that’s what it would amount to. I’m asking 

you to marry me.”
“When?”
See? She doesn’t miss a beat.
“I’d marry you tonight if I could.”
“Well, no, I’m not available tonight,” Fox shot back.
I couldn’t believe this woman. We were talking about mar-

riage, and here she was, making light of my proposal, acting 
like she was busy or had another hot date later. Like there 
was anything else she should have been thinking about other 
than getting married to me. I couldn’t help but laugh. I knew 
exactly who I was getting, and I was cool with all that this 
entailed.

The truth is, I never fell out of love with Fox. In fact, I have 
loved her since that day I showed up at her mother’s door. 
As a young man trying to find my way in the world, I admit 
that I wasn’t always the best partner. Nor the most faithful. 
My promiscuous behavior cost me my relationship with Fox 
on more than one occasion. So many of our breakups in the 
past were due to my infidelity. Despite my shortcomings, I 
realized there was no other woman I wanted to spend my 
life with. No other person I wanted to build a family with.

I was probably in a similar state of mind as Fox when the 
subject of marriage came up that night. I was in cosmetology 
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school, working full- time, and had plans of opening a busi-
ness. I knew the first step in wealth building begins with 
property ownership. Coupled with the fact that I absolutely 
enjoyed Fox’s company, our chemistry was always off the 
charts. She was not only the mother of our child but she 
cared for my child by another woman. She, like me, made no 
distinction between hers and mine; they were all our children. 
Her heart was huge, and I just wanted to take up permanent 
residence there, if I hadn’t already.

FOX

There was no denying it. He had.
Rob was always home to me. I loved him from day one. But 

at that point in time, I had zero expectations for him or us. He 
was just supposed to help with rent and my babies. My heart 
had been broken one too many times. Yet, the only way I can 
describe that evening on the bridge and his proposal later that 
night is that they just felt good. It all felt right. I was moved by 
his honesty, his vulnerability. By that unseen thing that sets us 
ablaze whenever he’s near me. I felt at ease and, I suppose, safe.

“Well, I’m busy tonight. What about tomorrow?”

Listen, the last time Robert asked me to marry him, I was 
seventeen years old, and he was trying to get me to move to 
Scotland with him and finish school there after he’d learned 
about some of the problems I was having at home. I was 
moved by his offer, but things for me were a little more com-
plicated than that. I thought he was crazy to even suggest 
it. And in ten years, he’d never said anything else about that 
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level of commitment between us. So, of course, I had to mess 
with him a little bit. But the truth is, I knew deep down that 
Rob had to be serious. He didn’t play around when it came 
to the institution of marriage. It had never been something 
he had joked about, so I knew, when those words finally came 
out of his mouth, it meant something.

Where we’re from, when someone gets engaged, they usu-
ally wait a year or so to plan the wedding. Our engagement 
quickly got the wheels turning for me. I kept thinking about 
what type of party I wanted to have. Colors. Table settings. 
Bridesmaids. But Robert checked all that. He had something 
else in mind.

“My brother and sister- in- law Ellis and Diane eloped,” 
Rob said.

“Eloped?!” I quipped. I hadn’t even thought about that. 
Rob was concerned because we didn’t really have much 
money, and we both wanted to buy a home for our family. 
That was extremely important to us. It made better sense to 
use a little bit of money to elope and save the rest, as opposed 
to spending our limited resources on a lavish ceremony and 
reception. So I guess that was it— we were eloping!

That previous summer, I’d taken a trip with the boys to 
Florida, and we had such a good time. I knew I wouldn’t mind 
visiting again— only this time with the love of my life. My 
suggestion to Rob was that we should drive to Orlando and 
get married, and he agreed. We set a date— April 24— and the 
next day, I was looking up wedding chapels on the computer.

We booked this tiny wedding chapel in Kissimmee, Flor-
ida, just outside of Disney World, and within thirty days, 
we’d sent the kids to their aunt and uncle’s house and loaded 
up our Honda Civic to begin our adventure.
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ROB

There was zero apprehension from either of us about what 
we were doing. It felt like we were kids, bursting with excite-
ment about a family trip to Six Flags or something. And in 
hindsight, that’s exactly who we were. We were kids, eyes 
glimmering with hope, looking forward to this moment that 
we’d been secretly longing for all our lives.

FOX

It really was a road trip to remember too. At one point, we 
had to pull over onto this dirt road because we found our-
selves staring down a tornado. The twirling dark mass was 
right in front of us on the highway, and we had no idea what 
to do. Everyone we called said, “Take shelter!” But shelter 
where? There was nothing but fields on either side of us. I 
was terrified because we were smack-dab in the middle of 
nowhere with a tornado barreling toward us. I also couldn’t 
help but think it was a sign.

ROB

A sign of what? What she’s not saying is that we were proba-
bly the cause of that tornado, considering how many pit stops 
we made to— you know— get a little closer to each other.

FOX

Fortunately, we were able to drive fast enough to get away 
from the tornado. We weren’t going to let anything stop us 
from getting to Florida and making our love official. Not even 
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a tornado. I’d called a girlfriend of mine who was an event 
planner and my colleague at Southern, and she’d already 
helped me brainstorm the logistics.

“I’m going to get married!”
“You’re what?” she said.
She couldn’t believe it, and if I’m being honest, she wasn’t 

the only one. I was still trying to wrap my mind around this 
dream come true. Nevertheless, she helped me so much. I 
didn’t think I needed flowers since we were eloping, but she 
insisted on me having this beautiful bouquet she had made 
so I’d have something to hold. And I have to admit, they 
made my wedding pics look so professional. We bought our 
wedding rings for about $150 each on the last bit of credit 
I had at the jewelry store. And my Aunt Mattie lent me this 
classy, white linen dress and gorgeous pearl necklace. I was 
ready to go. Well, almost. I still needed to get my hair done. 
Thankfully, when we arrived, Rob noticed there was a hair 
salon downstairs in our hotel’s building and suggested that 
I go there and get my hair done for our big day!

First thing the following morning, I went to the hotel salon 
and was shocked to discover that all the stylists there were 
Asian.

“I’d like to get my hair done,” I said squeamishly, very 
unsure of what they’d say.

“What? What did you say?” a tiny, Asian woman responded.
That’s when I told her I was getting married that day and 

needed to do something with my hair. The woman went into 
overdrive. I was nervous, as I had never had my hair done by 
someone outside of my culture. I was worried about whether 
she could even do Black hair, but she put my fears to rest as 
she smiled warmly and promised to make me beautiful for 
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my special day. She rushed Rob off to the store to buy some 
flowers and baby’s breath. When it was all said and done, the 
stylist had given me a beautiful updo with the flowers Rob 
had retrieved from the store expertly weaved throughout. 
By the time I left the salon, I felt like such a beautiful bride. 
And so ready to become Mrs. Richardson— finally!

None of what transpired as it relates to us getting mar-
ried was planned— at least not in the traditional way. And 
yet, it somehow was. Someone bigger and greater than us 
was orchestrating it all. I walked down the aisle to Erykah 
Badu’s “Certainly.” The lyrics of the song were probably the 
most befitting to what I was feeling at the time. Especially 
considering that I had a road home planned and “I was not 
looking for no love affair.” Yet, here I stood, at the altar, 
ready to take Rob’s hand in marriage. Wow! “Who gave you 
permission to rearrange me? Certainly not me.”

Everything just seemed to fall into place. The redheaded 
woman who married us, a justice of the peace, was so kind 
and thoughtful. The chapel was warm, quaint, and oh, so 
beautiful, surrounded by rose gardens on the outside and 
illuminated by candelabras on the inside. It was enchant-
ing. I said, “I do!” We then whisked off into the night. Our 
hotel stay included tickets to SeaWorld, so our honeymoon 
was built into that cost. It was all working out in our favor.

ROB

We decided to spend the evening of our wedding at Disney’s 
Pleasure Island. It was a strip of restaurants, bars, and night-
time entertainment that is now called the Landing and has been 
absorbed into Disney Springs, a much more family- oriented 
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destination. Back then, though, it was where everyone, tourists 
and locals alike, would party. Fox and I were on a love high, for 
sure, so when I saw a DJ, I made a beeline right toward him.

“Hey, can you play a song for me and my girl? We just 
got married.”

When the beat dropped during the intro for Tony! Toni! 
Toné!’s hit record “It Feels Good,” Fox and I looked at each 
other knowingly. Despite the fact there was no stage, we 
climbed several feet in the air onto the lip of the massive 
video projector platform hovering above the people below 
and began to dance feverishly. It didn’t matter that we were 
the only Black faces in that space. It didn’t even matter that 
maybe they didn’t have folks dancing on that platform for 
safety reasons. We were having a ball. And nothing could 
stop us. We were all the way up!

I’ll never forget climbing down and having this large group 
of partiers applauding us wildly. We felt like rock stars! Our 
joy was contagious as everyone smiled and whooped at us. 
You would have thought we were on The Arsenio Hall Show! 
We were having the time of our lives.

FOX

But that wasn’t even the biggest adrenaline rush of that 
night. We still needed to consummate the marriage. But, of 
course, we didn’t do it the old- fashioned way. I mean, we did, 
but that was nothing new for us. We decided to consummate 
our marriage in a way that, looking back, was so symbolic 
of the way we lived.

We bungee jumped!
There was a huge skydiving attraction just outside our 

_Richardson_Time_SB_nr.indd   37_Richardson_Time_SB_nr.indd   37 9/6/22   4:29 PM9/6/22   4:29 PM

Fox and Rob Richardson, Time 
Baker Books, a division of Baker Publishing Group, © 2023. Used by permission.



Time

38

hotel. And, up until this particular moment, we hadn’t 
thought much of it. But after returning from Pleasure Island, 
we both looked at each other and, in an instant, knew that 
we were going to do it.

Side by side, they strapped us into this steel contraption 
and raised us three hundred terrifying feet above ground on 
the world’s tallest sky coaster. It felt like God himself was 
pulling us into the heavens slowly, like the arrow on a bow, 
preparing to unleash us onto the world. Then they released 
us into the skies. Terror and joy collided as we soared. We 
shouted at the top of our lungs. A shout that declared we 
would not be minimized, we would not be underestimated, 
and we would not be denied.

That moment was a critical one for both of us. Our shout 
was a pushback, a prophecy of sorts— we were shouting our 
countermove against all of the people who’d doubted us. All 
the systems that held us back. The poor marital role mod-
els that we vowed not to replicate. The haters who thought 
we’d never find our way back to each other. And we were 
also shouting directly at ourselves. The poor choices we’d 
made. The mistakes. It was a way for us to declare that our 
trajectory was changing. It was a way for us to give our hopes 
and dreams air. Our passions were finally aligned, and our 
children were going to have it so much better than we did.

On the way home, we planned our lives. We were going to 
buy a house (we’d just gotten word that a closing date had 
been set) and open a business. We believed with our whole 
hearts that we could conquer it all. The sky was the limit for 
us. With God and each other, we were invincible.

Tony! Toni! Toné! was right— life really did feel good.
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