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There was a time period of my life where I thought that I merely existed for the purpose of the satisfaction of others.  It was like I was put on this earth just to please people who didn't give a shit about me in the least, and that I was supposed to accept it.  And if I even spoke on it, then I suffered harsh consequences for it.  I got ragged on just for having a voice.  The moment I used my voice to inspire others, the folks in my old circle wanted to suppress it.  They wanted to silence me for cleaning out their proverbial closets and exposing all the skeletons they so cleverly tried to keep locked away from the public eye.  You see, I was one of those people who I look to inspire with my words.

My name is Kaniya Smith.  I'm twenty-nine years old, and I am a lifelong resident of the great city of Los Angeles, California.  I was born August 15, the same date that the late, great Nipsey Hussle was born.  My story is similar to that of any Black woman growing up in the United States.  I came up in a single-parent household for most of my life; I say most because my father passed away when I was just starting the first grade.  My mom said he died in a car accident, but I knew deep down in my gut that there was more to this story than what she told me.

Speaking of my mother, I grew up detatched from her.  I had sort of a connection with her up until my Pop's passing.  We grew farther apart when I started elementary school.  My father dying took such an emotional toll on her that she started engaging in self-destructive behavior.  The fucked up part is that I was the one she took her pain and suffering out on, because I was the one closest to her.  It hurts just to even think about it.  Things were so bad between us that she had me questioning if I was "special needs" or not.  Oddly enough, speaking of special needs, I was diagnosed with autism as a toddler, around the age of three.  I was also speech delayed until I was four.  Though I was very young back then, I still remember the happier days I had with my father right up until his death.  Then the abuse started just shortly before I began first grade.

During my time in grade school, when my mother didn't rag on me or lash out physically at me, I excelled in arts, music and literature.  I loved reading and writing, drawing, and playing music.  My teachers noticed these talents and next thing I know, I was getting all these awards.  The funny thing is that my mom was only happy for me whenever I won an award or made the top of my class.  To her, I was only her little trophy to show off in front of family and friends, as if my accomplishments were hers.  She never cared about how uncomfortable it made me feel, being forced into the spotlight when I just wanted to do what any kid would do after all was said and done.

Whatever connection my mother thought she had with me was merely superficial.  I was only praised whenever I won awards at school or did things exactly how she wanted them, with no mistakes.  Any traces of imperfection resulted in me being beaten with a belt or a switch, and/or put on punishment for wanting to stop the abuse.  And if I screamed or cried out for help, the beatings got worse.  Or, she'd just turn a blind eye to the fact that I was autistic and forced me to do, wear, or eat whatever I hated.  The best example that I can give you is that I hate wearing pants or shorts as they make me feel like I'm being suffocated in my legs.  There was a time in my life that my mother made me wear little girls' outfits that contained pants.  When I refused, she would hit me.  When I took them off, she'd break out that belt and wail on me like I was one of my enslaved ancestors who got caught escaping from the plantation.  Any pleasant memories were overridden by years of pain, suffering, and just plain mental abuse; she'd often deny those events as though everything was good.

Unfortunately, this is a common reality in some single-parent homes where the mother is a selfish and narcissistic bitch.  She is toxic and creates this environment of toxicity because she either chooses to be petty and miserable, or she continues the cycle of abuse that she was raised in, which is a cycle that has been passed down from generation to generation and needs to be broken.  It's even worse when mental health is in the equation; that same single mother can have a child who is autistic like myself, or who does have special needs, and fail to support the basic necessities.  She will go out and spend that SSI on luxury items for herself and barely leave enough money to pay for her disabled child's essentials such as food, warm clothing, medicine, etc.  Or that same girl or boy on the spectrum can come from a well-off family and still be neglected because they have an image to uphold.  That was my situation; my father owned a successful real estate company and had an impressive investment portfolio, but loved me unconditionally.  My mother wanted this picture-perfect image of a wealthy, suburban Black family and didn't want my autism to leave any blemishes.  She saw fit to abuse me because my father was no longer there to protect me.

I had this therapist whom I'd never forget; she'd always tell me that sometimes we have to relive events of the past in order to get to the root of what plagues us in the present, and then sever that parasitic root before it poisons our future.  In order to truly understand where I'm coming from, let me begin my story from when I was twenty-one years old.  I may jump to and from different timelines in my life, but that's to fill in any gaps or answer any particular questions.  Please bear with me as I share with you these traumatic events.
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December 1, 2014, 7:30am

I used to wonder if I was the cause of all the problems going on with my mother as I grew up.  Momma would always blame me for the things that went wrong in her life, and that was when she was "clean".  It was a completely different situation, albeit a worse one, when she hit that bottle.  She went from being psychologically and verbally abusive to physically whenever she was drunk, sober or however she was feeling.  Never mind that I was taller and outweighed her by a few pounds; she still saw fit to put hands on me because she was the mother.  What she failed to realize is that the abuse she inflicted upon me did irreparable damage that would take me a long time to heal from.

I was mentally a mess as a result.  My anxiety and depression were on high, I became more of an introvert as I got older, and I would flinch or freeze up whenever people got too close to my person.  Luckily, somebody in my family put me on to a therapist from West Central over there in Willowbrook.  I was able to secure an appointment so I could break free from my mother's abuse and occasional drunkenness.  Though something in my heart wanted my momma to change her wicked ways, my soul was telling me to get the hell away from her.  Following my heart meant having to keep living in a house with no love or warmth and being shielded from what the world had to offer, just to say that I still had a roof over my head.  I couldn't do it.  The Most High wouldn't want me to, either.  I then made the decision that I was leaving my mother's 2-story Windsor Hills home, the same house that served as my prison for a majority of my life.

I showered and got dressed for my appointment early that morning.  Considering that the mental health clinic was on the Eastside and I was on the westside, the distance was quite a ways.  I couldn't drive, and I didn't want to make the mistake of catching the "Short Line" bus either.  I needed to catch Line 212 from Overhill & Northridge to the Green Line in Hawthorne, take the train to Willowbrook Station near Watts, then take either Line 55 or Line 120 to Augustus F. Hawkins to get down to West Central.  The only obstacle I'd have to deal with that morning was my momma once she either heard or saw me leaving the house.  The more I attempted to get my life together, the more she tried to sabotage it.

I quietly crept downstairs from my room to the front door.  There my mother sat, hair all disheveled as she inhaled a pack of Newports while watching one of those bullshit reality shows on VH1.  Looking at her had me wishing my father was still here; otherwise, she wouldn't be so damn evil and miserable.  Speaking of which, that side of her showed up only seconds after I unlocked the bar door to walk out.  I could be running errands and she'd be quick to start shit when I hit the door.

"Now where the fuck you think you goin'?" Momma snarled.

"Out," I said.  I wasn't in the mood for one of her little tirades today, or ever.

Before she could get another word in, I scurried outta that house so quick because I'd end up missing my appointment with my therapist if I was forced into an argument with my mother.  The Almighty knows that I got enough drama on my plate dealing with her.

"Miss Kaniya Smith?  Is she here?"  That was my therapist calling my name shortly after I checked in.

"On my way," I replied.

I got up from my seat in the lobby, picked up my tote bag, and followed right behind the doctor.  I could already tell that her aura was welcoming.  This is how I know that some folks care more about the people rather than those who drag themselves to work for that paycheck but just seem to hate everybody.

"And here's my office," said the doctor.  "I want my patients to feel at ease whenever they make their appointments, so I decorated a bit and added some aromatherapy candles to the mix.  That way, a patient feels more relaxed getting something off their chest instead of holding in tension.  I want to make sure that they're able to heal both mentally and spiritually."  She was definitely speaking my language!  There was a lot I needed to unpack, and talking with this lovely woman was a great start.

"So let me introduce myself.  My name is Kinesha Bowers-Nwigwe, and I'll be your therapist until you decide to say 'the hell with it'," she said.  She was around my height (5'9"), had a complexion the color of a Hershey's kiss much like myself, and wore some neatly twisted locs in a top bun.  She had this natural beauty about herself.

"Wait a minute...Nwigwe?  Are you by any chance related to college wiz and activist Demetrius Nwigwe at studying at UCLA?  I've been hearing about him on the news," I quizzed.

"Believe it or not, he's my brother-in-law," she answered.  "Small world, huh?"

"Yep, real small world," I said bashfully.  I heard about the work he did for girls who were victims of sex trafficking here in Los Angeles, so I tip my hat off to the guy.

"To make it easier, I go by Dr. Bowers to avoid any accusations of nepotism," the doctor stated.  "I got here on my own merits, and because I also love what I do.  We need more Black psychologists and psychiatrists in our communities so that we can really reach the people and help break the generational curses that have been plaguing us and our ancestors for centuries."

"That I can agree with," I said.

"So how are you feeling overall?"

"I feel stifled."

"Any particular reason?"  Both the words and tears started flowing as soon as Dr. Bowers asked me that question.

"I can't express myself the way I want.  I'm barely starting adulthood, but I'm still being treated like I'm in the 4th grade.  I can't even have a relationship with my own momma because she's always been very abusive.  I've had to shut myself off from the world because of her actions, and I feel like I'm suffocating while living up under her roof.  I want out!"

"Sounds like you went through some deep-seeded trauma for most of your life," Dr. Bowers stated.  "I tend to notice this with a lot of Black families.  So when did it all start?"

"It happened after my father died long ago," I responded.  "He passed away when I was six years old.  Soon after, my momma just got meaner as I got older."

"Was there anyone close by you could talk to?  Did you have family to reach out to when you were younger?"

"I had an aunt named Rosamond who was there for me since I was a little girl."

"Do you still keep in contact?"

"Unfortunately, not anymore.  She had been killed after I graduated from high school."  That was the most painful experience in all my twenty-one years on this earth.  I know a lot of people everywhere can relate; someone can lose a friend or family member to a head-on collision and start feeling like they have nothing.  In order for me to begin my healing process, I told Dr. Bowers everything I could think of during my first session, starting from the beginning.
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Inglewood, 1999

I was only six years old, sitting between my mother and my aunt Rosamond in the front right pew of this huge church.  It was the day of my father's funeral on a hot summer morning, two weeks after my birthday and a week before I started elementary school.

There were all these flowers and wreaths decorated with purple and gold fabric (my dad loved those colors as he was an avid Lakers fan), and containing an enlarged photo of him.  He was laid out in a gold-colored casket to the left of the church.  Also to the left was his side of the family, decked out in the same matching colors as the silk fabric.  The rest of my mom's kin showed up in black attire, with the exception of me and my aunt Rosamond.  One would've thought we'd sit on the opposite side with my dad's relatives as opposed to my mom's side, considering that Auntie Rosie was her blood sister.  My guess is that she wanted to truly pay her respects to my father, and she wanted me to do the same.

The pastor began the eulogy, many of my father's beloveds spoke on him and his life, and then it was time to view the body.  My mother walked up to his casket and just started bawling her eyes out.

"No, Lord!!!  Why??!?!  My husband!!!" Momma screamed like a banshee in the church.  I looked to find that a majority of my dad's family members immediately sneered and shook their heads at her like she should've won an Oscar for her theatrics at the funeral.  And if I'm not mistaken, I could've sworn I saw my aunt Rosamond slit her eyes at her sister as if to tell her: "Sitcho ass down and stop embarrassing everybody up in here!"  My auntie seemed to be the only one on my mom's side of the family to have some decorum about her.  She walked over to her in-laws and offered her condolences while my momma and her kin quickly single-filed out of the church.  We then got into our cars and joined in the procession leading to the Inglewood Cemetery, where they would bury my father.

We had the repast at my auntie's place in Ladera Heights.  Rosamond figured that having it there would be a way for her side and my dad's side to bridge the gap between the two families, like a neutral point.  She was the peacemaker of the family, so-to-speak; everybody from both sides went to her for some type of healing or advice.  She also knew that the folks on my pop's side of the family couldn't stand most of the women on her side.  Thought they were either too wild or too stuck-up, especially my momma.  They never said it directly in front of me, but I'd used to peep how they said my mother was narcissistic and selfish.  I never could understand as a child why some adults were spiteful











d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
A NOVEL

AR

O _4






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





