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lady Karrington loved my dad. He loved her. Their love wasn’t the mushy kind we think about or as many of us have experienced. It was tough. It was meaningful. It was one that was forged in the fires of trial, choice and trust, but it was love.

She was his dragon mother. 

I paused to allow the audience to settle in their courteous laughter. 

That’s what he called her. She called him son and, she called him, “My love.” 

I cleared my throat and rendered my best imitation, mocking dad’s version of Camille’s voice, “My loooove...”

He said she would always drag out the word love like that. 

My dad also says he can count the times he’d seen Camille overtly smile on three fingers. But the times he knew she approved of something or was pleased were countless. 

David Anthony Malcolm-Karrington, or Mr. Karrington as he’s often referred to, had this to say—and I quote:

“I had two teachers in my life who taught me my greatest gifts. Sammy Wilkes gave me a rhythm in boxing, and Lady Karrington gave me a corporate frequency. Combined...well, I’m still the undisputed champion.”

Rolling my eyes with an affectionate smile, because my dad is so full of himself. He is not tough.

In my latest book, The David Malcolm Brand, on page five—five. Not deep into the book, but in the beginning, I share how his grandbabies have a scaled-down version of the so-called undisputed champion.

He is such a punk, a pushover, and a teddy bear. All of our kids just run over him, have their way, and get anything they want.

I tell my children don’t get too comfortable, because that’s not the guy I grew up with, but they don’t care. They’re three, and I just want my place back.

It was about that time when DeDe screamed, “I love you, Martie!”

I asked the audience if they heard anything, and she screamed again, “I love you!”

I pulled my earlobe to acknowledge the heckler and launched into our father’s story and how it became the business model for the David Malcolm Brand.

From early on, my brain was wired to record and replay everything—a gift from our mama, whom I love and miss every day.

The day of that event was actually the tenth anniversary of her passing. My twin and I—the one that was screaming she loves me—were fourteen, three months from fifteen, and we still miss her so much.

I had a beautiful portrait of Mom appear on the digital screen as a backdrop, and the crowd clapped.

I thanked them for their acknowledgement.

My mom and dad were lifelong best friends, and the way they handled each other is probably the strongest piece of our business model.

After reaching the summit of that hour-long presentation, the crowd had laughed, cried, been awed and encouraged—some, literally empowered.

I ended the event with accolades of love and appreciation:

“To my dad, I love you. Mama Chi-Chi, thank you for being a mom to us when we needed you most, and for being a constant comfort to my dad.”

May your love life traumatize your grandchildren the way it traumatized us. Geesh! Talk about an undisputed champion.

Dad put his head down—shaking it as if to say, something is wrong with his child—but Chi-Chi laughed so hard she cried.

To all of my siblings, my grandparents, and family. Thank you. 

This...is the David Malcolm Brand.

After the extended applause, the one thing I wanted more than the handshakes, the accolades, and after signing autographs, were the arms of dad.

Looking extremely handsome, and still fit, but moving with a little more grace, daddy arrived.

“Martie, that was an amazing presentation of the brand. Daddy is extremely proud of you. Bring it in,” he said.

My daddy’s hugs always meant the world to me, and with every chance to be in that man’s arms, I’m there—just like in that moment—feeling like a little girl all over again.

My twin babies, looking like me and my twin, DeDe, who was running late as usual, and still childless, would have had to fight for daddy’s other side, because under his right wing was mine.

“Make way, make way, favorite daughter is coming through,” DeDe claimed, crashing into his daddy’s left side—her side.

Talking across Daddy’s chest, she said, “I was here for the whole speech.” She pointed, “right up there. That was me, screaming I love you.”

She acted like I didn’t acknowledge her in my speech already, so I just rolled my eyes at her.

Milan approached us, still in our three-way hug, to tell daddy the vehicles were ready.

“Thank you, Milan. Chi-Chi...” dad looked around. “Where’s my mom and dad?”

“Look baby, they’re over there with Camilla. I think Anthono and Daveed are...there,” Chi-Chi said, pointing.

Whenever there’s a function or an event, dad was always the last one inside the vehicle—watching everyone else like the fierce protector he’d always been.

That time, the aging lion displayed something none of us had seen in years.

After securing Chi-Chi, Gramps, and Grams, he escorted me, DeDe, and Camilla over to the vehicle where Anthono and Daveed were waiting for us.

It was like tucking all of us in—waiting for us to put on seatbelts.

He smiled and strolled away, in that regal stride of his, and suddenly, I see someone’s feet in the air, and shocked faces nearby.

Dad had laid someone out, and my brothers, those Karrington boys, were out of that vehicle and at daddy’s side in no time. They looked like the real security team, instead of the ones that were hired.

I heard Daveed yelling, angrily, “Why did you let him get close to my dad? You’re fired!”

Anthono was shielding dad between himself and the Escalade.

I got out and got fussed at by grandpa, who’d gotten out, who’s eighty, and I heard grandma Martie yelling at him, telling him to get his old ass back in the car.

When the confusion settled, it turned out the man daddy had slugged actually ran towards him, but he wasn’t actually running at dad, but in his direction to go past him.

What dad saw was an attack in progress, and if it actually were, the distracted security guy was letting it happen, and Daddy just reacted.

The poor man took getting concreted by dad, an honor. But then after a few weeks came the medical bills and the first lawsuit ever against my dad.

The poor man ended up with a cracked cheekbone—six thousand dollars. Elbow scrapes—twenty-five hundred. A bruised tailbone—two grand. And then he had the nerve to file a one-million-dollar lawsuit.

The result. Daddy was still undefeated. The lawsuit was dismissed because the video footage from the garage cameras looked like it was an attack.

Any reasonable person would have thought that’s what was happening, and dad clearly responded as if it were.

Daveed’s reaction towards the security guy confirmed it. The guy was just standing there looking on as a possible attack was in progress.

Admittedly, I was jealous when dad first told us about his Karrington children in 2020.

We knew about our eldest brother, Rolando, and our eldest sister, Brenae. We were close to them. We knew about Dawood and Maisha, and were getting close with them.

The Karringtons were a shock to my system, and not officially meeting them until 2022, of course I didn’t think they could possibly love our dad more than us.

But the footage from that night showed what I had ignored.

Hauntingly, Daveed moved like dad. Me and DeDe both thought so. And Anthono looked dangerous guarding dad, like anything that came within his perimeter was going to get it.

They were Dad’s and Dad was theirs, and they’d been nothing but kind to us, because we were Dad’s.

Maji, though, dad’s youngest Karrington son, he’d already been Malcolm-ized. He’d been ours since 2020, which is when their mom, Elderia, died.

But just to be clear, since meeting our Karrington siblings, everything has been nothing short of amazing.

When together, me, DeDe, and Camilla have our own space with dad—me on the right, DeDe on the left, and Camilla, who is twenty-seven—she’s on the floor between his feet, hugging his leg.

Yes, I was jealous of that spot because I didn’t think of it. But it had been her spot since she was a little girl. She showed us a picture of her in that same position while her mom was on daddy’s lap. He calls her, Fata tatii—Daddy’s girl.   

Sigh. Lip-twist. Side-eye. But I love her. She has Granny Martie’s eyes, too.

Anyway, the man wound up having to pay his own legal fees and medical bills, but Dad was kind, and paid the guy’s medical bills anyway.

That’s the punk, pushover, teddy bear I was referring to at The David Malcolm Brand Event.

I wanted DeDe to file a lawsuit against the man, and she would have, but dad told her not to.

He said, “When things go your way, learn to let things go.”

#BusinessPrinciple #BusinessModel
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Thinking about where the family was, the brand’s success, and the fact David Malcolm’s name had been restored in the only way it could have been was nothing short of amazing. #Trademark.

Camille had rebranded Dad’s name, and he gave it back to us. He didn’t outthink her, but it was an unemotional revelation that made him know Camille had left that door open for him.

He belonged to her. It wasn’t a secret. But his children always belonged to him—all of his children—all of his real children.

The Malcolm-Karrington clan was joined at the hip in a beautifully orchestrated dance that mirrored our father’s boxing style: lethal.

Dad was a Karrington. His driver license, passport, bank accounts, and in every other form of identifiable concepts—David Malcolm-Karrington. His wife, Mama Chi-Chi, Selena Karrington.

However, the David Malcolm trademark is what made it possible for all of his children—the Malcolms and the Karringtons—to be one in the David Malcolm Brand.

The siblings of one man—David Malcolm’s children. David Malcolm’s legacy, while at the same time, preserving Camille’s one hope—the Karrington name staying alive. Dad did that.

Mom made sure the provisions for her children came in a fierce way—leaving nothing to time and chance. We inherited her in a way that just feels right and complete.

We, her children, the precious fruit of her womb, as she called us, own her name, image, and likeness. We own her independent catalog and her book of songs.

This is important because though the world knew her in her athleticism and amazing talent, and through a smile and laugh that could light up an arena, she was ours in a very unique way—one that the world often misses.

Parents and siblings can be gifts for the world to experience and appreciate. However, those same souls are family on an intimate level that can never be duplicated. #Irreplacable #Family #Unity 

The Karrington clan, the sole contributor to the David Malcolm Brand—their bank, our check. Their massive real estate portfolio, our prime locations, which were offered at sibling rates, of zero rent, but our dad wouldn’t allow it.

He made sure we paid the taxes and insurances on the buildings we occupied. He made sure we compensated any and every one for whatever services rendered. He called that good business.

Our education? Camille’s promise to Sydney Malcolm’s children—a complete funding of our educational endeavors. She made that promise openly, and as a woman of her word, set it in motion before leaving us. We did what our hearts desired.

DeDe attended mom’s alma mater for her Juris Doctor program. She passed the bar first time around, and chose Business Law and Compliance as her field.

Like mom, Tre’ received his bachelor’s in Psychology, but it was from his sperm donor’s alma mater—mom’s words from her journal—Jacksonville State
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