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I dedicate this memoir to my son whom I have a very special relationship with because I love him deeply.

This memoir is also dedicated to my nieces and my nephew, who I never got a chance to be an auntie to because of the division within our family. Just know that I love you and always did and I am here for you if you need to talk.
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When you belong to a loving family, there’s nothing that means more to you than your family. You hold a high regard for your family over all other relationships you may have. You feel connected to your family with a bond that can never be replaced.  Your family gives you your foundation that shapes you into the adult you will become.

A family who loves you builds your self-esteem and supports you like no one else, but 

when your family is toxic and mistreats you, family can be the most damaging thing in your life.

My family is not loving, and I wouldn’t trust them with my life.  While they are my family of origin, with my mother being my biological mother, the family I was born into is toxic and my mother I believe to be a covert malignant narcissist. 

The toxic, manipulative, and diabolical family I belong to has made it necessary for me to separate from my family to protect my own well-being, as well as to have peace, happiness, and love that is genuine in my life.  You would think the love you receive from your family would be genuine, but in my family it is not.   

When your family has caused you irreconcilable harm, it may be in your best interest to disassociate yourself from your family.  When your family is toxic, causing nothing but stress and turmoil in your life, it may be necessary to put your needs above your family, to prioritize your own mental health and well-being.  

If the love you have for your family is not reciprocated and they treat you as if your feelings don’t matter, devaluing you and making familial relationships unbearable, it is imperative that you get away from them.

Forget what societal beliefs say about how you are supposed to feel about your family and especially your mother.  Don’t buy into it if it doesn’t support what is true to you.  We’ve heard things like, “your family is all you have”, or “your family will be there for you when no one else will.”  Another saying we’ve all heard is, “blood is thicker than water”, to imply that family ties are stronger than anything else.  What about the saying “you can choose your friends, but you can’t choose your family”, or “you only have one mother,” and you can’t ever go against your mother because that would be wrong.

What society doesn’t prepare you for, is when the mother who brought you into this world abuses and neglects you.  When your mother intentionally divides you and your siblings to maintain control over the relationships, turning you and your siblings against each other, should you still feel your family is all you have?  Should you ignore the harm they cause, just because it’s your family?

Just like we say about life being what you make it, so is family.  What’s wrong with deciding who you will trust and allow into your personal circle and considering them your family because love and appreciation are being reciprocated?  You must do what is best for you to maintain your sanity, your self-esteem, and peace of mind.  Even when that means cutting ties with your family of origin.  

Don’t continue to endure your family’s toxic behavior when it is detrimental to your well-being.  If someone has hurt you, they shouldn’t get a pass because you are related to them or for the sake of being family. 

It took me a long time to let go of societal beliefs on how you are supposed to value your family, particularly your mother.  I am a Christian so honoring your mother and father is something I believe I must do.  However, once I learned about narcissist personality disorder, and that the mistreatment I experienced from my mother would be considered abuse, I knew I had to break free from the toxicity so I could begin healing.  

Being more than fifty years old, I wish I had learned what I know now a lot sooner.  Then I would be further along in my healing journey.  At least I can say now I know what I experienced was abuse and going forward I will not allow my family and especially my mother to hurt me anymore.  

Your mother is the person who is the source of your self-esteem, who guides you into developing your identity.  My mother did not allow me to be myself, to have my own identity, nor did she allow me to value myself.  

She distorted my identity by being verbally abusive, manipulative, and controlling while depriving me of bare necessities as a child and having a fluctuating conditional love for me as an adult.  It wasn’t until I began doing research to write my memoir that I came to realize I had been subjected to narcissist abuse and that my mother may have narcissist personality disorder.  

When I was younger, I remember thinking my mother was mean, but narcissist personality disorder is much deeper than just being mean.  It’s a mental illness.  Growing up, I knew something was not right and that something was wrong with my mother, but I didn’t know what it was.  I thought she just hated me, but I didn’t understand why.  

What exactly is narcissist personality disorder (NPD)?  Narcissist personality disorder is a mental and personality disorder that creates an over exaggerated sense of entitlement.​[1]  A narcissist is so self-absorbed they lack empathy for others and are unable to maintain authentic and meaningful relationships, constantly devaluing and discarding those who are closest to them.​[2]  

Narcissist personality disorder is on the spectrum, meaning there are different degrees of severity and we all can exhibit narcissist traits.​[3]  This tells us it is normal to have traits that strengthen your self-esteem but when the traits are so extreme that it significantly impacts your ability to maintain authentic relationships because you lack empathy and are self-entitled, it becomes problematic and is recognized as “full blown narcissist personality disorder on the highest end of the spectrum.”​[4]  

It’s not selfish to love ourselves and engage in self-care. However, if loving yourself keeps you from loving others, and prevents you from acknowledging the feelings of others, you may be a narcissist.  

To truly love someone, you accept them for who they are and don’t try to change them for your own benefit.  Narcissists are incapable of doing this.  The late author and motivational speaker, Leo Buscaglia said “a loving relationship is one in which the loved one is free to be himself...”​[5]

I believe this to be true, because when a person loves you, they should not feel threatened by you, nor will they try to control and manipulate you to be who they want you to be.  In a healthy relationship, you would be accepted and supported being just who you are.  You wouldn’t need to change to be any more or any less. 

It appears Buscaglia was referring to dating and romantic relationships, but wouldn’t this also apply to parent-child relationships?  Children should be allowed to grow and develop into the individual person they were destined to be.  Some parents see their children as an opportunity to achieve the things they wanted to do but never did.  They push their child to be who they wanted to be so they may live vicariously through their children.  

The flip side of being a parent who pushes their child to pursue and accomplish what they themselves want, is the parent who undermines their child’s ambitions and avoids encouraging their child’s achievement out of fear that their child’s achievements will be greater than theirs, or the child becomes a bigger success than they are.  Either way, the child is being manipulated to be who the parent wants them to be instead of loving the child and nurturing their individuality.   

A narcissist mother wants her children to be an extension of who she is instead of allowing her children to develop into their own unique identity.​[6]  When the mother disallows the child’s personality to grow and develop, it disables a child’s self-esteem, which leads to their inability to give and receive love that is healthy, empathetic, unconditional, and genuine when the child becomes an adult.  ​[7]

What makes narcissists so sinister is that the narcissist is a master manipulator and will cause harm to those who are closest to them (usually loved ones or family), to get what they want.​[8]  What they want is what psychologists call narcissist supply, which is whatever the narcissist lacks in their inner self, that they can only procure by taking from the identity of someone else.​[9]

For a simpler explanation, it would be like the narcissist belittling someone so they themselves can be lifted up.  The narcissist seeks to make you the bad person so they can appear good.  

You see, the narcissist must rely on others to affirm their own self-worth because they have none.​[10]  It may be guilt the narcissist is dealing with, causing them to feel they need to blame others or devalue someone else, so they can believe themselves to be a good person and not the bad person who is harboring feelings of guilt for the many wrongs they’ve done.  While it is the narcissist who has a low self-esteem, the narcissist will leave you to be the one feeling worthless. ​[11]  

The narcissist will diminish your self-worth through their lies and manipulation tactics that narcissists are known for like gaslighting, guilt tripping, blaming, isolation, and their flying monkeys that are unknowingly recruited to facilitate the toxicity and the detriment narcissists cause in the lives of others. ​[12]  

I’ve had a lifetime of my mother’s abuse, and I finally had to tell my story.  The story my mother has suppressed all my life of her physical and verbal abuse that impacted my mental and emotional well-being from my childhood and continuing into my adult life.  

She distorted my identity, devaluing me so that I would think less of myself.  Transforming me into an extension of the person she is, not allowing me to grow and develop into my own identity.  She made it wrong for me to be myself and have a life of my own.  She treated me as if my life belonged to her, because she believed my existence was only meant for her purpose.  Not complying with her self-entitled demands invokes her evil plans of destruction that a mother should never have for her child.  

The reason I believe my mother to be a covert narcissist is because the abuse she inflicted on her children was discreetly hidden.  Some experts say this is the worst type of narcissist.​[13] She would hide behind a mask appearing to be a loving and caring mother to people that thought they knew her, but behind closed doors she would become this evil person who I feared, even though she was my biological mother.  

My experiences of abuse have been a life-long battle that didn’t end when I became the legal age of an adult and left home.  My mother’s abuse would continue into my adult life until I had the courage and strength to sever my familial ties so that I could begin to live for me.  

In my memoir, I expose my mother for the narcissist she is and lift the mask off her face that she hides behind.  Even if she never reads my memoir, I hope it shines a light on hidden mental illness, specifically narcissist personality disorder and how it has a detrimental impact that can be more harmful to others than it is on the narcissist themselves.  

In my reading, I’ve discovered that some psychologists equate narcissist personality disorder with being evil.​[14] “An author by the name of Scott Peck, wrote a bestselling book titled, People of the Lie.”  “He claims in his book that narcissists are evil.”​[15] “He provides an analysis of what is evil and says that to be evil a person must consciously choose to do wrong over doing right and will act on doing wrong regardless of how their actions affects themselves as well as others.”​[16]  Yes, I agree, that would define someone who is evil.  Now how does that relate to being a narcissist?

“Peck then identifies the narcissist as someone who is aware of the difference between right and wrong but chooses to do wrong because they are evil.  How the narcissist differs from an evil person is that the narcissist will not choose wrong if the outcome hurts themselves.”​[17] “It is not the narcissist’s nature to be evil, but the narcissist chooses to do evil things to accomplish a self-centered goal.”​[18]

I agree with Peck’s analysis of people with NPD being evil because of my experiences with my mother, who lacks empathy and is extremely self-entitled, and whose actions are rooted in evil.  She does not love as a mother should love her child.  Her love is conditional. 

In addition to being evil, psychologists have also claimed that narcissists do not have the capability to love.​[19] This is consistent with the fact that God is love and if a narcissist can’t love, the opposite of love is evil, so narcissists must be evil.  

Scripture in the bible tells us that Satan comes to “steal, kill, and destroy” and this is exactly what the person with narcissist personality disorder aims to do when they feel threatened by someone and that someone is usually those who are closest to the narcissist.  Someone who you would expect the narcissist would not cause harm to because they loved and cared for this person.  

Psychologist, Danish Bashir, has spoken on the narcissist parent being incapable of loving their children on his YouTube channel that provides in-depth information for understanding and healing from narcissist abuse.  

In Bashir’s video, “7 Reasons Why a Narcissist Doesn’t Love Their Children”, he identifies the love of a narcissist as being conditional and transactional.”​[20] According to Bashir, love with a narcissist is “performance based” and that you must meet the expectations of the narcissist to win their love and affection.​[21]  “When you don’t “win their love” you are devalued and discarded.”​[22]   Essentially you are only there for the narcissist’s purpose, to make them look good.  If you don’t adhere to the narcissist’s demands, you are worthless to them and worthless is how they will treat you.  Even when you are their own child.  

If you’re wondering why the narcissist needs others to make them look good, it is because narcissists are extremely insecure individuals who believe that the only way for them to look good is to make you look bad.​[23]  They project their evil on to you, to have you looking like the one who is at fault.  Narcissists never see their fault because according to them they are not the problem, you are.    

Narcissists are everywhere and can be found in any relationship.  They can be found in romantic relationships, friendships, work relationships, or among family members.​[24]  The narcissist in my life is my mother and by writing this memoir I intend to expose her for being an abusive  covert narcissist while telling my story of abuse that I never got to tell. 

I never got to tell my story because it is the truth, and the truth contradicts my narcissist mother’s façade and exposes the narrative of lies my mother chooses to tell to hide how she has hurt and damaged her children.

As you read my memoir you will get to go behind the locked closed doors of my childhood and see how a narcissist mother mistreats her children and how this mistreatment damages the child’s self-worth and is perpetuated into the child’s adult life.  My memoir will take you through my dark childhood experiences being raised by a narcissist mother, to illustrate how a parent’s problem with mental illness becomes the child’s problem.  

To overcome damage caused by an abusive narcissistic parent you must self-differentiate from your family of origin and if necessary, disassociate yourself from your family to heal, be happy, and find peace.​[25]  

I didn’t know my childhood experiences with my mother would significantly affect my adult life, affecting my relationships, my career, and my entire well-being.  Knowledge is key and now that I know the root of my insecurities is connected to my mother’s abuse, I can unlock the doors and escape from it.  

At the age of 18, I physically moved away from my mother’s home but after becoming a grown woman, striving to have a family and life of my own, the mistreatment continued. I must now disassociate from my mother’s mental and emotional abuse that I have sustained, to start my healing and move forward in my life.

Guide to Reading My Memoir

I’ve divided my memoir into 3 parts.  In part I, I reveal childhood experiences to support my claims that my mother is a narcissist.  Each chapter deals with a specific narcissist trait, and I describe how the experiences in my life reflect my mother’s abuse validating my belief my mother is a malignant narcissist.

I will also reveal times my mother continued to exhibit the same abusive behavior into my adult life, long after I left home, when I was an adult living on my own, and after being married with a family of my own.

Part II moves from discussing my mother’s narcissist abuse to discussing my relationship with my siblings who appear to be narcissists as well after being subjected to my mother’s abuse.  

Part III, I talk about how I differentiate from my mother although I was raised in her toxic narcissistic household.  This last section of the book is more about my healing.  This section highlights strategies to healing from narcissist abuse as advised by therapists who specialize in the disorder.

For anyone struggling with a narcissist relationship, this section will be helpful and provide strategies for setting boundaries to overcome the narcissist in your life.  I am not a therapist, but I will share what I have learned about narcissist personality disorder and how to counter it.  

I didn’t know anything about narcissist personality disorder when I was a child being abused by my mother.  I’ve written this memoir from my memory as an abused child, then from an adult perspective on living and feeling awkward with underdeveloped social skills and misunderstood insecurities, searching for answers.  

Then much later in my adult life I reach an epiphany.  I began to learn about narcissist personality disorder and was enlightened with the realization of who my mother truly is, and it helped me to understand my childhood and why I had underdeveloped social skills and insecurities.  

I use this memoir as an outlet for my healing which entails living in my truth and exposing my mother for the covert narcissist I believe her to be.  She doesn’t have to read my memoir because it’s more about me healing than it is about her abuse.

I hope my memoir builds awareness of narcissist personality disorder. For those who are in a relationship with a narcissist, I want to provide my memoir as a resource to guide you in your decision on whether you should stay or leave the relationship.  

If you can leave the narcissist, I say it’s best you leave and the sooner the better.  However, if you can’t leave the relationship, like when you are divorced and must co-parent your children with the narcissist, I hope you can find the strength as well as the strategy to endure it.  
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Chapter 1

My Mother Neglects Her Children
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Biggest telltale signs of a narcissistic parent include emotional manipulation, lack of empathy, and neglect.​[26]

––––––––
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In the beginning, I didn’t see the signs of narcissist personality disorder (NPD) in my mother.  I didn’t know what it was.  I was only a child.  Children may not know or understand what is happening around them, but they know when something is wrong.  I only knew to say my mom was mean to me and she seemed to hate me for some unknown reason.  

My mother neglected and mistreated me throughout my entire childhood.  She would withhold necessities from me like food, personal care products like soap, and when I was a teen, feminine hygiene products.  

I was denied basic care in a household that lacked love and acceptance.  My mother was critical of everything I said and did as if she was trying to break the spirit of a child.  I remember feeling very sad and lonely.  

She kept me isolated in my bedroom, being unable to answer the phone when someone called the house or the door when someone would come to visit.  She never wanted to interact with anyone and everyone in the family knew she was deliberately not answering the phone and the door.  

My mother was physically and verbally abusive, treating me as if I wasn’t her biological child.  She didn’t want people in our business, so I knew better not to tell what was going on behind closed doors.  I couldn’t tell for fear of being mistreated.  I had to act like I was a happy child living in a loving home environment when this was not true.  

Leaving home, literally on the day I turned 18, I remember feeling like I was leaving a place of constant darkness and finally seeing sunlight.  Unbeknownst to me, that darkness would find me as an adult and the abuse I thought I had gotten away from would continue into my adult life.  

I didn’t know the cruel and unusual punishment I sustained from my mother was abuse until I was in my forties.  Once I became educated on narcissist personality disorder, many of my life questions were answered like, “why have relationships been a challenge for me,” and “why is my family dysfunctional.”  

When I finally decided to walk away from my family of origin at the age of 51, I felt I was finally free from the toxicity of my mother’s abuse.  I wish I had learned a lot sooner in life that the challenges I was facing in life reflected the problems my mother struggled with, but she projected unto me.  

Allow me to walk you through my childhood to see the experiences that I recently learned had a far more tremendous impact on my adult life than I could have imagined.   You know the saying, “if I had known what I know now, my life would have been different.”  

As I recall, it started out with neglect and mistreatment.  A constant occurrence throughout my childhood, continuing through my teen years, and at least once as an adult, my mother deprived me of food and didn’t allow me to eat.  

One of the first occurrences of this, I remember I was in the first grade.  I remember one morning before going to school, my mother didn’t have any food in the house, and I was so hungry.  I cried uncontrollably and when I wouldn’t stop crying, my mother slapped me so hard I fell to the floor and went to school with a red mark on the side of my face.  That was a hard hit for a red mark to show up on a little black girl’s face.  My babysitter who picked me up and took me to school every day, asked me how the mark got there, and I remember telling her I didn’t know.  

When I arrived at school I was still crying.  My stomach growled and hurt badly from not eating and I continued to cry until my classmates began pulling food out of their lunchboxes.  I remember feeling so loved and cared for when my classmates shared their lunch with me at the beginning of the school day.  There’s no one who is more compassionate than children when they see another child hurt and crying.   

My teacher, caring for me the best way she knew how, provided me with enough money to go to the school cafeteria and get some saltine crackers and a carton of milk.  It was the beginning of the school day, so I ate my crackers in the lunchroom alone while students were in their classrooms.  After eating the crackers and drinking the milk I went back to class.  All I needed was something to eat.  

I too, am a mother, so I know what is involved in taking care of a child and providing for their needs.  My mother was the kind of mother who didn’t feel her child’s needs were a priority for her.  You will see as you read, that my mother neglecting my needs was a constant occurrence throughout my life.  

From what I can remember, my mother always worked.  She was a waitress at Shoney’s when they had the Big Boy mascot and she also worked at Dupont, the paint manufacture, when I was a child.  My mother also liked to party. She was a heavy drinker as I remember her falling in public places, vomiting at house parties, and finding her slumped over the bathtub, thinking she was dead when I was five or six years old.  She was also a frequent weed smoker, so I know there was money for food, but eating wasn’t a necessity to her.  Drinking, getting high, having a constant buzz was.  

My mother rarely cooked meals and if she did, she made sure she ate well and got full eating a steak dinner, while feeding her kids soup, or a peanut butter and jelly sandwich which would leave me still feeling hungry.  When my little brother came along, my mother would feed us so much peanut butter, my grandmother was afraid the smell of peanut butter would seep through our pores, and we would smell like peanut butter.  We ate it every day.  

My mother divorced my father when I was very young and didn’t receive financial support from my father because she said she didn’t want to have anything to do with him.  They argued and fought the whole time they were married, and my mother felt it was best to cut off all contact with him; that included him not having contact with me.  

Not feeding me was not the only way my mother neglected me as a child.  I often missed school on Mondays because my mother wouldn’t wake up in the morning to comb my hair and get me ready for school.  I remember when I was in the second or third grade, my teachers noticed when I was absent from school, it would always be on a Monday.  I can still remember them asking me why I was always absent on Mondays.  I just told them I didn’t know when I really did.  My mother would party so hard on the weekend getting drunk and whatever else she was doing that when Monday came, she would be wiped out and needed to sleep in.  Her needing to sleep in meant I would miss a whole day of school so she can recuperate from her booze filled weekend.  

During my teen years, my mother’s abuse intensified from when I was a young child.  One of the most neglectful and abusive encounters I had with my mother, happened after I started having a menstrual cycle.  My mother’s controlling behavior had become very extreme by this time in my life.  When she felt I needed to be punished she would take necessities away from me.  I was thirteen, and wasn’t of age to work, so when I needed sanitary napkins or menstrual pads, I would be afraid to ask her for them.  

On one occasion, when she left home to go to the store, I went in her bedroom and took a couple of her sanitary pads because I was having my period.  When she returned, I don’t know what led her to believe I had been in her closet and had taken some of her pads.  It seemed like as soon as she came back home from the store, she walked in her bedroom, then I heard her ask, “Have you been in my pads?”  Of course, I said no because I was afraid of her.  I wasn’t expecting her to find out so suddenly, so I wasn’t prepared for the confrontation.  What would make her notice I had taken her pads so soon?  Maybe she knew I was on my period and was just waiting for me to need her so she could neglect me as she always did.  

Somehow, she knew I had been in her closet and took one pad, so she didn’t believe me when I told her I hadn’t taken any of her pads.  I’ll never forget how frightened I was when she came into my bedroom and told me to take my pants off because she needed to see if I was wearing one of her pads.  I wasn’t the type of child that would talk back or buck up to my mother because I was too afraid of her.  I knew I had to do what she said or get smacked across the face or beaten with whatever she found to be a good whip.  She threw a Crayola kids trash can at me on one occasion.  

I was bleeding when I pulled down my pants and I pulled down my panties just enough to expose the partially bloody pad I was wearing.  I had just put the pad on so while it was bloody, it wasn’t soaked.  She peeked inside my panties, at the bloody pad, and I was so afraid she was going to make me take the pad off.  Then what would I do, sit there and bleed through my clothes?”  I was so humiliated and afraid, thinking she will do anything to hurt me.  

She didn’t make me take the pad off, but that moment severed any mother daughter bond I
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