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I dedicate this book to all the women and girls whose voices are yet to be heard.
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Where do I begin? 

From an early age, I always knew I was different, but I couldn’t understand it because I was so young. Something was off. Something didn’t feel right. I never recall my mother hugging or showing me any kind of affection. Or maybe I was just too young to remember. I couldn’t put into words what it was with me, I just felt like something was missing. 

I came from a two-parent household. Me, my two brothers, and older sister were very close growing up, and still are until this day.  

I have memories of being molested beginning around five years old by an uncle and a cousin. At ten, my mother caught my uncle abusing me and put him out of the house. After those incidents, I became an introvert and played in my closet with my dolls or imaginary friends. It became my safe space where nothing bad could happen to me. Sometimes I would read anything I could get my hands on. My father would bring me books home that he found when people discarded them on his garbage route. I would be so excited, jumping up and down clapping my hands, in anticipation because I knew he had something special for me.

I often wondered why my last name differed from everyone else’s in the family. It was a big secret my parents hid from me. Daddy treated me like a princess. He taught me how to cook, how to bait a hook and how to change a tire. Our special times when we bonded. We would spend hours fishing on the banks of the canal that ran behind our house and have plenty one-on-one talks. 

However, my mom took her anger out on us. Especially me. I don’t know why she was so mad, because Daddy loved the ground she walked on. He showered her with jewelry, clothes, whatever she asked for. Maybe she wasn’t used to being treated like a queen. Her former life she never talked about. Something terrible must have happened to her. 

My maternal grandmother, Diane, was my best friend and saving grace. Sharing a room, we would spend hours talking about so many things. She taught me and my siblings how to pray and insisted we had to memorize the Lord’s Prayer. Her famous saying to us was “If  you don’t have anything else, you have your faith to lean on.”

As early as I can remember, our family lived in a three-bedroom apartment in the inner city, and later moved to a house in the suburbs. Daddy was looking for a better quality of life because he’d grown up poor and didn’t want for his family to go through what he went through. 

Daddy's childhood friend lived across the street from us in our highly-integrated neighborhood. Our best friend was a white boy and he was cool. Ethan also lived across the street and would be at our house for hours at a time. I remember the first time he got invited to Sunday’s dinner and ate my mother’s cooking, I don’t ever think he was the same after that. 

Everyone on the block loved coming to our house because my father was the garbage man. “One man’s junk is another man’s treasure” was his famous saying from washing machines, dining room sets, to televisions. He collected it all. We even used to have yard sales because everyone knew my father had all the good stuff. He was good with his hands, always fixing and building stuff. My mom never had to buy us any bicycles because Daddy would build us one from the skeletons of the ones people threw out. We had a lot of cool things in our backyard. He built us a deck, a tree house, a basketball court, and a volleyball area. 

We also had chickens, ducks, dogs, and cats. Daddy was raised in the country, so having animals wasn't unusual for him. Those were the happiest times in my life. It was the only time we could really be kids. During the summer, me and my siblings lived outside. 

While on school breaks for the summer, Daddy would drive us to his hometown to visit our grandmother, Dot. His parents lived on a clay road and our cousins stayed next door to them.

We were excited about picking fresh fruit and eating it right off the apple and peach trees growing in my grandmother’s yard. It was fun discovering the wonders of nature. Us being city slickers, as my cousins would call us. We picked blackberries and blueberries from the vine, and even got the chance to.pick cotton. A huge house sat across the street from my grandmother’s and we later found out it used to be a plantation and growing acres upon acres of cotton.

Each morning, we would rush into the barn to collect fresh eggs. My mind was in awe because I’d seen store-bought eggs before, but to see a real chicken laying them was something you only saw on TV. 

One thing I loved about my Grammy Dot was she treated all twenty of us equally, without favoritism. Even with my cousins, we would all go to the lake and swing from a makeshift rope and land in the water. We would stay there for hours on any day. Mind you, we were in northern Florida, but if you traveled five miles east, you were in Alabama. Driving five miles to the west, you landed in Georgia. 

Those summers were the best times of my life; it was never a dull moment when we all got together. After we returned home from visiting our grandparents. I wished I could have stayed there permanently. But, it was back to reality.

When we returned home, Momma would be evil towards us. Especially me. She’d question all of us endlessly, even though there wasn’t anything to tell. I often wondered if it was because of jealousy and she didn’t get to come on the trip with us. This was Daddy’s escape from her nagging him. And also us kids. We didn’t dare let on exactly how much more we’d enjoyed the time away from her. She just couldn’t stand to see us happy.
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I remember running up and down the street barefoot. while playing football with the neighborhood boys. Being a tomboy also made me rough. We changed elementary schools so often. Five times, and I couldn't grasp what was wrong with the first one. It wasn't until I was in the sixth grade when I learned my daddy was not my biological father.

Once I found out my parents lied to me, I became rebellious, and my hatred began. I asked, “What other secrets are you hiding from me?” I overheard them arguing about me. He said I was his daughter, and nothing would ever change the love he had for me. She came home one day and told me to get dressed as I was going with her. The look in my dad‘s eyes crushed me. As I climbed into the car, I wondered where she was taking me. She drove up to this house and I saw cars lining the street. Being naïve, I thought I was going to a party. But as I walked into the house behind my mama, she pointed at a body lying in a casket and asked me if I knew who the man was. I stood there and shook my head no. She said, “He’s your father.” In Bahamian cultures, they bring the deceased body home for twenty-four hours so everyone could come pay their respects. It was called a celebration of life, singing, dancing, reminiscing. No crying, just rejoicing.

I
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