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I looked at the girl in the mirror,

A face framed by the weight of the terror

She carried shadows, invisible scars,

But still she stood, unbowed, unmarred 

Her skin was rich like earth in the sun,

Ready for life, ready for fun

And in her eyes, a thousand stars,

Each one a story she could not disbar 

They told her she was too dark,

Too loud, too bold, carrying a mark

But in her chest, a fire burned—

A song that echoed but never learned 

She was a queen, no crown needed

Her worth was not a thing succeeded 

For in her soul, a power lived,

A force the world could not give

And as I looked into her daze,

I realized it was me that gazed

A girl who learned to love herself,

In spite of the opinion, of everyone else
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So now I stand, not to appease,

But to claim the space I lease,

A queen, no longer searching 

I am the love  I was yearning 
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Chapter 1- Nikki in Elementary School 
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There was a girl named Nikki, born into a world that seemed to be against her from the moment she opened her eyes. She was a beautiful child, with dark skin that gleamed like polished mahogany and hair as thick as the branches of an ancient oak tree. But in the small, mostly white town where she grew up, her beauty was rarely acknowledged. Instead, Nikki found herself standing out for all the wrong reasons—she was different.

From the time she was old enough to remember, Nikki’s life was a series of struggles. Her family lived in a run-down apartment on the wrong side of town. Her mother, a hard-working woman with dreams of giving her child a better life, worked long hours at a local diner. Her father, a kind but broken man, was often absent, consumed by battles with his own demons. In the absence of a stable family foundation, Nikki sought refuge in school, though it only brought more pain.

At school, Nikki was often teased. The other children would call her names, mock her for the way her hair curled and puffed out, and for the color of her skin. Words like “nappy,” “tar baby,” and “blackie” echoed in her ears daily, chipping away at her sense of self-worth. No matter how hard she tried to blend in, no matter how well she performed in class, the world around her reminded her that she didn’t belong. She was too different, too loud, too dark.

In those early years, Nikki didn’t understand what made her so wrong in the eyes of others. She felt like a puzzle piece that didn’t fit, trying to reshape herself to please everyone else, but the harder she tried, the more fragmented she became.

As she entered adolescence, the pain deepened. The physical changes of puberty didn’t help. She became more self-conscious about her body, the way her hips swayed when she walked, the fullness of her lips, and the curve of her nose that had once been cute in childhood but now seemed to mark her as “other.” She turned inward, feeling more and more disconnected from herself. Every glance in the mirror became a confrontation, every compliment seemed to carry a hidden insult.

Nikki found solace in the quiet of her room, where she would play her favorite songs, songs that spoke of love, struggle, and survival. Yet, despite the music’s comforting words, she still couldn’t shake the feeling that she was unworthy. She had internalized the negativity for so long that it had become a part of her—something she couldn’t escape.

One day, when Nikki was 15, her mother sat her down after another round of teasing at school. Her mother, though tired and worn, had always been a pillar of strength, and now she looked at Nikki with a gentle but determined expression.

“Baby girl,” she began, her voice soft but firm, “the world may never see you for who you truly are, but you have to know something. You are enough. Just as you are. The world didn’t create you, and the world can’t define you. Only you can do that.”

Those words stayed with Nikki, though she didn’t fully understand them at the time. They were seeds planted deep in her heart, seeds that would grow over time, even though it would take years for her to truly embrace them.

As Nikki grew older, the pain of her childhood stayed with her like a shadow. She went to college, hoping for a fresh start, but she quickly realized that the world was not as welcoming as she had hoped. The microaggressions continued—casual comments about her hair, assumptions about her background, the constant need to prove herself in spaces where she was often the only black person.

But this time, Nikki was different. She was determined to find a way out of the mental cage she had lived in for so long. She began to seek therapy, something her mother had always encouraged her to do, but that she had resisted out of fear of exposing her pain. In therapy, Nikki learned to unpack the trauma of her childhood and begin the work of healing.

It wasn’t easy. There were days when the old voices of doubt would creep back in, when the world would feel heavy, and she would wonder if she was strong enough to face another day. But with every session, Nikki started to see herself more clearly. She realized that her worth wasn’t determined by the opinions of others or by the pain of her past. Slowly, she learned to stop comparing herself to others and began to embrace her uniqueness.

She started to surround herself with people who celebrated her—friends who uplifted her, professors who recognized her brilliance, mentors who helped her believe in her potential. She began to take care of herself, not just physically but emotionally. She stopped apologizing for her presence and began to walk into rooms with her head held high, knowing that she was deserving of space, respect, and love.

One day, standing in front of her mirror, Nikki saw a woman staring back at her—a woman who was strong, resilient, and beautiful in ways that went beyond what the world had ever told her. Her skin was radiant, her curls framed her face in a way that spoke of her heritage, and her eyes—those deep, soulful eyes—held a wisdom that she had learned through years of struggle.

Nikki  smiled at her reflection, and for the first time in her life, she didn’t feel the need to apologize for who she was. She understood that self-love wasn’t about perfection—it was about acceptance. It was about acknowledging the scars, the pain, and the beauty that came with surviving it all. It was about knowing that she was enough, not because the world said so, but because she decided to believe it for herself.

The journey to self-love wasn’t easy, and there were days when she still felt the weight of the world. But Nikki had learned that love wasn’t just a feeling; it was a choice. And she chose to love herself, every single day.

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Chapter 2- Nikki in High School 
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Nikki had always been  quiet, an observer more than a participant, as if her world were a stage on which she didn’t quite belong. From the very start, it seemed that life was constantly pushing her to prove herself, to fight for validation, even for something as simple as a smile or a kind word and it was no different going into high school.  Growing up in Salt Lake City, Utah where diversity was rare, Nikki learned early on that she was different in a way that others made her feel was wrong.

Her mother, Vanessa, was a woman of unyielding strength, an immigrant from Jamaica who had moved to the U.S. with dreams of a better life. Vanessa worked long hours as a waitress at the local diner, her hands perpetually covered in the smell of grease and coffee, but always finding a way to smile at the end of a tiring day. Her father, Malcolm, had struggled with substance abuse for years and had become distant, not just physically but emotionally, retreating further into the shadows of his addiction. Despite the love he had for his daughter, his absence, both mental and emotional, was a wound that Nikki couldn’t quite heal.

Though Nikki knew her parents loved her, she often felt that love was something distant, almost unreachable, like a promise made but never kept. And the world outside her family didn’t make it any easier to feel whole. In high school, she was one of the few Black children, and the whispers about her appearance were often louder than the words of encouragement from her teachers.

“Look at her hair. It’s like a bird’s nest.”

“Why is she so dark? I bet she can’t even swim.”

“Isn’t she too big to be wearing that?”

Nikki couldn’t escape these comments, no matter how much she tried to fade into the background. When she was younger, she would spend hours brushing her hair, trying to tame it into something sleek and manageable, something that would make her blend in with the other girls at school. She tried wearing different clothing, hoping they would soften her features. But nothing worked. No matter what she did, she couldn’t escape the feeling that she was never going to fit the image that everyone else seemed to expect.

These words, though harsh and misguided, seeped into her mind, teaching her that her natural self was not enough, that she needed to change. And though she never articulated it, Nikki began to believe that love from others came from her ability to conform to their ideals.

As Nikki entered her teenage years, the weight of these insecurities grew. The taunts at school escalated, especially during the tumultuous years of high school. It wasn’t just the racial slurs and body-shaming comments—there were the more subtle kinds of rejection too. The way some girls would look at her and then look away, the way some teachers would smile at her but never call on her in class. The way her crushes never seemed to notice her, even though she tried so hard to be just like the others—quiet, unobtrusive, and “pretty” in a way that was universally accepted.

Her inner dialogue became toxic. She often found herself staring at the mirror, scrutinizing every flaw, comparing her features to the girls who were “popular” in school. Nikki began to see beauty as something external, something that was not meant for her, because how could someone like her be beautiful when the world told her she wasn’t?

Despite the external rejection, Nikki ’s mother remained her unwavering pillar. Vanessa would tell her, “You are a queen, Nikki. There is no one like you in this world, and that is a gift.” But Nikki couldn’t see it. She didn’t understand how her mother, who always seemed to carry the weight of the world on her shoulders, could still find the strength to believe in her when Nikki herself couldn’t.
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